
\J J., Ga ,.1 .f ·{;er,��sC stop gririningf" The need to know f)>y_pjckstein's disposition had changed 1.� •••( f1k��� 
::J. ' /(. "It's seeing you that docs it. Your face 'is like a tonic. Your wasl--at-be�i only El-f)€l<R,�Rt}f,al reason .fer Borg�� not to 'ilf ¥"' � 0 / � .,, 

....- sunny disposition is infectious. When you smile, Pierre, the whole pull him out1-A0t }'{¥,LDickstein had half a plan; another man fl l'lht.o�tAio, Na.1

world smiles with you." 
/ .-i 

might not be able to complete it. Dickstein had a6f)6Cial mind for ll rruA ,� ""ef•'t,"1'. 
"You're crazy," said Borg. .J 1 { f ( /c K this sort of thing. Once .Dickstein had figured it alf � , O\.\ t �' ill · And in a wa�0f-oourse-;-he was·•Fight-. 

/ Q.... 
\it weU ir1-plate . :-} then somebody else could take over.� a/ d /

��./ 1 Borg had decided to take him off the assignment at the first 
/ 

'f"' >
Q I � opportunity. DicksteinJ-of crn1cs1, would be furious/ k would � 0 k h�

1 � \ <-Pierre Borg mi.gncl-<ba¥ea\:>een vulgar, insensitive, evefHl.t-times- /{<!_ a .5 IJ· ,.,._. consider himself aetray-ea. \..t. \\..A �t"' sho.fted { 
(,rt (-p malicious,Abut he was not stupid. "He may be a bastard," S€>.me ,,,-;-j 1 • /.J - / -. '.- � blown agent,! 'ij1 _ ,_ f -... , 1 � 

w1. • o or , , ; 'J /\ A J , 

t 

· 
gJ / r .. , 

llli.. • - 1, • • 
, 

1. 4 � "but he's a clever bastard." -No SUFJ:>F-is-ing-t+1en-tnat y the ..., ) I -o, ! '· the hell with him too. \JI i:t J
� .1: <.( c 5 ''J Jyrr�;;hey parted company he knew that something important had -• - - !: 

changed in Nat Dickstein's life. T 

h,d/ 

lot/ 

1 He thought about it, walking back to the Israeli Embassy at Major Pyotr Alekseivitch Tyrin did not actually like Rostov. 
';"I\ 

\ 
\..:./ No. 2 Palace Green in �Sington. In the twenty years since He did not like any of his superiors; in his view, you had to be 

{ h Q / they'\i- first met, Dickstein had hardly changed. It was still only � rat to get promoted above the rank of major in o. / � �
. 

f. rarely that the force of the man showed through. He had always the KGB. Still, he tetaic.eEl·for Ro��6:Y a sort of.awed if-gFudgiRg ho.� B.wtsrruc..k o. c. \Ot\ 

\ 
� 
� 

� 

-� 
� 

� 
� 
'(J 

\ 

been quiet and withdrawn; he continued to look like an out-of- .respe� Tyrin h·ad considerable skills, particularly with electron- .for hi� dt11tl, �tlffu! )os� • 
work bank, clerk; and, except for occasional flashes of rather ics, but he could not manipulate people. He was a major only / cynical wit, he was still dour. be�ause he was on Rostov's incredibly successful team __..

GJ 
Until today. Abba Allon. High Street exit. Fifty-two, or nine? Where are you, 
At first he had been his usual self-brief to the ppint of fifty-two? 

rudeness. But toward the end he had come on like the stereo- Fifty-two. We're close. We'll take him. What does he look like? 
typed chi�y �ockney sparrow in a Hollywood movie. Plastic raincoat, green hat, mustache. 

A 
1 

. Borg� to know why. .Irne 2s a friend Rostov was not much; but he was ({ � �"'
He would tolerate a� from his agents. Provided they ��� worse as an enemy. This Colonel Petrov in London o. \,rt/!

{ were efficient, they could be neurotic, or aggressive, or sadistic, had discovered that. He had tried to put e£f Ro.stov and�been t.\t,S Qte� with he1��
or insubordinate-so long as he knew about it. He could make surprised by a middle-of-the-night phone call from the head of . )-
allowances for faults: but he could not allow for unknown factors. the KGB, Yuri Andropov himself. The people in the London � 
He would be unsure of his hold over Dickstein until he had Embassy said Petrov had looked like a ghost when he hung up. 
figured out the cause of the change. That was all. He had no Since then Rostov could have f)'rettrmttel. anything he wa.nted: if 
objection in principle to one of his agents acquiring a sunny he sneezed five agents rushed out to buy handkerchiefs. 
disposition. . Okay, this is Ruth Davisson, and she's going ... north ...

He came within sight of the embassy. He would put Dickstein Nineteen, we can take her-
under surveillance, he decided. It would take two car and three_ Relax, nineteen. False alarm. It's a secretary who looks like her. 
teams of men working in eight-hour shifts. The Head of London Rostov had commandeered all Petrov's best &ietWralk artists 
�tation woul� �{ fflrt }he hell wit�. hi_m. and most of his cars. The area around the Israeli Embassy in 
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London was crawling with agents--someone had said, "There are 
more � here than in the Kremlin Clinic"-but it was hard to 
spot them. They were in cars, vans, minicabs, trucks and one 
vehicle that looked remarkably like an unmarked Metropolitan 
Police bus. There were more on foot, some in public buildings 
and others walking the streets and the footpaths of the park. 

. There was even one inside the Embassy, asking in dreadfully 
broken English what he had to do to emigrate to Israel. 

The Embassy was ideally suited for this kind of exercise. It was 
in a little diplomatic ghetto on the edge of Kensington Gardens. 
So many of �he lovely old houses belonged to foreign legations 
that it was known as Embassy Row. Indeed, the Soviet Embassy 
was close by in Kensington Palace Gardens. The little group of 
streets formed a private estate, and 'tt was-neeess-af"y to tell a 
policeman &RA business �efore SR� could get in. 

Nineteen, this time it is Ruth Davisson . . .  nineteen, do you 

hear me? 

Nineteen here, yes. 

Are you still on the north side? 

Yes. And we know what she looks like. 

None of the agents was actually in sight of the Israeli Embassy. 
Only one member of the team could see the door-Rostov, who 
was a half mile away, on the twentieth floor of a hotel, watching 
through a powerful Zeiss telescope mounted on a tripod. Several 
high buildings in the West End of London had clear views across 
the park to Embassy Row. Indeed, certain suites in certain hotels 
fetched inordinately high prices because of rumors that from 
them you could see into Princess Margaret's backyard at the 
neighboring palace, which gave its name to Palace Green and 
Kensington Palace Gardens. 

Rostov was in one of those suites, and he -had a radio 
transmitter as well as the telescope. Each of his_ sidewalk squads 
had a walkie-talkie. Petrov spoke_ tttti�y to his men inkR!.!-ssian, 
using confusing c0dewords, and the wavelength on which he 
transmitted and on which the men replied was changed every five 

... __ minutes according to a computer program built into all the sets. 

i-
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The system was working very well, Tyrin thought-he had 
invented it--except that somewhere in the cycle everyone was 
subjected to five minutes of BBC Radio One. 

Eight, move up to the north side. 

Understood. 

If the Israelis had been in Belgravia, the home of the more 
senior embassies, Rostov's job would have been more difficult. 
There were almost no shops, cafes or public offices in 
Belgravia-nowhere for agents to make themselves unobtrusive; 
and because the whole district was quiet, wealthy and stuffed with 
ambassadors it was � for the police to keep an eye 
open for suspicious activities. Any of the standard surveillance 
ploys-telephone repair van, �crew with striped tent-would 
have drawn a crowd of bobbies in minutes. By contrast the area 
around the little o�sis of Embassy Ro"Y was Kensington, al 
s�opping area with several colleges and four museums. 

Tyrin himself was in a pub in Kensington Church Street. The 
resident KGB men had told him that the pub was frequented by 
detectives fro� "Special Branch"-the rather coy euphemism for 
Scotland Yard's political police. The four youngish men in rather 
sharp suits drinking whiskey at the bar were probably detectives. 
They did not know Tyrin, and would not have been much 
interested in him if they had. Indeed, if Tyrin were to approach 
them and say�em&thing to the,eEfect Gt, "By the way, the KGB is 
tailing every Israeli, legal in London at the moment," they would 
probably say "What, again?" and order another round of drinks. 

In any event Tyrin(was not�s ke well knew\ a man to attract 
second glances. He was small and rather rotund, with a big nose 
and a drinker's veined face. He wore a gray raincoat over a green 
sweater. The rain had removed the last memory of a crease from 
his charcoal flannel trousers. He sat in a corner 'ft6W with a glass 
of English beer and a small bag of potato chips. The radio in his 
shirt pocket was connected by a fine, flesh-colored wire to the 
plug-it looked like a hearing aid-in his left ear. His left side 
was to the wall. He could talk to Rostov by pretending to fumble 
in the inside pocket of his raincoat, turning his face away from the 
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room and muttering into the perforated metal disc on the top edge of the radio. He was watching the detectives drink whiskey and thinking that the Special Branch must have better expense accounts than its Russian equivalent_ he was allowed one pint of beer per hour, the potato crisps he had to buy himself. At one time agents in England had even been obliged to buy beer in half pints, until the accounts department had been told that in many pubs a man who drank halves was as peculiar as a Russian who took his vodka in sips instead of gulps. 
Thirteen, pick up a green Volvo, two men, High Street.
Understood. 
And one on foot . .. I think that's Yigae�eier ._ .. Twenty?Tyrin was "Twenty." He turned his face into his shoulder and said, "Yes. Describe him.,., 
Tall, gray hair, umbrella, belted coat. High Street gate.Tyrin said, "I'm on my way/'ldrained his glass and left the pub. It was raining. Tyrin took a collapsible umbrella from his raincoat pocket and opened it. The wet sidewalks were crowded with shoppers. At the traffic lights he spotted the green Volvo and, three cars behind it, "Thirteen " in an Austin. 
Another car. Five, this one's yours. Blue Volkswagen beetle.
Understood.Tyrin reached Palace Gate, looked up Palace Avenue, saw a man fitting the description heading toward him, and walked on without pausing. When he had calculated that the man had had time to reach the street he stood at the curb, as if about to cross, and looked up and down. The mark emerged from Palace Avenue and turned west, away from Tyrin. • Tyrin followed. Along High Street tailing was made easier by the crowds,l'fhey turned south into a maze of side streets/ Tyrin became a bit re 1 nervous/ but the Israeli did not seem to be watching for a shadow/. - S 

Yf.e simply butted ahead thro�gh the rain, a tall, bent figure under an umbrella, walking fast, iritent on hJs destination. ;He did �ot go far�ui:Rin� into a small modern hotel just off th� 

� Cromwell Road. Tyrin walked past the entrance and, glancing :,{o
? through the glass door, saw the mark step� into a phone booth � � e in the lobby. A -ei+ f4rther along the road Tyrin passed the green li� It.. { � a/Volvo, and concluded that the Israeli and his colleagues in the <.T �A green Volvo were .aJ&e staking out the hotel. a I � � He crossed the road and came back on the opposite side, just in '< ' case the mark were to come out again immediately. He looked for the blue Volkswagen beetle and did not see it, tshettgk he was FeaS(:)'fflt&ry cef.ta4R it would be close by. k fnto his shirt pocket/ "This is Twenty. Meier and the green Volvo have staked out the Jacobean Hotel." 

Confirmed, Twenty. Five and Thirteen have the Israeli cars
covered. Where is Meier?

["In the lobby." Tyrin looked up and down/ saw the Austin e>.nd which was following the green Volvo. 
Stay with him. "Understood." Tyrin now had a difficult decision to make- Q /

Jl he went straight into the hotel Meier might spot him, but if he 1� 
{took the time to find the back entrance Meier might be g, ,czr: in �o o.wo.y the meanwhile. 

/He decided to -fflke a chance �the back entrance, � that gjgJ Of\ tht. j'ov1\4t 
he was supported by two cars HHl4 could cover for a few minutes if wh\c.� / /the worst happened. -Al� the hotel there was a narrow alley Ses,c.\e. for delivery vans. Tyrin walked along it and came to an unlocked fire exit in the blank side wall of the building. He went in/ found af\c.l fhimself in a concrete stairwell, obviously built to be used only as a fire escape. As he climbed the stairs he collapsed his umbrella, put it in his raincoat pocket and took off the raincoat. He folded it and left it in a little bundle on the first half landing, where he could quickly pick it up if he needed to make a fast exit. He went / to the second floor/took the elevator down to the lobby. When o."cl he emerged in his sweater and trousers he looked like a guest at the hotel. The Israeli was still in the phone booth. Tyrin went up to the glass door at the front of the lobby, looked out, checked his wristwatch and returned to the waiting area to sit 
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down as if he were meeting someone. It did not � to be his 
lucky day. The object of the whole exercise was to find Nat 
Dickstein. He was known to be in England, and it was hoped that 
he would have a meeting with one of the legals. The Russians 
were following the legals in order to witness that meeting and 
pick up Dickstein's trail. The Israeli team at this hotel was clearly 
not involved in a meeting __ they were staking out someone, 

e

presumably with a view to tailing him as soon as he showed, and 
that someone wasr-after aH\ not likely to be one of their own 
agents. Tyrin could only hope that what they were doing would at
least turn out to be of some interest -TI-le watched the mark 
come out of the phone booth and walk off in the direction of the 
bar/ aftd wondered if the lobby could be observed from the bar. 
Apparently not, because the mark came back a few minutes later 
with a drink inl.hand, then �t down across from Tyrin and picked 
up a ne�spaper. 

The mark did not have time to drink his beer. 
The elevator doors sshu9scd open, and out walked Nat 

Dickstein. 
Tyrin was so surprised that he made the mistake of staring 

straight at Dickstein for several seconds. Dickstein caught his 
eye, and nodded politely. Tyrin smiled weakly and looked at his 
watch. It occurred to him-more in hope than conviction-that 
staring was such a � mistake that Dickstein might take it as 
proof that Tyrin was not an agent. 

n J i] g'J /-/ k r/lo � time for self sef-¥ing-reflection. Moving qu
.
ickly with/

Tyrin thoughy'something of a spring in his step, p-ma� 
witR his mind more on his de-s-1st&l-:inRia:Ht�io,-Jn:i,---Hi;a-R--ru!H3��+-e�ttnr 
stanee\ Dickstein crossed to the counter and dropped a room key, 
then proceeded quickly out into the street. The Israeli tail, Meier, 
�laGed4'y Borgi put his newspaper_ on the table and followed.
When the plate-glass door closed behind Meier, Tyrin got up, 
thinking/ I'm an agent following an agent following an agent. 
Well, at least we keep each other in employment. 

He went into the elevator/pressed the button for the first floor/ 

-(spok� into his radio. "This is Twenty. I have Pirate." There was

no reply-the walls of the building were blocking his transmis­
sion. He got out of the elevator at the first floor and ran down the 
fire stairs, picking up his raincoat at the half landing. As soon as 
he was outside he. tried the radio again. "This is Twenty, I have 
the Pirate." 

All right, Twenty. Thirteen has him too. 
Tyrin saw Meier crossing Cromwell Road. "I'm following 

Meier," he said into his radio. 
Five and Twenty, both of you listen to me. Do not follow. Have 

you got that-Five? 
Yes. 
Twenty? 
Tyrin said, "Understoodt [stopped walking and stood on the 0/ k ke

corner watching Meier and Dickstein disappear in the direction of 
Chelsea. 

Twenty, go back into the hotel. Get his room number. Book a 
room close to his. Call me on the telephone as soon as it's done. 

"Understood." Tyrin turned back, rehearsing his dialogue 
_Excuse me, the fellow that just walked out of here, short 0 
man with glasses, I think I know him but he got into a cab before I 
could catch up with him ... his name is John but we all used to 
call him Jack, what room ... ? As it turned out, none of that was 
necessary. Dickstein's key was still on the desk. Tyrin memorized 
the number. /(if
I,. "Can I help you?" �e-d05k elcrlc=asked, cott'ttHg aver 10 Tut. <iu\.. c.luk CQ.fl\.t. 

4v"'·f'1
ret-Fi�. 

"I'd like a room " Tyrin said/ �ee-at-the· Pitate1s appare� 0 (i) 
�4--l=Ie indeed must ha¥e aeen--a--ma-n--\'Y'ith a-. "'J ,p-ressing missi� 

. T /.
--�e kissed her ,Ii' man who ha¢ Suilt ttp a power fat thir>I all day. l q,.l ht �� l;t�,ty 

i"4 s)

He savored the smell of her skin and the soft motions of her lips. 
(."I ef1He touched her face and said, "This, s+1,0 this, Ml@ this is what I � \ 0 I

need." They stared into each other's eyes, and the truth of th@ � 
s�e between th_em was like nakednessri magic sp&l\{He stood � �

, 179 0A'-- -tlu";\1..t: l_'"" d..0 �•�\l..•J l ."'•":t. 11..t i�e. t�"
1\-.o�� �\ M.uJ C>.��'f\ ..,,J. �'" \,'(.t, AA ,1\t�"�4.t;o_l\> 
� �\\. SQt.ll. �� t�v..U\t.d \\-tr hccly irt�ay. 



face to face with her in the�l blue-and-yello� kitchen, looking Elirootly into her eyes while he ffi�cheti the secret places of her body. Herk!iouth opened a fraction and he felt her breath coming faster and � on his face/ l{Ie inhaled deeply so as to breathe -1.er ir,t,o himself. he opened is shirt, and bent to his chest, and took his nipple etween her teeth, and sucked. The sudden, astonishing pleasure of it made him gasp aloud. He held her head 
"g 'l 4- lW\.t. Th

( 
q gently in his hands and rocked to and frol!intensifyi-R-g the

:\ b ttq,S r�a his eyes 0/\1 sensation.[He reached behind her' lifted her skirtzand aelighted-iR
� k· ri�� \· i"M t1�he contrast of-her wkit-s paRties. with the brown skin of her long:A"-t w ,tt. .,_. u�;l; legs. His right hand stroked her face and gripped her shoulder 
�:i. �/ • / � and IDn�Hecl her breasts M his left hand moved over her hips and
,J b-thl .( inside her�� and between her legsJ and everything felt so _.:11 f11�)' > good, so good�hat he wished he had four hands to feel her with, ; / /.. so h} six. Then, suddenly, he wanted to see her face/fI{re gripped hert\ �4�/ ,/ so.'lif\j'k shoulders and ketpeti her stand upright/J:'I want to look at you." 

i[ . / Her eyes filled with tears, and he knewf was.gratefuli that these 
� AjQ.'f\ were signs not of sadness but of ftef OWFt- intense pleasure. 

i' l{ �t�re.G\ / � � they leoked into each other's eyes, �haAgtng not ontyttre 
�i} k T��t\ � j tRith of their-love bttt-the now raw emoti-e-H-.(f/I.e knelt at her feet 
� J.J· � �} 

like a supplicant.Ltp:e lay his head on her thighs, feeling the heat of 
,r\0/ "t � �e- her body through her clothing/ jJ"lent_reached beneath her skirt o �c-tl � · 1 t' t with both hands�C',lt' her panties dow my Hei"65e up from.. J l � t / shl / ,... l\t sr• . . ? (:) /�" �}" the floor[ 6-RQ Jhey wereistandmg"where they had kissed when 1-.�4 � A "'P heftl\first come into the room. ,A.ne, just there, -6+Hi standin� they , J.. �t\CA J began to make love. He watched her face. She looked peaceful,,\ <lo her eyes were half closed. He wanted to SH&tai-+1 this, moving �.ll.to, Cl \01\� t�t. h slowly,�but his body would not waitk\\S-h n ev� 
fi l a.n.cl/ ,s� ht../ thrusti-R-g harder/ faster. He felt himself losing his balance a.Ra putb01� kO.f\tt\t.l.. � � arms around her, lifted hed,off the floorland without .,\ � rrt>M l\�1 bocly Ni} withdrawingimoved two paces so that her back was against the

:ifi \ '"\- -f-1-\"-"s ""''s'� wall. ARd Rew �he pulled his shirt looss, an� and dug her� � fingers into the hard muscles of his back .a.s- he linked his hands beneath her buttocks and took her weight. She lifted her legs high, her thighs gripping his hips, her ankles crossed behind his back, and, -ee;ioAd eelici, he seemed to penetrate even deeper 
180 

I kt. W"-\ / likt � cJoc.k.worlc. ""'°tl,�r a,.4 C11tf'(ti-l� \�t. ct�,
/ I / �U'f \01\(. Of\ M< f-o.<.t1 .. "'"tb\ect �t. lpfi,r-=�-;-i-:i:----in_s_id ... e_h ... e_,r,_. _He felt m� being wound ur #get like a4;pring. He ('; f -1\-ar�u��, �l\l� •� IU\�. watched her/ 6ft-YI iR-he-reyes an expression of something like lhc,t. fA�,;:;r.to � �d panic/ a wild, wide-eyed animal emotionJ and it pushed him over ; f ; / � L'l �� 1�6 "'t: \f l "'" Ao the edge[so that he knew that it was coming,Lwas going to happen f l 1k �_nf-� f� � tki� \ WA.¥\t �t> CA" now, and he wanted to tell her-et.It tR�re mas--ntrne@d as she dug , lo kc..s�,d) ��,.�j ✓-

"1 � ' h ·1 • h k" f h" b k d d h d h' • �.rt. Jf CCMU • Mel. '��i.. ; Ma, Q.\ ir \\..� \..J er nai s mto t e s m o is ac an rew t em own is spme s"-t. �t.i<l, "o\\, o.wul (to.� hts Ml.A, � / and he felt the(quake in her body just as his own erupted/and he � ,...t 1 " o.� ◄ ,.1 • A � was sti loo mg at er saw her mouth open wide, wid►,fl as '""" Q. < !; A 'P e.o..<�t 1���t • "'1 'j she drew breath +ttst•es-the peak of delight overto them b th/ "'h,cl-.. Wt."t �nv.0"'-l l,.J"-C\t ! and • ed-�o-fti h,v. \,\<. o.� dt<.h·it.. l)\\od<. 
V 'if "We follow the Israelis and the Israelis follow Dickstein. All it 1\ · l � needs is for Dickstein to start following us and we can all go 4 M / 'Se>..,·ct around in a circle for the rest of the day," Rostov was sa)-:\Ag as 1'le-

&.� /h�I� strode down the hotel corridorL • Tyrin hurr- • beside him, ] " his short plump legs almost running e up. :::::---- sht St<t<ll'V\eci • 

• • 
.1. Tyrinf,-br.e.athi-ng i,a-reA said, "I was wooden at, exact y, it.cl/ 

AA� -t\i1 1'1'w\t. ,\- Wt.\ 1\0\ h" k" • b d • h . ffi ..i 1.. ·•-'- was your t m mg m a an onmg t e surveillance as soon ¥� "/�"�r +,�''" ,.,ttwe.t.l\ w,tr.\ h. ?" \;I . saw im. b'A'f ,�w tMotio" �\llki�- "I ' b • " R ·ct • . bl / h ( . . ,· { tJ t s  o vious, ostov sai irnta y t en remmded himself t,oM Of\t. to �"°�« r" . 
( . . . r_ . t that Tyrm's loyalty was valuable and f)egtt1'l to explam. "Dickstem h..,f\\ltf'S '" torte.A i . 

' J , has been under surveillance a great deal during the last few �t>u.ivl TM. wo.i\\- or- "-tr k . � , ,., ff:'>'.)fi�s ,J wee s. Each time he�ventually1has � us and thrown us off. �, 
.. ,rt� o.,u\ cl<t.w ll\.tM N • f ·11 . . . bl f 1 • \ \ 1 \1. ow a certam amount o survei ance is mevita e or someone
O\OWf\ $ ,w y "' "'":j h h b • h I D. k • B 

..Ll _ \ • � c.... w o as een m t e game as ong as IC stem. ut on a 
'"L \"O'.\ 0" t, �ti- M • I • h h • f II d h 1·k I h • 

k �e k.e. deci<ltoi / 
Sf tJtf.rA / 

\. \- � t� particu ar operation, t e more e IS o owe t e more 1 e y e 1s r:1��n+i 
<. to abandon what he's doing and hand it overkr--bc forced te � \ . . '..t � / 

11 

• --··-- c.l • �·11 ,hand it O¥er...f.to someone elsej-w.meene totally unk�. (1 - ""� w-t. ,:'� n<. w,t tol\'\re.lltc.1 0 /,f ...I�-- f h . f . . b f 1 . . l�t\CW w 0 J.{oo � o ten t e m  ormation we gam y o lowmg someone is J..A\\ -t 'di / canceled out ey-41:l� that we're following them and �tl,IA-it. -rl.�'1 J.�<.o\ft.f H¼e€•·nby knOlJJ.i.A.g that we've got the information in question _ �u.,tot<- t\..�'f �""w l 0/This way /by abandoning the surveillance as we have done today/ l-1 L --..1 
[ we know where he is but he doesn't know we know --LJHe'll 01L['•I\Q1

11 

�-� 11,i�. spot those Israelis in no time at all,l�[2e rrf'u'tt be 1• / " hypersensitive by nowf" , - I ��\tv oAk.A. l �
G>{
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"Why do you su ose they're following thefr own man?" 
"fhat I really can't understand -Li'm sure Dickstein met

Borg this morning-which would explain why Borg threw off his
tail with that taxi maneuver. It's possible Borg pulled Dickstein
out and now he's simply checking that Dickstein really does come
out, and doesn't try to carry on unofficially." He shook his hea'¾
''.l< doesn't convince me_ but the alternative is that Borg� 
doesn't trust Dickstein anymore, and I find that unlikely�oo-/-
careful, now." � 
- They were at the door to Dickstein's hotel room. Tyrin took
out a small, powerful flashlight and shone it around the edges of
the door. "No telltales," he said. 

Rostov nodded, waiting. This was Tyrin's province. The little
round man was the best general technician in the KGB in

ostov's opinion. He watd1ed as Tyrin took a skeleton key om 
his poc e , one of a large collection of such keys that he.carrtea-.
By trying several on the door of his own room here, he had 
already established which one was-Hte-passc -pmw,ttt, whte¼-\ fitted
the locks of the Jacobean Hotel. -Now ,he � opened
Dickstein's doorl..and stayed outside, looking in. 

"No booby traps," he said after a minute er 60 of carnfu-1
-setu citing. 

He� inside and Rostov followed, closing the door. This
part of the game gave Rostov no pleasure at all _ he fH-<!feFFoo
to eestH¥e, to speculate, to plot+burglary was �Hy not his 

/2 ')style/ 4t made him f.cd exposed and vulnerable. If a maid should /, 
come in now, or the hotel manager, or even Dickstein/ who might 

1l 4 \ 
evade the sentry in the lobby ... it would be so undignified, so \ l uvJi �
humiliating. "Let's make it fast," he� said. / \ The room was laid out according to the \miversal Holiday Imtt 
plan: the door opened into a little passage with the bathroom on
one side and the wardrobe opposite. Beyond the bathroom the
room was square, with the single bed against one wall and the
television set against the other. There was a large window in the
exterior wall opposite the door. 

Tyrin picked up the phone and began to unscrew the mouth-
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piece. Rostov stood at the foot of the bed, looketl aroundLtrying 
to get an impression of t_he man who was staying in this room.
There was not much to go on. The room had been cleaned and
the bed made. On the bedside table were a book of chess
problems and an evening newspaper. There were no signs of
tobacco or alcohol. The wastepaper basket was empty. A small
black vinyl suitcase on a stool contained clean underwear and one
c ean s 1rt.A "The man travels with one spare shirt!" Rostov
muttere . he drawers of the dresser were empty. Rostov looked
into the bathroom+a toothbrush, a rechargeable electric shaver
with spare plugs for different kinds of electrical outlets, and-the
only personal touch-a pack of indigestion tablets. 

Rostov went back into the bedroom, where Tyrin was reassem­
bling the telephone. "It's done." 

"Put one behind the headboard," Rostov said. 
Tyrin was taping a bug to the wall behind the bed when the

phone rang. 
If Dickstein returned the sentry in the lobby was to call

Dickstein's room on the house phone, let it ring twice, then hang 
up. 

It rang a second time. Rostov and Tyrin stood still, silent,
waiting. 

It rang again. 
They relaxed. 
It stopped after the seventh ring. 
Rostov said, "I wish he had a car for us to bug."
"I've got a shirt button." 
"What?" 
"A bug like a shirt button." 
"I didn't know such things existed."
"It's new." 
"Got a needle? And thread?"
"Of course." 
"Then go ahead." 
Tyrin went to Dickstein's case and without taking the shirt out

snipped off the second button, carefully removing all the loose
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/ 
thread. With a few swift strokes he sewed on th1e new button. His

0 pudgy hands were surprisingly dexterous\ Rostov oeserveq. 
mc•jc1-d b"t h,'\ �� RostovW�houghtS�YeYeF\ were elsewhere. He wanted�cltSfct.r�-\ely mHeft to do more to ensure that he would hear what Dicksteins�,a CW\a .J.;d / ffiigkt say and do. The Israeli might find the bugs in the phone
\;kt..c\ � 
\JQ,�/ f �sJ

[ �0.1 btp..J. } 
l o�<-cl./

el 

,f T1''" \-Al�es-t�clJ..
0/ t 

and the headboard; he would not wear the bugged shirt all the
time. Rostov ,preferred to be-R=lGFe sure of things, and Dickstein
I.lad so Far bee,, maddeningly slippery: there .just 6e&mea nowhere
you could hook oif o him. Rostov had � a faint hope that
somewhere in this room there would be a photograph of someone
DicksteinJµa�&ttt;-ft girl . ,4 

"There _" Tyrin showed him his handiwork. The shirt was
plain white nylon with the commonest sort of white buttons. The
riew one was indistinguishable from the others.

"Good," Rostov said. "€lose the case."
Tyrin did so. "Anything else?" 

A "Take another quick look around for telltales. I can't believe
Dickstein would go out without taking any precautions at all." 

They searched again, quickly, silently, their movements prac­
tised and economical, showing no signs of the haste they both
felt. There were dozens of ways of planting telltales - a hair
lightly stuck across the crack of the door was the most simple; a
scrap of paper jammed against the back of a drawer would fall out
when the drawer was opened; a lump of sugar under a thick
carpet would be silently crushed by a footstep; a penny behind
the lining of a suitcase lid would slide from front to back if the
case were opened . . . 

They found nothing. 
Rostov said, "All Israelis are paranoid. Why should he be

different?" 
"Maybe he's been pulled out." 
.A,t the moment-Rostov tand�-eel �hy else

would he suddenly get careless?" 
"He could have fallen in love+"" 

. Rostov laughed. "Sure," he saidl "�nd Joe Stalin could have
�een c_a_nonized by the Vatican. Let's get out of here."

He went out, and Tyrin followed, closing the door softly
behind him.

T 

So it was a woman. 
Pierre Borg wasLmystified(and deeply worried.
Dickstein never had women. 
Borg sat on a park bench under an umbrella. He had been 

unable to think in the Embassy, with phones ringing and people �\\ iht. ti� s� �-e. hc>A
sons�ntly asking him questiont The rain blew across the emptyk loll\!. 014

t h�re, desel'tt.
park in sheets, and every now and then a drop would land on the � we.d"t.t
tip of his cigar and he would have to relight it. -At l0ast, thougM � 
-he could he.a+-.h.i.mself think out bece [t was the tension in � [.
Dickstein that made the man so fierce. Naturally .,tlle last thing it T 

/-eft6. wanted was for him to learn how to relaxfrhe sid@wttlk P.>o;u, [ ft.l�Me.�
artists had followed Dickstein to a small apartment house in 
Chelsea where he had met a woman. "It's a sexual relationship, � h / fall rightf' one of them had said. "19 H." The caretaker of the � � l( 

0

'S'-sti\

building had been interviewed, but he knew nothing about the
woman except that she was a close friend of the people who 
owned the apartment. t.1The obvious conclusion(,40 someone else\ was that Dickstein � l
owned the flat (and had bribed the caretaker to lie); that he used
it as a rendezvous; that he met someone from the opposition, a 
woman; that they made love and he told her secrets.�org might [ 
have bought that idea -ffi0-if he had found out about the woman �
some other way. But if Dickstein had suddenly become a traitor 
he would� have allowed Borg to become suspicious. He was ™>t

ftF too clever. He would have covered his tracks/ �e would� � 0{ '"i I\Ot

had led the me� artists straight to the flat without once t""ct.\e.l\ i
looking over his shoulder. His behavior had innocence written all 
over it.\--wh1ctr,-iA a 1,vay, was woF64. He had met with Borg J.. • � 9
looking like the cat that got at the cream, either not knowing or
not caring that his mood was all over his face. When Borg asked
what was going on, Dickstein made jokes. Borg(-Ae kR@wJ was
bound to have him tailed. Hours later he-was screwing some girl
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I - . 
who � it so m�ch you could hear her all th�we� out 
in the( street. The whole thing M Dick-stoiA's � was so
li)ptrageoµsly iooa,ent nai'veractually I I \ it had to be true. 

All right, then- some woman had found a way to get past� 
Dickstein ·s defenses and seduce him. Dickstein was reacting like 
a teenager because he -never had a teenage. The important 
question was, who was she? 

The Russians had files, too, and they ought to have assumed, 
like Borg, that Dickstein was invulnerable to a sexual approach. 
But maybe they thought it was at leas� worth a try. And � 
maybe they were right_ 

Once again, Borg's instinct was to pull Dickstein out immedi­
ately. And once again, he hesitated. If it had been any project 

t':'1 other than this one, any agent other than Dickstein, he would 
ti I have known what to do. Bttt Dickstein was �is man l the only 

<oc4\4 se,\"t KH f'oble. .... / � man who �-a--@ance to set u� tms-eperatiet1. Borg s-till felt ke 
� / had no option but to stick to his original scheme�wait until 

Dickstein had fully conceived his plan, then pull him out. 
He couldl,-thoughJ at least have the London Station investigate 

the woman and find out all they could about her. 
Meanwhile he would just have to hope that if she were an agent 

Dickstein would have the i-flgrn-i+loo sense �tie not to tell 
her anything. 

It would be a dangerous time, but �0r Aew there was no more 
Borg could do. 

His cigar went out,lhe hardly noticed. The park was completely 
deserted now. Borg sat on his bench, his body uncharacteristical­
ly still, holding the umbrella over his head, looking like a statue, 
worrying himself to death. 

The 13leasttre was over, Dickstein told himself: it was time to 
get back to work. 

Entering his hotel room at ten o'clock in the morning, he 
realized that-incredibly-he had left no telltales. For the first 
time in twenty years as an agent, he had simply A� to take 
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elementary precautions. He stood Hew in the doorway, loo kin� 
,£l,ftQ, thinking about the shattering effect that she had had on him. 
Leaving her and going back to �'OPl-6 was like climbing into a 
familiar car� has been garaged for a year: he had to let the old 
habits, the old instincts, the old paranoia seep back into his mind. 

He went into the bathroom and ran a tubl--tl=linking tl=la�be now 
had a kind of emotional breathing-space_ Suza was - going 
back to work today. She was with BOAC, and -her tour of duty 
would take her all the way around the world. She expected to be 
back in twenty-one days, but it might be longer. He had no idea 

{where he might be in three weeks' time-f-which meant he did not ; 
know when he would see her again. But see her again he would, if 

(Ihe lived long onougfl.. 
Everything looked different now, past and future. The last r �/

twenty years of his lif�-ee"@r fflimi that he had shot people and 1,.Sttl't\tcl A�H dc�,l't.�t-\UQ 

been shot at, traveled all over the world, disguised himself and 
{ deceived people and managed-fairly outrageous, clandestine fhA.\\u. oH-

coupsJ all seemed trivial. €) l;- f ' ~  / / � If.e � wondered what he would do with the rest of his life( t_Silf'i� it-. tke. t\46 "f .(J 0 
.. ��tfling he---nad not thought seFiously of fer years, and for � 

�arter!1 had decided he would not be a spy anymore-but what l,e../ 
{�? It seemed all possibilities were open to him. He could stand WOI-\\A �e. �� 

for election to the Knesset, or start his own business, or simply 
stay on the kibbutz and make the best wine in Israel. Would he 
marry Suza? If he did, would they live in Israel? He found the 
uncertainty delicious, like wondering what you would be given 
for�- 1aur b,<l1\J. .. y / 

�t.lC. � e. ,Jtj\ MOlt. qt <.>tJt.t-/ If I live, he thought. Suddenly�mething new-was-addeq. He 
was afraid to die. Until now death had been something to avoid 
with all skill only because it constituted, so to speak, a losing 
f!10ve in the game. Now he '1,-ti."?!edJ wanted �I to live/;_ l{ a�\pH·o.tt½ ( ,

It would be terrible to lose his life so soon after she had saved 
it. 

He got out of the bath, rubbed himself dry and dressed. ¥ery � 
.well, fii:st.tbings first the way to beglH �& keep his life was to � 1 � � -
win this fight. -

.. : to s\eef 'N\tl-. S"'i� Q.�O..it\
1 

to M��e a. "'o"'" w�-th
ku, Tb \u/1'\ Ill\ 6.bo"t hu, \...v i�«>�yM10..c.ics a.�cl

�'-' h��i\"� ,..._� 'nt.t �u..,ch �t. \,DO..\::.� s �� \� ��cl ' _ -C>ceti-\over'\ Qra 
4,\cl W�Q.� '!I'-''\. ��\..t -.\,o"t' � a ll'J. s #ii r e,d 
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His next move was a phone call. He con'sidered the hotel 
phone, decided to start being extra careful here and now, and 
went out to find a call box. 

The weather had changed. Yesterday had emptied the sky of 
rain, and now it was pleasantly sunny and warm. He passed the 
phone booth nearest to the hotel and went on to the next one/ 
rj.xtra careful. He looked up Lloyd's of London in the directory 
and dialed their number. 

"Lloyd's, good morning." 
"I 1;equire some information about a ship-t-" 
"That's Lloyd's of London Press-I'll put you through." 
While he waited Dickstein looked out the windows of the 

phone booth at the London traffic, and wondered whether 
Lloyd's would� give him what he wanted. ft had better he 
had Re-1-cieft where else to -go for the information. He tapped his 
foot nervously. SQmeone had serawled "Jgai. sucks"-en the cover 
9f the phone book +lile coldness of it mad� him sick:-Better 
watch it . . . ke was-getting altoget.hei: too-e61-icate 

"Lloyd's of London Press." 
"Good morning, I'd like some information about a ship." 
"What sort of information?" the voice said, with-Dickstein 

thought-a trace of suspicion. 
"I want to know whether she was built as part of a series; and if 

so, the names of her sister ships, who owns them, and their 
present locations. _As well rrs plans, if possible." 

"I'm afraid I can't help you there." 
k'Why not?" 

"We don't keep plans, that's Lloyd's Register, and they only 
give them out to owners." 

"But the other information? The sister ships?" 
"Can't help you there either." 
Dickstein wanted to get the man by the throat. "Then who 

can?" 
"We're the only people who have such information." 
"And you keep it secret?" 
"We do!}'t give it out over the phone." 
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"Wait a minute, you mean you can't help me over the phone." 
"That's right." 
"But you can if I write or call personally." ..A.h,l:>ttreaaciats­

- we-rse t ha-�ies..
"Um . . .  yes, this inquiry shouldn't take too long, so yo'u

could call personally." 
"Give me the address." He wrote it down. "And you could get 

these details while I wait?" 
"I think so." 
"All right. I'll give you the name of the ship now, and you 

should have all the information ready by the time I get there. Her 
name is Coparelli." He spelled it.

"And your name?" 
"Ed Rodgers." 
"The company?" 
"Science lntematio11a/ . • , 
"Will you want us to bill the company?" 
"No, I'll pay by personal check." 
"So long as you have some identification.'.' L,1k..·i.
"Of course. I'll be there in an hour. Goodbye." ii�,·-'f �k W 10 

Dickstein hung up and left the phone booth,Lcrossed the road to a l �e
cafe and ordered coffee and a sandwich.�:n�:� Ii:: to Borg, of\.

/ j J l /course] Ille knew � weH how he hijack the (D " t.i:w:tiy Wo\4 d 
Coparelli. He would buy one of the sister ships-if there were
such-and take his team on it to meet the Coparelli at sea. After
the hijack, instead of the dicey business of transferring the cargo 
from one ship to another offshore, he would sink his own ship and 
transfer its papers to the Coparelli. He would also paint out the
Coparelli's name and over it� the name of the sunken sister f"'"t
ship. And then he would sail what would appear to be his own 
ship into Haifa. 

I � ·t /-It-was good�lt, tho1:tgh Of courselstill only the rudiments of �,s ,b1.1 ' "'"'� 

a plan. What would he do about the crew of the Coparelli? How
would the apparent loss of the Coparelli be explained? How
would he avoid an international inquiry into the loss at sea of tons 
of uranium ore?rthere_ would be a major search for any large ship [ kThe, MO<e �� ��\\Jl-.t 

� �bout {\°, t\..c. b13t< 
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� was thought to have sunk. With uranium aboard, the search would attract publicity and ;,6 be even more thorough. And what if the searchers found not the Caparelli but the sister shi whichwas supposed to belong to ai-ER. There were still too many unknowns in the equation. Either the sandwich or the problem had stuck in his stomach: he took an indigestion tablet. H6 turned his mind to evading the opposition. Had he covered his tracks well enough? Only Borg could know of his plans. Even if his hotel room were bugged-even if the phone booth nearest the hotel were bugged-still nobody else could know of his speei�e interest in the Caparelli. He had been extra careful.He � sippi-R,g his coffee 1,J.1he11 aj customer, on his way out of the cafe, jogged � elbow� him to spill coffee all down the front of his !ptlnkiR-g clean shirt -
T 

'�" said David -Rostov excitedly. "Where have I heard ofa ·ship called the Caparelli?" Yasif Hassan said, "It's familiar to me, too." "Let me see that computer printout_" They were in the back of a listening van parked near the Jacobean Hotel. The van, which belonged to the KGB, was dark blue, without markings, and very dirty. Powerful radio equip­ment}-honed in on :Qickstein's sh-ir� occupied most of the space inside, but there was a small compartment behind the front seats where Rostov and Hassan could squeeze in./..Tyrin was at the wheel. Large speakers above their heads were giving o·ut an undertone of dist'ant conversation and the occasional clink of crockery. A moment ago there had been an incomprehensible exchange, with someone apologizing for something and Dickstein saying it was all •right, it had been an accident. Nothing distinct had been said since then. Rostov's pleasure at being able to listen to Dic�stein's conver­sation was marred only by the fact that Hassan was listening too. Hassan had become altogether too daffls self-confident since his triumph in discovering that Dickstein was in England: now he � thought he was a professional spy{ like everyone else. 

L lk d-.t� bVt( ��<�\,\UI\ {'&< 0. i/4.ilt..�\tkov.1 C..0M.i1 'llfw a� ru--1 � ... , �e..n . 

He had insisted on being in on every detail of the London �
'1.5'

;_ operation, threatening to complain to Cairo if he were excluded. < A Rostov had considered calling his bluff, but that would have �� meant another head-on collision with Feliks Vorontsov, and Rostov did not want to go over Feliks's head to Andropov again � so soon after the last time. So he had settled on an alternative: he :?'> would allow Hassan to come _along, and caution him against reporting anything to Cairo. Hassan, who had been reading the printout, passed it across to Rostov. While the Russian was looking through the sheets, the sound from the speakers changed to street noises for a minute or two, followed by more dialogue. 
Where to, guJ? Dickstein's voice: Lime Street. Rostov looked up and spoke to Tyrin. "That'll be Lloyd's, the address he was given over the phone. Let's gc{" ,<�ue 
Tyrin started the van and moved off, heading east toward the City district. Rostov returned to the printout. Hassan said pessimistically, "Lloyd's will probably give him a written report." Tyrin said, "The bug at lea� is working very well ... so far." � He was driving with one hand and biting the fingernails of the 1 other. 6'1 � M-eanwhile Rostov found what he was looking for. "Here it/ 11 ,.� l � · 11 / cl ] •}is - /he Caparelli. Good� Ver:,,i good/"� • t\t. S�. T .' �06 1 • 
Hassan said "Show me." k �t. ½\��cl �\ k"t.t.-

' '" )- tt\n\"'\1,SM. Rostov hesitated momentarily, realized there was no way he � could get out of it�nd smiled at Hassan as he pointed to the last r,'\ "'( page. "Under NON-NUCLEAR. Two hu!]dred tons of yellowcake to � go from Antwerp to Genoa aboard the motor vessel Caparelli." 11 • -� u "Th�t's it, then{that's-Dickstein's target+" � s,ul \..fG\1S0." • 
"But if you report this to Cairo, Dickstein will probably switch I to a different target. Hassan-'' Hassan's color deepened with anger. "You've said all that once," he said coldly. � resent tJle iropli.Gation that ottr seeurity 
"Okay, �" Rostov said� -&fte thought{ Damn it, you 
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. .
have to be a diplomat too ½fl this b"6-i�. \iAH righ�� J!e said, 
''..g_ow we knowE§yhe's going to steal, and� he's going to 
steal it from. I call that some progress." 

"We don't know when, where, or how," Hassan said. 
· ,, j Rostov nodded. "All this business about sister ships must have 

G)
11

1-\e. p\,\l\e.J hi� N>\t.. €!At something to do with it\-= though at the mome� I -don't see
0/ how_,,

61 'i 0/ 'vi 0/ � 
'n/
r�t/ � 

Two and sixpence, please, guv. 
Keep the change. 
"Find somewhere to park, Tyrin," said Rostov. 
"That's not so easy around here+" A 
"If you can't find a space, just �Nobody cares if you get a 

parking ticket-\-'' 
Good morning. My name's Ed Rodgers. 

' 

Ah. yes. Just a moment, pkasefur report has just been typed. Mr. 
Rodgers. And here's the bill. 

You' re very efficiem. 
Hassan said, "It is a written repord just as I swtpected -{ "
Thank you very much. 
Goodbye, Mr. Rodgers. 
"He's not very chatty, is he?" said Tyrin. 

J.."Good agents never are. You might bear that in mind," .Rost� 
•teld him./.... 

�ut Row-;\ Hassan said, "ke won't know the answers to his 
questions .. " 

"Makes no difference," Rostov told him. "It's just occurred to 
me(+-�e smiledf"%e know the questions/ �11 we have to do is 
ask thesame questions ourselves and we �a get the answers 
he got_ Listen, he's on the street again. Go around the block, 
Tyrin, let's try to +>t'iftg him in view." 

The van moved off, but before it had completed a circuit of the 
block the street noises faded again. 

Can I help you, sir? 

� 
"He's gone into a shop," Hassan said. 

l �'-tor�;\ ci.bo\A.t} Rostov looked at Hassan. Whenktiis pride/.. .was not in- tfl€ 
ti,.._ �«I._/ .. � / g'/ .fereffont-whiclt was rate---he was� thrilledLabout -!Ire
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,parapaernalia of-est>i&fte.ge-the van, the bugs, the tailing 
�

� 
,.ll th;s / 0/ 

GoAeai:,;abl;r- he would_ keep his mouth shutLif only so. that he �� tt\�ybe / 9
could continue to �e-in tka-gaFRe with the Russians+ l rl(ly sr\e.s/ � r <:>}

1 __ I_�_eed a new shirt. Al "Oh M ! \.f'_ee1,e\ty ,.,... I-. I can see that, sir. What is it? ' 
"{j � Coffee. ..f' 

It should have been sponged right away, sir. It will be very 
difficult to get the stain out now. Did you want a similar shirt? 

Yes. Plain white nylon, button cuffs, collar size fourteen and a 
half. 

Here we are. This one is thirty-two and sixpence. 
That's fine. 
Tyrin said, "I'll bet he charges it to expenses." 
Thank you. Would you like to put it on now, perhaps? 
Yes, please. 
The fitting room is just through here. 
Footsteps, then a brief silence. 
Would you like a bag for the old one, sir? 
Perhaps you'd throw it away for me. 
"That button cost two thousand rubles!" Tyrin said. 
Certainly, sir. 
"That's it,". Hassan said. "We won't get any more now." 
"Two thousand rubles!" Tyrin said again. 
Rostov said, "I think we got our money's worth.,;
"Where are we heading?" Tyrin asked. 
"Back to the Embassy," Rostov told him. "I want to stretch my 

{ legs. I can't feel the left one at all.LVf e've done a good morning's ( u�MI\. � 14+ w 
work." 

As Tyrin drove west, Hassan said thoughtfully, "We need to 
find out where the Caparelli is right now."

"The squirrels can do that," Rostov said. 
"Squirrels?'.' 
"Desk workers in Moscow Center. They sit on their behinds all 

day, never doing anything more risky than crossing Granovsky 
Street in the rush hourL and get paid more than agents in the 
field." 
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��v decided to use the opportunity to further Hassan 's
education. \-After all, the Atab \vas clearly eager .. •f 
"Remember, an agent should never spend time acqumng 
information that is public knowledge. Anything in books, reports
and files can be found by the squirrels. Since a squirrel is cheaper
to run than an agent-not because of salaries but because of
support work-the Committee always prefers a squirrel to do a
given job of work if he can. Always use the squirrels. Nobody will 
think you 're being lazy." 

Hassan smiled -eeoHy-, an echo of his old, languid self.
"Dickstein doesn't work that way." 

•� the Israelis have a completely different approach. Be­
sides, I �spect Dickstein isn't -mHeh of a team man." 

"How long will the squirrels take to get us the Coparelli's

location?" "" 
"Maybe a day. I'll put in the inquiry as soon as we get to the

Embassy." 
Tyrin spoke over his shoulder. "Can you put through a fast

requisition at the same time?"
"What do you need?" 
"Six more shirt buttons." 
"Six?" 
"If they're like the last lot, five won't work." 
Hassan laughed. "Is this Communist efficiency?" 
"There's nothin wrong with Communist efficiency," Rostov

told him. "It's ussia efficiency we suffer from." 
.M the van entered Embassy Row and was waved on by the� duty policeman/ Hassan asked, "What do we do when we've

located the Caparelli?" 

"Obviously," said Rostov, "we put a nian aboard."
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NINE 

THE DON HAD had a bad day. 
It had started at breakfast�R his tJBlatial kome in Buffalo, New

Xor�l with the news that some of his people had been busted in
the night. The police had stopped and searched a truck containing
two thousand five hundred pairs of fur-lined bedroom slippers and
five kilos of adulterated heroin. The load, on its way from Canada
to New York City, had been hit at Albany. The smack was
confiscated and the driver and co-driver jailed. 

The stuff.did not belong to the don. However, the team that did
the run paid dues to him, and in return expected protection. They 
would want him to get the men out of jail and get the heroin back.
It was close to impossible. He might have been able to do it if the
bust had involved only the state police; but if only the-state police
had been involved, the bust would not have happened. 

And that was just the start e-Ht. His eldest son had wired from �
Harvard for more money, having gambled away the whole of his
next semester's allowance weeks before classes started. He had
spent the morning finding out why his chain of restaurants was
losing money, and the afternoon explaining to his mistress why he
could not take her to Europe this year. Finally his doctor told him
he had gonorrhea, again. 

He looked in his dressing-room _mirror, ad justing his bow tiek
and said to himself, "What a GumFHy day." -A crummy da� 
-Buff.alo---mitl America was no protection\ 

It had turned out that the New York City police had been
behind the bust: they had passed the tip to the state police in
order to avoid trouble with the city Mafia. The city police could
have ignored the tip, of course: the fact that they did not was a
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sign that the tip had originated \Vith someone important,� the 
Drug Enforcement Agency of the Treasury Department. The don 
had assigned lawyers to the jailed drivers, sent people to visit 
their families(and opened negotiations to buy back the heroin 
from the pq_lice. 

He put on his4t¥.<-ee-O. He liked to � for dinner; he always 
hadJ-ever sin�'d gotteA rie"t. He did not know what to do 
about his son -Giou,u:mi-. Why wasn't he home for the summer? 
College boys were supposed to come home for the summer. The 
don had thought of sending somebody to see Gi&vtttrni; but then 
the boy would think his father was only worried about the money. 
It looked like he would have to go himself. 

The phone rang/.._ "Yes." 
"Gate here, sir. I got an Englishman asking for you, won't give 

his name." .. 
"So send him away," said the don, still thinking about-G-lovanA-i-. 
"He said to tell you he's a friend from Oxford U nive·rsity." 
"I don't know anybody-f-wait a minute. What's he look like?" 
"Little guy with glasses, looks like a burn." 
"No kidding!" The don's face broke into a smile. "Bring him 

in-and put out the red carpet\" 

T 

It had been a year for seeing old friends and observing how 
they had changed; but Al Cortone's appearance was the most 
startlini The increase in weight -#tat had just begun when he 
returned from Frankfurt s�emed to have continued steadily 
through the years, and now he weighed at least two hundred and 
fifty pounds. There was a look of sensuality about his puffy face 
that had been only hinted at in 1947 and totally absent during the 
war. And he was completely bald. Dickstein thought this was un­
usual amon� Italians. 

Dickstein could remember, as clearly as if it were yesterday, 
the occasion when he had put Cortone under an obligation. In 
those days he had been learning about the psychology of a cornered 
animal. When there is no longer any possibility of running away, 
you realize how fierce_ly you �an fight. Landed i_n a strange country, 

• 

separated from his unit, advancing across unknown terrain with 
his rifle in his hand, Dickstein had drawn on reserves of patience, 
cunning and ruthlessness he-koe--ne idea he had. He had lain for 
half an hour in that thicket, watching the abandoned tank which 
he knew-without understanding how-was the bait in a trap. He 
had spotted the one sniper and was looking for another when the 
Americans came roaring up. That made it safe for Dickstein to 
shoot-if there were another sniper, he would fire at the obvious 
target, the Americans, rather than search the bushes for the 

{ 
source of the shot. k -f �. bl4't 

So, withfHt-0spGciall1/ intending to, with his thoughts primarily I Mik� t o< o.ny •� 

�rd anderstandably, of\ his own survival, Dickstein had -Goinci- � � 
-dentall,r saved Al Cortone's life. <Jl 

Cortone had been even/._new@.i to the war than Dickstein, and { '4\6,e. fl
-had leftrnee just as fast. They were both streetwise kids applying k�c":t\j I
old principles to new terrain. For a while they fought together, 
and cursed and laughed and talked about women together. When 

/ � was taken, they had sneaked off during the buildup for the t\..i. i� \Q."" 
next push and visited Cortone's Sicilian cousins. 

. J 

-rt was jjiose cousins� were the focus of Dickstein's interest r 

� now. 
They had helped him once before, in 1948 _IMEH=t--lfflew"H 

.they bad acquir-eG 4last stocks of weapons dttt • 

�-· ·:z �
,=��n ope,ation aflor the 

�� There had been profit for them in tha� so 
Dickstein had gone straight to them with the plan� 
CThis project�f eours� was-¥eFy different: he wanted a favor 
and he could offer no percentage. Consequently he had to go to 
Al and call in the twenty-four-year-old debt.llie was not at all 
sure it would work. Cortone was rich now. The house was 
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large-in England it would have been called' a mansion-with 
beautiful grounds inside a high wall and guards at the gate. There 
were three cars in the gravel drive, and Dickstein had lost count 
of the servants. A rich and comfortable. middle-aged American 
might not be in a hurry to get involved in Mediterranean political 
shenanigans, even for the sake of a man who had saved his life. 

CortoneJ theuga,{ seemed very pleased to see him, which -a.t. 
� was a good start. They slapped each other on the back, just 
as they had on that November Sunday in 1947, and kept saying, 
"How the hell are you?" to each other .without giving eacb Gtlwf 

Cortone looked Dickstein up and down. "You're the same/ 
-Ntrt\ I lost all my hair and gained a hundred pounds, and you 
haven't even turned gray. What have you been up to?" 

"I went to Israel. I'm sart of a farmerL!u:u;IJ xou?" 
, -.. �\Jt� 

"Doing business, you know?_ Come on, let's eat and talk." 
The meal was a strange affair. Mrs. Cortone sat at the foot of 

the table without speaking or being spoken to throughout. Two 
m.:mannered boys wolfed their food ar:id left early with a roar of 
sports-car exhaust. Cortone ate large quantities of the heavy 
Italian food and drank several glasses of California red wine. But 
the most intriguing character was a well-dressed, shark-faced man 
who behaved sometimes like a friend, sometimes like an adviser 
and sometimes like a servant/ cpnce Cortone called him a 
counselor. No business was talked about during dinner. Instead 
they told war stories-Cortone teHtn-g most of them. He also told 
the story of Dickstein's 1948 coup against the Arabs-I-he had 
heard it from his cousins and had been as delighted as they. The 
tale had become embroidered in the retelling. 

Dickstein decided that Cortone was genuinely glad to see him. 
Maybe the man was bored. He should be, if he ate dinner every 
night with a silent wife, two surly boys and a shark-faced 
counselor. Dickstein did all he could to keep the bonhomie going: 
he wanted Cortone in a good mood when he asked his favor. 

Afterward Cortone and Dickstein sat in leather armchairs in a 
den and a butler brought brandy and cigars. Dickstein refused 
both. 
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"You used to be a hell of a drinker," Cortone said. 
"It was a hell of a war," Dickstein replied. The butler left the 

room. Dickstein watched Cortone sip brandy and pull on the 
cigar, and thought that the man ate, drank and smoked joylessly, 
as thoughlif he did these things long enough he would eventually 
acquire the taste. Recalling the sheer fun the two of them had had 
with the Sicilian cousins, Dickstein wondered whether there were 
any real people left in Cortone's life. 

Suddenly Cortone laughed out loud. "I remember every 
minute of that day in Oxford. Hey, did you ever make it with that 
professor's wife, the Ay-rab �u wece so gone oA .. l ? Jesus, J. 

lean sriU see your face wbeo--d" 
"No." Dickstein barely smiled. "She's dead, now." 
"I'm sorry." 
"A strange thing happened\-thougA .. i I went back there, to 0/ 

that house by the river, and met her daughter ... She looks just 
like Eila used to." 

"No kidding. And .. . " Cortone leered. "And you made it 
with the daughter-I don't believe it!" 

I
Dickstein �lted-at kiFH-. '� want to marry her. I plan to ask M�tle.� 

her - next time I see her.' / "Will she say yes?" 
' 

"I'm not sure. I think so. I'm older than she \s-f" 0 / 
"Age doesn't matt�r _ you could put on a little weight, 0 / \ 'l.

� �
though. A woman likes to have something to get hold of/� 0 I � 
iGmwf:l'' <f7 �' 

The c�nv�rs�tion was a�nowg J?ickstei�, Cortone \:as� set '� �N � ,�l�d _w�r\�
on keepmg 11 llight\ ,eyeahag a0tR1Ag of i>=elf. It might have t""' •I.\• /.�/'ii� 
been the habit of years of bemg close-mouthedi>e�attss so much � �fj 
of his "family business" was criminal business and he did not 

/ want Dickstein to know it (+h&ttgfl Dickstein had already b"-\' /� 
, / guessed); fM½a there might have been something else \ , a fearfof or/ � kt Wl' C\ t<A,cA 

revealing tsome � secret disappointment he � coulditlf � ¾ff g-\ I'll>+/
share -.. inyhow, the open, garrulous, excitable young man (D ( o.( 
had long since disappeared inside this ,e,leef fat man. Dickstein � { l 
� to say, Tell me what gives you t)l@asttreJwho you love, \,il'\�ec\ J0'i <l��

lhow �es. your life hi-mean fC8l�y . --\estead� he said, "Do you k l\ntl "\ (\,\f\S_on. / 'f!, 
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remember what you said to me in Oxford?" 
"Sure. I told you I owe you a debt, you saved my life." Cortone 

inhaled on his cigar. 
\.fttaft� Codi at least that had� changed. "I'm here to ask for :! your help\-AJ l" 

"Go ahead and ask." 
"Mind if I put the radio on?" 
Cortone smiled. "This place is swept for bugs �� once a 

week." 
"Good,"(but he put the radio on all the. same. "Cards on the 

table, Al. I work for Israeli Intelligence." 
Cortone's eyes stayed steady. "I /ould have guessed." 
"I'm running an operation in the Mediterranean in November. 

It's ... " Dickstein wondered how much he needed to tell, and 
decided very little. ,,Ie'd bttild it up, tho�h .. I "It's something 
that could mean the end of the wars in the Middle East." He 
paused, remembering a phrase Cortone had � used _ 
"And I ain't shittin' you." 

Cortone laughed. "If you were going to shit me, I figure you 
would have been here .aeiA-g it-sooner than twenty years." 

"It's important that the operationl,_not be traceable back to 
Israel. I need a base�o work -fi:efft. I need a big house on the coast 
with a landing for small boats and an anchorage not too far 
offshore for a big ship. While I'm there-a couple of weeks, 
maybe more-I need to be protected from inquiring police and 
'ft-fl;" other nosy officials. I can think of only one place where I 
could get all that, and only one person who could get it for me." 

Cortone nodded. "I know a place-a derelict house in Sicily. 
It's not exactly plush, kid ... no heat, no phone-but it could fill 

/ 11 the bill." 
bcoo..�\

1 � 's 4 7 h.t. �o..i'-./ Dickstein smiled£ "That �oun� terrifict-perfeet� '6xacti�
''f�t 1 w-anted. Thank y6'll, M. I ffl:ean it. l\'s what I came to ask for." 

"You're kidding," said Cortone. "That's all?" 

TO: 1 Head of Mossad 

Th,� �c.eM.s r, ""'� t� ;11 
6.. b�t +vJ" • 

T 
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FROM: Head of London Station 

Suza Ashford is almost certainly an agent of an Arab intelli-
gence service. 

She was born in Oxford, England, 17 June 1944, the only child 
of Mr. (now Professor) Stephen Ashford (born Guildford, 
England, 1908) and Eila Zuabi (born Tripoli, Lebanon, 1925). 
The mother, who died in 1954, was a full-blooded Arab. The 
father is what is known in England as an "Arabist "; he spent most 
of the first forty years of his life in the Middle East and was an 
explorer, entrepreneur and linguist. He now teaches Semitic 
Languages at Oxford University, where he is well known for his 

�pro-Arab views/-he1r,•01.1&r oderately stated. g'\ fl Ln_o / •• 
JPerefore, 4ktl't although Suza Ashford is strictly S-, '� � 

speaking a U.K. national, her loyalties may be assumed to lie 
with the Arab cause. 

She works as an air hostess for BOAC on intercontinental 
routes, traveling frequently to Ql0&-f>laees as Tehran, Singapore 
and Zurich, }a-ad\ ionsequentlykhas numerous opportunities to 
maket,.contacts with Arab diplomatic staff. @_he is a strikingly 
beautiful young woman (see attached photograph-which, how-

� 

ever, does n?t do her jus�ice, according to the field agent on this
/cas� She 1s �-ttted- but not unusually so by the l!1 �(bMi�t1.Lcus., 

stanaards of her profession nor by those of her generation in 
/London{f or her to have sexual relations with a man for the tJo �t- lpec.,fic.: f 

purpose of obtaining information might be an m:ipleasant experi-
/ ence but -bar� a traumatic one. Ml 

. t ttJl 
� Yasif Hassan, the agent who � Dickstein in Luxembourg, �Ml\y - "1\.cl 'ihi\ ,t 5P0

studied under her father, Professor Ashford, at the same time as t\.t. c-\,\1\«.h�< -
Dickstein, �nd has remain_ed in occasional contact with Ashford 
in the intervening years. He may have visited Ashford-a man <,1
answering his descriptiory did� visit-about the time Dickstein's k(.u�tti,.!y � l 
affair with Suza Ashfordbegan. 

I recommend that surveillance be continued. 
(Signed) 
Robert Jakes 

I • 
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TO: Head of London Station 
FROM: Head of Mossad 
DATE: 30 July 1968 
k I cannot understand why you do not recommend we� 

her. 
(Signed) 
Pierre Borg 

TO Head of Mossad 
FROM: Head of London Station 
DATE: 3 l July 1968 

I do not recommend eliminating Suza Ashford for the follow­
ing reasons: 

1. The evidence against her is strong but circumstantial.
2. From what I know of-Dickstein, I doubt very much that he

has given her any information, even if he is romantieally 
involved. 

3. If we eliminate her the other side will begin looking for 
another way to get at Dickstein. Better the devil we know. 

4. We may be able to use her to feed �information to the
other side. 

5. I do not like to kill on the basis of circumstantial evidence. 
We are not barbarians. We are Jews. 

6. If we kill a woman Dickstein loves, I think he will kill you,
me and everyone else involved. 

(Signed) 
Robert Jakes 

TO: Head of London Station 
FROM: Head of Mossad 
DATE: 1 August 1968 

Do it your way. 
(Signed) 
Pierre Borg 

POSTSCRIPT (marked Personal): 
Your point 5 is@noble/ touching, but remarks like that wiH 

� get you promoted in this man's army.-P.B. 
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She was a small, old, ugly, d:y, cantankerous bitch. �Sf�h
Rust bloomed like a skin rash in great orange blotches all over � r . 0

her hull. If there had ever been any paint on her upperworks it 0�'/'A 
had long ago been peeled away and blasted off and dissolved by � ' 
the wind and the rain and the sea. Her starboard gunwale had 
been badly buckled just aft of the prow in an old collision, and 
nobody had ever bothered to straighten it out. Her funnel bore a 
layer of grime ten years thick. Her deck was scored and dented 
and stained; and although it was swabbed often, it was never 
swabbed thoroughly, so that there were traces of past cargoes-
grains of corn, splinters of timber, bits of rotting vegetation and 
fragments of sacking-hidden behind lifeboats and under coils of 
rope and inside cracks and joints and holes. On a warm day she 

l . 1 {5rl\f. \� � foul. 
She was some 2,500 tons, 200 feet long and a little over 30 feet 

broad. There was a tall radio mast in her blunt prow. Most of her 
deck was taken up by two large hatches opening into the main 
cargo holds. There were three cranes on deck: one forward of the 
hatches, one aft and one in between. The wheelhouse, officers' 
cabins, galley and crew's quarters were in the stern[clustered I,--,
around the funnel. She had a single screw driven by a six-cylinder 
diesel engine theoretically capable of developing 2,450 b.h.p. and 
maintaining a service speed of thirteen knots. 

Fully loaded, she would pitch badly. In ballast she would yaw 
like the very devil. Either way she would roll through seventy 
degrees of arc at the slightest provocation. The quarters were 
cramped and poorly ventilated, the galley was often flooded and 
the engine room had been designed by Hieronymous Bosch. 

She was crewed by thirty-one officers and men, not one of 
whom had a good word to say for her. 

The only passengers were a colony of cockroaches in the galley, 
a few mice and several hundred rats. 

Nobody loved her, and her name was Caparelli. 
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NAT DICKSTEIN went to New York to become a shipping tycoon. 
It took him all morning. 4!, 

""' He looked in the Manhattan phone book and selected a lawyer 
with an address on the lower East Side. Instead of calling on the 
phone he went there personally, and was satisfied when he saw 
that the lawyer's office was-one room over a Chinese restaurant. 
The lawyer's name was Mr. Chung. 4 

� Dickstein and Chung took a cab to the Park Avenue offices of 
Liberian Corporation Services, Inc., a company set up to assist 
people .who wanted to register a Liberian corporation but had no 
intention of ever going within three thousand miles of Liberia. 
Dickstein was not asked for references, and he-was no� 
to establish that he was honest or solvent or sane. For a fee of five 
hundred dollars-which Dickstein paid in cash-they registered 
the Savile Shipping Corporation of Liberia. The fact that at this 
stage Dickstein did not own so much as a rowboat was of no 
interest to anyone. 

The company's headquarters was listed as No. 80 Broad Street, 
Monrovia, Liberia; and its directors were P. Satia, E.K. Nugba 
and J.D. Boyd, all residents of Liberia. This was also· the 
headquarters address of most Liberian corporations, and the 
address of the Liberian Trust Company. Satia, Nugba and Boyd 
were founding directors of many such corporations; indeed this 
was the way they made their living. They were also employees of 
the Liberian Trust Company. 

Mr. Chung asked for fifty dollars and cab fare. Dickstein paid 
him in cash and told him to take the bus. 

1. 204

A.A<! io, withoutL giving an address, Dickstein had created a � �s� S• "'""'""'' 
liegitimate shipping company which could not be traced back 

61 
��h J • ..f\4111

either to him� or to the Mossad. _ <J\ (Jl 
V(/-

Satia, Nugba and Boyd resigned t�enty-four hours later, as SA 
was .the custom; and that same day the notary public of -<:: )> Montserrado County, Liberia, stamped an affidavit which� Sa.\a{ 
�a that total control of the Savile Shipping Corporation now 
lay in the hands of one Andre Papagopolous. 

/ By � time Dickstein was riding the bus from Zurich airport t"-� t 

into town, on his way to meet Papagopolous for lunch. 
When he had time to reflect on it, even he was shaken by the 

complexity of his plan, the number of pieces that had to be made 
to,fit-, the number of people who had to be persuaded, bribed or 
coerced into performing their parts. He had been successful so 
far, first with Stiff collar and thenlAl Cortone, not to mention ( wi� 
Lloyd's of London and Liberian Corporation Services, Inc., but � ·t " 0" � ,from now on , , � �ow \onc'.J c."'\ l j 

Papagopolous was in some ways the greatest challenge: a man 
as elusive, �d rutl:iless in his..fa&hiGH as Dickstein -was.+t? 
M.®e had been born in 1912 in a village that during his boyhood
was variously Turkish, Bulgarian and Greek. His father was a 
fisherman. In his teenage he graduated from fishing to other kinds 
of maritime work, mostly smuggling. After World War Two he 
turned up in Ethiopia, buying for knock-down prices the piles of 
surplus military supplies 4hat. had suddenly become worthless 
when the war ended. He bought rifles, handguns, machine guns, 
antitank guns, as well.as ammunition for all of these. He then 
contacted the Jewish Agency in Cairo and sold the arms at an 
enormous profit to the underground Israeli Army. He arranged • 

/ shipping-fe.r-whiek his smuggling background was invaluable- Cl"c\ hue 
and delivered the goods to Palestine{ Jfie � asked if they (I¼" �/ <:Jl
wanted more. 

-h. ( Whleh.was how he had met Nat Dickstein. 1).; 
He soon moved on, to Farouk's Cairo and thenM to Switzer- � I 

land. His Israeli deals had marked a transition from totally illegal 
business to dealings which were at �orst shady and at 4imss quire-
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�timate1 Now he called ·himself a ship br�lcer, and that was 
most+though by no means all+of his business. 

He had no address. He could be reached via half a dozen 
telephone numbers all over the world, but he was never 
there-always, somebody took a message and Papagopolous 
called -efte back. Many people knew him and trusted him, 
especially in the shipping business+he never let anyone down-+ 
but this trust was based on reputation, not personal contact. He 
lived well but quietly, and Nat Dickstein was one of the few 

/ 
people in the world who knew of his single vice, which was that he 

lbtS ���lrk / �"�lets: likt, liked to go to bed with +Reny-young wom&R �l, ten or twelve.
He� had no sense of humor. 

U1\l0'1�( I 

Dickstein got off the bus at the railway station, where 
Papagopolous was waiting for him on the pavement. He was a big 
man, olive-skinned with thin dark hair combed over a growing 
bald patch. On a bright summer day in Zurich he wore a navy 
blue suit, pale blue shirt and dark blue striped tie. He had small 
dark eyes. 

They shook hands. Dickstein said, "How's business?" 
"Up and down." Papagopolous smiled. "Mostly up." 
They walked through the clean, tidy streets, looking like a 

managing director and his accountant. Dickstein inhaled the cold 
air. "I like this town," he said. 

"I've booked a table at the Veltliner Keller in the old city," 
Papagopolous said. "I know you don't care about food, but I do." 

Dickstein said, "You've been to the Pelikanstrasse?" 
"Yes." 
"Good." The Zurich office of Liberian Corporation Services, 

Inc., was in the Pelikanstrasse. Dickstein had asked Papagopolous 
to go there to register himself as president and chief executive of 
Sa vile Shipping. For this he would receive ten thousand U.S. 
dollars, paid out of Mossad's account in a Swiss bank to Papa­
gopolous's account in the same branch of the same bank-a 
transaction very difficult for anyone to �iscover. 

Papagopolous said, "But I didn't promise to do anything else. 
You may have wasted your money." 
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� 
"I'm sure I didn't." �C�

• They reached the restaurant. Dickstein had expected that � �.»..

Papagopolous would be known there, but there was no sign of �.J 
recognition from the headwaiter, and Dickstein �AliRded him�eH\ fho"'�ht: �.A

Of course, he's not known anywhere. 
� .?> They ordered food and wine. Dickstein noted with regret that 

the domestic Swiss white wine was still better than the Israeli. 
While they ate, Dickstein explained Papagopolous's duties as 

president of Savile Shipping. 
/ "One+buy a small, fast ship, a thousand or fifteen hundred 0 

tons, small crew. Register her in Liberia." This would involve 
another visit to the Pelikanstrasse and a fee of about a dollar per 
ton. "For the purchase, take your percentage as a broker. Do 
some business with the ship, and take your broker's percentage 
on that. I don't care what the ship does so long as she completes a 
voyage by docking in Haifa on or before October 7. Dismiss the 
crew at Haifa. Do you want to take notes?" 

Papagopolous smiled. "I think not." 
The implication was not lost on Dickstein. Papagopolous was 

listening, but he had not yet agreed to do the job. Dickstein 
continued. "Two: buy any one of the ships on this list." He 
handed over a single sheet of paper bearing the names of the four 
sister ships of the Coparelli, with their owners and last known 
locations-the information he had gotten from Lloyd's. "Offer 
whatever price is necessary+ I must have one of them. Take your 0 
broker's percentage. Deliver her to Haifa by October 7. Dismiss 
the crew." 

Papagopolous was eating chocolate mousse, his smooth face 
imperturbable. He put down his spoon and put on gold-rimmed 
glasses to read the list. He folded the sheet of paper in half and <.7 set it on the table without comment. lHe was waiting fut ntettj ct I 

Dickstein handed him another sheet of paper. "Three: buy this 
ship-the Coparelli. But you must buy her at exactly the right 
time. She sails from Antwerp on Sunday, November 17. We must 
buy her after she sails but before she passes through the Strait of 
Gibraltar." 
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Papa�opolous looked dubious. � that you are perpetrating some kind of a swindle here. You nee� . 
"Wait, let me give you the rest of it. Four: early in 1969 you sell me as a respectable front. That I can do. But you also want me to -���

ship No. 1, the little one, and ship No. 3, the Caparelli. You get lay my reputation on the line and take your word that it will not �b 
from me a certificate showing that ship No. 2 has been sold for suffer?" 

�{' � scrap. You send that certificate to Lloyd's. You wind up Savile "Yes. Listen. Let me ask you one thing. You trusted the �
Shipping." Dicksteinl5ipped his coffee. Israelis once before, remember?" v� 

"-I gather �hat you want to do is make a ship disappear without "Of course." 
a trace." 

-
"Did you ever regret it?" 

Dickstein.nodded. k Papagopolous smiled, remembering the old days. "It was the 
"As you must realize," Papagopolous went on, "all this is best decision I ever made." 

�eta/straightforward except for the purchase of the Caparelli while she "So, will you trust us again?" Dickstein .fo.u.nd himself holdiRg 
is at sea. The normal procedure for the sale of a ship is� his breath. 
negotiations 4,g.. take place, a price � be agreed -ett, and the "I had less to lose in those days. I was ... thirty-five. -BtH �e � �-

/ 
-t / i

documents�rawn up. The ship goes into dry dock for inspection. -ettl have a gee�l of fun I .. And I mttst say\bhis is the most \He.4 -to \o 1" 

When she\s\ been pronounced satisfactory the documents are intriguing offer I've had in -00arl;r twenty years-_ What the � 0 f 
signed, the money is paid and the new owner takes her out of dry hell, \-heft; l-l:>el-i@v@\ I'll do it." <{ 
dock. Buying a ship while she is sailing is most irregular+" Dickstein extended his hand across the restaurant table. 

"But not impossible." �----- 1-\� be.CAM t t\.o"'3� tf" ,, Papagopolous shook it.
"No, not impossible___," -------- l �,\ 

3
�,.e cl,�\u,,�"': h.e wci.S A waitress brought a little bowl of Swiss chocolates for them to 

Dickstein watched him.A " 
1 
Hf(>\i� wi\\.. 'ri..t.. �,o.,\e� • eat with their coffee. Papagopolous took one, Dickstein refused.

•He looked tho11ghtful, th� said, "We would have to open \t w'-\ � �oocl �,�t\ • "Details," Dickstein said. "Open an account for Savile Ship-
negotiations, agree on the price and have the inspection arranged ping at your bank here. The Embassy will put funds in as they are 
for a date after her November voyage. Then, when she has sailed, required. You report to me simply by leaving a written message 
we say that the purchaser needs to spend the money immediately, at the bank. The note will be picked up by someone from the 
perhaps for tax reasons. The buyer would then take out insurance Embassy. If we need to meet and talk, we use the usual phone 
against any major repairs which might prove necessary after the numbers." 
inspection ... but this is not the seller's concern. He is con­
cerned about his reputation as a shipper. He will want cast-iron 
guarantees that his cargo will be delivered by the new owner of 
the Caparelli." 

"Would he accept a guarantee based on your personal reputa­
tion?" 

"Of course. But why would I give such a guarantee?" 
Dickstein looked a-t- hirri_ "I can promise you that the owner of 

the cargo will not complain." 
Papagopolous made an open-handed gesture. "It is obvious 
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"Agreed '' 
/ 

""' • . 1 �,�e,
"I'm glad we're tn( businessLagain." do,'j ( � 

Papagopolous was\R@��-ttg-i-t-ge--se qttiekl-y .. ¼ "Ship No. 2 1:h.olLJl\tf"'' • / 
( <.1is a sister ship of the Caparelli _ I think I can t>™et'S guess , u �e Muit�. " i!J I 

what you're up to. There's one thing I'd like to know,�\ o.l-tt..��" � e-ven.i-E I'm eert-atH you won't tell me. Wha{@of cargo will the � c;uce { L"""tktll b 
Caparelli be carryingt' �

i- \A(ll1\1'-'M
" ' . ,, . . • " ' '' \ You re nght, D1ckste111 said. I wont. \

T 
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Pyotr Tyrin looked gloomily at the Coparelli'and said, "She's a 
grubby old ship." 

Rostov did not reply. They were sitting in a rented Ford on a 
quay at Cardiff docks. The squirrels at Moscow Center had 
informed them that the Coparelli would make port there �his da,-, 
and they were now watching her tie up. She was to unload a cargo 
of Swedish timber and take on a mixture of small machinery and 
cotton goods{ it would take her some days. 

"At least the mess decks aren't in the foc'sle," Tyrin muttered, 
more or less to himself. 

"Sh�'s not that old," Rostov said. 
Tyrin was surprised Rostov knew what he was talking about. 

Rostov continually surprised him with � odd bits of knowl­
edge. 

From the rear seat of the-car Nik Bunin said, "Is that the front 
or the back of the boat?" 

Rostov and Tyrin looked at one a no the{ "The back," Tyrin 
said. "ihe:Y have a quaint name--fOF it \the stern." 

It was raining. The Welsh rain was even more persistent and 
monotonous than the English, and colder. Pyotr Tyrin was 
unhappy. It so happened that he had done two years in the Soviet 
Navy. That, plus the fact that he was the radio and electronics 
expert, made him the obvious choice as the man to be planted 
aboard the Coparelli. He did not want to go back to sea. In truth, 
the main reason he had applied to join the KGB was to ge@f 
the navy. He hated the damp and the cold and the food and the 
discipline. Besides, he had a warm, comfortable wife in an 
apartment in Moscow, and he missed her.G�. 

Of course, there was no question of his saying no to Rostov. 
"We'll get you on as radio operator, but you must take your 

own equipment as a fallback," Rostov said. 
Tyrin wondered how this was to be managed. His approach 

would have been to find the ship's radio man, knock him on the 
head, throw him in the waterk,nd board the shipl saying, "I hear 
you need a new radio operator." No doubt Rostov would be able 
to come up with something a little more subtlP\ presumably\ 
that was why he was a colonel __ 
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The activity on deck had died down, and the Coparelli's 
engines were quiet. Five or six sailors came across the gangplank 
in a bunch, laughing and shouting, and headed for the town. 
Rostov said, "See which pub they go to, Nik." Bunin got out of 
the car and followed the sailors. '(Jf)-A. 

/Watching him go\ -depressed by the scene: Tyri"' wo.tc.1.tc!{&f(fjt w4S 

the figures crossing the wet concrete quay with their raincoat < 
collars turned up; the sounds of tugs hooting and men shouting 
nautical instructions and chains winding and unwinding; the 
stacks of pallets; the bare cranes like sentries; the smell of engine 

/ /oil and ship's ropes and salt spray -J:t all•fi)l:lt him to&-mtteh iR Q � MC>.<At �iM -thi�k 
ffllfl6 of the Moscow flat, the chair in front of the paraffin heater, � 
salt fish and black bread, beer and vodka(and an evening of ( IW'I � rcfri]tt-.io✓, 
televi�ion -[le was � unable to share Rostov's irrepressible 0 / [ � 
cheerfulness about the way the operation was going. Once again 
they had no idea where Dickstein was-even though they had not 

�actly lost him\el-1t had, on Rostov's ordef.s.\ deliberately let him 
go.(� he was afraid of getting too close to Dickstein, of scaring 
the man off. "We'll follow the Caparelli, and Dickstein will come 
to us," Rostov had said./Hassan had argued with him, but Rostov � YQ.si � } 
had won. ';ffiettgh he had no contribution to make to such 1 �{iw-., w�o 

� 
strategic discussions, fiC diEl think Rostov was-pi:obaM� correctL -tho��ht l n, ' 
but also � he had no reason to be so confident+ -t\01A3 kt/ 0 

"Your first job is to befriend the crew," Rostov said, interrupt- \ 
ing Tyrin's th.oughts. "You're a radio operator. You suffered a � 
minor accident aboard your last ship, the Christmas Rose-you "° 

'� broke your arm-and you were discharged here in Cardiff to 
/convalesce. You �i� an excellent compensation payment � �01 {

from the owners h-Htfl are spending the money and having a good 1::- 0 '/ ou. '� time while it lasts. You say vaguely that you'll look for another 
job when your money runs out. ·You must discover two things: 
the identity of the radio man, and the anticipated date and time of 
departure of the ship." 

"Fine," said Tyrin, though it was far from fine. Just how was he 
to "befriend" these people? He was not much of an actor, in his 
view. Would he have to play the part of a hearty hail-fellow-well-
met? Suppose the crew of this ship thought him a bore, a lonely 
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man trying to attach himself to U-1e.iuight Huie group? What if "Christmas Rose," Tyrin said. "She left me behind." 
they�uSt_.Plain did not like him_? [IAMof\\tiou!lly ht. si�,e� "You're lucky."

Buifrn was co1+1i� back across the quay �en, aAe\Rostov said, �'� bro� '"o"'lJ. c.r�. E.,"'t.l "1 broke my arm."
"Get in the back, let Nik drive." Tyrin got out and held the door �t. �o"'\cl o.o it, o, ""-dt.. \..'{ "So?" said the Swedish sailor with a grin/ ')ou can drink with
for Nik. The young man's face was streaming with rain. He Wo\A.\a \:I� �oMe. rto.SoA; the other one." ::::-
started the car/ Tyrin got in. �s the car pulled away Rostov ,r �\� "°� .�� M"e,

1') tt'( "I like that," Tyrin said. "Let me buy you a drink. What will it
turned around to speak to Tyrm in the back seat. "Here's a �-\.. �\A fioM,\t. w�\ be?"- ' __ 
hundred pounds," he said, and handed over a roll of banknotes. \.,\ �ut . /.:rwo ays later they were still drinking. There were changes in
"Don't spend it too carefully." 

V'IJ--" 
the composition of the group as some sailors went on duty and 

Bunin stopped the car opposite a small dockland p�b on a l others came ashore; and there was a short period between four
corner. A sign outside, flapping gently in the wind, read, "Brains A.M. and opening time when there was nowhere in the city, legal
Beers." A smoky yellow light glowed behind the frosted-glass or illegal, where one could buy a drink __ but otherwise life was
windows. There wereµyrin supposce-( worse places to be on a one long pub crawl. Tyrin had forgotten how sailors could drink.
day like thii_ He was dreading the hangover. He was glad, -t:hougtt, that he had

"What nationality are the crew?" he said suddenly. not got into a situation where he felt obliged to go with
"Swedish," Bunin said. prostitutes�the sw·edes were interested in women, but not in
Tyrin's false papers made him out to be Austrian. "What whores. Tyrin would never have been able to convince his wife

language should I use with them?" that he had caught venereal disease in the service of Mother
"All Swedes speak English," Rostov told him.[14. moment of Russia. The Swedes' other vice was gambling. Tyrin had HeW lost

silence�'Any more questions? I want to get back to -0U-f-f-r-iefle. about fifty pounds of KGB money at poker� was so well in
Hassan before he gets up to any mischiefJ" Rostov added'. with the crew of the Caparelli that the previous night he had been

"No more questions." Tyrin opened the car door. invited aboard at two A.M. He had fallen asleep on the mess deck
Rostov said, "Speak to me when you get back to the hotel and they had left him there until eight bells.

tonight-no matter how late. p:oo&-lttek\" ---
L 

[ '' �"''� ·" lmidnight. It was now ten past eleven. The landlord of the pub was
Tyrin slammed the car4aoor /crossed the road to the pub. As he ( '\cod �tk.. '' moving about the room collecting glasses/emptying ashtrays. 

reached the entrance� came out, and the warm smell of beer -----:-:-- Tyrin was playing dominoes with Lars, the radio operator. 
and tobacco engulfed Tyrin � ;(e went inside. llo"ia\..t �o�\a t\bt b(.. -htttaHy jhey had abandoned the proper game and were now

It was a poky little place, with hard wooden benches around l\,k.� �-.t .'i\t�\• competing to see who could stand the most blocks in a line
the walls and plastic tables nailed to the floor. Four of the sailors ��\ to so.;l 0" �; \\ without knocking the lot down. Lars was very drunk,LTyrin was 
were playing darts in the corner.� fifth was at the bar calling out ""°'"ii ti-dt,, °" J \'b pretending ffl4>e. He was also very frightened about what he had
encouragement to them. <>\titt.'� ""J. tt.th to do in a few minutes' time\,-and slrnptieal of its euteo�. 

The barman nodded to Tyrin. "Good morning," Tyrin said. 'ot. ��0.,c� \,,I The landlord called out, "Time, gentlemen, please! Thank you 
"A pint of lager, a large whiskey and a ham sandwich." very much." 

The sailor at the bar turned around and nodded pleasantly. Tyrin knocked his dominoes down, and laughed. Lars said, 
Tyrin smiled. "Have you just made port?" "You see-I am 8""Steadi&r- alcoholic than you." 

"Yes. The Caparelli," the sailor replied. The other crew were leaving. Tyrin and Lars stood up. Tyrin· 
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1 � � '-, ! ' put his arm around Lars's shoulders and staggered with h-iFR out 

[ l1li"- sn,.Jt.'._ • into the street. 

N'\c.. t�/ The night air was cool and damp./from now on he had to stay 
0 / I� � � ' �� very close to Lars� Hellhope�(Bunin .get his timing right, he A t\a �: \ h.dpc. \-o

lik�"-3u. I � o.oesl'\'t/G/ �hope� the car e-tdnlt break"aown/ Ike\ Lars ElidR'4 gct.Jcilled .. � Ov\�t ��<S �o�"''°

� / 
He began talking,�\ asking questions about Lars's home and 1 '-f �;l\t.cl . 

0 \.\(. K.{fi familyl keepiR� the two of them a few yards behind the main 
group of sailors. 

: it- wo.s / 

� l\<t y J L infe"-tlt,

{ Lt>.n \e.e.rt.c\ - � 

They passed a blonde woman in a microskirt. She touched her 
left breast. "Hello, boys, fancy a cuddle?" 

Not tonight, sweetheart, Tyrin thoughtL and kept walking. 
He must not let Lars stop and chat _ timing, it was the timing.� Nik, where are you+? ,_ 

There. They approached a dark blue Ford Capri 2000 parked at 
the roadside with its lights- out. As the interior light flashed on 
and off Tyrin glimpsed the face of the man at the wheel/ Nik 
Bunin. Tyrin took a flat white cap from his pocket and put it on, 
the signal that Bunin was to go ahead. When the sailors had 
passed on the car started up and moved away in the opposite 
direction. 

Not long now. 
("I have a fiancee _,, -

Oh, no, don't start that. 
Lars giggled. "She has ... hot pants." 
't:/ ou going to marry her?" Tyrin was peering aheadtistening, 

talking only to keep Lars close. 
L. "What for?" $id the faithful Lafs­

"Is she faithful?" 
"Better be or I slit her throat." 
"I thought Swedish people believed in free love _,, Tyrin

was saying anything that came\ to mi-fld .. t 
"Free love, yes_ ,2ut she better be faithful." 
"I see." 

-

"I can explain ... �st a little fttz:zy .. -1" 
Come on, Nik/ �et it�with ... 
One of the sailors in the group stopped to urinate in the gutter� 

� Jhe others stood around making. ribald remarks/laughing. 
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� 
Tyrin wished the man would hurry up-the timing, the timing- �:r��A..but he seemed as if he would go on forever. 

J ""'t' .(:. )>, At last he finished,Lthey all walked on. � �I'\ 
� �- . 0 Tyrin heard a car. 

/ 
0 f:'> 

He tensed/ Lars said, "What's matter?" 0 '(_� /> 
"Nothing." Tyrin saw the headlights. The car was moving 

steadily toward them in the middle of the road. The sailors moved 
onto the sidewalk to get out of its way. It wasn't right, it shouldn't 
be like this, it wouldn't work this way _ suddenly Tyrin was 
confused/,paRiolf:Y, then�aw the outline of �e car more clearly 
as it passed beneath a street light, and he realized it was not the 
one he was waiting for, it was a patrolling police car. It went 
harmlessly by. 

The end of the stre�t opened into a wide, empty square, badly 
paved. There was no traffic about. The sailors headed straight 
across the middle of the square. 

Now. 
Come@ 
They w�re halfway across+ 
A car came -ft:111 t-i+t around a corner and into the square, 

headlights blazing. Tyrin tightened his grip on Lars's shoulder. 
The car was veering wildly. 

"Drunk driver," Lars said thickly. 
r.1 [ I+It was a Ford Capril.a-RGUwung toward the bunch of sailors in J:. � I h 

front. They stopped laugtng and scattered out of its way, 
shouting curses. The car turned away, then screeched around and

� accelerated -eea4 straight for Tyrin and Lars. 
_1/ "Look(§iib/" Tyrin yelled. P-OM4" 

When the car was almost on top of them he pulled Lars to one 
side, jerking the man off balance, and threw himself sideways. 
There was a stomach-turning thud, followed by a scream and 
crash of breaking glass. The car went by. 

It's done, Tyrin thought&e scrambled to his feet and looked [
for Lars. 

The sailor lay on the road a few feet away. Blood glistened in 
the lamplight. 

Lars groaned. 
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He's �live, Tyrin thought/ Thank God. 
The car braked. One of its headlights had gone out-the one 

that A&-pr.e&\:HHed- had hit Lar� It coasted, as if the driver were 
hesitating. Then it gathered speed and, one-eyed{disappeared 
into the night. 

Tyrin bent over Lars !a6\ Jhe other sailors gathered around, 
speaking � Swedish. Tyrin touched Lars's leg. He 
yelled out in pain. 

··r think his leg is broken," Tyrin said. Thank God that's all.

Lights were going on in some of the buildings around the
square. One of the officers said something, and a rating ran off 
toward a house presumably to call for an ambulanceL ¥ore rapid 
dialogue and another went off in the direction of the dock. 

Lars was bleeding, iflettgft not too heavily. The officer bent 
over him. He would not aHow anyone to touch his leg. 

The ambulance arrived within minutes, but it seemed forever 
to Tyrin+he had never killed a man, and he did not want to� 

--He-W. 

They put Lars on a stretcher. The officer got into the 
ambulance, and turned to speak to Tyrin. "You had better 
come." 

el "Yes\ 1·· 
� , l thiJ..i $,�. u "You� saved his life/."
� � LL ';fyriR didn't ansWGr-ai _M got into the ambulance with the 

officer. 
f/ They sped.J.1�\l through the wet streets, the flashing blue light 

on the roof casting an unpleasant glow over the buildings. Tyrin 
sat in the back, unable to look at Lars or the officer, unwilling to 
look out of the windows like a tourist, not knowing where to 
direct his eyes. He had done many ttnsa-� things in the service 
of his country and Colonel Rostov-he had taped the conversa-
tions of lovers for blackmail, he had shown terrorists how to 
make bombs, he had helped capture people who would later be 
tortured-but he had never been forced to ride in the ambulance 
with his victim. He did not like it. 

They arrived at the hospital. The ambulance men carried the 

2r6 

./J,f·

stretcher inside. Tyrin and the officer were shown where to wait. � J-,
.1:,And, suddenly, the rush was over. They had nothing to do but �-Q worry. Tyrin was astonished to look at the plain electric clock on 

8.h the hospital wall and see that it was not yet midnight. It seemed 
� }> hours since they had left the pub. 

After a long wait a doctor came out. "He's broken his leg and 
lost some blood," he said. He seemed very tired. "He's got a lot 
of alcohol in him, which doesn't help. But he's young, strong and 
healthy. His leg will mend and he should be fit again in a few 
weeks." 

Relief. Tyrin- realized he was shaking with i-�. 
The officer said, "Our ship sails in the morning+-" 
"P-FR-tl-tffl'id�e won't be on it," the doctor said. "Is your captain 

on his way here?" 
"I sent for him." 
"Finel" the doctor \ffi-itli turned and left.� 
The captain arrived at the same time as the police. He spoke to 

the officer in Swedish while a young sergeant took down Tyrin's 
vague description of the car. 

Afterward the captain approached Tyrin. "+t seems, you saved 
Lars from a much worse accident." 

Tyrin wished people would stop saying that. "I tried to pull him 
out of the waylbut he fell - he was very drunk+" 

..g 

"Horst here says you are between ships." 
"Yes, sir." 
"� 1ou are a fully qualified radio operator?" 

?=" "Yes, sir." 
"I need a replacement for �ars. We have no time to .geek 

--elscwheref Would you like to sail with us in the morning?" 

Pierre Borg said, "I'm pulling you out." 
/ � Dickstein whitenedjktared at his boss. G � (, . 

("I want you to come back to Tel Aviv and run the operation k �orj te\1�-' 

from the office." ,7 "" �.�..J.1 Oic,k\�til\ $Q.i�, (C>\\I �al�=� p 

�o o.,t\il f\Al\(_ �6\.\lli.\t. 
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sunshine. Borg said, "No arguments, Nat." never quite know how to handle people who could not be bullied. f-

"No arguments, Pierre. I won 't be pulled out. Finish." The script now called for Borg to go red in the facel4etbegin to o.:_cl / 
-<Y/,,,, .. "I'm ordering you." yell - Suddenly Dickstein realized that this was not going to \.:,I( 

��:.. 
"And I'm telling you to -§O to Re#." happen/ Borg was remaining calm. Bickstein-d�. (!), <Jl _-� - '� "Lookt-\-Borg took a deep breath+'�our plan is complete. \) Bo:g ��_an all��mself a srai,iet "� I believe you're iil\1;\t.cl -,\yl'f ��" �� :-'" l 

The only flaw in it is that you've be� compromised/ fhe sloe�•� one of-the.HO agents." �� ( '"'" a�u \� 
opposition knows you're working, and they're trying to find you l �is W� fu \Q.S\- i'h.i':7 Die stein stopped breathingl(felt as if he\€( been hit from C:>[ k 14t- hctc.\ [ fv�/ ..
and screw up whatever it is you're doing. You can still run the "-t. �q,d. �tU\ �.pu.\i�. behind with a ,gia.R.t-�.L Suza was private, in a compartment 1\d�e.�ClM�l 1 :
project_ all you have to do is� your face�

-

" �t '1-lG.\ �\\tA w,� separate from the rest of his life, and now Borg kad-iR·�•aded-i•L \Ji>.� !1�3 ,.,, �t.( 0"'-t 
"No," Dickstein said. "This isn't the kind of project where you \Uq_�iof\A.\ �"�\tJ l,\Ct.." � <iii 6.�a �l�ij � v.� t0 

•• 

can sit in an office and push all the buttons to make it go. It's too "1;-\ c.a.t: "":\w�ti'j � "¥&� misi-RfoHFtee,"
. Dickstein said_ tonelessly. Nb/ r

u.
\\,<. �\� :.!":� !� 

complex,[too many variables. I have to be in the field myself to 7i - 11 �'r\l\w.� "I'll give you the headlines," Borg said. "She's -ftR- Arab, herSil at wi..�tl'\ ..,.. 

make� decisions __ "-Dickstein stopped himself talking and tM ��it��st.\t"'t
!i 

.�NA e father's politics are pro-Arab, she travels all over the world in her "1\S ().o,� •�\e. Ct" hfll\t..T'\\I\\ • · began to think_ Why do I want to do it myself? Am I really , 
1 . d....J

cover JOb tR have opportunity for contacts, and the agent Yasif
the only man in Israel who can pull this off? Is it just that I want*• 2 JP,,) �9o,\t. • Hassan, wh�e you in Luxembourg, is a friend of the family." 
the glory �nd-=-i 

l .

Dickstein turned to face�- "That's all?"
Borg voiced his thoughts. "Don't try to be a hero, Nat. You're • w�t -t\..t.. ./'' 0 yov. "All? �ou'd shoot people on that much evidence!" 

too smart for that. �o lon�t;,1 thttt� You're a .111\�e>.�, �l\ • "Not people I know." 
professional�fessiona� follow orders�" 

• 
"Has she gotten any information out of you?" 

Dickstein shook his head. "You eught te know better than to +le refused to.dignify it. 
take that line with me. Remember how Jews feel about people "You're getting angry because you know you've made a 
who always follow orders?" mistakef" 

"All right, so you were in a concentration camp--that doesn't Dickstein turned away/looked across the lake, struggling to 

1 / give you the right to do whatever the hell you like for the rest of 
/ 

make himself calm+rage was Borg's act, not his. -Finall;i he said, 
· 

I 
your life/-" wtt���-Hff "Yes, I'm angry because I've made a mistake. I should have told

trACle � '1e,ce.c,+or'j Dickstein wai,•00 l:iim off "You can stop me. You can withdraw

�

-

' 

you about her/ not the other way around. 1-68-ft understand how it 

�1'-�'""'c_e.. 
� support. But you also won't get your t,,i:eGi� uranium, because , migftt@to you-" 

fe.ll (] ,hiv\te.c:lof\t../ I'm not going to� anyone else-et1 how��-" "Seem? You mean you don't believe she's an agent?" 
{'\lo� bcurud) \Jov. �� ,t .� Borg stared at him.,( • • "Have you checked through Cairo?"

' 
, . 

Dickstein watched Borg's expression. He had once had the /..."You talk as if Cairo was '& intelligence service. I can't just
embarrassing experience of seeing Borg have a row with his call and ask them to look her up in their files while I hold the 
teenage son Dan. The boy had stood there, sullenly confident, line-/-" 
while Borg tried to explain that going on peace marches was "But you've got a very good double agent in Egyptian

disloyal to father, mother, country and God, until Borg had Intelligence." 
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' "How can he be good? Everybody seems to know about him." "Stop playing games) �ince the Six-Day War even the newspa­pers say you have good doubles in Egypt. The point is, you haven't checked her." Borg held up both hands, palms outward, in a� gesture of appeasement. "Okay, I'm going to check her with Cairo. It will take a little time. Meanwhile, you're going to write a report giving all details of your scheme and I'm going to put other agents on the job." Dickstein thought of Al Cortone and Andre Papagopolousl neither of them would do what hek!f agreed to do for anyone -except Nut Dickstein - "It won't work, Pierre," he said quietly. "You've got to have that uranium, and I'm the only one who can get it for you." "And if Cairo confirms lter to be an agent?" 'irhe answer will be negative." -I-l0-had to believe th�. "But if it's not?" "You'll kill her, I suppose." �" \ "Oh, no." Borg pointed a finger at Dickstein's nose/ "Oh, no, l; � ( Ji. she's an a , you wil(" uc. w_o. ,_... • eliberate slowness, Dickstein took hold of Borg's wrist "'�\,� l" and removed the pointing finger from in front of his face. There was only the faintest perceptible tremor in his voice as he said, "Yes,kI will kill her." And right aft�t, Pierre Bo.l:g---a-HG-
1,imsel+. 

' <....,<...111 '3
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. ELEVEN 

@,JrJ THE 'f!,Afat Heathrow Airpor{Rostov ordered another round of /.. D,w;J.;,drinks and decided to take a gamble on Yasif Hassan. The problem, still, was how to stop Hassan telling all he knew to an Israeli double agent in Cairo. Rostov and Hassan were both going back for interim debriefing so a decision Reedee to be made i\o..J. 
I -immeeiatel:y. Rostov , ------"ow [ W� 3 oi� fo lt.t

\ 
"'°'\'Q.V\, � �me invoici-R.g bis desire to be consideted a profcs�ional. The \ � 'T"h 

,,oke ally, not a suspicious antagonist. \ alternative was to provoke him, and just now he needed him as an 1.-. --�-p-:�P-�
0 

�• 1• 

o.\, ck�t(>-�0""" "Look at this," Rostov said \as. he showed Hassan a decoded 'l\tv!/ r10�'"' 0"'� iS .... -s"""- <l.\ ,+ wa.S message. 
TO: Colonel David Rostov via London Residency FROM: Moscow Center DATE: 3 September 1968 Comrade Colonel: We refer to your signal g/35-2ra, requesting further informa­tion concerning each of four ships named in our signal r/35-2 I.The, motor vessel Stromberg, 2500 tons, Dutch ownership and registration, has recently changed hands. She was purchased for DM I ,500,000 by one Andre Papagopolous, a ship broker, on behalf of the Savile Shipping Corporation of Liberia. Savile Shipping was incorporated on 6 August this year at the New York office of Liberian Corporation Services, Inc., with a share capital of five hundred dollars. The shareholders are Mr. Lee Chung, a New York lawyer, and a Mr. Robert Roberts, whose address is care of Mr. Chung's office. The three directors 
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fnc.ki � 
·�

'I � �t. � ·l

0/n..t I 

were provided in the usual way by Liberian Corporation Services, 
and�esigned the day after the company was oi;g.anim, again in 
the usual way. The aforementioned Papagopolous was then 
�amed president and chief executive. 

Savile Shipping has also bought the motor vessel Gil Hami/ro11.-
1500 tons, for £80.000.

Our people in New York have interviewed Chung. He says that 
"Mr. Roberts" came into his office from the street, gave no 
address and paid his fee in cash. He appeared to be an 
Englishman. The detailed description is on file here, but it is not 
13articula.:l,i helpful. 

Papagopolous is known to us. He is a wealthy international 
businessman of indeterminate nationality. Shipbroking is his 
principal activity. He is believed to operate close to the fringes of 
the law. We have no· address for him. There is considerable 
material in his file,Lmuch of it£_speculative. He is believed to have 
done busiri'e·ss with Israeli Intelligence in 1948. Nevertheless, he 
has no known political affiliation. 

We continue to gather information on all the ships in the list. 
-Moscow Center.

� 
Hassan gave the sheet of paper back to Rostov. "How do they 

getlall thist'' 
Rostov began tearing the signal into shreds. "It's all on file 

somewhere or other. The sale of the Stromberg would have been 
notified to Lloyd's of London. Someone from our consulate in 
Liberia would have gotten the details on Savile Shipping from 
public records in Monrovia. Our New York people got Chung's 
address out of the phone book, and Papagopolous was on file in 
Moscow. None of it is secret, except the Papagopolous file.� 
knowing where to go to ask the questions. The squirrels specialize 
in tha( It's all they do." 

Rostov put the shreds of paper into a large glass ashtray and set 
fire to them. "Your people should have squirrels}" � 

"I expect we're working on it." 
"Suggest it yourself. It won't do you any harm. You might even 

get the job of setting it_ up/ .wbieh could help your career." 
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Hassan nodded. "Perhaps I will." ¾C\ 
Fresh drinks arrived+vodka for Rostov, gin for Hassan. ©f 0 )',

,.if':\Rostov was pleased that Hassan was responding well to his �L'>i 
friendly overtures. He examined the cinders in the ashtray to 

"f[ f' _ C).
make sure the signal had burned completely. 0� 
/.."You're assuming Dickstein is behind the Savile Shipping £ \.\o.m�� fa.;c1 1 � 

Corporation." 
"Yes." 

/ 'f:!/hat will we do about the Stromberg?" { So w "
I.Rostov emptied his glass and set it on the table. "My guess is he /.. "We.l\ • • • 

wants the Stromberg so he can get an exact layout of the � <i1 ITT 
1 Coparelli/g\sister 'ship1." 0 I O l 

"It will be an expensive blueprint." 
"He can sell the ship again. However, he may also use the 

/ Stromberg in the hijack of the Caparelli -#tough as yet I'rtr l-l r cko ... '\ \ t.\;r<- �e.� 
HO� clear howl-" fl, J"''� 'jtt [ 0(

"Will you put a man aboard the Stromberg, like Tyrin on the 
Caparelli?" 

"No point -itrit. Dickstein is sure to get rid of the old crew and � 
fill the ship with Israeli sailors. I'll have to think of something else." 

"Do we know where the Stromberg is now?" 
"I've asked the squirrels. They'll have an answer by the time I 

get to Moscow." 
Hassan's flight was-eeiftg called. He stood up. "We meet in 

Luxembourg?" 
'�'11 let you know. Listen, there's something I've got to say. Sit 

down again." 
Hassan sat down. 
"When we started to work together on Dickstein I was very 

{ c-hostile to you. I regret that now, I'm apologizing( $ut I must tell ; / � �
you there was a reason for it. You see, Cairo isn't secure. It's 
certain there are double agents in the Egyptian Intelligence 
apparatus. What I was concerned about-and still am-is that 

} wha.teYe.i: you report to your superiors will get back, via a double ev�1�ih1'J . 
}agent, to Tel Aviv) �Dicksteinte}know how close ;{ o.N\ tt..�»" I w,\l 

we areJ-,i:Re¥e him to} take evasive action." o..n� w�U { 
"I appreciate your frankness." 
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Arr<tti•tt-/ 0/ k1./ �1.. r) .Of ceit1de-you d-o, Rostov thought/� lov'el,it _ "However, 
you are now completely in the picture, and what we must discuss 
is how to prevent the information you have in your possession 
-trem getting back to Tel Aviv."

[ k.aMu-. �� . l.. "What do you suggest?" 
0/ � <J7 °ho"rk,J.. "WellJ )PU'll pf couFst\ have to tell what we've found out,�ut I 

7 

k �'- ,,."t( want you to be as vague as possible aboutLdetails. Don't� 
names, times, places. When you're pushed, complain about me,
say I've refused to let you share all the information. Don't talk to
anyone except the people you're obliged to report to. In
particular, tell nobody about Sa vile Shipping, the Stromberg, or 
the Caparelli. As for Pyotr Tyrin being aboard the Caparelli-try

no+/�

0/

a/
i" -tt..� "'"'d I 

01 S1 �r

to forget it." 
Hassan looked� worried. "What's left to tell?" 
"/A good-deal .. \ Dickstein, Euratom, uranium, the meeting 

with Pierre Borg ... �y_fri�\ you'll be a hero in Cairo if you 
tell half the story." 

Hassan was not convinced. "I'll be as frank as you. If I do this 
your way, my report will�� be as impressive as yours." 

Rostov gave a wry smile. "Is that� unfair?" 
"No," Hassan conceded, "you deserve most of the credit+" 
"Besides, nobody but the two of us will know how different the 

reports are. And ifl,thereR@ you're going to get all the credit you 
need�sure Yldli·" 

"All right," Hassan said 1Rt1all)i 'TII be ,a,s, vague -as possible" 
.-:-:-including my friend, with you ... Unlike--t�� 
wttS cat eful not to smile . . . let Rostev-eefl-t.i.nue to tllinl1c kim--a 
:fool ... he would go along fm: his rnaSGHS---

"Good." Rostov waved his hand for a waiter. "You've got a 
little time, have a quick one before you go." He settled back in 
his chair and crossed his legs. He was satisfied/ Hassan would do 
as he\d\ been told. "I'm looking forward to getting home." 

"Any plans?" 
"I'll try to take a few days on the coast with Mariya and the 

boys. We've a dacha in the Riga Bay." 
" Sounds nice." 
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"It's pleasant there-but not as warm as where you're going, of 
course. Where will you head for-Alexandria?" 

The last call for Hassan's flight came over the public address 
system, and the Arab stood up. "No such luck," he said. "I 
expect to spend the whole time stuck in filthy Cairo." 

And � Rostovf-the manipalator -f had the peculiar 
feeling that t)Uhaps Yasif Hassan was lying. 

Franz Albrecht Pedler's s-14 life was ruined when Germany lost � 
the war. At the age of fifty, a car�er officer in the Wehrmacht, he . ·n. 
was suddenly homeless, penniless and unemployed./Jife started l AN!, \,kt "'' ,ot\\ 

h {
· k_ 6 � o�U (...t/M�..-.! agam. 

He became a salesman for a French dye manufacturer+small CD I
commission, no salary. In 1946 there were few customers, but by 
195 l German industry was rebuilding and when at last things
began to look up Pedler was in a good position to take advantage 
of the new opportunities. He opened an office in Wiesbaden, a 
rail junction on the right bank of the Rhine that promised to 
develop into an industrial center. His product list grew ,�o did his 
tally of customers{ soon he was selling soaps as well as dyes, and 
he gained entry to the U.S. bases, which at the time administered 
that f:)� of occupied Germany. He had learned, during the 
� years, to b_e an opportunist: if a U.S. Army procurement 
officer wanted disinfectant in pint bottles, Pedler would buy 
disinfectant in ten-gallon drums, pour the stuff from the drums 
into secondhand bottles in a rented barn, put on a label saying 

/ "F. A. Pedler's Special Disinfectant " and resell at a +HGO profit. f<rt-
From buying in bulk and repackaging it was not a very big step 

to buying ingredients and manufacturing. The first barrel of F. A. 

� Ike. (ti,.,.,Q.t\'f M.\/t� [
\�ok.� b�c.k • 

wc""t' o"/ 

Pedler's Special Industrial Cleanser-never called simply 
"soap "-was mixed in the same rented barn and sold to the U.S.
Air Force for use by aircraft maintenance engineers{� the l�te
fifties Pedler read a book about chemical warfare and ,pfficee'1e4
to win a big defense contract to supply a range of solutions 
designed to neutralize various kinds of chemical weaponf- � 
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F. A. Pedler had become a military supplier, small but secure 
and profitable. The rented barn had grown into a small complex 
of single-story buildings. Franz married again-his first wife had 
been killed in the 1944 bombing-and fathered a child. But he 
was still an opportunist at heart, and when he heard about a small 
mountain of uranium ore going cheap, he smelled a profit. 

The uranium belonged to a Belgian company called Societe 
Generale de la Chimie. Chimie was one of the corporations which 
ran Belgium's African colony, the Belgian Congo, a country rich 
in minerals. After the 1960 pullout Chimie stayed on; but, 
knowing that those who did not walk out would eventually be 
thrown out, the company expended all its efforts to ship home as 
much raw material as it could before the gates slammed shut. 
Between 1960 and 1965 it accumulated a large stockpile of 
yellowcake at its refinery- near the Dutch border. Sadly for 
Chimie, a nuclear test ban treaty was ratified in the meantime, 
and when Chimie was finally thrown out of the Congo there were 
few buyers for uranium. The yellowcake sat in a silo, tying up 
scarce capital. 

F. A. Pedler did not actually use very much uranium in the 
manufacture of their dyes.,Franzlj�owever� loved a gamble of this 
sort: the price was low, he could make a little money by having 
the stuff refined, and if the uranium market improved-as Ae-fek 
it was � to sooner or later-he would make a big capital. .. . . . . 
profit. So he bought� some. 

it) his srn:pcis� Nat Dickstein liked Pedler right away. The 
German was a sprightly seventy-three-year-old who still had all 
his hair and the twinkle in his eye. They met on a Saturday. 
Pedler wore a loud sports jacket and fawn trousers, spoke good 
English with an American accent and gave Dickstein a glass of 
Sekt, the local champagne. 

They were 1-ef eottrs@I wary of each other at first. After all, they 
had fought on opposite sides in a war which had been cruel to 
them both. But Dickstein had always believed that the enemy was 
not � H1t1cfi:t Germany �'ffl, and he was ee-A� that 
Pedler might be uneasy. It seeme�Pedler-felt thssame v,1a,y. 
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Dickstein had called from his hotel in Wiesbaden to make an 
appointment. His call had been accepted eagerly. The local 
Israeli consul had alerted Pedler that Mr. Dickstein, a senior 
army procurement officer with a large shopping list, was on his 
way. Pedler had suggested a short tour of the factory on Saturday 
morning, when it would be empty, followed by lunch at his home. 

If Dickstein had been �Rlw'entioaal· cmtorne,r he would have 
been put off by the tour: the factory was no gleaming model of 
German efficiencyLbut � a straggling collection of old huts 
and cluttered yards with a pervasive�. 

After sitting up half the night with a textbook on chemical 
engineering Dickstein was ready with a handful of ...easeRably 
kRewmg questions about agitators and baffles, materials-handling 
and quality-control and packaging. He relied upon the language 
problem to camouflage any errors. It seemed to be working. 

The situation was peculiar. Dickstein had to play the role of a 
buyer and be dubious and noncommittal while the seller wooed 
him, whereas in realityQivwas hoping to seduce Pedler into a 
relationship the German would be unable or unwilling to sever. It 
was Pedler's uranium he wanted, but he was not going to ask for 
it/;_ Instead he would try to maneuver Pedkr into a position where 
he was dependent upon Dickstein for his livelihood. 

After the factory tour Pedler .drove him in a new Mercedes 
from the works to a wide chalet-style house on a hillside. They sat 
in front of a big window and sipped their Sekt while Frau Pedler / 
a pretty, cheerful woman in her forties/ busied herself in the 
kitchen. Bringing a potential customer home to lunch on the 
weekend was a somewhat Jewish way of doing business, 
Dickstein Htt}ttg,�, and he wondered if Pedler had thought of 
that. 

The window overlooked the valley. Down below, the river was 
wide and slow, with a narrow road running alongside it. Small 
gray houses with white shutters clustered in small groups along 
the banks, and the vineyards sloped upward to the Pedlers' house 
and beyond it to the treeline. If O-H& were going to live in a cold 
country, Dickstein thought, this would do nicely. 
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"Well, what do you think?" said Pedler. 
"About the view, or the factory?" 
Pedler smiled and shrugged. "Both." 
"The view is magnificentJ the factory 1s smaller than I 

�expected.'' :;,,-

Pedler lit a cigarette. He was a heavy smoker�ucky to have 
lived so long\-1:le eftcn though\. "Small?" 

"Perhaps r should explain what I'm looking for." 
"Please." 
Dickstein launched into his story. "Right now the Army buys 

cleaning materials from a variety of suppliers - detergents 
from one, ordinary soap from another, solvents for machinery 
from someone else and so fu1-t+t. We're trying to cut costs, and 
perhaps we can do this by taking our entire business in this area to 
one manufacturer." 

Pedler's eyes widened. "That is ... " He fumbled for a phrase 
". . . a tall order." 

"I'm afraid it may be too tall for you," Dickstein said, thinking/ 
don't a.n.-�.e,\ 
,;::! 

�-V--TrHTl""'ITI 

,... "Not necessarily -JJie only reason we haven't got that kind 
of bulk manufacturing capacity is simply that we've never had this 
scale of business. We certainly have the managerial and technical 
knowhow, and with a large firm order we could get fi11ance to 
expand ... it all}-of c0ttrse} depends on the figures_,,

Dickstein picked up his briefcase from beside his chair and 
opened it.. "Here are the specifications for the products," he said, 
handing Pedler a list. "Plus the quantities required and the time 
scale. You'll want \iR eppe-m.mity, I assume,\ to consult with your 
directors and do your �" 

"I'm the boss," Pedler said with a smile. "I don't have to 
consult anybody. Give me tomorrow to work on the figures, and 
Monday to see the bank. On Tuesday I'll call and give you 
prices." 

"I was told you were a good man to work with," Dickstein said. 
"There are some advantages to being a small company." 
Frau Pedler came in from the kitchen and -a-tffleunced t1+a.t. 
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J:tmcll-was ready 
�itcd to eat. -

My darling Suza, 
I have never written a love letter before. I don't� I ever 

called anyone darling until now. I must tell you, it feels very 
good. 

I am alone in a strange town on a cold Sunday afternoon. The 
town is quite pretty, with� parks.Jin fact I'm sitting in 
one of them now, writing to you with a leaky ballpoint pen and 
some vile green stationery, the only kind I could get. My bench is 
beneath a curious kind of pagoda with a circular dome and Greek 

cl / 1 t\ foll'{ , o<'
columns all .aeettt in a circle-likekhe kind of summer house you Q.fo�t\: h 
might find in an English country garden designed by a Victorian 
eccentric. In front of me is a flat lawn dotted with poplar trees, 
and in the distance I can hear a brass band playing something by 
Edward Elgar. The park is full of people with children and 
footballs and dogs. 

I don't know why I'm telling you all this. What I really want to 
say is +llM I love you and I want to spend the rest of my life with•
you. � I knew that a couple of days after we met. I

� hesitated to tell you, not because I wasn't sure, but_ �ell, if 
you want to know the truth, I thought it might scare you off. I 
�e.� you love me, but I also know that you are twenty-five, K"0""
that love comes easily to you (I'm the opposite way), and that ( ·l I 0 j &/flove t+lot comes easily may go Hi�Y- So I thought{ &I+ -.Jhic.� e�s• 'I 1 
�l softly, softly, et least give her a chance to get to like you � S� � 
befori\ou ask her to say/Jprever.�ow that we've been apart for '1 f 7
so many weeks I'm no longer capable of such deviousness. I just 

� 

have to tell you how it is with me. Forever is what I want, and you 
might as well know it now. 

I'm a changed man. I know that sounds trite, but when it 
happens to you it isn't trite at all, �� the opposite. Life looks 
wi,c different to me now, in several ways-some of which you 
know about, others I'll tell you one day. Even this is different, 
this being alone in a strange place with nothing to do until 
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Monday. Not that I mind it, particularly. But before, I wouldn't 
even have thought of it as something I might like or dislike. 
Before, there was nothing I'd�to do. Now there is always 
something I'd profor ta do, and you're the person I'd f)-fefer ta do 
it to_ I mean with �. not ro _ �ell, either, or both. I'm 
going to·have to get off that subject, it's making me fidget. 

I'll be gone from here in a couple of days, don't know where 
I'm g9ing next, don't know-and this is the worst part-don't 
even·know when I'll see you again. ·But when I do, believe me, 
I'm not going to � you out of my sight for a+--least- teri or 
fifteen years. 

None of this sounds how it's supposed to sound. I want to tell 
you how I feel, and I can't put it into·words. I want you to know 
what it's like for me to picture your face many times every day, to 
see a slender girl with black hairl and -fe- hopeLagainst all reasonh 
that somehow she might be you, to imagine all the time what you 
might say about a view, a newspaper article, a small man with a 
large dog, a pretty dress/ I want you to know how, when I get into 
bed alone, ILache with the need to touch you. 

I love you� much. 
N. 

Franz Pedler's secretary phoned Nat Dickstein at his hotel on 
Tuesday morning and made a date for lunch. 

They went to a modest restaurant in the Wilhelmstrasse and 
ordered beer instead of wine-fthis was to be a working session. 
Dickstein controlled his impatience-Fedler, not he, was sup­
posed to do the wooing. 

b j "�ooto.,!; Pedler said, "Well, I think we can accommodate you." 
��\tel ro t " 1 /. Dickstein{kept his face impassive. �edler continued: "The
bvJ- k prices, which I'll give you in a moment, are conditional. We need 

I 
a five-year contract. We will guarantee prices for the first twelve 

(D months�after that they may be varied in accordance with an index 
• of world prices of certain raw materials. And there's a cancella­

tion penalty amounting to ten percent of the value of one year's
supply."

Dickstein wanted to say, "Done!" and shake hands on the 
deal, but he reminded himself to continue to play his part __.

"Ten percent is �stiff." 
"It's not excessive," Pedler argued. "It certainly would not 

recompense us for our losses if you did cancel/ put it-at-least must 
be large enough to deter you from canceling except under very 
compelling circumstances." 

"I see that --.,gut we may suggest a smaller percentage." 
Pedler shrugged. "Everything is negotiable. Here are the 

prices." 
Dickstein studied the list, then said, "This is� I must say\ close 

to what we're looking for." 
"Does that mean we have a deal?" 

/."No, it means that I think we can do business." 
Pedler beamed. "In that case," he said, "let's have a real drink. 

Waiter!" 
When the drinks came Pedler raised his glass in a toast. "To 

many years of business together." 
"I'll drink to that," Dickstein said. As he raised his glass he was 

thinking: bucky Pierre;-y(:)ttr least favodte pit ate seems to have 
e&RG-i.t-a-ga+� 

Life at sea was uncomfortable, but �not as bad as Pyotr 
Tyrin had expected. In the Soviet Navy, ships had been run on 
the principles of unremitting hard work, harsh discipline and bad 
food. The Coparelli was very different. The captain, Eriksen, 
asked only for safety and good seamanship, and even there his 
standards were not remarkably high. The deck was swabbed 
occasionally, but nothing was ever polished or painted. The food 
was quite good, and Tyrin had the advantage of sharing a cabin 
with the cook. In theory Tyrin could be called upon at any hour of 
the day or night to send radio signals, but in practice all the traffic 
occurred during the normal working day so he even got his eight 
hours sleep every night. It was a comfortable regimen, and Pyotr 
Tyrin was concerned about comfort. 

.:.; 
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,�(.b� <.a�,t,�\� 'fFhc s�ipl40 �!6"Tfl&r,---R�0 somfo� She was a bitch. As soon 

as they rounded Cape Wrath and left The Minch and the North 

I I 
I 

Sea she began to pitch and roll like a toy yacht in a gale. Tyrin felt 
ton'b\'( �f\t\ \"cl s,,._t� �tched½,' seasick, �t-e-r-e<:�60-was-G�� to conceal it- he

was supposed to be a sailor. Fortunately this occurred while the 
cook was busy in the galley and Tyrin was not needed in the radio 
room, so he was able to lie flat on his back in his bunk until the 
worst was over. 

frt-Jl-l 

The quarters were poorly ventilated and inadequately heated, 
soJtl1mmediately'got a little damp above, the mess decks were 
full of wet clothing hanging up to dry and making the atmosphere 
worse. 

Tyrin ·s radio gear was in his sea-bag, well protected by 
polythene and canvas and some sweaters

1 
I/Je could notllliowever ,\ 

set it up and operate it in hts cabin, where the cook or anyone else 
might walk in. He had already made routine radio contact with 
Moscow on the ship's radioLduring a quiet�but nonetheless tense" 
moment when nobody was listening; but he needed something 
safer and more reliable. 

Tyrin was a nest-building man. Whereas Rostov would move 
from embassy to hotel room to safe house without noticing his 
environment, Tyrin liked to have a base, a place where he could 
feel comfortable/familiar and secure. On static surveillance, the 
kind of assignment he preferred, he would always find a large 
easy chair to place in front of the window£an�it at the telescope 
for hours, perfectly content with his bag of sandwiches, his bottle 
of soda and his thoughts_;..:::> 
nlere on the Coparelli, he had found a place to nest.(§xploring
the ship in daylight, he had discovered a little labyrinth of stores 
up in the bow beyond the for'ard hatch. The naval architect had 
put them there merely to fill a space between the hold and the 
prow. The main store was entered by a semiconcealed door down 
a flight of steps. It contained some tools, several drums of grease 
for the cranes and-inexplicably-a rusty old lawn mower. 
Several smaller rooms opened off the main one-fsome containing 
ropes, bits of machinery and decaying cardboard boxes of nuts 
and bolts/ others empty but for insects. Tyrin had never seen 
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anyone enter the area-stuff that was used was stored aft, where �
0 

it was needed. 
D �b 

He chose a moment when darkness was falling and most of the 
-I(: .Pr crew and officers were at supper. He went to his cabin, picked up ( 

his sea-bag and climbed the companionway to the deck. He took 
a flashlight from a locker below the bridge but did not yet switch 
it on. 

The almanac said there was a moon, but it did not show 
through the thick clouds. Tyrin made his way stealthily for'ard 
holding on to the gunwale, where his silhouette would be less 
likely to show against the off-white deck. There was some light 
from the bridge and the wheelhouse, but the duty officers would 
be watching the surrounding sea, not the deck. 

Cold spray fell on him, and as the Coparelli executed her
notorious roll he had to grab the r:ail with both hands to avoid 
being swept overboard. At times she shipped water-not much, 
but enough to soak into Tyrin's sea boots and freeze his feet. He 

lferventlzihopecf that he would never find out what she was like in Lr1 
a real gale. 

He was miserably wet and shivering when he reached the bow 
and entered the littlelstore. He closed the door behind him, 
switched on his flashlight and made his way through the assorted 

I junk to one of the small rooms off the main store. He closed that 
/ 

•� 11 door behind him tooJ[took off his oilskin, rubbed his hands on his� ,� I
/.. !'le. 

sweater to dry and warm them some, then opened his bag. He put \. 
the transmitter in a corner, lashed it to the bulkhead with a wire 

� tied through rings in the deck, and wedged it with a cardboard ,� 
box. 

He was wearing rubber soles, but he put on rubber gloves as an 
additional precaution for the next task. The cables to the ship's 
radio mast ran through a pipe along the deckhead above him. 
With a small hacksaw pilfered from the engine room Tyrin cut 
away a six-inch section of the pipe, exposing the cables. He took a 
tap from the power cable to the power input of the transmitter, 
then connected the aerial socket of his radio with the signal wire 
from the mast. 

He switched on the radio and called Moscow. 
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His outgoing signals would not interfere with the ship's radio 
because he was the radio operator and it was unlikely that anyone 
else would attempt to send on the ship's equipment. However, 
while he was using his own radio, incoming signals would not 
reach the ship's radio room; and he would not hear them either 
since his set would be tuned to another frequency. He could have 
wired everything so that both radios would receive at the same 
time, but then Moscow's replies to him would be received by the 
ship's radio, and somebody might notice . .. Well, there was 
nothing very suspicious about a small ship taking a few minutes to 
pick up signals. Tyrin would take care to use his radio only at 
times when no traffic was expected for the ship. 

When he reached Moscow he made: Checking secondary 
transmitter. 

They acknowledged, then made: Stand by for signal from 
Rostov. All this was in a standard KGB code.

Tyrin made: Standing by, but hurry. 
The message came: Keep your head down until something 

happens. Rostov. 
Tyrin made: Understood. Over and out. Without waiting for

their sign-off he disconnected his wires and restored the ship's 
cables to normal. The business of twisting and untwisting bare 
wires, even with insulated pliers, was time-consuming and not 
very safe. He had some quick-release connectors among his 
equipment in the ship's radio room/ Uie would pocket a few and 
bring them here next time to speed up the process. 

He was well satisfied with his evening's work. He had made his 
nest, he had opened his lines of communication, and he had 
remained undiscovered. All he had to do now was sit tight; and 
sitting tight was what he liked to do. 

He decided to drag in another cardboard box to put in front of 
the radio and conceal it from a casual glance. He opened the door 
and shined his flashlight into the main store-and got a shock. 

He had company. 
The overhead light was on, casting restless shadows with its 

yellow glow. In the center of the storeroom, sitting against a 
grease drum with his legs stretched out before him, was a young 
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sailor. He looked up, just as startled as Tyrin and-Tyrin realized kt
..___

��
from his face-just as guilty. -1..fi>

b Tyrin recognized him. His name was Ravlo. He was about "< r
nineteen y�ars old, with pale blond hair and a thin white face. He s� ,A 

had not joined in the pub-crawls in Cardiff, yet he often looked � ./
hung over, with dark discs under his eyes and a distracted air. 

Tyrin said, "What are you doing here?" And then he saw. 
Rav lo had rolled up his left sleeve past the elbow. On the deck 

between his legs were a phial, a watch-glass and a small 
waterproof bag. In his right hand was a hypodermic syringe, with 
which he was about to inject himself. 

Tyrin frowned. "Are you diabetic?" 
Ravlo's face twistedJ he gave a dry, humorless laugh. 
"An addict," Tyrin said, understanding. He did not know 

much about drugs, but he knew that what Ravlo was doing could 
get him discharged at the next port of call. He began to relax a 
little. This could be handled. 

Ravlo was looking past him, into the smaller store. Tyrin 
looked back and saw that the radio was clearly visible. The two 

,. men stared at one another, each understanding that the other 
, was doing something he needed to hide. 

Tyrin said, "We will t<:eep eac�." 
Rav lo gave the twisted smile and the dry, humorless laugh 

again; then he looked away from Tyrin, down at his arm, and he 
stuck the needle into his flesh. 

The exchange between the Caparelli and Moscow was picked
up and recorded by a Mtish-�ligence listening station. Since it 
was in standard KGB code, th�y 'Zvere able to decipher it. But all 
it told them was that someone aboard a ship-they did not know 
which ship-was checking his secondary transmitter, and some­
body called Rostov-the name was not on any of their files-
wanted him to keep his head down. Nobody could make any 
sense of it, so they opened a file titled "Rostov" and put the 

�
� 

-� 
� U.S. Nov�t/ Sfef 
C) 

\ 

signal in the file and forgot about it. < j,o l Ou ..::::.. / . ,(
/'-/7} Uf-1tAf\ 
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TWELVE@ 

�WHEN HE HAD.J,finished his interim debriefing i� Cairo, Hassan
asked permission to go to Syria to visit his parents in the refugee
camp. He was given four days. He took a plane to Damascus and
a taxi to the camp. <-

� He did not visit his parents . .e.. 

""' He made certain inquiries at the camp, and one of the refugees
took him, by means of a series of buses, to Dara, across the
Jordanian border, and all the way to Amman. From there
another man took him on another bus to the Jordan River. <. 

A-\ On the night of the second day he crossed the river, guided by
two men who carried submachine guns. By now Hassan was
wearing Arab robes and a headdress like them, but he did not ask
for a gun. They were young men, their soft adolescent faces just
taking on lines of weariness and cruelty, like recruits in a new
army. They moved across the Jordan valley in confident silence,
directing Hassan with a touch or a whisper: they seemed to have
made the journey many times. At one point all three of them lay
flat behind a stand of cactus while lights and soldiers' voices
passed a quarter of a mile away. 

Hassan felt helpless-and something more. At first he thought
that the feeling was due to his being so completely in the hands of
these boys, his life dependent on their knowledge and courage.
But later, when they had left him and he was alone on a country
road trying to get a lift, he realized that this journey was a kind of
regression. For years now he had been a European banker, li�ing
in Luxembourg with his car and his refrigerator and his television
set. Now, suddenly, he was walking in sandals along the dusty

peasant, a second-class citizen in the country of his birth. None of
-his reflexes would work here-it was not possible to solve a _ 0 
problem by picking up a phone or pulling out a credit card or �� 
calling a cab. He felt like a child, a pauper and a fugitive all at the �..)> 
same time. 

He walked five miles without seeing a vehicle, then a fruit truck
passed him, its engine coughing unhealthily and pouring smoke,
and pulled up a few yards ahead. Hassan ran after it.

"To Nablus?" he shouted.
"Jump in." 
The driver was a heavy man whose forearms bulged with

muscle as he heaved the truck around bends at top speed. He
smoked all the time. He must have been certain there would not
be another vehicle in the way all night, driving as he did on the
crown of the road and never using the brake. Hassan could have
used some sleep, but the driver wanted to talk. He told Hassan
that the Jews were good rulers, business had prospered since they
occupied Jordan, but of course the land must be free one day.
Half of what he said was insincere, no doubt; but Hassan could
not tell which half. 

They entered Nablus in the cool Samaritan dawn, with a red
sun rising behind the hillside and the town still asleep. The truck
roared into the market square and stopped. Hassan said goodbye
to the driver. 

He walked slowly through the empty streets as the sun began to
take away the chill of the night. He savored the clean air and the
low white buildings, enjoying every detail, basking in the glow of
nostalgia for his boyhood: he was. in Palestine, he was home. 

He had precise directions to a house with no number in a street
with no name. It was in a poor quarter, where the little stone
houses were crowded too close together and nobody swept the
streets. A goat'was tethered outside, and he wondered briefly
what it ate! there was no grass. The door was unlocked. 

He hesitated a moment outsi�e, fighting down the excitement
in his belly. He had been away too long-now he was back in the
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Land. He had waited too many years for this opportunity to strike 
a blow in revenge for what they had done to his father. He had
suffered exile, he had endured with patience, he had nursed his 
hatred enough, perhaps too much. 

He went in. 
There were four or five people asleep on the floor. One of 

them, a woman, opened her eyes, saw him and sat up instantly, 
her hand under the pillow reaching for what might have been a 
gun. 

"What do you want?" 
Hassan spoke the name of the man who commanded the 

Fedayeen. 

� .:]Mahmoud had lived not fa,- from Yasif Hassan when they were 
both boys in the late Thirties, but they had never met, or if they 
had neither remembered it. After the European war, when Yasif 
went to England to study, Mahmoud tended sheep with his 
brothers, his father, his uncles and his grandfather. Their lives 
would have continued to go in quite different directions �eer,t 
for the 1948 war. Mahmoud's father, like Yasif's, made the 
decision to pack up and ie1we. The two sons-Yasif was a few 
years older than Mahmoud-met at the refugee camp. 
Mahmoud's reaction to the ceasefire was even stronger than 
Yasif's, which was paradoxical,� Yasif had lost more. 

/4Mahmoud� hov,•cvcf; was possessed by a}lage that would allow 
him to do nothing e-Kecpt fight for the liberation of his homeland. 
Until then he had been oblivious of politics, thinking it had 
nothing to do with shepherds; now he set out to understand it. 
Before he could do that, he had to teach himself to read. 

They met again in the Fifties, in Gaza. By then Mahmoud had 
blossomed, if that was the ��Fiate word for something so 
fierce. He had read Clausewitz on war and Plato's Republic, Das

Kapital and Mein Kampf., Keynes and Mao and Galbraith and 
Gandhi, history and biography, classical novels and modern plays. 
He spoke good English and bad Russian and a smattering of 

Wit-\\ t�c l"t,U,il\te, 
t.,�\,li\hMt'\� \,\a.,SQf\

ho.tl c.ult i v()Ju. Ci 

au.��:..,(, i��= \..t. ,-.
� (t,\-�� to �1. Q, �tt'G

\t,\� 1�,t�t,Je. &f4w-. k
\,JC,.,\ •

Cantonese. He was directing a small cadre of terrorists on forays 
into Israel. bombing and shooting and stealing and then returning 
to disappear into the Gaza camps like rats into a garbage dump. 
The terrorists were getting money, weapons and intelligence from 
Cairo: Hassan was, briefly, part of the intelligence backup, and 
when they met again Yasif told Mahmoud where his ultimate 
loyalty lay-not with Cairo, not even with-a-R3/ pan-Arab cause, 
but with Palestine. 

Yasif had been ready to abandon everything there and 
then-his job at the bank, his home in Luxembourg, his role in 
Egyptian Intelligence-and join the freedom fighters. But 
Mahmoud had said no-+-the habit of command was already fitting 
him like a tailored coat. In a few years, he said-f e took a long 
view-they would have all the guerrillas they wanted, but they 
would still need friends in high places, European connections,' 
and secret intelligence. 

They had met once more, in Cairo, and set up lines of \ i 
comml!,nication which bypassed the Egyptians. � 1-Iessan had 

ff 
✓ >

ee. :.i. • ti�•at&nhis front of a rather nai've,e¥en bumelir1g � :f
'..,J 1¥re so as not to put off his eolleagucs-=espe�ially the Rt1ssians-, ;. whes<?-arrogance w.as his best adi.1antage. Rostov was a p1inre- \;· 

�a� At first Yasif sent over much the same kind of stuff he 
was giving to Cairo, principally the names of loyal Arabs who 
were stashing away fortunes in Europe and could therefore be 
touched for funds. Recently he had been of more immediate 
practical value as the Palestinian movement began to operate in 
Europe. He had booked hotels and flights, rented cars and 
houses, stockpiled weapons and transferred funds. 

He was not the kind of man to use a gun. He knew this and was 
faintly ashamed of it, so he was all the more proud to be so useful 
in other[nonviolent but nonetheless practicat[ways. �', 

The results of his work had begun to explode in Rome that 
year. Yasif believed in Mahmoud's program of European terror-
ism. He was convinced that the Arab armies, even with Russian 
support, could never defeat the Jews, ,s.i.a� this allowed the Jews f,r) 
to think of themselves as a beleaguered people defending their 
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homes against foreign soldiers,� gitve them strength. Dickstein plans to steal a shipload of uranium so the Zionists wi
�

/
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The truth was. in Yasifs view, that the Palestine Arabs were be able to make atom bombs_" G> �L'>
defending their home against invading Zionists. There were still At first Mahmoud refused to believe this. He cross-questioned �;/).
more Arab Palestinians than Jewish Israelis, tf-e.A&--ee,ttnterl the Hassan: how good was the information, what exactly was the � r & 
exiles in the camps; and it was they, not a rabble of soldiers from ----� evidence, who might be lying, what mistakes might have been 

�� Cairo and Damascus, who would liberate the homeland. But first 'ih\·s i\ t\Ot oW\l
'I 

� made? Then, as Hassan's answers made more and more sense, 
{ 

.(/ 
they had to believe in the Fedayeen. Acts such as the Rome �r t -lb �e. p4(e.s\-il\il\" the truth began to sink in, and Mahmoud became very-sef-�. j<�-Je " 
airport affair would convince them that the Fedayeen had 
international resources. And when the people believed in the 

L (\\��Mo�l �\'J_e! • do you and this Russian propose to do?" ( l-\Cl'iSAA -ib�ft, to s« 
Fedayeen, the people would be the Fedayeen, and then they "The plan is to stop Dickstein and expose the Israeli plot, i\..e. \,. eic.+14,e .
would be unstoppable. showing the Zionists to be lawless adventurers. We haven't j 

The Rome airport affair was trivial, a peccadillo, by compari- worked out the details yet. But I have an alternative prOiJQsal." 
son with what Hassan had in mind. -------.... He paused, trying to form the right phrases, then blurted it out.

It was an outra_geous, mind-boggling scheme that would put the "I think the Fedayeen should hijack the ship before Dickstein 
Fedayeen on the front pages of the world's newspapers for weeks, · l \\��Clf\ �o�ht=, �1 ets there." ------------. 

bl kl <.1 and prove that they were a powerful international force, not a s�t\A...,�, �< �ocl � Mahmoud starectkit him for a long moment/�n &lowl;r began I. 4.n Y � �l
g,agg-le of ragged refugees. Hassan hoped desperately that so.k.e.1 ��"'ou.cl to shake his head from side to sid�_Qlis ·mouth widened in a smile, l.: lowly L i\-e� 1 Mahmoud would accept it. and at last he began to laugh, �elehear�ecUy it 1 o�'""'j w,t\.." SM1tl 

Yasif Hassan had come to propose that the Fedayeen should brought the rest of the household around to see what was ,�l.\c.kle, M). �:���\..i-._, "'f
, ' •� �, VO'-'•/ -J�1t.Cj hijack a holocaust. happening. j "'j °' J ' .J

• klltw -¼¼� -t hey embraced like brothers, kissing cheeks, then stood back 
[ u / 

Hassan ventured, "But what do you think?"
' ou s..v.�I\ \,'(e. qto look at one another. \J hMt ,, sq.,4 (l\thMowl . Mahmoud sighed. "It's wonderful," he said. "I don't see how 

Mahmoud 't�s a big man, a fraction taller than Hassan and 
[ 

' 1.,_ we can do it, but it's a wonderful idea." "1ov. �Mtll '"''-� much broader; and he looked big, the way he held his head and ti-. � ,, ;a ��,s�" Then he started asking questions.
walked and spoke.( __________________ �o\ c ' � He asked questions all through breakfast and for most of the

The house had two rooms+the one Hassan had entered, and 1hty lo.�"'-� �...a 
morning: the quantity of uranium, the names of the ships �l')lo.\..t.4 0. �1,-. • 

behind that another, where Mahmoud slept on the floor with two '---���-:--:z::-:-:-� involved, how the yellowcake was converted into nuclear explo-
11 J.·it \ o· 0. other men. There was no upper story. Cooking was done in a l t'\e. ' �\�

t 1 -'l. �-\ sive, places and dates and people. They talked in the back· room,
�\.\( �1 10.f SM� yard at the back, and the nearest water supply was one hundred " L \ ,.. " rv tloit just the two of them for most of the time, but occasionally

(&.f\\t. \ ftlf\l\ \vi� '- 1 yards away. The woman lit a fire and began to make a porridge of . J \ Mahmoud would call someone in and tell him to listen while to "''"''4 ptofk �n °" f ().<-t- • • crushed beans. While they waited for it, Hassan told Mahmoud -t'na.i lo..lKw. �'- Moch.fl\ Hassan repeated some particular point. 
his story. if\\/tl\tiorS .. � "'�t b-.-tks o.nA About midday he summoned two men who seemed to be his

"Three months ago in Luxembourg I met a man I had known at � ... a·�i--;Of\ �I\�
_,
,.,��'- lieutenants. With them listening, he again went over the points he 

Oxford, a Jew called Dickstein.� he is a� Mossad l\,\fo� \. It w,� "''��clo.yi thought crucial. 
operative. Since then I have been watching him, with the help of \i"-<-t- 1-\o,\\�"- t\.J v\tcl o.ftu - "The Caparelli is an ordinary merchant ship with a regular 
the Russians, in particular a KGB man named Rostov� �ho.,rt, <1.-n� ta.\t.l.\N\ t0"'"'-', crew?" 
-eonvenie.ntly ttikcs--me for a foo t We have discovered that b ... t- \\c.. s\-i\l s�e.\\td. "�

u. tC.tl'\t� W,MO-" Yl> 

ti\c.h �o\J,.cl.

"Yes." 



"She will be sailing through the Mediterranean to Genoa." 
"Yes." 
"What does this yellowcake weigh?" 
"Two hundred tons." 
"And it is packed in drums." 
"Five hundred sixty of them." 
"Its market price?" 
"Two million American dollars." 
"And it is used to make nuclear bombs." 
"Yes_ well, it is the raw material." 

-:::::: 

"ls the conversion to the explosive form an expensive or 
difficult process?" 

''Not if 6ne h� a nuclear reactor. Otherwise, yes." 
Mahmoud nodded to the two lieutenants. "Go and tell this to 

the others." 

In the afternoon, when the sun was past its zenith and it was 
cool enough to go out, Mahmoud and Yasif walked over the hills 

. . 

outside the town. Yasif was desperate to know what Mahmoud 
t \k �� "'�/-really thought of his plan/ Mahmoud �-i-Hettfletl-to-t'e'H £t�uie.c\ t� o. 0 

mrrr. So Yasif spoke about David Rostov and said thaf despite "'<o..s-.,"'M • 

+tis arrogance B:'lffl- the difficulties he had made for him,@\ 
Cadmired the Russian's professionaliw. t 

"It� well to admire the Russians," Mahmoud said, "so long as 
we dotnf trust them. • \ Their heart is not in 
our cause. There are three reasons why they take our side. The 
least important is that we cause trouble for the West, and 
anything that is bad for the West is good for the Russians. Then 
there is their image. The underdeveloped nations identify with us 
rather than with the Zionists, so by supporting us the Russians 
gain credit with the Third World-and remember, in the contest 
between the United States and the Soviet Union the Third World 
has all the floating vot<k. But the most important reason-the .
only really important reason-is oil. The Arabs have oil." 

They passed a boy tending a small flock of bony sheep. The boy 

4: 
was playing a flute. Yasif rememb�red that Mahmo�d had once fs� 
been a shepherd boy who could neither read nor wnte. 

..r£ "Do you understand how important oil is?'' Mahmoud said. 
� "Hitler lost the European war because of oil." 0/ · . £A� "No-t" V� � "Listen. The Russians defeated Hitler. They were bound to. / 

Hitler knew this - he knew about Napoleon, he knew nobody 0< / 
could conquer Russia. � why did he try? He was running out x, 

of oil. There is oil in Georgia, in the Caucasian oilfields. Hitler 
had to have the Caucasus. But you cannot hold the Caucasus 
secure unless you have Volgograd, which was then called 
Stalingrad, the place where the tide turned against Hitler. Oil. 
That's what our struggle is about, whether we like it or not, do 

/ you realize that? If it were not for oil, nobody but euf6el1,,1es vs 
would care about a few Arabs and Jews fighting over a dusty little <7
Gutp98+ country like ours." QI

Mahmoud was magnetic when he talked. His strong, clear 
voice rolled out short phrases, simple explanations, statements 
that sounded like devastating basic truths: Hassan suspected he 
said these same things often to his troops. In the back of his mind 
he remembered the sophisticated ways in which politics were 
discussed in places like Luxembourg and Oxford, and it seemed 
to him now that for all their mountains of information those 
people knew less than Mahmoud. He knew, too, that internation-
al politics were complicated: that there was more than oil behind 

� these things, yet at bottom t . .  or 011 -rhe bottom line, as thd 
fiioaoci< • . . he believed Mahmoud was right. 

They sat in the shade of a fig tree. The smooth, dun-colored 
landscape stretched all around them, empty. The sky glared hot 
and blue, cloudless from one horizon to the other. Mahmoud 
uncorked a water bottle and gave it to Hassan, who drank the 

/tepid liquid and handed it back./Ifle asked Mahmoud whether he {�en h 

wanted to rule Palestine after tfte Zionists were beaten back. 
"IH killed many people," Mahmoud said. "At first I did it �M/t- / 

with my own hands, with a knife or a gun or a bomb. Now I kill by 
devising plans and giving orders, but I,sti�ill the2 We know tr\ 
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this is a sin, but I cannot repent. I have no remorse, Yasif. Even if 
we make a mistake{kill children and Arabs instead of soldiers 
and Zionists, still I think only, "This is bad for our reputation,•/ 
not, /.This is bad for my soul. ,/There is blood on my hands, and I
will not wash it off. I will not try. There is a story called The 
Picture of Dorian Gray. It is about a man who leads an evil and
debilitating life, the kind of life that should make him look old, 
give him lines on his face and bags under his eyes, a destroyed 
liver and venereal disease. Still, he does not suffer. Indeed, as the 
years go by he seems to stay young, as if he had found the elixir of 
life. But in a locked room in his house there is a painting of him, 
and it is the picture that ages, and takes on the ravages of evil 
living and terrible disease. Do you know this story? It is English." 

"I saw the movie," said Yasif. He did-HGhSmile.. 
"I read it when I was in Moscow. I would like to see that film. 

Do you remember how it ended?" 
"Oh, yes. Dorian Gray destroyed the painting, and then all the 

disease and damage fell on him in an instant, and he died." 
"Yes." Mahmoud put the stopfer back in the bottle, and

looked out over the brown hillsideJJ'When Palestine is free, my 
picture will be destroyed." 

After that they sat in silence for a while. Eventually, without 
spea�ing, they stood up and began to walk back to the town. 

.., 

Several men came to the-smaU• house in Nablus,at dusk1tha(
"'> 

? evening, just before curfew. Hassan did not know who they were 
exactly; they might have been the local leaders of the movement, 
or an assorted group of people whose judgment Mahmoud 
respected, or a permanent council of war that stayed close to 
Mahmoud but did not actually live with him. Hassan could see 
the logic in the last alternative _ if they all lived together, they 
could all be destroyed together. 

The woman gave them bread and fish and watery wine, and 
Mahmoud told them trbottt Hassan's gramt scheme. Mahmoud 
had thought it through more thoroughly than Hassan. He� 
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� proposed that they hijack the Caparelli before Dickstein got { �hthere, then ambush the Israelis as they came aboard. Expecting ""�
�
] 

only an _ordinary crew and halfhearted resistance, Dickstein ·s Th-c 
group would be more "u-1-R&Fablc. A:fterw� the Fedayeen would 'Nipt<A C'.\ �A � 
take the Caparelli to a North African port and invite the world to

t"1 � ..:?> come aboard and see the bodies of the +Flct� Zionist � I 
criminals. The cargo would be offered to its owners for a ransom 
of half its market price�ne million U.S. dollars. 

There was a long debate. Clearly a faction in the movement 
was already nervous about Mahmoud's policy of taking the war 
into Europe, and saw the proposed hijack as a further extension 
of the same strategy. They suggested that the Fedayeen could 
achieve most of what they wanted simply by calling a press 
conference in Beirut or Damascus and revealing the Israeli plot to 
the international press. Hassan was convinced that was not 
enough+accusations were cheap] 1t was not jtiM the lawlessness 
of Israel that had to be demonshated, it was the(eaww of the 
Fedayeen. 

They spoke as equals, and Mahmoud seemed to listen to each 
with the same attention. Hassan sat quietly, hearing thek=alm /.. lc,w,

voices of /JJeople who looked like peasants and spoke like "- �c.tt- 11 <.1
senators. He wasf!iopefuli and fearful/-toGl that they would adopt � 4t 011.t.e <r l " J 
his plan: hopeful because it would be the fulfillment of twenty 
years of vengeful dreams; fearful because it would mean he would 
have to do things� more difficult, violent and risky than the 
work hetd been involved in so far. 

J'l 
koJ. I 

In the end he could not stand it any longer and/,_went outside l1't. 
and squatted in the mean yard, smelling the night and the dying 
fire. A little later there was a chorus of quiet voices from inside/ 

[ foting1 
Mahmoud came -out and sat beside Hassan. "I� sent for a 

car." 
"Oh?" 
"We must go to Damascus. Tonight. There is a .gFea:t detrl' to 

do. It will be our biggest operation. We must start work 
immediately." 
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"It� decide(thenf" 
"Yes. The Fedayeen will hijack the ship and steal the 

uranium." 
/.. 

h The first day of-Hestov-1-s holiday \Wth Ais faFRi-1;' was fine. He 
made breakfast, they walked along the beach, and in the 
afternoon Vladimir, the young genius, played chess against 
Rostov, Mariya, and Yuri simultaneously, and won all three 
games. They took hours over supper, catching up on all the news 
and drinking a little wine. The second day was similar, but they 
enjoyed it less; and by the third day the novelty of each other's 
company had worn 4Rttt. Vladimir remembered he was supposed 
to be a prodigy and stuck his nose back into his books; Yuri began 
to play degenerate Western music on the record player and 
argued with his father about dissident poets; and Mariya fled into 
the kitchen of the dacha and stopped putting make-up on her 
face. 

So when the message came to say that Nik Bunin was back 
from Rotterdam and had successfully �ttgs'' o� the 
Stromberg, Rostov used that as an excuse to return to Moscow. 

Nik reported that the Stromberg had been in dry dock for the 
usual inspection prior to completion of the sale to Savile 
Shipping. A number of small repairs were in progress, and 
without mHea-difficulty Nik had gotten on board, posing as an 
electrician; and planted a powerful radio beacon in the prow of 
the ship. On leaving he had been questioned by the dock 
foreman, who did not have any electrical work on his schedule for 
that day;/Nik had pointed out that if the work had not been 
requestet,' no doubt it would not have to be paid for. 

From that moment, whenever the ship's power was on-which 
was all the time she was at sea and most of the time she was in 
dock-the beacon would send out a signal every thirty minutes 
until the ship sank or was broken up for scrap. For the rest of her 
life, wherever in the world she was, Moscow would be able to 
locate her within an hour. 

� Rostov listened to Nik, then sent him home. He had plans for ·-< P�
the evening. It was a long time since he had se_en Olga, and he 

-r � was impatient to see what she would do with the battery-operated 
� 

71 . A L t , f vibrator he had brought her as a present from London. 

. �� 
vo.v,� "o.Hdv l\'4'1 ct w�ys u�� lik.e.cl ""s �M;\y iv,. \'IA«\\ T 

�o�s, o.� <\\ "e �o-t In Israeli Naval Intelligence there was a young captain named
olch.< -the c;lo\eS' ��t Dieter Koch who had trained as a ship's engineer. When the Cl
SM�'At' . Caparelli sailed from Antwerp with her cargo of yellowcakeJ-tt{ t I 

ta -was neeessary t� KochLbe aboard. � /.. �t.d 
Nat Dickstein reached Antwerp with only the vaguest idea of 

how this was to be achieved. From his hotel room he phoned the 
local representative of the company that owned the Caparelli. 

When I die, he thought as he waited for the connection, they 
will bury me from a hotel room. 

A girl answered the phone. Dickstein said briskly, "This is 
Pierre Beaudaire, give me the director." 

"Hold on, please." 
A man's voice, "Yes?" 

) 
"Good morning, this is Pierre Beaudaire from the Beaudaire } M�(il\.C\ ;r '-'P o..t

Crew List/" Dickstein ��- Q :s
"1C-"-

t &,lo"-�
f/"I-a<:>n-4-k-Rsw you." N(.\Je< "-u..td 

"That's why I'm calling you. You see, we're contemplating 
opening an office in Antwerp, and I'm wondering whether you 
would be willing to try us." 

"I doubt it, but you can write to me and-" 
"Are you completely satisfied with your present crew agency?" 
"They could be worse. Look here-" 
"One more question and I won't trouble you further. May I ask 

whom you use at the moment?" � 
"Cohen's. Now, I haven't any more time-" 

/� V:;/ [ , " understand. Thank ou for your patience. Goodbye." e7 "11.i t,tt.t , 
/Cohen's!()\ piece of lucklit was unexpected-docks and ,., (

� 
ri u { 

shipping were not typical Jewish �.@e looked up �CA.\if\t.\� L
Wt! 1 

l&A 

Cohen's crew agency in the phone book, memorized the address, -i\fl(l(.t� put on his coat, left the hotel and hailed a cab._ 
jot • 
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Cohen had a little two-room office above a sailor's bar in the 
red-light district of the city. It was not yet midday, and the night 
people were still· asleep-the whores and thieves, musicians and 
strippers and waiters and bouncers, the people who made the 
place come to life in the evening. Now it might have been any 
run-down business district, gray and cold in the morning, and 
none too clean. 

Dickstein went up a staircase to a first-floor door, knocked and 
went in. A middle-aged secretary presided over a small reception 
room furnished with filing cabinets and orange plastic chairs. 

"I'd like to see Mr. Cohen," Dickstein told her. 
She looked him over and seemed to think he did not appear to 

be a sailor. "Are you wanting a ship?" she said doubtfully. 
"No," he said. "I'm from Israel.""Oh -"{She had dark hair and deep-set, shadowed eyes, andshe wore a wedding ring. Dickstein wondered if she might be

Mrs. Cohen -a& �e got up and went through a door behind her 
desk into the inner office. She was wearing a pants suit, w.l::H6h 
from behind she �han amply. 

A minute later she reappeared and ushered him into Cohen's 
office. Cohen stood up, shook hands and said without preamble, 
"I give to the cause every year. In the war I gave twenty thousand 
guilders, I can show you the check. This is some new appeal? 
There is another war?" 

"I'm not here to raise money, Mr. Cohen," Dickstein saidr,a-Htt 
�s-me� smile. Mrs. Cohen had left the door 
open/ Dickstein closed it. "Marl sit down?" 

"If you don't want money, sit down, have some coffee, stay all 
day," said Cohen, and -aew-he smiled .. teer. 

Dickstein sat. Cohen/ a short man in spectacles, bald and 
clean-shaven,llooked to be about fifty years old. He wore a brown 
check suit that was not very new. He had a good little business 
here, Dickstein guessed, but he was no millionaire --g�were 
you here in World War II?" 

Cohen nodded. "I was a young man. I went into the country 
and worked on a farm where nobody knew me, nobody knew I 

i ____ way !ewish. I was lucky.'' 

"Do you think it will happen again?" 
"Yes. It's happened all through history, why should it stop 

now? It will happen again-but not in my lifetime. It's all right 
here. I don't want to go to Israel." 

"Okayi f-unde�staud .. -\ I work for the government of Israel. 
We would like you to do something for us." 

Cohen shrugged. "So?" 
"In a few weeks' time, one of your clients will call you with an 

urgent request. They will want an engineer officer for a ship 
called Caparelli. We would like you to send them a-eertai-A- man 
� by us. His name is Koch, and he is an Israeli, but he will 
be using a different name and false papers. However, he is a 
ship's engineer-your clients will not be dissatisfied." Dickstein waited for Cohen to say something. You're a nice
man, he thought; a decent Jewish businessman, smart and 
hardworking and a little frayed at the edges; f1l� don't make 
me ee-ret1gh en you _ 

Cohen -tiHal.l;t- said, "You're not going to tell me why the 
government of Israel wants this man Koch aboard the Caparelli?"

"No." 

There was a silence. 
"You carry any identification?" 
"No." 

The secretary came in without knocking and gave them coffee. 
Dickstein got �� hostile vibrations from her. Cohen used a)
the interruption to gather his thoughts. When she had gone out 
he said, "I would have to be '!}eshugenah to do this." 

'-0 
---

"Why?" --.:: 
"You come in off the street saying you represent the govern-

t <lJ ment of Israel,k'_ou have no identification, you don't even t�ll ( Y'- .c::::: 
me your name. You ask me to take part in something that\ ,\ / I Q { [ •fl t/obviously underhanded and � criminal/ 1 ou � tell me pr&b,hfy \; 1 w, "° 

what it is that you're trying to do. Even if I believe your story, I 
don't know that I would approve of the Israelis doing what you 
want to do." 

Dickstein sighed, thinking of the alternatives,/blackmail him, 0kidnap his wife, take ov�r his office on the crucial day ... He 

' 
f 
I 
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f,i,...tM;i\i.1\,J / said, "I� there anything I can do to convince you?"
"Itrlineed a personal request from�of Israel before 

� 
I would do this thing. �\l. about the Ei:ime Mimster ... " He 

�/ half smiled at his omn chutzpah,. 
� �t. l..:.1 . Dickstein stood up to leave, then/ thought/Why not? Why 
tk h�tl / j { 

indeed not? It was a wild idea, t'iiey would think he was 
wo�\a / ,t �"'\cl 1' �1. crazy ... but it jt.tst-migtrt work,[ serve --hi& purpose ... He

C:>( � Fie.ut 0{ grinned as he thought it through/ �org would have apoplexy_ 
[ [!re said to Cohen, "All right." 

"What do you mean, 'all right'?" 
"Put on your coat. We'll go to Jerusalem." 
"Now?" 
"Are you busy?" 
"Are you serious?" 
"I told you it's important." Dickstein pointed to the phone on 

the desk. "Call your wife." 
"She's just outsidei," 
Dickstein went to the door and opened it. "Mrs. Cohen?" 
"Yes." 
"Would you come in here, please?" 
She hurried in, looking worried. "What is it, Josef?" she asked 

her husband. 
"This man wants me to go to Jerusalem with him." 
"When?" 
"Now." 
"You mean this week-A" 

("I mean this morning, Mrs. Cohen. I must WftFR,, you that all 
this is highly confidential _ I've asked your husband to do 
something for the Israeli government. Naturally he wants to be 
certain that it is the government that is asking this favor and not 
some .craRlref criminal.LI'm going to take him there to convince 
him." 
("Don't get involved, Josef-" 

Cohen shrugged. "I'm Jewish, I'm involved already. Mind the 
shop." 

"You don't know anything about this man!" 
"So I'm going to find out." 

I 2so 

[ 'Th'-" OiJut:;:_ k.e.i
·,r w�1 soi'j 'h �e
�t\ "��t.

"I don't like it." 
"There's no danger," Cohen told her. "We'll take a scheduled 

flight, we'll go to Jerusalem, I'll see l .. his ma-� and we'll come 
back." 

UWoula-ilie Prime Ministef-tlo't'' 
"The Prime Minister! f{ou're craby .. '." 
4'8ome Would agree, �4rs. Cohen. Dttt crazy or-- no, I anT 

��erstaad, Pm S'ttre, this has to be I 
� <'?: secret, Mrs. Cohen. Please tell people your hus�and has gone to 

Rotterdam on business. He will be back tomorrow." 
She stared at the two of them. "My Josef meets the Prime 

Minister, and I can't tell Rachel Rothstein?" 
Coh;n �took his coat from a hook and put it on. Mrs. Cohen 

kissed him, then put her arms around him. 

I 
"'ih . • ve, s"'�tA��

"It's all right," he told her - . �4y god, the Prime Mi�- 0 �
"-
� tJs 'rro.

.�t.
1 

�t 
... ter . . . . 1/. it's qll n3 � t. 

She nodded� and let him go. V J.a..Mb\t / 

.. 

They took a cab to the airport. Dickstein's sense of � 4c.l� "1-/w 
grew as they traveled. The scheme had an air of mischief about it, 

·( 
. 

/ . 
�� 

kt
p
t Mi"t\i�

, 
�J he felt a bit like a schoolboy, this was, fR-a way, a monum�\ C\ tec,,y LL 

\\o.� 10 t:ft" 'v,.d f<Ll� prank�¥G-r-s&F�he eamd. We-had to tm II his face aways& � 
\ 

�
wo.

1 
� �t- t,"-u .that Cohen..would ooHee-tfie-begittni-�e-gtin as he once 

\/Ill)�\� "�t- �ee.. --a, • µght-of Borg's e�Gtwn.. 
�-----

..::
.J.IE,e-:'.hbtought two round-trip tickets to Tel Aviv, paying with his

�
(). O .rl'II �-\J. jt1 credit card. They had to take a connecting flight to Paris. Before 
nttrt. �-J f 

· "°' �t.. � •
� off he called the embassy in Paris and arranged for 

�u1 someone to meet them in the transit lounge. 
In Paris he gave the man from the embassy a message to send 

to Borg, explaining what was required. The diplomat was a 
Mossad man, and treated Dickstein with deference. Cohen was 
allowed to listen to the conversation, and when the man had gone 
back to the embassy he said, "We could go back, I'm convinced 0/
already+" 

"Oh, no," Dickstein said. "Now that we've come this far I 



' 

, b\.\t he wAS .seethi'j

� f ... J:.,"j I
(:)/ 

)0}

want to be -396Q�y sure of you." -And -th€.r�&-also-t.he. 
ttteaStt����m��� 

On the plane Cohen said, "You must be an important man in 
Israel." 

"No. It'sittst what I'm�e." 
Cohen wanted to know how to behave, how to address the 

Prime Minister. Dickstein told him, "I don't know, I've never met 
him. Shake hands and call him by his name." 

Cohen smiled. He was�beginning to share Dickstein's 
feeling of mischievousness. 

14f J.:- Pierre Borg met them at Lod Airport with a car to take them to 
Jerusalem. He smiled and shook hands with Cohen/ T/Jnderneathk 

\ae was on Bro\ As they walked to the car he muttered to·
Dickstein, "You better have a ,,ewei:.wl good reason for all 
this-f--'' 

"I have." 
They were with Cohen all the while, wmeh-rneant Borg did not 

have an opportunity to cross-examine Dickstein. They went 
straight to the Prime Minister's residence in Jerusalem. Dickstein 
and Cohen waited in an anteroom while Borg explained to the 
Prime Minister what was required and why./-Eohefl-was-getting 
�cry cold feet, afttHftid-so. 9iels�i4� 
Lr-/i.in�tes later they were admitted. "This is Nat Dickstein, sir," 

Borg said. 
They shook hands, and the Prime Minister said, "We haven't 

met before, but I've heard of you, Mr. Dickstein." 
Borg said, "And this is Mr. Josef Cohen of Antwerp." 
"Mr. Cohen." The Prime Minister smiled. "You're a@ 

cautious man. You should be a politician. Well, now ... please 
do this thing for us. It is very important, and you will come to no 
harm from it." 

Cohen was bedazzled. "Yes, sir, of course I will do this, I'm 
sorry to have caused so much trouble . . . " 

"Not at all. You did the right thing." He shook Cohen's hand 
again. "Thank you for coming. Goodbye." 

Borg was less polite on the way back to the airport. He sat 

I. 

silent in the front seat of the car, smoking a cigar and fidgeting. t
At the airport he managed to get Dickstein alone for a minute. 

/ {.0
"If you ever pull a stunt like this againf- " 0 � 

"It was necessary," Dickstein said. "It took less than a minute. 
� Why not?" -.r-r 

"Why not, is because half myldepartment has been working all {fuck.ij 
� day to fix that minute. Why didn't you just point a gun at the '?':. 

man's head or something?" ,� 
"Because we're not barbarians," Dickstein said. 
"So people keep telling me." 
"They do? That's a bad sign." 
"Why?" 
"Because you shouldn't need to be told." -i 

/\ V\l" ftortuoat� their flight was called. Boarding the plane with 
Cohen, Dickstein reflected that his relationship with Borg was in 
ruins. They had always talked like this, with bantering insults, but 
until now there had been an undertone of ... perhaps not 

/affectionLbut at least respect. Now that had gette. Borg was '5' 110.ni'ske4 

genuinely hostile. Dickstein's refusal to be pulled out was a piece 
of basic defiance which could not be tolerated. If Dickstein had 
wanted to continue in the Mossad, he would have had to fight 
Borg for the job of director-there was no longer sufficient room 
for both men in the organization. �-&f7� there would be no 
contest now, �eeaustj Dickstein� was going to resign. 
When tms one was-eve-i:-. 

Flying back to Europe through the night, Cohen drank some 
/ gin and went to sleep. Dickstein ��.h0-et>f)&�jm over 91 '\ k../ 

in his mind w-aa-t he had done in the past five mont�s. Back in �t. wor 
May he had started out with no real idea of how he was going to 
steal the uranium Israel needed. He had taken the problems as 
they came up, and �0w found a solution to ead( how to rJ\.l°"' 
locate uranium, which uranium to steal, how to hijack a ship, how 
to camouflage the Israeli involvement in the theft, how to prevent 
the disappearance of the uranium being reported to the authori-

/ ties, how to placate the owners of the \H:a.niuFH .. l If he had sat "lt"'�f. 
) down at the beginning and tried to-iffl.ag,tfl& the whole scheme he �feA.fW\ "(' 
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could n�ver13essH3l3/ have foreseen all the complications.(i.ie had
had some good luck and some bad. The fact that the owners of
the Caparelli used a Jewish crew agency in Antwerp was
-eeeieodly- a piece of luck; so was the existence of a consignment
of uranium for non-nuclear purposes, and one going by sea. The
bad luck was fflosdy the accidental meeting with Yasif Hassan. 

Hassan, the f)f8\'&fet&l fly in the ointment. Dickstein �.
feas0�-a�. had shaken off the opposition when he flew 
to Buff�lo �ff&fle, and that they had not picked up his 
trail again since.' But. ihat did not} of -eemsef mean they had
dropped the case. 

It would be useful� ifflportant--\to know how much they had
found out before they lost him. 

lie also had realizea he could not see Suza again until the
whole affair was over, and Hassan was to blame for that too. If he
were to go to Oxford, Hassan was sure to pick up the trail
somehow. � le implication of
Bor� aeout her-sympathies-. No way to aRswer it fe.r---c--&fffttft
-e:,i;eept not to see hetj 

The plane began its descent. Dick�tein fastened his seat belt. It 
was all done now, the scheme in place, the preparations made.
The cards�e-t�-Hlte-1�t-H1tet-1�'t61"'J had been dealt. He knew
what was in his hand, and he knew some of his opponents' cards,
and they knew some of his. All that remained was to play out the
game/!�o one could foretell the outcome. He wished he could see 
the future more clearly, he wished his plan were less complicated, 
he wished he did not have to risk his life once more�
l�go much to him since Suza rand he wished the game would start 
so that he could stop wishing and start doing _ 

Cohen was awake. "Did I dream all that?" he said. 
"No." Dickstein smiled. There was one more unpleasant duty

he had to performfscare Cohen half to death. "Mr. Geheft.i I
told you this was important, and secret." 

"Of course, I understand--!-" 
"You don't understand. If you talk about this to anyone other

than your wife, we will oHeeti-�& take .direet- action." 
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"Is this a threat? What are you saying _ ?" 
"I'm saying, if you don't keep your mouth shut,� we

will kill your wife." 
Cohen stared, R"'ent pale/ Hlefl �fter a moment he turned away

and looked out of the window at the airport coming up to meet
them. < <.. / Jeff 'ff / 1-/ f 1 /\ I\ I\
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Moscow's HOTEL Ross1v,G,�e largest hotel in Europe. It had 
5,738 beds, ten miles of corridors, and no air-conditioning. ' 

� Yasif Hassan slept very badly there: 
It was simple to say, "The Fedayeen should hijack the ship 

before Dickstein gets there," but the more he thought about it, 
the more ttnsare he was. 

The Palestine Liberation Organization in� 1968 was 
not the tightly-knit political entity it pretended to be. It was not 
even a loose federation of individual groups working together. It 
was more like a club for people with a common interest-- it 
represented its members, but it did not control them. The 
individual guerrilla groups could speak with one voice through 
the PLO, but they did not and could not act as one. So when 
Mahmoud said the Fedayeen would do something, he spoke only 
for his own group. Furthermore, in this case it would be unwise 
even to ask for PLO cooperation. The organization was given 
money, facilities and a home by the Egyptians, but it had also 
been infiltrated by them-/if you wanted to keep something secret 
from the Arab establishment, you had to keep it secret from the 
PLO. Of course, after the coup, when the world's press came to 
look over the captured ship with its atomic cargo, the Egyptians 
would know and would probably suspect that the Fcdayeen had 
deliberately thwarted them; but Mahmoud would play innocent 
and the Egyptians would be obliged to join in the general 
acclamation of the Fedayeen for frustrating an Israeli act of 
aggression_ �nyway, Mahmoud believed he did not need the 
help of the others. His group had the best connections outside 

4s 
Palestine, the best European set-up, and plenty of money. He �s� 
was now in Benghazi arranging to borrow a ship while his � �h 
international team was gathered up from various parts of the � f' 
world. & But the most crucial taskfiHassan la<,ali,e,i.(�evolved on�: if .{/8'/Jf/ U7 �)>the Fedayeen were to get to the Copare/li before the Israelis, he 
would have to establish exactly when and where Dickstein's 
hijack was to take place.�Jor that, he needed the KGB. 

He felt ��ia+I;' uneasy around Rostov now. Until his visit to 
Mahmoud he had been able to tell himself he was in a fashion 
working for two organizations with a common objective. Now he 
was indisputably a double agent, merely pretending to work with 
the Egyptians and the KGB while he sabotaged their plans. He 
felt different-La traitor, in a way-and he was afraid that Rostov 
would observe the difference in him_ 

When Hassan had flown in to Moscow Rostov himself had been 
uneasy. He had said there was not enough room in his apartment 
for Hassan to stay, although Hassan knew the rest of the family 
were away on holiday. It seemed Rostov was hiding something. 
Hassan suspected he was seeing some woman and tttteerstandably 
did not want -HHR in the way. 

After his restless night at the Hotel Rossiya, Hassan met 
Rostov at the KGB building on the Moscow ring road, in the 
office of Rostov's su196fio.r, Feliks Vorontsov. There were 
undercurrents there too. The two men were having an argument 
when Hassan entered the room, and although they broke it off 
immediately the air was stiff with unspoken hostility. Hassan, 
however, was too busy with his own pri1w•ate moves to pay much 
attention to theirs. 

He sat down. "Have there been any developments?" 
Rostov and Vorontsov looked at one another. Rostov 

shrugged. Vorontsov -0ff0red, "The Stromberg has been fitted 
with a very powerful radio beacon. She's out of dry dock now and 
heading south across the Bay of Biscay. The assumption would be 
that she is going to Haifa to take on a crew of Mossad agents. I 
think we can all be quite satisfied with our intelligence-gathering 
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work. The project now falls into the sphere of positive action. 
Our task becomes prescriptive rather than descriptive, as it 
were." 

"They all talk like this in Moscow Center," Rostov said 
irreverently. Vorontsov glared at him. 

Hassan said, "What action?" 
"Rostov here is going to Odessa to board a Polish merchant 

ship called the Karla," Vorontsov said. "She's an ordinary cargo 
vessel superficially, but she's very fast and has certain extra 
equipment-we use her quite often." 

Rostov was staring up at the ceiling, an expression of mild 
distaste on his face. Hassan guessed that Rostov wanted to keep 
some of these details from the Egyptians/-Htat-perhaps +Im was 
what he and Vorontsov had been arguing aqout. 

Vorontsov went on, "Your job is to get an Egyptian vessel and 
make contact with the Karla in the Mediterranean." 

"And then?" I. 
"We wait for Tyrin, aboard the Caparelli, to tell us when the 

Israeli hijack takes place. He will also tell us whether the uranium 
is transferred from the Caparelli to the Stromberg, or simply left 
aboard the Caparelli to be taken to Haifa and unloaded." 

"And then?" Hassan persisted. 
Vorontsov began to speak, but Rostov .sffif)r)OO him. "I want 

you to tell Cairo a cover story," he said to Hassan. "I want your 
people to think that we don't know about the Caparelli, tht"H we 
just know the Israelis are planning something in the Mediterra­
nean and we are still trying to discover what." 

Hassan nodded, keeping his face impassive. He had to know 
what the plan was, and Rostov did not want to tell him/ He said, 
"Yes, I'll tell them that-@you tell@the actual plan." 

Rostov looked at Vorontsov and shrugged. Vorontsov .we,k
�\ "After the hijack the Karla will set a course for Dickstein's 
ship, whichever one carries the uranium. The Karla will collide 
with that shiW--" 

"Collide?" 
"Your ship will witness the collision, report itknd observe that 

� the crew of the vessel are Israelis and their cargo is uranium. You O?J 
will report these facts too. There will be an international inquiry �.h
into the collision. The presence of both Israelis and stolen �{' 
uranium on the ship will be established beyond doubt. Meanwhile 8�� 
the uranium will be returned to its rightful owners and the Israelis <i1 � � , 
will bef}Fet>&ftY covered with opprobrium." � f 

"The Israelis will fight," Hassan said. 
Rostov said, "So much the better, with your ship there to see 

them attack us and help us beat them off." 
"It's a good plan," said Vorontsov. "It's simple. All they have 

to do is crash-the rest follows automatically." 
"Yes, it's a good plan," Hassan said. -Especially siaeejt fitted in 

perfectly with the Fedayeen plan. Unlike Dickstein, Hassan knew 
that Tyrin was aboard the Caparelli. After the Fedayeen had 
hijacked the Caparelli and ambushed the Israelis, they could 
throw Tyrin and his radio into the sea, then Rostov would have 
no way of locating them. 

But Hassan needed to know when and where Dickstein 
intended to carry out his hijack so that the Fedayeen could be 
sure of getting there first -�orontsov's office was hot. Hassan 
went to the window and looked down at the traffic on the Moscow 
ring road. "We need to know exactly when and where Dickstein 
will hijack the Caparelli," he said. . C\ d'""'''- -.ii�r "Why?" Rostov asked/ "We have Tyrin aboard the Caparelli J IY\t\�I� j e.J �\p,.{and a beacon on the Stromberg. We know where both of them are b,� a.CM\ se

< ' 
at all times. We need only to stay close and move in when the 

r
°'(we1.<d. 

time comes+-" 0 
"My ship has to be in the right area at the crucial time." 
"Then follow the Stromberg, staying just over the horizon­

you can pick up her radio signal. Or keep in touch with me on the 
Karla. Or both." 

"Suppose the beacon fails, or Tyrin is discovered?" Ck1k1l 
t "The risk of thatJtj Rostov said! 'fmust be weighed against the �1111(11 Lf\

danger of tipping our hand if we start following Dickstein around '1 again-assumin�f course_� �e could find _ _!1im." . 
"He has a point, thoµgh," Vorontsov said. 
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It was Rostov's turn to glare. 
Hassan unbuttoned his collar. "May I open a window?" 
"They don't open," said Vorontsov. 
"Haven't you people heard of air-conditioning?" 
"In Moscow?" 
Hassan turned and spoke to Rostov. "Think about it. I want to 

be perfectly sure we.,get these people." 
"I've thought about it," Rostov said. "We're as� as we 

can be. Go back to Cairo, organize that ship and stay in touch 
with me." 

You patronizing_ Hassan etl-t eff the thought/ kurned to 
Vorontsov. "I cannot, in all honesty, tell my people I'm happy 
with the plan unless we can eliminate that remaining uncertainty.'_' 

Vorontsov said, "I agree with Hassan."
'* M+-twf," said Rostov. "And the plan as it stands has already 

been approved by Andropov." 
Until now Hassan had thought he was going to have his way, 

since Vorontsov was on his side and Vorontsov was Rostov's 
boss. But the mention of the Chairman of the KGB seemed to 
constitute a winning move in this game+Vorontsov was almost 
cowed by it, and once again Hassan had to conceal his despera-

1" ·a / tion.
J..�tiCbt-. wJ S'�, ' 0 l"The plan can be changed+" 

So.i� / � "Only with Andropov's approval," Rostov -oreke � t ''.£nd you 
�on't get my support for the change." c-::-..::.__--

[

kt. h�\ei �oltovJ 
[ £.. \l6tof\tSo\l So..,cl,� Vorontsov's lips were compressed into a thin line-[[very �' tku.Jht t-\�\t�" >

then." l �• clo 1 • 
In all his time in the intellig��ce business Hassan had been part °'" 

of a professional team-Egyptian Intelligence, the KGB, even 
the Fedayeen. There had been other people, experienced and 
decisive people, to give him orders and guidance and to take 
ultimate responsibility. Now, as he left the KGB building to 
return to his hotel, he realized he was �r� on his own. 

Alone, he had to find a remarkably elusive and clever man and 
discover his most closely guarded secret. 

For several days he was in a lftea"P' panic. He returned to Cairo, 

told them Rostov's cover story, and organized the Egyptian ship -½ 
Rostov had requested. The problem stayed in front of his mind �s� like a sheer cliff he could not begin to climb until he saw at least ,< � 
part of the route to the top. Unconsciously he searched back in } '<:/ �� o.b\� j
his personal history for attitudes/approaches 4lt&t would � him Mr-l ""�,c.� &Atackle such a task+independently. . , to o..c..t / 

��He had to go a long way back. � '
Once upon a time Yasif Hassan had been a different kind of . 

man. He had been a wealthy, almost aristocratic young Arab with 
the world at his feet. He had gone about with the attitude that he 
could do more or less anything-and thinking had made it so. He 
had gone to study in England, an alien country, withou(qualm; -.{
and he had entered its societx without caring or even wondering 
what people thought of him.(]'here had been times, even then, [ 
when he had to learn eew-aad s�; but he did that � 
easily too. Once a fellow undergraduate, a Viscount something­
or-other, had invited him down to the country to play polo. 
Hassan had never played polo. He had asked the rules and 
watched the others play for a while, noticing how they held the 

{ ,-. mallets, how they hit the ball, how they passed it and why/ J/r.e ; fk�f\ k
had joined in. He was clumsy with the mallet but he could ride 
like the wind: he played passably well, he thoroughly enjoyed the /2.. 
gameLand his team won. . 

, / { Now, in 1968, he said to himself� I can do anything, � 
h (l I cMv.\,t�

but wh�iS-tn¥-medei? hM 5 fl. 
The answer, of course, was David Rostov. 
Rostov,Lindependent, confident, capable, brilliant. He could w�t / 

find Dickstein, even when it seemed he was stumped, clueless, up 
a blind alley. He had done it twice. Hassan recalled:@uestion� [ 

{ Why is Dickstein in Luxembourg?0ll tight, what do we know [ Wel\ 
about Luxembourg? What is there here? [!'here is the stock [_ ,c- t { 
exchange, the banks, the Council of Europe, Euratom-J.. I\ t.'H� 0"" •

Question.: Dickstein has disappeared-where might he have rn [ t :t I [ gone?LW,ho do we know that he knows?�nly Professor Ashford k �611.'t k.,,.ow k ll � 

in Oxford-

If"-.� tf@ii)/ C7. 
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1 (· _/ ��o�'s approach was to search out bits of information-any
l � '""'1 information, no· matter how trivial+in order to get a�

� the target. t).ld 
k\l\e. t/ 

0} [ So/ SoMt/

Ltrouble was, they seemed to have used all the bits of 
information they had-� I'll g�tLmore{I can do anything. 
Remember ... ? ~

\JU\J I 1 little( 
ol 

He� for all that he could remember from the time they 
had been at Oxford together. Dickstein had been in the war, he 
played chess, his clothes were shabby-

He had a mother. 
But she had died. 
Hassan had never met any brothers or sisters, no relatives of 

any sort. It was all such a long time ago, and they had not been 
� close even then. 

There was, however, someone else who might know a�more 
about Dickstein-+Professor Ashford. 

So, in desperation, Yasif Hassan went back to Oxford. 
All the way-in the plane from Cairo, the taxi from London 

airport to Paddington station, the train to Oxford and the taxi to 
the little green-and-white house by the river-he wondered about 
Ashford. The truth was, he despised the professor. In his youth 

l!!_e ha�perhaps' been an adventurerLbut he had become a weak 
old man, a political dilettante, an academic who could not even 
hold his wife. ��l=Ja.s.sa.&.l:>�e-Htoo-ght-he­
shou 1 d, but Re-was not smart enough to conceal this\ One could 
not respect an old cuckold-and the fact that the English did not 
think 4n thi9 foS'hies only increased Hassan's contempt. 

He worried that Ashford's weakness, together with some kind 
of loyalty to Dickstein as one who had been a friend and a 
student, might i.QcliR& him 4& balk at getting involved. 

He wondered whether to play up to the fact that Dickstein was 
Jewish. He knew from his time at Oxford that the most enduring· 
anti-Semitism in England was that of the upper classes: the 
London clubs that still blackballed Jews were in the West End, 
not the East End. But Ashford was exceptional there. He loved 
the Middle East, and his pro-Arab stance was ethical, not racial 

Im teligimi,-j in motivation. No/ that approach would be -4t.t. C:,')-. :[/ () J
mistake. U ✓ 'p In the end he decided to play itf-as the Americem sa-i& � ��
straight; to tell Ashford why he wanted to find Dickstein, and -< �L) 
hope that Ashford would agree to help forLreasons �le �-rl,.t. !aMe 0/-<t, J> 
pA,>-,���,u:..:· >--I 

ft 
fl 

T 

When they had shaken hands and poured sherry, they sat down 
in the garden and Ashford said, "What brings you back to 
England so soon?" 

Hassan told the truth. "I'm -after Nat Dickstein." 
They were sitting by the river in the little corner of the garden 

that was cut off by the hedgeLwhere Hassan had kissed �elf E_ila 
Asbfu:cd ell those years ago. The corner was sheltered from the 
October wind, and there was a little autumn sunshine to warm 
them. 

Ashford was guarded,k1is face expressionless. "I think you'd "i?
°"'Y,

better tell me meFe-e-f what's going on." 
Hassan observed that during the summer the professor had 

actually yielded a-1:>� to fashion. He had cultivated side-whiskers 
and allowed his monkish fringe of hair to grow long, and was 
wearing denim jeans with a wide leather belt beneath his old 
tweed jacket. 

l·"I'll tell you," Hassan said, realizing that Rostov would 'Nil� "1\ 4-w�\ �I,� 
f>-Fe@a&l;:, have been more subtle/, ettr-Fl6t�\ "but I if\ � � '""'1 \l l
must have your word that it wilfgo no f/rther." a. I

"Agreed." 
"D" k • • I 1· " • . , i,IAt �t

IC stem IS an srae I spy. r 's e et t\«tffo111Jta, 
Ashfordkaid nothing. 

I\ y / Hassan � on. "The Zionists are planning to make nuclear �l�e.cl 
bombs but they have no plutonium. They ar�eeur&-in f\W f f

se&i:eG3/ af..supply of uranium to feed to their reactor to make � J.. secce. 

plutonium. Dickstein's job is to steal that uranium-and my job is u
/ to find him and stop him. i2w.fessar T am being tbis furthFigt1.t I w�,J y!JV.. t� htl.p ""e. •

-with you beeause I know and respect your r>hilosophical dedica-



/ 

,i;ttt,e.1 /, I

he. �4. i � • 
11 �o·w 

� -aon to the equitable treatment of the Palestifl.i-atl-peo� 
suspect you .do not hate the Israelis, but that is necessary 
to see the terrible threat to the "-'-'"'_,....ast, in fact to the stability 
of the world, sue entuality would be ... " There, that was 

as doing as well as, better than, Rostov ... "I want
\l/'11 2" ��d-H�:I-H-1l.,-��essor. 41¥ 1 you . . . . 

Ashford stared into his sherry, then drained the glass at a gulp. 
"There are two questions at issue here," he said, and Hassan 
realizedf-as he suspee�J that Ashford was going to treat this as 
an intellectual problem, the characteristic defense of thekcadem­
ic. "One is whether or not I can help/ fhe other, whether or not I
should. The latter is -13reemincrrt, I thmk; morally ,in-any cas-e." 

-A-nti-Hassan thought} I'd like to pick you up by the scruff of the 
neck and shake you. Maybe I can do that, at least figuratively� 
_ "Of course you shouldJ you believe in � justice ef our
cause+" 

"It's not so simple. I'm asked to interfere in a contest between 
two people, both of whom are my friends." 

"But only one of themJ-y(:)n mnst gf'ftnt; is in the right." 
"So I should help the one who is in the right-and betray the 

one who is in the wrong?" 
"Of course." 
"There is norany 'of course' about it ... What will you do, if 

and when you find Dickstein?" 
"I'm with Egyptian Intelligence, professor. But my loyalty­

and as I sai.J I believ<iYours-lies with Palestine." 
Ashford e4:e aot takettl' the bait. "Go on," he said noncommit-

He's almost there, Hassan thought. He's frightened, but he'!t;,_ ('� -c. 1 /
-Glearly excited too. "liw:gwe me,pFefessor, &Ut=it is rathet" easy � -C-�� .1' 5 

{ for you to be loyal to �wr "Falsstiniaa 6Yffif:lathies here in Oxford, P4\_;!�i.._,, � sitti-..�
giving lectures, going to meetings. �t:tot ,khings are a ffl1: more � I'- (i m;r- S.b>-­
difficult for thosekout ia the field\ fighting for the • • . �\- "'\ w'°'oD.''- -i\.-���

, I'm here to ask you to do something f>Faetieal about uV\C.tt.\<.. / t�"t"f 

� � 
"f}�pi"ry, to decide fl6W illtttffl your 4tne ideals 1Ttrly meat(\ poi: it.\ w t , 

€\a� l <J I ",> Thisl--,profusse¼'{ is where you/ and 1/, find out whether the�� Ar.�tiij o, Mt
.f1 c, \ ---�;:> aistm:ical Arab cause is anything more to you than a -grantf. 
G n ·-_---�� romantic concept. This is the test, professor.��-"

t\ � ,;, Ashford said-EfUiet½', "Perhaps you're right." 
And Hassan thought-#--was enough. He had done it.�

Suza had decided to tell her father that she was in love with Nat 
Dickstein. 

At first she had not been sure of it herself, not really. The few 
days they had spent together in London had been wild and happy 
and loving, but afterward she had realized that those feelings 
could be transient. She had resolved to make no resolutions. She 
would carry on normally and see how-H&r-Fe&HttgS-SOI tecl out. 

Something\.howeve-r\ had happened in Singapore to change her 
mind. Two of the cabin stewards on the trip were gay, and used 
only one of the two hotel rooms allotted to them;khe crew could /.. S � ( A [�t ti �� use the otherl.[or a partyJ�tLWRieh the pilot had made a o\ A-looM e � po.< Y 
pass at Suza. He was a quiet, smiling blond man with -a good J.�\\c.�te. bol\.� 

tally. -, 
"I� find out exactly when and where Dickstein plans to f s re,

steal this uranium." -Hassan' hesitated b .. He was on his own-

-f}h;tsi�€ and a delightfully wacky sense of humor. The steward- � ' , 
I 
Q{ 

esses all agreed he was a mGSt..li.kely stttc t -enc, usiRg.-t-Re-mftte �e.c:t er ��s 
mv1.ge, thGug.bt-fie!d be a fi.t1e--!!-�� B-ncler--ed�er � l N�Mo.tly / � 

, ....... - - , .. . 
=-.. Ash-fotd was his orrly-xeasonable lead ... there was nothing 
fer it, he felt, except to go all the way to break through and enlist . 

rhim ... "Once-I-discover the time and-p�aee ' \ the-F� �TeT
�l_l. ge_t .tl}(;�r� �f(?t!! .J?i��l�i!} _a_n�. st�at !t. -�r �(�e

.
!it_���c.T 

""'�::c:,�.� �:;;r�y God � � - - • � -- - - -
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.tei-r,e� Suza would have �€teed eewflo with him without I d\ ;,_,- :"'to/
b
� 

..qu-i�. But she had said no, astonishing the whole crew!-afK{ �"lc.i� tw,t.e. 
�ea-he.self a-Httle. Thin� about it later, she decided that she
no longer wanted to get�- She had just gone off the whole ---­
idea. All she�wa(}I� It was like ... it was a bit �z.!!:::-.,.__ _ _.

like five years ago when the second Beatles album came out, and 
she had gone through her pile of records by Elvis and Roy 



\J"\ 

,l 

Orbison and the Everly Brothers and realized that she did not 
want to play them, they held no more enchantment for her, the 
old familiar tunes had been heard once too often, and�h,tl now' 
wanted music of a higher order. Well, it was a bit like that 
li<:t\¥=i-but more so. \M-ttek-mtteh-more .. ; 

Dickstein 's letter had been the clincher. It had been written 
9'od knew where and posted at Orly Airport, Paris. In his small 
neat handwriting with its incongruously curly loops on the g and y
he had -9f3@+100� his heart in a manner that was all the more 
devastating because it came from a normally taciturn man. She 
had cried over that letter. ft was--t-h0--Rf&t-she-e� 
first maR-. 

She wished she could think of a way to explain all that to her 
father.@he knew that he disapproved of Israelis�-sreef­
Dickstein was an old student, an_d her father had been genuinely 
pleased to see him and prepared to overlook the fact that the old 
student was on the e�GSi-R,g, side. But now she planned to make 
Dickstein a permanent part of her life, a member of the family. 
His letter said "Forever is what I want," and Suza could .t>a-r-ely 
wait to tell him, "Oh, yes/� ryte, too." 

�tt1ally, foF R6F6el4\ she beHc"4'ea both sides were in the wrong 
in the Middle East. The plight of the refugees was�he-agr.oee,\ 
unjust and pitiful, but she thought they ought to set about making 
themselves new homes-it was not easy, but it was easier than 

{f W<l\ th�o.l t\ui-½ � men found irresistible. On the other hand, �e Zionists �ad , W�b( 
. � t\..

t
�ar, and she despised the theatrical heroics w�ich so many Arab

v.:i�o\e l<lMI\ J/
llf:,s eecupice-a country that-meRy fe-tt belonged to other peopli Such 14 to.��f\ 011-t,t / J1 ( 

'1�Y t.. �"-\ t> t; l\,tA\/ a mGte or less e�R.::.ha-1-lGeG view had no appeal for her father, 1/?f;tV\'t}'�!-,rSti:' ��'°'.
� . 1 �°""'x who ���i0��t-riH�tc-s-e-f Right I ��l,t,J�ld:, . e\ t,�1

-

Qf •& '(\u l � o._f\c\\ on one side and Wrong on the other, wAA the beautiful ghost of 
• Q\ his wife 4et'Cve! on the side of Right. � 

�"-/ It would be -e-iffiG1:1lt- for him. She had long ago scotched his 
dreams of walking up the aisle with his daughter beside him in a 
white wedding dress; but he still L£_ccasionall�alked' of her 
settling down and giving him a granddaughter. The idea that his 
grandchildren might be Israelis would come as alb low. 
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Still, that was the price of being a parent, Suza thought as she 
entered the house. She called, "Daddy, I'm home," as she took 
off her coat and put down her airline bag. There was no reply, but 
his briefcase was in the hall: he must be in the garden. She put the 
kettle on and walked out of the kitchen and down toward the 
river, still searching in her mind for the right wordsko tell him her 
news witft. Maybe she should begin by talking about her trip, and 
gradually work around-

She heard voices as she approached the hedge. 
"And what will you do with him?" It was her father's voice. 
Suza stopped, wondering whether she ought to interrupt or 

not. 
"Just follow him," said another voice, a strange one. 

{ "Dickstein must not be� until afterwards, of course." kil\td 
{'�ken cace of" ... ?( She put her hand over her mouth/ tc shll-t Q. � 41f c� '-..,�,. 

�turned around and ran, soft-footed, back to the house. � 'fhtt\, teuifitc.\J lk(.. 

T 

"Well, now," said Professor Ashford, "following what� 
might call the Rostov Method, let us recall everything we know 
about Nat Dickstein." 

Do it any way you want, Hassan thought, but for Qod's sake 
come up with something. 

Ashford went on: "He was born in the East End of London. 
His father died when he was a boy. What about the mother?" 

"She's dead, too, according to our files." 
"Ah. Well, he went into the army midway through the 

war-1943, I think it was. J.a..a.ny-case he was in time to be part of 
the attack on Sicily. He was taken prisoner soon afterward, about 
halfway up the leg of Italy, I eor¥t-reeaH the place. It was 
rumored-you'll remember this, I'm sure-that he had a particu­
larly bad time in the concentration camps, being Jewish. After 
the war he came here. He-" 

"Sicily," Hassan interrupted. 
"Yes?" 
"Sicily is mentioned in his file. He is supposed to have been 

A"tW''J I 
(.�t\ 11 (tM lM �t.( / 
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involved in the theft of a boatload of guns. Our people had "The Mafia," said Ashford. "That's the word I was looking for. :!S.lJfJ 
bought the guns from a gang of criminals in Sicily." And the man's name was_ Cortone-Tony Cortone-no, Al <t I 

� "If we are to believe what we read in the newspapers," said Cortone '---4 from aa unliltely plaec eaHed Buffalo_ I told 1 / ({ G ShAshford, "there is only one �gang of criminals in Sicily." you, I remember every detail pf iro-i" 0[ 
�1-r Hassan added, "Our people suspected that the hijackers had "But the connection?" Hassan said impatiently. 

bribed the Sicilia.ns for a tip-o�t. _. _ _ Ashford shrugged. "Simply this. Once before Dickstein used 
"Wasn't it Sicily where he saved that man's life_?" his connection with Cortone to call on the Sicilian Mafia for help <i7 
Hassan wondered what Ashford was talking about. He con- with an act of piracy in the Mediterranean. People tend t& repeat 

/ { <1 (1trolled his impatience, thinking/�t him ramble-��as, after all\ �!¥es-, you knowJ � he may do the same thing-etiee tkti, y•�t� CD <:1 f a I
the whole idea _ "He saved someone's life?" again." 

_"The _American. Don't you remember? I've �ever for�otten it. [H��l�" b�ct.l\ to 1ee: <l,J
) 

-lt was...a..l1ng shot,a-sheet guess, bat a guess that at least did 
D1ckstem brought the man here. A rather brutish Amer-1emt G. I. M. e1'li ��t�/\1\t.l'\t tJ;aw�, � • • • 11 , . / 
He told me the whole story, right here at this house. Now...-r \o cM<l 3

heo,
. \t wt.1c.d

6
"j Ashford looked pleased with himself/ as-theugh he'd just e{ (t� : l\�e 

-'(
� we're getting somewhere-_xou must have met the I 4- r- h L 't-u-J� propounded a- R-ne piece of speculative reasoning ..aRd Watt l-l r�nlh l tou.\C'./\

- \'\O\ 0. '\Ae\t, IA,f I ff� 

I � � man, you were here that day, don't you remember?" 
' � c1u.L thinkm.g-hew to publish it with footnotes1 ol 1-\ '

/ "I can't say I do," Hassan muttered. He was embarrassed . . . �tn\�, e. �
Q,'S � "I wonder," said Hassanf-mere excited than he allowed himsei& I on�,"� \y. 

he had probably been in the garclen 1mrldng love m ffirn. 
(e.� , .MA.�e. � �"' � 

� "I wonder_,, 
� 01 

"It was ... unsettling," Ashford said. He stared at the slowly \\0 w,� iu<J\-e\"�o.," • "It's getting cool, let's go into the house." . l G1 moving water as his mind went back twenty years, and his face As they walked up the garden Hassan thoughithatf.H.\ he had l fl�eb
/
f\,� Y O I ( /

was shadowed by sadness for a moment, as if he was remember- not -&Rtit=ely learned to be-a- Rostov/ he had �least found in � t,k.t (f)I M
l 
t.<t. 'I /

ing his wife. Then he said, "Here we all were, a gathering of Ashford �GR;}ething ofdlll acaQemie substitute. � his �e � I �tc1'.�es r0"�u 
academics and students, probably discussing atonal music or proud -seMe of independence seemed t1nrett'ie¥ed. There was (\ �A.cl �"e. !ote-1tr / 
existentialism while we sipped our sherry, when in came � big something_ unmanly about itf -aH€I je wondered if the other•� 0{ ij I t:k-. 
-G.I. ,,1,1he started talking about snipers and tanks and blood and Fedayeen felt the same way ,�f � that was why they were so � c.t.A 61 
death. It cast a sonsitkrabte chill_ that's why I recall it so bloodthirsty. µ:he.� ... he � • , _ t;\ 't- � ore/
clearly. He said his family originated in Sicily;and his cousins had Ashford was4saying, 'ijrouble is, I eet:t&t Cortone will tell you' So.icl/ k \k� /.,. � Pf 
feted Dickstein after the life-saving incident _ Did you say a anything, whatever he- know�." 
Sicilian gang had tipped off Dickstein about the boatload of "Would he tell you?" 
gun�?" "Why should he? He'll hardly remember me. Now, if Eila were 

"It's possible, that's all _,, alive, she could have gone to see him and told him some 
"Perhaps he didn't have to bribe them _,, story ... " 
Hassan shook his head. This was information, the kind of "Well ... " Hassan wished Eila would stay out of the 

trivial information Rostov always seemed to make something conversation. "I'll� have to try myself." 
of-but how wa@going to use it? "I don't see what use all this They entered the house. �nt.into the kitcher:4hey saw 
is going to be to us," he said. "How could Dickstein's ancient Suza/ and then they looked at each otherH kne-w � had 
hijack be cqnnected with the Mafia?" found the answer. 
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T By the time the two men came into the house Suza had almost conviiwct herself that she had been mistaken when, in the garden, she thought she heard them talk about �'taking care oP\ Nat Dickstein. ffalcing cai:e of , killing � It was simply unreal/ jhe garden, the river, the autumn sunshine, .hef professor� and his guest ... �athj murder/had no placeR1ere, the whole idea was fantastic, like a polar bear in the Sahara Desert. Besides, there was a.� good psychological explanation for her mistake _ she had been planning to tell her father th�t she loved Dickstein, and she had been afraid of his reaction-Freud could probably have predicted that at�point she might well imagine her father plotting to � kill her lover -Because she nearly believed this reasoningf-=became-she-se. �uch RBeded to lshe was able to smile brightly ---=-a bit-1everbrighrl)1:;? .. \ at them/ "Who wants coffee? I've just made some}" sae chatteFe<:H Her father kissed her cheek. "I didn't realize you were back, my dear." "I just arrived, I was thinking of coming out to look for you."_ Why am I telling these lies - ? "You don't know Yasif Hassan-he was one of my students when you were very small." Hassan kissed her hand and stared at her the way people always did when they had known Eila. "You're every bit as beautiful as your mother," he said, and his voice was not flirtatiou¾_ not· even flattering: ft:athefo\ it sounded amazed. Her father said, "Yasif was here a few months ago, shortly after a contemporary of his visited us-Nat Dickstein. You met Dickstein, I think, but you were away by the time Yasif came." "Was there any connec--connection?" she asked, and silently cursed her voice for cracking on the last word. The two men looked at one another, and her father said, "Matter of fact,A;ui;a/ there was." And then she knew it was true, she had not misheard, they 

really9going to kill 'Nat Bicksteiu-4the only man she had '&.J',,1;, (1ever�le-t,e lov( She felt dangerouslyJ-mmr�\ close � l._<J.. �;b � to tears, and turned away from them to fiddle with cups and "< r _ 0 saucers. u�"I want to ask you to do something, my dear," said her father. ;.-.. "Something very important, for the sake of your mother's memory. Sit down." No more, she thought; this must.R'-t get� worse, please. She took a deep breath, turned around, and sat down facing him. 
1 fl I i\-t. ,10.,a, � "I want you to help my �&HG Yasif here to find Nat r.. Dickstein." /From that moment she hated her father.L$uddenly, instantly,� Shf- kl\tw fl..t>'\ s 

� his love for her was fraudulent/ I/re had never seen her as a fut A , th,+ k J person, -hft& used her as he had used her mother. W-ell, at -H.."t he... I (\ � never again would ffl81 obligea te take care of him, 8\ N Si\e I @himi t{rever again�worry about how he felt, whether he� ;{ "} wo�\� ��was lonely, what he needed ... She realized, in the same -Fl:ISft f\�1� Iof insight and aG�aR� hatred, that her mother � 
1. '-.-fHH&t- in her�·hit>fl--a-a-Y& reached this same point with him,� \\o.JA {/ ( qf SOM� ,,_._ >and that she would now do what s�ef had donef , �nil despise him. . . /Ashford �� "There is a man in America who Lon+ lf\\\t.J' may know where Dickstein is. I want you to go there with Yasif Iand ask this man__:' 0 

{ She said nothing. Hassan took her filence, her blank eKpre� b\o.nkt\��
1
� �\ for incomprehension, and-relt ne h-ad better-try to explain. i\ �()of\ "You see, \-M� this Dickstein is an Israeli agent, {l working against our people��&Hl&��- We must <ill stop him. Cortone-th� man in Buffalo-may be helping him, e.l and if he is he will notJ-et-oot:H"Sei help us. But he will remember �

i 
your mother, and so he may cooperate with you. You-might eveH tou.\o\ 

{ 
tell him that you and Dickstein are lovers." 11 1 1 11 .(1 � ... tl'J � k Suza's h� laugh was�, and she E>ftl,y-hoped l �"-ho.h • "'I �11ru:� they would assume the wrong reasons for it. She controlled herself, and managed to become numb, to keep her body still and 
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her face expressionless_ while\-CJ-Od help-her\ they told her 
about the yellowcake, and the man aboard the Caparelli, and the 
radio beacon on the Stromberg, and about Mahmoud and his 
hijack plan, and how -very much it would all mean for the 
Palestine liberation movement/, �er-dear-mG-ta�tage a� 
\tegttey .. .\ Jf.,nd at the end she was numb, she no longer had to 
pretend. 

Finally her father said, "So, my dear, will you help? Will you 
do it?" 

With an effort of self-control that astonished her, she gave 
them a bright air-hostess smile, got up from her stooll_and said, 
"It's a lot to take in in one go, isn't it? I'll think about it while I'm 
in the bath." 

It all sank in, gradually, as she lay in the hot water with a 
locked door between her and them. 

So this was the thing that Nathaniel had to do before he could 
see her again-\-steal a ship. And then, he had said, he would not 
let her out of his sight for ten or fifteen years ... Perhaps that 
meant he would give up this work -. 

( Tu· { But, of course, none of his plans was going to succeed, because 
al\ J ,s his enemies knew �e much about them . .,.KRussian planned to 

('4f\o\ ( -eestrey Nat's ship, and Hassan planned to steal the ship first and 
O.Mbu)�I Dic.JLb.;--.{ � 5urprise Nat. Either way aer-leveF was in� danger/ �ither

f} S 
way they wanted to destroy him. We.II, at--loas.t-&h-& could warn v."ll\� 

f 
him. &he /md-io. 

� lt o,..\y { Kl\tw 2nt to do that- she t1-ae to k:now where he was. 
\\\�t How little those -t:we straRget-S downstairs knew about her! 

Hassan simply assumed, just like -a-ey-piea+ Arab male 
chauvinis�he iwcst of the-breed •}hat she would do as she was 
told. Her father assumed she would take the Palestinian side, 

� 
{ 

because he did and he was�ter aUf the brains of the family. He 
{\ �tc, [:) fl had never�f coursef �-��n what was in his daughter's mindf l:it.1 

� l h
e..
�oA �e..S�to\t.1.-J1�[lttte-l for that matter,lbeen �ually ign�nt�oli+ his wife. Eila

� e f Y( 
had always been able to deceive him� '90€-ftuse m his self 

�(' teenteredness he never suspected that she might not be what she <iJ {_,'.r�
seemed. lf(!:i) 

When Suza realized what she had to do, she was terrified all �r. n
� over again. q�

There was, after all, ooe, way she might find Nathaniel and q / 
warn him. 

"Find Nat" was what they wanted her to do. 
{ { She\be,Heved, ht}f>e&l she could deceive them_ they already kr\tW , �'

if/ assumedJ--IH-esttmecl'f she was on their side, �t as thajr � w�e"' l\\e W<lS "0 • 
� �o she fould@what they wanted. She fvould find � [ c..{ €,0 c.{
Nat-and then she could warn him ___,. 0 I

-Btt+-would she be making things worse? To find him herself, 
she had to lead them to him. 

But even if Hassan did not find him,-he was -sttH in -me-Hal 
danger from the Russian _ 

And if he was forewarned, at least- he fould � 
• , . a-�pe.i:fl� escape both pf thorn , , 1

Perhaps, too, she could get rid of Hassan;somehow, before she
actually reached Nat .__

What�ft-er-effl was the alternative? To wait, to go on as if 

3""l 

No.t I �� 
01 /1

(1 t-{ � I

d�"'.}er1 J 

t', 
£7 

nothing had happened, to hope for a phone call that might never � come ... It was, she realized, at-lea&t partly her4mng� need to �Cl I /
see Dickstein again in tlle--tlesh that iee. her to think like this, a\ Mo..O.t. 

4 d ( 
partly the thought that after the hijack �ded to kill him, h.e.. Mi:� "t '1e. CA 

/that this might weH be her last chance-L¢Y doing nothing she � 0/ BL\� il,.,,e.ct. v,1�
7c; 

• . Q,boa (e.tl�O I\\ I might help frustrate Hassan's scheme, but that still left the v 
Russians�mnsiderable adversari�. °'"a_ t'Jfl 1�eMe/ 

Her decision was made. She would pretend to work with 
Hassan so that she could find Nathaniel. :fhere was nothin� � 
f<tt-ib 

'1 . � IsSua , • - • !he was trapped �he w,s fet&ll,�,ly �f1· ::
.i.n a eae sit-t:tfttit,m but she felt free/ $he was obeying her father, ., I ;I�{ 

/ ��� sh� felt that -anally-she was d�fying him[ �tt 4t lo..�\- ; } 
ft:\bove..all, wm or lose, hfe or deao/, she was committed to--her tt><�d\-e.1 DI wont./ .(\
-ma.o..\ Nathaniel-9-iek-st-ettT. � <!\ She was also very, very frightened. 
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She got out of the bath, dried herself, dressed, and went 

downstairs to tell them the good news. 

T 

At four A.�t. on November r6, 1968, the Caparelli hove to at 
Vlissingen, on the Dutch coast, and took on board a port pilot 
to guide her through the channel of the Westerschelde to 
Antwerp. Four hours later, at the entrance to the harbor, she 
took on another pilot to negotiate her passage through the docks. 
From the main harbor she went through Royers Lock, along the 
Suez Canal, under the Siberia Bridge and into Kattendijk Dock, 
where she tied up at her berth. 
,{Dickstein was watching. 
When he saw her sweep slowly in, and read the name Caparelli 

on her side, and thought of the drums of yellowcake that would 
soon fill her belly, he was overcome by a most peculiar feeling, 
like the one he had when he looked at Suza's naked body ... 
yes, almost like lust. 

He looked away from berth No. 42 to the railway line, which 
ran almost to the edge of the quay. There was a train on the line 
now, consisting of eleven cars and an engine. Ten of the cars 
carried fifty-one 200-liter drums with sealed lids and the word 
PLUMBAT stenciled on the side; the eleventh car had only fifty 
drums. He was so close to those drums, to that uranium; he could 
stroll over and touch the railway cars-he already had done this 
once, earlier in the morning, and had thought/ Wouldn't it be 
� just to raid this place with choppers and�sraeli commandos 
and simply steal the stuff - Bamn tl'½e-i-nj mrction of his b1 ief fur 
-secrecy, ful:-leaving no ti -ail-to krael. 

The Caparelli was scheduled for a fast turna�. The port 
authorities had been convinced that the yellowcake could be 
handled safely, but all the same they did not want the stuff 
hanging about their harbor one minute longer than necessary. 
There was a crane standing by ready to load the drums 0$ the 
ship. 

Neyertheless, there were formalities to be completed before 
loading could begin: 
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The first person Dickstein saw boarding the ship was an official -¼ t>,
from �he shipping company. He had to give the pilots their �_. �}:-, 
paurbaire and secure from the captain a crew list for the harbor 

�� police. 8.)) 
The second person aboard was Josef Cohen. He was here for �'J'-

the sake of customer relations: he would give the captain a bottle 
of whiskey and sit down for a drink with him and the shipping 
company official. He also had a-&ttfleft of tickets for free entry and w�c.l { 
one drink at the best nightclub in town, which he would give to 
the captain for the officers. And he would discover the name of 
the ship's engineer. Dickstein had suggested he do this by asking 
to see the crew list, then counting out one ticket for each officer 
on the list. 

Whatever way he had decided to do it, he had been successfull � 
_ ,t(s he left the ship and crossed the quay to return to his � � J 

l office he passed Dickstein and�. "The engineer's Ml.\.ttt.,eA 

o. ;r � name is Sarne," without breaking stride_ (!:) 

� I on¾ ,oo?\ It was n5t'"tntil afternoon that the crane went into action and 
.o.�:;rfdC-iV\ �wed\· the dockers l?egan loading the drums into the three holds of the 
���-,"'� w'-r�. Caparelli. The drums had to be moved one at a time, and inside
(�l,t�u1'-0l-\t. f-<:o�;,,c. the ship each drum had to be secured with wedges of wood. As
\\�� 1 , <:"-�CC\ll�i'J(.expected, the loading was not completed that day.
wo�\A-AA\I �l\\\� �01ii In the evening Dickstein went to the best nightclub in town.
rt-tt\\.6tl.�-� e><�

w
f ""-'" t,Sitting at the bar, close to the telephone, was a quite astonishing

�\.. � 'Jc_J.\t� i_ -�°'':':,_._�oman of about thirty, with black hair and a long, aristocratic
P'}<1-10• ,. �- �oJe.lv. face possessed of a faintly haughty expression. She wore an 

I 
,, M . ,,/-;f!J' V\� ,l\'-

t. and her high, round breasts. Dickstein gave her an almost 
�"'-it'1 ,(l,t.'!, i"\-� �•r bt., elegant black dress which made the most of her ex-t-fftemi+�legs ���c,JioMl 

_r,t tn� 11 imperceptible nod but did not speak to her. 
<�.,� . Q.(l\t. •• He sat in a corner, nursing a glass of beer, hoping the sailors �K 

' would come. Surely they would. Did sailors ever refuse a free
drink?

Yes. • �
The club began to fill up. The woman in the black dress was 

propositioned a couple of times but refused both men, thereby 
establishing that she was not a -f}��R-al. At nine o'clock 
Dickstein went out to the lobby and phoned Cohen. By previous 
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arrangement, Cohen had called the captain of the Coparelli on a 
pretext. He now told Dickstein what he had discovered: that all 
but two of the officers were using their free tickets. The· 
exceptions were the captain himself, who was busy with paper­
work, and the radio operator-a new man they had taken on in 
Cardiff after Lars broke his leg-who had a head cold. 

Dickstein then dialed the number of the club he was in. He 
asked to speak to Mr. Sarne, who, he understood, would be 
found in the bar. While he waited he could hear a barman calling 
out Sarne's name: it came to him two ways,Ldirectly from the bar, 
the other through several miles of telephone cable. Eventually he 
heard/9ver the phom{a voice say, "Yes? Hello? This is Sarne. Is 
anybody there? Hello?" __ 

Dickstein hung up and walked quickly back into the bar. He 
looked over to where the bar phone was. The woman in the black 
dress was speaking to a tall, suntanned blond man in his thirties 
whom Dickstein had seen on the quay earlier that day 1Sarne. 

The woman smiled at Sarne. It was a nice smile, a smile to 
make any man look twice-I-warm and red-lipped, showing even, 
white teeth, and it was accompanied by a \.fflea&HreGI languid 
half-closing of the eyes, whichkooked not at all as though it had 
been rehearsed a thousand times in front of a mirror. 

Dickstein watcheq{ He had very little idea how this sort of 
thing worked, how men picked up women and women picked up 
men, and he understood even less how a woman could pick up a 
man while letting the man believe he was doing the picking up. 

Sarne had his own charm, it seemed. He gave her his smile, a 
grin with something wickedly boyish in it that soe-m� 
him look � years younger. He said something to her, and 

.,� 
Dickstein sweated. The woman took a lighter from the evening �&, t::,:�1, 
bag on the bar in front of her and handed it to him. He lit her 

-� &cigarette. 
�� Dickstein could not go away, or watch from a distance; he 41 '

would have a nervous breakdown. He had to listen. He pushed 
his way through the bar and stood behind Sarne, who was facing 
the woman. Dickstein ordered another beer. 

The woman's voice was warm and inviting+Dickstein already 
-l<Ac� itht�but now she was really using it. Some women had 
bedroom eyes, she had a bedroom voice. 

Sarne was saying, "This kind of thing is always happening to 
me." 

"The phone call?" the woman said. 

'I �r,.b.l I 
Q.\{e.(\.<-ly' I 

Sarne nodded. "Woman trouble. I hate women. All my life, 
women have caused me �� pail)( �etimes I wish I 

�were a homosexual." - t ")
J �-c.�s�ti--. wa.S �What was he saying?{Was he trying to give her the brush-off? L �i<A ht �e�t\ 1 • 

t\ o.\hf\\�h-t4 • J..."Why don't you become one?" J.. S\u. lo.eel, 
"I don't hap�G prefe.i; men." fo.�c.y / 
"Be a monk." 
"Well, you see, I have this other problem, this insatiable sexual 

appetite. I �all the time, often several times a night. It's a 
fwal problem, a ffi�·ey-€ttrmy seek, so to speak .. l Would you 
like a fresh drink?" 

Ah. eod . - l Dickstein supposed that 
sailors did this sort of thing all the time, they had it down to a fine 
art_ 

It went on that way. Dickstein had to admire the way the 

she smiled again. He hesitated, like a man who wan�, 
�more but -ean1t think of anything to say; then, to -HHA-tt-atl, he l),tksre." � ho,rd{ (

woman led Sarne by the nose while letting him think he was 
{making the -aGt.i0ft. She told him she was stopping over in fU.t\l\i1 

Antwerp just for the night, and let him know she had a room in a 
turned away to�-

The woman was equal to lt-f Dickstein need� have worried. 
She touched the sleeve of Sarne's blazer, and he turned back to 
her. A cigarette had suddenly appeared in her hand. Sarne 
slapped his pockets for matches. Apparently he did not smoke. 

good hotel. Before long he said they should have champagne, but 
the champagne sold in the club was very poor stuff, not like they I /might be able to get somewhere else _at a hotel, say/ her ; ; 
hotel, for example_ 0/ 

They left wheri the floor show started. Dickstein was wGll- � 
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pleased: so far�o good. He watched a line of girls kicking their 
legs for ten minutes, then /:vent out. 

He took a cab to the hotel and went up to the room. He stood 
close to the communicating door, which led through to the next 
room. He heard the woman giggle and Sarne say something in a 
low voice. 

Dickstein sat on the bed and checked the cylinder of gas. He 
turned the tap on and off quickly, and got a sharp whiff of 
sweetness from the face mask. It had no effect on him. He 
wondered how much you had to breathe before it worked. He 
had not had time to try out the stuff properly. 

The noises from the next room became louder, and Dickstein 
began to feel embarrassed. He wondered how consci"entious 
Sarne was. Would he want to go back to his ship as soon as he had 
finished with the woman? That would be awkward. It would 
mean a fight in the hotel corridor-unprofessional, risky. 

Dickstein waited-tense,� embarrassei The woman 
was good at her trade. She knew Dickstein wanted Sarne to sleep 
afterward, and she was trying +ier b&.n- to tire him. It seemed 
to take forever. 

It was past two A.M. when she knocked on the communicating 
door. The ag1=ecd signftl- was three slow knocks to say he was 
asleep, six fast� to say he was leaving. 

She knocked three times, slowly. 
Dickstein opened the door. Carrying the gas cylinder in one 

hand and the face mask in the other, he m�we<:½ into the next 
room. 

Sarke lay flat on his back, naked, his blond hair mussed, his 
mouth wide open, his eyes closed. His body looked fit and strong. 
Dickstein went close and listened to his breathing. He breathed 
in, then all the way out-then, just as he began to inhale again, 
Dickstein turned on the tap and clapped the mask over the 
sleeping man's nose and mouth. 

Sarne's eyes opened wide. Dickstein held the mask on more 
firmly. Half a breath_ incomprehension in Sarne's eyes. The 
breath turned into a gasp, and Sarne moved his head, failed to 

4¾ 
weaken Dickstein's grip, and began to thrash about. Dickstein �J'�p leaned on the sailor's chest with an elbow/ For God's sake, this -fh;"k�) �r (+' .
wtt& too slow_ 

• is ! / � 1/ 
Sarne breathed out. The confusion in his eyes had turned to 

fear/ panic. He gasped again, about to increase his struggles. a.J 
Dickstein thought of calling the woman to help hold him down. 
.But the second inhalation defeated its purpose; the struggles were 
perceptibly weaker; the eyelids fluttered and closed; and by the 
time he exhaled the second breath, he was asleep. _ t/ �Altog0-ti:M}f � had taken �o4florc than somelthree seconds. ft�� o.boCA. 
-had seemed a�I Dickstein relaxed. Sarne would probably � 
never remember it. He gave him a little more of the gas to make 
sure, then�tood up. l. �� sref 

He looked at the woman. She was wearing shoes, stockings,k i e..J . h. 
/ �,garters; nothing else.LShe caught his gaze, lopened her arm� l She. l�e.4 �'"5 '�j ' � 

\offering herself: at your service, sir. Dickstein shook his head t� 
I 4 

.. 
with a regretful smil� J.. �t av�t o,.ly fl,t Y i\,�'1\"WS

He sat in the chair beside the bed and watched her dress: stFin-g �\<..iMf'f / 
I panties, soft brassiere, jewelry, dress, coat, bag. She came to 

him, and he gave her eight thousand Dutch guilders. She kissed 
his cheek, then she kissed the banknotes. She went out without 
speaking. 

Dickstein went to the window. A few minutes later he saw the 
headlights of her sports car as it went past the front of the hotel, 
heading back to Amsterdam. 

He sat down to wait, again. After a while he began to feel 
sleepy. He went into the next room and ordered coffee from 
room service_. 

In the morning Cohen phoned to say the first officer of the 
Coparelli was searching the bars, brothels and flophouses of
Antwerp for his engineer. 

At twelve-thirty Cohen phoned again. The captain had called 
him to say that all the cargo was now loaded and he was without 
an engineer officer. Cohen had �--h� lucky day. 

At two-thirty Cohen called to say he had seen Dieter Koch 
aboard the Coparelli with his kitbag over his shoulder.
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Dickstein gave Sarne a little more gas each time he showed 
signs of waking. He administered the last dose at six ·A.M. the 
following day ,J!'aid the bill for the two rooms and left. 

T 

When Sarne finally woke up he found that the woman he had 
slept with had gone without saying goodbye. He also found he 
was massively, ravenously hungry. 

During the course of the morning he discovered that he had 
been asleep not for one night, as he had imagined, but for two 
nights and the day in between. 

He had an insistent feeling in the back of his mind that there 
was something remarkable he had forgotten, but he never found 
out what had happened to him during that lost twenty-four hours. 

T 

Meanwhile, on Sunday, November 17, 1968, the Coparelli had 
sailed�. 

< 
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WHAT SuzA should have done was phone any Israeli embassy and 
give them a message for Nat Dickstein. 4-

1""\ This thought occurred to her an hour after she had told her 
father that she would help Hassan. She was packing a case at the 
time, and she immediately picked up the phone in her bedroom 
to call Inquiries for the number. But her father came in and asked 
her whoLshe was calling. She said the airport, and he said he ""l
would take care of that. c:::... 
� Thereafter she constantly looked for an opportunity to make a

f / ,<1 ,priva�e-call\ there was none. Hassanl�� was wit� her c�tJtSh'l\t. tlllt}"t � I 
every fROmeflt. They drove to the airport, caught the plane, "''""'te...
changed at Kennedy for a flight to Buffalo, and went straight 
to Cortone's house. 

During the journey she came to loathe Yasif Hassan per�on .... _ d\ 0 Gl 
--a-Hy. He made f.6f)� vague boasts about his ✓work� for the al �\e.s� <ll <JI 
Fedayeen; he smiled i-R-e+r and put his hand on her knee; he oi\i\y /
hinted that he and Eila had been more than friends, and that he 
would like to be more than friends with Suza. She told him that 
Palestine would not be free until its women were free; and that 
Arab men had to learn the difference between being manly and 

/ being porcine. M'hieh, finaHy\ shut him up. ThQ,t 

They had some trouble discovering Cortone's address-Suza 
half hoped they would fail-but in the end they found a taxi 
driver who knew the house. Suza was dropped off; Hassan would 
wait for her half a mile down the road. 

The house was large. surrounded by a high wall, with guards at 
the gate. Suza said she wanted to see Cortone, that she was a 
friend of Nat Dickstein. 
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She had given a §Ood-Geal of thought to what she should say to 
Cortone: should she tell him all ��-ft&W or only part of the 
truth? Suppose he knew, or could find out, where Dickstein 
was - why should he tell her? She would �l-kim Dickstein was 
in-t=etH danger, she had to find him and warn him.� �hat 
reason did Cortone have to believe her? She would charm 
him-she knew how to do that with men his age-but he would-a-t. 
� still be suspicious. 

She wanted to explain to Cortone the ¥-4'10-1€ picture a�oo 
ltrtew-i:t: that she was looking for Nat to warn him, but she was 
also being used by his enemies to lead them to him, that Hassan 
was half a mile down the road in a taxi waiting for her.�ept 
thenf-oF course,/ he would certainly never tell her anything. 

She found it very difficult to think clearly about all this. There 
were so m�n�eceits and double deceits involved -And she 
wanted so�to see Nathaniel's face}-ffi\speak to him herselV, 
ta be with him and touch him ... She found the thought of him 

.almost o¥eff>owering► 

She still had not decided what to say when the guard opened 
the gate for her, then led her up the gravel drive to the house. It 
was a beautiful place, but rather overripe, as if a decorator had 
furnished it lavishly� then the owners had -t-Gf)ped it all 
-¥i'itk morn �pensive tlrirrg��eir own choosing. There seemed 
to be a lot of servants. One of them led Suza upstairs, telling her 
that Mr. Cortone was having late breakfast in his bedroom. 

When she walked in Cortone was sitting at a small table, 
digging into eggs over and homefries. He was a fat man, 
completely bald. Suza had no memory of him from the time he 
had visited Oxford, but he must have looked very different then. 

He glanced at her, then stood upright with a look of ,a.� 
m@n� on his face/ knd then his breakfast went down the wrong 
way and he began to cough and splutter. 

The servant grabbed Suza from behind, pinning her arms in a 
painful grip; then let her go and went to pound Cortone on the 
back. "What did you do?" he yelled at her. "What did you do, for 
Christ's sake?" 

) 

11,J. ·sho�h.di : ''y ov.
\ �ou.ld ht. o\d J 1

'

In a peculiar way this farce helped calm her a little. She could 
not be terrified of a man who had been so terrified of herf-ttrt 
.gAost, t\S be ob¥i�thoug-h.tr-of hc1 mothe/. She rode the wave 
of -ft-fle-W confidence, sat down at his table and poured herself 
coffee. When Cortone stopped coughing she said, "She was my 
motherJ-Felax, Mr. Corton{,." 

''My God," Cortone said/ gave a last cough, then waved the 
servant away and sat down again. "You're so like her, hell. you 
scared me half to death." He screwed up his eyes, remembering. 

• "Would you have been about four or five years old, back in, um,
1947?"

"That's right." 
"Hell, I remember you, you had a ribbon in your hair. And 

now you and_o,l.cl-Nat are an item_,, d]Q ·-tk L "So he has been herej"/�he said,18-R4her heart leapeq{ 0� Lil� k Wl J 4Y
"Maybe," Cortone said. His friendliness vanished. She rea- C""\Jrl

lized he would not be� easy .,OJ.a-fl' to manipulate. � 1 ',J' I
She said, "I want to know where he is." 
"And I want to know who sent you here." 

/ l 
"Nobody sent me." Suza �te-e<7H-eet her thoughtsko to\lec.re.cl �Sh�j ij 

hide her tension. "I guessed he might have come to you for help 
with this ... project he's working on. The thing is, ta� the � 
Arabs know about it, and they'll kill him, \tv11. CUI tone\ and I � 
9to warn him ... Please, if you know where he is, please � 
help me. I Iclp-fzirrr." 

/ � 
(She was suddenly close to tears/ Cortone was wirnpres9ed. , b"'t / v."Me\lul 

"Helping you is easy," he said. "Trusting you is the hard part.°' 
He unwrapped a cigar and lit it, taking his time. Suza watched in 
an agony of impatience. J.. . Ml �tJ. 'r.d.
�"I owe Dickstein my life. Now I have a chance to save his, if LRtbu�t� ',lC\.1" o. 

you're telling the truth.� a debt of honor. I have to pay it-ettek fl'\i� is/ �
myself, in person. So what do I do?" He paused. 

Suza held her breath. 
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• • sure it would get there, and like I said, I have to do this myself, in She went back to Cortone. Bad news, she said. One of the "'14. ( 

person." Arabs was back there in economy. He must be following t-hem. 1.1sl 0.:/�
I " 

He drew on the cigar. "I could tell you where to go look for Cortone cursed, then told her never mind, the man would just 
� \ him, but}-1,i,Hk ladYi you just might pass the information on to the have to be taken care of later. • \'� I 

. . . . wrong people. I won't take that risk." 8
l4'Z.� 1koj'\\t: D�, �od., / -� �� 

h'\" "'��·r1tckt� VOl(..t... "What, then?" Suza said -i-m�ati�. "We have to help W�d.f° �(l.\Jt.. I clo�t-� � T 'C(_ 

!/ him+" From the big house on the clifftop Dickstein went down a long 
11',e..\tL\,\:i�bly A "I know that," Cortone sai� "So I'm going there myself." zigzag flight of steps cut into the rock to the beach. He splashed 

�ur." w�1 tn'<eA by t1.cJfr,�c..: /�'Oh!" � it was a possibility she had never consideredl through the shallows to a waiting motorboat, jumped in and 

il\11. tot\fiJi� 1oi\.Q../
8] 

�it(e..tS/ 

_ because she so muel¼ had wanted te go herself, to see him nodded to the man at the wheel. 
..kersolf .. I The engine roared/ the boat surged through the waves aR€I out �J ( <;il

"And what about you?" he went on. "I'm not going to tell you to sea. The sun had just set. In the last faint light the clouds were 
where I'm headed, but you could still have people follow me. I massing above, obscuring the· stars as soon as they appeared. 
need to keep you real close from now on\�. Let's face it, Dickstein was deep in thought, racking his brains for things he 

/ old Nat mtty have the hot&-fo� you\ but to me-you'Fe-just anothet\ had not done, precautions he might� take, loopholes he still �-tt 
feroad wl� could be playing _it both ways{I'm taking you with had time to close. He went over his plan again and again in his 
me." mind, like a man who has learned by heart an important speech 

She stared at him. Tension drained out of her, she slumped in he must make but still wishes it were better. 
her chair. �6d-;-slte thought, attt.\ £Pen, atlast, she -was able The high shadow of the Stromberg loomed ahead, and the 
ffi CF;'. - boatman brought the little vessel around in a foamy arc to stop 

T 

They flew first class. Cortone always did. After the meal Suza 
left him to go to the toilet. She _looked through the curtain into 
economy, hoping against hope, butt-ef cettfSC'j she was disap­
pointed: there was Hassan's wary brown face staring at her over 
the rows of headrests. 

She looked into the galley and spoke�dentially to the chief 
stewarcf She had a problem, she said. She needed to contact her 
boyfriend but she couldn't get away from her Italian father, who 
wanted her to wear iron�iei until she was twenty-one. Would 
he phone the Israeli consulate in Rome and leave a message for a 
Nathaniel Dickstein? Just say, Hassan has told me everythinglhe 
and I are coming to see you. She gave him� money for the 
phone call ,fhe hoped it-was enough of a-�lf,;-br-tb� .ge wrote
the message down and promised. -

alongside, where a rope ladder dangled in the water. Dickstein 
scrambled up the ladder and oqto the deck. 

The ship's master shook his hand and introduced himself. Like 
all the officers aboard the Stromberg, he was borrowed from the 
Israeli Navy. 

They took a turn around the deck. Dickstein said, "Any 
problems, captain?" 

"She's not a good ship," the captain said. "She's slow, clumsy 
and old. But we've got her in good shape." 

From what Dickstein could see in the twilight the Stromberg

was in better condition than her sister ship the Caparelli had been 
in Antwerp. She was clean, and everything on deck looked 
squared away, shipshape. 

They went up to the bridge, looked over the powerful 
equipment in the radio room, then went down to the mess, where 
the crew were finishing dinner. Unlike the officers, the ordinary 
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..,,. seamen were all Mossad agents, most with a little experience of the sea. Dickstein had worked with some of them before. They were all, he observed, at least ten years younger than he. They wereLbright-eyed{dressed in a peculiar assortment of denims and homemade sweaters/ [Tough, fH"-etitt, well-trained men. Dickstein took a cup of coffee and sat at one of the tables. He .oensicl-cxab½y outranked all these merf, but there was not much bull \about R ... P rank has its privilegcs-{in �he Israeli armed forces, and even less in the Mossad. The four men at the table nodded and said hello. Ish, a gloomy Palestine-born Israeli with a dark complexion, said, "The weather's changing." "Don't say that. I was planning to get a tan on this cruise." The speaker was a lanky ash-blond New Yorker named Feinberg, a deceptively pretty-faced man with eyelashes women b-Oveted. Calling this assignment a "cruise" was already a standing joke. In his briefing earlier in the day Dickstein had said the Coparelli would be almost deserted when they hijacked it. "Soon after she passes through the Strait of Gibraltar," he had told them, "her engines will break down. The damage will be such that it can't be repaired at sea. The captain will cable the owners to that effect-and we are now the owners. By an apparently luckycoincidence, another of our ships will be close by. She's the Gil 
Hamilton, now moored across the bay here. She will go to the
Coparelli and take off the whole crew except for the engineer.Then she's out of the picture+-she'll go to her next port of call, where the crew of the Coparelli will be let off and given their trainfares home." They had had the day to think about the briefing, and Dickstein was expecting questions. Now Levi Abbas, a short, solid man­"built like a tank and about as handsome," Feinberg had said said te Dickstein, "You didn't tell us how come you're so sure the Coparelli will break down when you want her to."(Dickstein sipped his coffee. "Do you know Dieter Koch,0aval intelligence?" Feinberg knew him. "He's the Coparelli's engineer."
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✓� Abbas nodded. "Which is also how come we know we'll be Sh_ able to repair the Coparelli1 We know what's going to go <:?> f, -�wrong1" 0 1 R "Right. " •
.J> ,J:,-Abbas went on. "� we paint out the name v-b �-?'> 

Coparelli, rename her Stromberg, switchlog books, scuttle the old Stromberg and sail the Coparelli, nowlthe Stromberg, to Haifa t_c.11\le.�with the cargo - But why not transfer 't'he cargo from one ship 0 / to the other at sea? We have cranes-+" 0 / _________ ,_'T�hat was my original R�," Dickstein said. '�Jt was too iG\t.l\ /�IP, risky{¢specially in bad weather." - e/
l l 

c.ou.\�l\'t �\IMLl\tttir wo�\4 �po\\i�lt.J 
I 
I 

"We could still do it if the good weather holds." "Yes, but now that we have identical sister ships�\� (ffiek a little eoing -lit will be -tt-lttt easier to switch names than � <J7 cargoes." Ish said lugubriously, "Anyway, the good weather won't hold." The fourth man at the table was Porush, a crewcut youngster with a chest like a barrel of alekwho happened to be married to � / Abbas's sister - "If it's going to be so easy, what are all of us 0 t\e. s�,a, tough guys doing here?" Dickstein \ktf-ned-te-trim\ "I've been running around the world So.,0i, for the past six months setting up this thing. Once or twice I've bumped into people from the other side-inevitably. I don't think they know what we're about to do . . .  but if they do, we may 
{ find out just how tough ;iou teugk gu;is are." we... One of the officers came in with a piece of paper and approached Dickstein. "Signal from Tel Aviv, sir. The Coparelli just passed Gibraltar." "That's it," said Dickstein, standing up. "We sail m the morning." 

T Suza Ashford and Al Cortone changed planes in Rome and arrived in Sicily early in the morning. Two of Cortone's cousins were at the airport to meet him. There was� argument lonj { 



' 

1-t.."<.t"-.t.\c.�s \�"'cl\y ] _ between them; not acrimonious, but� excitable. Suza
could not -&Rt½rely follow the rapid dialect lbut she gathered the 
cousins wanted to accompany Cortone andbe was insisting that 

� l t t•ri,\1, 

this was something he had to do alone because it was a debt of 
honor. 

Cortone seemed to win the argument. Th�y left the airport, 
without the cousins, in a big white Fiat. Suza drove. Cortone 
directed her o�o the coast road. For the hundredth time she 

I 
played over in her mind the reunion scene with Nathaniel: she 

; ;} saw his slight, angular bodyl he looked up/ he recognized her and 
�i\ �<L 

� 
li
/2 

• / {j ; f •miled Rio leYely 1>iAGRee smile/ aa4 she ran to him/ they threw
ill\.� St\\i t.. • f e.ct} • / their arms around each other/ he squeez� he:.. so hard it hurd
or J0Y ;

o.ic\/ 
"' 

oh "e4j she sa;r-ing, U love you,Land kissiftg his cheek,lnose,{mouth ...
(o.N>. 

j
v..�lty '1 � 1 But she was(frightened too, and there was another scene she 

1 played less often in which he stared at her stony-faced and said, 
S\ L. "What the hell do you think you're doing here?" -[!t was a 

little like the time she had behaved badly on Christmas Eve, and 
her mother got angry and told her Santa Claus would put stones 
in her Christmas stocking instead of toys and candy. She had not 
known whether to believe this or not, and she had Iain awake, 
alternately wishing for and dreading the morning __,_,.. 

She glanced across at Cort one in the seat beside her. The 
transatlantic journey� tired him. Suza found it 
difficult to think of him as being the same age as Nat, he was so fat 

/ 
and bald and ... well, he had an air of weary depravity that 

w�\ Mtrt.l
y 

elde.r\y. might have been amusing but in fact +>fl+Y-&a-ie-premtttttrely-
'1 ¥)Id .. l

The island was pretty when the sun came out. Suza looked at 
the scenery, trying to distract herself so that the time would pass 
more quickly. The road twisted along the edge of the sea from 
town to town, and on her right-hand side there were views of 
rocky beaches and the sparkling Mediterranean. 

Cortone lit a cigar. "I used to do this kind of thing a lot when I 
was young," he said. "Get on a plane, go somewhere with a 
pretty girl, drive around, see places. Not anymore. I've been 
stuck in }shuffle ofi t� Buffalo\ for years, it seems like. That's the 
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� 
thing with_ business-you get rich, but there's always some- �-t �

-">
thing to worry about. So you never go places, you have people 

� 
-(Y;p

come to you, bring you stuff. You

. 

get too \Ja.Fflfl-f&t.-afla lazy to � J S� have fun." • �
"You FR�00," Suza t,a.iG;-flt)t-mearnng-it-� cho�e. n[ s-�;4. �,

(harsh a,she �kly reaHzecl it mast t-o-nifl.i 
/ / "I .aiEhthat, all FtgM, '' Cortone �- "Young people have no clo\t it <i�-'\� \\eel 

mercy." He gave a rare half smile and puffed on his cigar. 
For the third time Suza saw the same blue car in her rearview 

mirror. "We're being followed," she said, trying to keep her .J \ 
L 0.AA I\Orl'W\Cl 

voice calnt 
" -n t. "¥ettr Arab?" 'fl: 

"Must be." She could not see the face behind the windshield. ? / Yu." � {"What will we do/ you said you'd handle it+" 
"I will." 1'-

i:ltal waml.. Expecting him to say more, Suza glanced across at Pit. wo.."> s� \e""+ ./
him. He was loading a pistol with[brown-black bullets. She Mt! v.� 1� � �"-�re.'1: / <[]
l never seen a�gun iH hei:-.l-i-fe: )k� �o.�"- f"\-l,1-eA 

Cortone looked up at her, then ahead. "Christ,� watch the
/iJ � 

,
f goddamnS/" � • 

She looked ahead{braked hard for a sharp bend. "Where did J.. °'"� 
you get that thing?" l l. \"'e. ,Q.,d

"From my cousin." 

/ 5u1.-o. -:-�e.-\t_M_er_e_o._l\�
.--

-. _ _i� a nightmare. She had not slept in a bed for four days. 
{ �M(e. o.� 'r l�t. Wtf(. 1"' F�o_m the mo�ent[_shelE\ heard her f�ther talki?g so calmly about � w\..u �.<td 
I

� 
k1llmg Nathaniel she had been runnmg� from the awful G) { fltt,"� 
truth about Hassan and her father, ·A:mniR-g to the safety of f\u.i�J} 
Dickstein's wiry arms- and, as in a nightmare, the destination ; /
seemed to recede as fast as she ran -· 0 { 

"Why don't you tell me where we're going?" she asked 
Cortone. / lHe fett it-was·safe fl� •{!-iat asked me for the loan of a house � l �\lt.�� I �" 1 I\0"'4,/\
with a mooring and protection from snooping police. We're going 
to that house." i._)"'2<\ 'J �tcut bu.t futtr.

('How far?" 
"Couple of miles." 



,/ w I A mi�ute later Cortone said, "We'll get there, don't rush/ "f"e 
don't want to die on the way." 

She realized she had unconsciously put her foot down. She 
eased off the accelerator but she could not slow her thoughts.
Any minute now, to see him and touch his face, to kiss him hello, 
to feel his hands on her shoulders-

"Turn in there, on the right." 
She drove through an open gateway and along a short gravel 

drive overgrown with weeds to a large ruined villa of white stone.
When she pulled up in front of the pillared portico she so.mehew 
expected Nathaniel to come running out to greet her. 

There were no signs of life on this side of the house. 
They got out of the car and climbed the broken stone staircase

to the front entrance. The great wooden door was closed but not
locked. Suza opened it and they went in. 

There was a great hall with a floor of smashed marble. The
ceiling sagged and the walls were blotched with damp. In the
center of the hall was a great fallen chandelier sprawled on the
floor like a dead eagle. 

0 j 
Cortone called out, "Hello, anybody here?"

4 ,.._ut. wo.� n [ r(io reply. 
{S'4"'l<\ 11-.��\\t: ,�f � M�st/ � j k It -we& a big place, �e-the� he -had tG be here, it we-s just 

C:411.'\ 't J 'Is I 0] that he -GowldR!.t hear, maybe he � out in the garden -
They crossed the hall, skirting the chandelier. They entered a

cavernous( drawing room, their footsteps echoing loudly, and
went out through the glassless french doors at the back of the
building. 

A short garden ran down to the edge of the cliff. They walked
that far and saw a long stairway cut into the rock zigzagging down
to the sea. 
��o one in sight. 

He's (iii}) here, Suza thought - this time, Santa really did
leave me stones. 

"Look." Cortone was pointing out to sea with one fat hand.
Suza looked, and saw two vessels-I-a ship and a motorboat. The 
motorboat was coming toward them fast, jumping the waves and 

slicing the water with its sharp prow; there was one man in it. The
ship was sailing out of the bay, leaving a broad wake. 

"Looks like we just missed them," Cortone said. . l Suza ran down the steps, shouting and wavin� trying to attract I.. '"SO.l\t Y / �
the attention of -69me0Re on the ship, .a.mi at. the same �ime �c. fuf� 
knowing it was impossible, they were too far away_ She 0J 
slipped on the stones and fell heavily on her bottom/ -a-Re ,¥le 0)/ � �
began to cry aG-t-h�he-f-l-1eart woald btealt. - � 

Cortone ran down after her, his heavy body jerking on the 
{ steps. "It's no good," he saidJ{pull� her to her feet. 0/ i 1-li� ec.\ 

"The motorboat," she said I "maybe we can take the motorboat c:le.\(>�r�i�ly • / � 
and catch up with the ship- " -

"No way _ by the time the boat gets here the ship will be too Q { &�:::. far away, much too far, and going faster than the boat can." 
He led her back up the steps. She had run a long way down, 

/ and the climb back taxed him heavily. Suza hardly noticed/ she (J) 
{ [ ;:J)was 't6e-full of� .misery -l!:£er mind was a blank as they � � G> f1 

walked up the slope of the garden· and back into the house. 
"Have to sit down," Cortone said as they crossed the drawing/ 

room. 
Suza looked at him. He was breathing hard,Lhis face was gray �l'\df... /

and covered with perspiration. � she realized it had all )11\c\chn\y 
been too much for his overweight body. For a moment she forgot 

lr;Jher own awful disappointment. "The stairs," she said.fi:.hey went C. �-r 

into the ruined hall -aaa »ie led Cortone to the wide curving <DI � 
staircase and sat him on the second step. He went down heavily. 
He closed his eyes and rested his head on the wall beside him. 

"Listen," he said, "you can call ships ... or send them a
wire . . . we can still reach him ... " 

"Sit quietly for a minute," she said. "Don't talk." 
"Ask my cousins-who's there?" 
Suza � around. There had been a clink of chandelier

shards, and now she saw what had caused it. 
Yasif Hassan walked toward them across the reem. 
Aas �uddenly, with a massive effort, Cortone stood up.
Hass:n stopped. 

... 



./IA. -', . . . r4 . 

, 
{ 

-,, Corto�e's breath was coming in ragged gulps. He fumbled in 

1
, "�@mbered \ You can phone a ship, or at least send a "([

{� [r�e,-.\
0 his pocketJlpulled out the gun. ----- [s�i,�ic:l, No- �ble, Cortone shad said. 

�'(!� ��\ rootu\ to�"f6t,I� Hassan_� frozen£�-l:).l�to me�. [Cech"(, She�till warn Nat. -<....�A qbe1\.\t. ii\/ �lA ,c.ctA.,..'u/_ Cort6fre ttaggered,. the gun in his hai:id weaving/ � Oh, God, when can I sleep? 
'{_r: )>

�t. 11.,r. lc.octol\t.r�l\tcl/�anaged to pt+I+ the trigger, The gun went off twice, with a huge, She stood up. "What are we.waiting for?" ... � 
bo.� / �"'"'k./ �eafening doubl� �- The shots went wild. Cortone e&ilaf>sea They went out through the high derelict entrance. "We'll take 
� �'o"'� / �tlS 99to the�. his facidark as death. The gun fell from his my car," Hassan told her. 

/ J fYc -� � Hi. aJv!/ fingers/ hit the cracked marble floor. She thought of trying to run away from him then, � b 'Ai

kL�s,[ o.\T' HvJ u.p. Suza kge�t beside Cortone.Qre opened his eyes. "Listen _,, -t=eali�6e it was a foolish idea. He would let her go soon_ �he f"{ 0{ �
' So.id.{ he .eegan hoarsely. had done what he'd asked, hadn't she? Now he would send her / ��eel { ,f Hassan �g customary courage .. l "Leave him/ home - 0 

1/ �et's go." r , 

I 

She got into the car. 
� Suza turned her head to face him. ��ll," she-said, "ye� just A-t 1h.(. top of "Wait," Hassan said. He ran to Cortone's car, took out the 

} 

7 
i& hef vo,c.e s \\e. , 

0 � �A \he.. fuck off}" .a.R4 &1enLturned back to Cortone. """ u keys".and threw them into the bushes. He got into his own car. � k \a., a
fl Sqi<J.. .. /r . / "- I've killed a lot of men," Cortone �as sa;iing, anE!Suza �\.\.o"-tt.cl7 "So the man in the motorboat can't follow/"" ,I J.. t'<?�f ,t\e.' 

10{l\l<4.�d bent closer to hear. "Eleven men, I killed myself ... I� with As they drove off he said, "I'm disappointed in your attitude. 
a lot of women ... " His voice trailed off, his eyes closed, and That man was helping our enemies. You should rejoice, not�, w�f> / 

( 
then he made a huge effort to speak again. "All my goddamn life when an enemy dies." 

h�lly 
I i<1 ·

,\
I been a thief and a fl&t-worsc .. \ But, goddamn, I died for my She covered her eyes with her hand. "He was helping his 

lti friend, right? This counts for something, 'iriglll ... "1 ft has to, friend." 
0/ doesn't it - ?" Hassan patted her knee. "You've done well, I shouldn't 

¼isl (,M SoM��'"" / "Yes," she said. ".ft-really counts_,, criticize you. You got the information I wanted." 
. J "Okay," he said. She looked at him. "Did I?" 

�[Th€>\"� <l,e.a • o.wW/ Suza�had never seen a man die. It was rerribte. Suddenly there __ "Sure. That big ship we saw leaving the bay-that was the 
;J was nothi� there, nothing but a body_ the person h� . No

l 
Stromberg. I know her time of departure and her maximum 

� 
vanished{She realized her own face was streaked with tears. -An€! ':>\-.t. i\.oj�1 • � speed, so now I can figure out the earliest possible moment at 

.(1 . 
/ 

.&he tealized st>mething else- abot::tt-tieath, it exposed hypocxitcs ��;�' \}\'-�
"{

- which she could meet up with the Caparelli. And I can have my 
�"" \ k Jos't (;) _ I didn't even like him, she thought, .fWt until!now ___,_,.. "'"' men there a day earlier." He patted her knee again, this time 

so..,4./ 81 Hassan b1uke in, sayiffg, "You did very well, now[ let's get out letting his hand rest on her thigh. 
of here." .....----------------'----------, "Don't touch me," she said. 

<ri
{ 

\'Vc1y wsll , ◄ • ?'l And then she understood- Hassan Sv.1.'\ c;\ia l\ot ���,- He took his hand away. 
/ I 

O 

l/ ,.. L t _ J '--~'--' sto.1\1\. \ o\i<l we.\\ •
t\Ot � ... c\ �.._nr11.� l\� didff\ know she'fd told Cortone � been following them. As far She closed her eyes and tried to think_ She had achieved G 

/�\\et\\_,�,�'\'. 
Li r.\

1
/ L d 

I 
as Hassan was concerned she had done just what he wanted her u the worst possible outcome by what she had done _ sheroi led 0 J nC\ 

0 
4 

to-I-she had led him here. Now ust try to keep up the Hassan to Sicily but she'd failed to warn Nat - She must find (:) / � <ri I fjJ �n.::r-� d 1 pretense that she was on his sidentil she cou-ltl-� , ..., out how to send a telegram to a ship, and do it as soon as she and 
j iJ [ �Rtaet Wat .. f Buf[ can't lier-I'm-so damn tired ... And th&A Hassan parted company--��nly one other chance-the air- 0 ( l�\ollo.S 0 
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plane steward who had promised to call the Israeli consulate in 
Rome 4'0h, God, I'll be glad to get back to Oxford-/-" 

"Oxford?" Hassan laughed. "Not yet. You'll have to stay with 
me until the operation is over." 
A Dear God, I can't stand it. "But I'm so tired,'' she said. 

"We'll rest soon. I couldn't let you go. Security, you know. 
Anyway, you wouldn't want to miss seeing the dead body of 
��-'' 

T 

At the Ali tali a desk in the airport three men approached Y asif 
Hassan. Two of them were young and thuggish, the third was a 
tall sharp-faced man in his fifties. 

The older man sai<¾"You damn fool, you deserve to be shot."
Hassan looked up at him, and Suza saw � fear in his eyes 

""\. as h� 1aid, "Rostov!" 
Rostov took hold of Hassan's arm. It seemed for a moment 

that Hassan would resist,�erk his arm away. The two young thugs 
moved closer. Suza and Hassan were enclosed. Rostov led 
Hassan away from the ticket desk. One of the thugs took Suza's 
arm and they followed. 

They went into a quiet corner. Rostov/ obviously blazing( kept 
his voice low. "You might have blown the whole thing if you 
hadn't been a few minutes late." ----

"�hat cit\ you meanH" k 
"You think I don't know you've been running around the 

world looking for Dickstein? You think I can't have you followed 
just like any other bloody imbecile? I've been getting hourly 
reports on your movements ever since you left Cairo. And what 
made you think you could trust her?" He �i-mper�ti-0ly 
toward Suza. 

"SheQme here+-" 
"J)o-yeu knov· "'hy ,1,, , w ... 'l 
Suza stood still,..e<?nfosed. The multiple shocks of the morning 

-missing Nat, watching Cortone die, now this p.ussi�had
all bttt paralyzed her ability to think -GI�_ Keeping the 
lies straight had been difficult enough when she had been deceiving 
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-(� 

�f� Hassan and telling Cortone a truth that Hassan thought was a lie. 
'-'"..r h Now there was this Rostov, to whom Hassan was lying, and she �h 

could not even begin to think about whether what she said to � f� _ (). Rostov should be the truth or another, different lie. 0�� Hassan was saying, "How did you get here?" �,, 
"On the Karla, of course. We were only forty or fifty miles off 

Sicily when I got the report that you had landed here. I also 
obtained permission from Cairo to order you to return there 
immediately and directly." 

"I still think I did the right thing," said Hassan. 
"Get out of my sight." 

--. Hassan walked away. Suza began to follow him but Rostov 
{ [�\..'- vJCf\1 wi1h hi:, said, "Not you." He took her arm and began to walk1�m1--ma;, [_ \ k.f\oYII 

�. 1.-

J
. \,J�L Ao.l.. -foo.l. you've proved your loyalty to us, Miss Ashford, out in the � 11\\\'\l.fl\: • T 

_'"'",.,.. SI 1 1. middle of a project like this we can'tre{-eomse\ allow newly .... 1 
1,\0 t\,t,N • 

recruited people simply to go home. On the other hand I have no 
people here in Sicily other than those I need with me on the ship, 
so I can't have you escorted somewhere else. I'm afraid you're 
going to have to come aboard the Karla with me until this 
business is over. I hope you don't mind. Do you know, you look 

Cl exactly like your mother. �es, I expeet-yotr=ciol" e I
They had walked out of the airport to a waiting car. Rostov } 

opened the door for her. Now was the time she should run_ 0 
after this it might be too late. She hesitated. One of the thugs 
stood beside her. His jacket fell open slightly and she saw the butt 

h d.J 
of his gun. She rememberedfCortone's gun�e-&oune-ef-it gom,j � tkt.o.w�"l b�� ,cl M• 

I 
-eff in the ruined villt ana suddenly she was afraid to die, S1 L ,1�t'::'d\..c..ko.�

==; ( �eer-�-eody redttced to not-h-mgness;-aHQ-Sllddeoly, 
�t.i-Rg-herselt for i� she began to shake'-- 0 { 

�"What is it?" Rostov said. / - � "�I� just tiretl .. \" A\ �cto�t. �\e..d � � 
"��," Rostov said. "Get in the car." Wt Kf\.OW / 1· 

�A&-was-alse;-he suspected, something else\ )'-\:to. �ot t� �� C."-"1

... 

Pierre Borg drove out of Athens and parked his car at one end 
qf a stretch of beach where occasional lov�rs strolled. He got out 
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and walked along the shoreline until he met Kawash coming the 
other way. They stood side by side, looking out to sea, wavelets 
lapping sleepily at their feet. Borg could see the handsome face of 
the tall Arab double agent by starlightJ fwd-M was not his usual 
confident self. 

"Thank you for coming," Kawash said. 
Borg he:e-He-iGea why he was being thanked. If anyone should 

say thank you, it was he. And then he realized that Kawash ha.d 
been making precisely that point _Jjle man did everything 
with subtlety, incf uding insults. 

"The Russians suspect there is a leak out of Cairo," Kawa 
was saying. "They are playing their cards very dos� Even when 
Yasif Hassan came back to Cairo for debriefing we didn't learn 
much-and I didn't get all the information Hassan gave."
( "Don't waste time with excuses, p ease. Just tell me what you 

do know." 
,{ A 11 (q,w(.{� s"a M;\!ly.�1"All rig�tf�l-½Renv that .,Shey know that Dickstein is to steal

some uranium." 
"You told me that last time." 
"I don't think they know any of the details. Their intention is to 

let it happen, then expose it after.ward. They've put a couple of 
ships into the Mediterranean, but they don't know where to send 
them." 

A plastic bottle floated in on the tide and landed at Borg's feet. 
He kicked it back into the water. "What about Suza Ashford?" 

"Definitely working for the Arab side _ Nt>\v listen -t& 
-this ... JPere was an argument between Rostov and Hassan. 
Hassan wanted to find out exactly where Dickstein was, and 
Rostov thought it was unnecessary." 

"Bad news. Go on." 
"Afterward Hassan went out on a limb. He got the Ashford girl 

to help him look for Dickstein. They went to a place called 
Buffalo, in the U.S., and met a gangster called Cortone who took 
them to Sicily. They missed Dickstein, but onlyQ{-they � 
saw the Stromberg leave. Hassan is in considerable trouble over
this. He has been ordered back to Cairo bu ti hasn't turned up .,.as 
,¥et." 

" 

"But the girl led them to where Dickstein had been?" ¾ � 
,,� "Exactly."

"-{ � / }es1.,t LJ..,.,.it, �,s ( Borg thought of the message that had arrived in the Rome �.ef?� 1s ½oJ.. consulate for Nat Dickstein from his "girlfriendl" -a-mt told 0{ �(,{ I . {).
Kawash about it _ "Hassan has told me everything/ he and I C:::>l ClM ( �-e� 1l
are coming to see you."_ Was it intended to warn Dickstein, wl\�t ft..��t.U a-ill ,r �,.,'tAr.• 

or to delay him, or to confuse him? Or was it a double bluff-an 
attempt to make him think she was being coerced into leading 
Hassan to him? ''( A1 
� A double bluff �LKawashf, o�aiOf\. "She knew her role in� \ s�oJcA $0.Y; lStti� -c, I

tt> t�t,l c.o\kci�,ie, 
this would eventually be exposed, so she tried for a longer lease 1 

. r<.hc.ltJ
on Dickstein's trust- You won't pass the message on . . .  " 0/ 

(oMM'11h\ ¼. '' "Of course not." Borg's mind turned to another tack. "If they 
�o to :·��\�J. went to Sicily they know about the Stromberg. What conclusions
'f-_o.�c,.') c).,c).. -.." can they draw from that?" 

ti�(\. "t. ' Th h S {\.,,,1'\'{- � t""" • ' at t e tromberg will be used in the uranium theft?"

r,.o� �tJ., "Exactly. Now, if I were Rostov, I'd follow the Stromberg, let

e-� lo\Ull : the hijack take place, then attack. Damn fti I think this will have � 40.l'fV\7 d4t11f\.l bofl\ bt.\ e4 � to be called off." He dug the toe of his shoe into the soft sand. 
\\c.. 1'� eAttl\ a. hj . "What's the situation at Qattara?" 
�,«k �i"t.t.r • ' • "I was saving the worst news until last. All tests have been 

1satisfactorily\ completed� The Russians are supplying uranium. ITT
--

� �t. .,_,,� fw\O(<

'tUe.tU\W\
) 

�tJSif'l\,,t,<.. 
o.tJ. cl.tp te.\Sll4 -tb\o\ 
\\t.. w t,St.J beJA ii,.

� w�\� er�\� 
U.11."llf PY q-�-.

/fh!- 1, \�-<.-€...-�-�t-oV\--

( hr " {w mt>\e>.tS. •

The reactor goes on stream three weeks from today." 
Borg stared out to sea, Hl-le. "You know what � 

this(meanf It means we @call it off. It means I can't stop tl.\t.ki�{ d.o-,..1ty,u.L �
Dickstein. It means�elp u5\ that-Nat Dickstein is Israel's <i1 �T 
last chance." :t

( 
1h �• JKawash was silent. I Uis eyes were closed. "What are you f'ctt.r\o. �-�

'"
� I tA<o. l 

. . h Dbfj OOV-<4 ' domg?" Borg said. . 
\\,M. I( �ewry-Kawash opened his eyes, looked at Borg, and gave his HMl\y 

� polite little half smile. "Praying," he said. 

.., 

TEL A VIV TO MV STROMBERG � 

4PERSONAL BORG TO DICKSTEIN EYES ONLY � 
MUST BE DECODED BY THE ADDRESSEE � 
BEGINS SUZA ASHFORD _CONFIRMED ARAB AGENT L__� �

. ' 
• 

� 
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.., STOP SHE PERSUADED CORTONE TO TAKE HER AND 
HASSAN TO SICILY STOP THEY ARRIVED AITER YOU 
LETT STOP CORTONE NO\.V DEAD STOP THIS AND 
OTHER DATA INDICATES STRONG POSSIBILITY YOU 
WILL BE ATTACKED AT SEA STOP NO FURTHER 
ACTION WE CAN TAKE AT THIS END STOP YOU 
+OUI:.J;;g. IT UP�ON YOUR OWN NOW GET OUT OF IT
�1E W1\¥ ENDS <... <... <.... 

� -- .., . 

�by-he, ... not possible to jast tom-off what ha0 � � 
-brought hjm .back �rom-t-h� Before he met her he� � �4{ './J>h
�n a cripple, an emotional amputee with an empty sleeve 

/ 
[ :{ o

• hanging where he should have had love/ $he had�� ; �r.d s v I 0A
performed a miracle, maGe him whole again. -Afla �ow_ she °''ki,..jl �� g? v�

---:-:--:--+-..:h:.:::a�d-ibetrayed him, �ut � what she had given, teai.tiRg him-a. t�ki� awo.y J <JI
CM\� "e. y.Jo"\a k paraplegi.:. He had written her a love letter -;--lGod,l what did 0 J..1>eo.t Ah� i\o�kt, _{1 
More. Nlf\cl,CAft'-� she do when she read that letter?[taugh ?if how it to/ Hassan�� D,� 1�., l{ l l>icAn-.t. l\ lYo.�,t ""I 
�°'" e,.,tr { how I've got him hooked - ? " gi � � j ,, 

S 

� a blind man,Lg\ve him back his sight,�ma¥e him blind l�� 1:1/ 10..J �", ��tw A 
The clouds which had been massing over the western Mediter- / o_,,J 1�1, �-e.. again during the night while hek;\sleeping _ how would he feel "'"\l f\ Q. �"'1?, 1\-.is '411"� 

ranean for the previous few days finally burst that night, �
, 

when he woke upfLike Dickstein=did-r1frw. !"". Ye&\fhek\ told �ffij l\o.d{
drenching the Stromberg with rain. ��brisk wind blew up, It Y6l\ took. Borg he would kill Suza if she pFO't'@dwGut-te--0& an age�, butLhe l:' Ntie./ k t<.r,.,.J

and the shortcomings of the ship's design became apparent as she knew-e¥en-t"flel'l that hef.€\ been lying. �e-eetrlcl-cltrtlle � k�tl [ 
began to roll and yaw in the burgeoning waves. 

I 
\-\� �\A MJt.l fl 

( Dickstein did not notice the weather. 1'"',t kt, 
1 

M 1111,.\\-�1 It was late. Most of the crew were asleep except for those 
He sat alone in hisfcabinLat the table which was screwed to the �\\o.'t &"'-e. e,\u\ . taking watches. He left the cabin and went up on deck without 

bulkhead, a pencil in hand and a pad, a codebook and a signal in seeing anyone. Walking from the hatch to the gunwale he got 
/front of him, transcribing Borg's message-/-word by crucifying soaked to the skin/ffp.e did not notice. He stood at the rail, ,/1'. btAt � 

word. looking into the darkness, unable to see where the black sea . 
He read it over/and over again, and finally sat staring at the ended and the black sky began, letting the rain stream across his 

blank steel wall in front of him. face like tears. 
/ V r

It was pointless to speculate about why she might have done �a .�e szt>uld never kill Suza, buts(Hassan was a different '1 ij w A. l�S; r
this, to invent farfetched hypotheses that Hassan had coerced or matter- , etmte1 with Eila 

e�

I C1
blackmailed her, to imagine that she had acted from mistaken haG-0bse-F-vecl-in-m-is&-y,su-ffe.r-i-ng-HGAe-t-l:lel€-S-s-t)@Gffil � 

() o) beliefs or confused motives/ Borg\-ne¥er mind his r� feW-H-gs-for-the-wefflftfi-ws-r-e-t-0G-l-GG-lred-i.J:l-[,Q,.-lcfl-a-�--K 
�- I � '(Jisposition , . . he wouldn't lie-abtnrt-st>mething like-thi�had sa ow ad vef; 

� �
�
o,1'11•��/1 b..i\ said she was a spy, and �eem80 he......., right -Jhe\e-\ Eila's d�s-Smr314h�-~-

• ....
o. s,y/ Th

'\
t....iM �'ki ( J\been � all along\ N� made love to him. � -wa&-s-t-ill-aWt,st-i-l-1--eeeei-v�elf. She was net now, never had

'S'l\t.. hA.c\ / <1\ 

• o be true. He was rtghtt 'been . . . 
•---- /_..,,,.,._....., 

• 

. � 1\J �ir\ She had a big future in the intelligence business, rus..b�te-Yed. Bnt_ II�
· �6rr,-yes, he at-least betong-e""""a....,tr-::oc-h=1=m'.'"""" . .....,H'Ta=-=s�saq

1 r�� 
•��1 Dickstein put his face in his hands/pressed his eyeballs with his .was-1ris-to-k ... 

, �"t ..... \ fingertips�use .. f Jlefstill1could see her, 1'H4h� leaning >'\I\ keJ e.n.ept fol oo-ght-t-h�, would be at-t�ked at sea. Dickstein 

�· 
against the cupboard in the kitchen of that little flat, reading the htr �'�"- h�e..\t..J. tru:�fim�gnnmp:Opirm@gcTlherail as the ship made its way through the 

� 
morning paper while she waited for a kettle to boil.� him t& ��oes 

O ea�he-wind-r-ese 1i10111emanly and laslretl his face wi�h 

� 
boil .. \ ��r.r-ain. He welcomed it. �it. . . . _ 

C 
:Wotst of all J • he probably still loved her. At l� 

Tl,
._ 

,,,011,-1. 
0
1- ;t ,.,,1, i_._ \,ml 1-.v sri-: / 299 
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� 
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,, 
I 

I 

. 1 If' ever a man had an enemy, he had one in Hassan •. -�·,,,,. 
l'I · /.'' � .. � .,,, 

B-i@�-iJ?., had loved Eila, only to see her�� in a sens\lal ' " • • 

embrace with Hassan. Now�-�n had fallen in love with Suza, -
a(i •

only�: find that she had already been seduced by the s��e"/(ival.

Ang,¥a�san had also 1 used Suza in his campaign to.take away 

D��kstein's homeland. 

Oh, yes, he would kill Yasif' Hassan, and he would do it with 

his bare hands if he could. And the other �=-w-1'91 •• lf:i=k�,.t.t\iie�� 

The thought brought �im �?J,g/up out of the depths <... o_f despair in 

a fury: he wanted .to hear bones snap� J he 

wanted to see bodie� crumple�� � he wanted tb:e sme·ll 

of fear and gunfir�����-aa�e, ,o,g, �Hfliir�Ui� 

he wanted death all around him.\ 

Borg thought they would be attacked at sea. Dickstein stood 

gripping the rail as the ship sawed· through the unquie-t sea; the 

wind rose momentarily and lashed his face with cold, hard rain; 

and he though1r--So be it; and then he opened his mouth and shouted 

1.e:U"'-;--c, ,g,· y • d,na-¼ - -� in to the wind : 11 Let them com "i./:Ji. jet the 

bastards come!,� ' / 
<. <- le I 9"8 / � p .1 /\ It 1' 

I 
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4,: 
border into AlgeriaRnd dropped him off at a fishing yiIIage with a4' � �� 
small natural harbor. 

�.(,-�One .of the Fedayeenr�-ear-l'ftr=tge�} was waiting for him. <i} '<T 
Hassan found him on the beach, sitting under a ·propped-up 

{ ,c � dinghy-Htttt· shelter� hlffl. from the rain/ playing backgammon , / ir.j ( � o...,c.l -� ,;t> 
with a fisherman. The three men got into the fisherman's boat and 
cast off. IThe sea was rough as they headed out in the last of the [ 
day. Hassan, no seaman, worried that the little motorboat would 

{ CJ ,1 � � capsize, tht>ttg,h the fisherman grinned cheerfully .a+ -him aAd-ti:le �IAt � 1 

,h!.{_Jf � \llpj:ASSAN om NOT .Go BACK TO CAIRO, then or ever. -weatfl&r through it all. � 
5"\t \iM WL¾ " 'I\ 

� / ,J 
��· �. . � "''"" C\ G) "'-ift..S his plane took off from Palermo ��tow close The trip took them less than a half hour. As they approached 

/ . ,__. .ae'd com�to disaster io nearly a))awi�-iek-st-ein-oo-be-wftmes --...... the looming hulk of the ship, Hassan felt again � rising sense of �� • ,·L- 1 
� by Cortone aod, far a]l be lrnev.r, Suza ... as-a-woman-he?.& �e �ossib.�Hceess for the farretGhed opert1�•0n he?.d tt'\l.lM(>h • 

__.,, $\ -Aevertr.usted-het=-f.u.1.�v'1¥ a-He-then preI-Hf)t�y-�� � A ship ... they had a ship_ • • ['\ (:)
[th,ab(er'\Vo�),l.\t/ Mel{ eel-ight in the_r.ealizatiefl-4.i½&t he\H outwitted Rostov et1ee SI He clambered up oqto the deck while the man who 'had met T
! / -.�id./ again_ He could hardly believe it when Rostov had �mm him paid off the fisherman. Mahmoud was waiting for him on 

"/ 4 "'Yf i h'-"/ ��t out of� sight.{He\tl felt sure he would be forced to board deck. They embraced, and Hassan said, "We should weigh 
1 � w-.��Y / the Karla and � miss the hijack by the Fedayeen. But ____-1 - anchor immediately-things are moving very fast now." 

t<l �a.AA Rostov'h-acl eons-iti��&��impulsive;ttnexperi- u:>Mtkte.ly bt\i<.� �t "Come to the bridge with me." 
� �l enced�pttl. It had never occurred to him that fH�-�e \-\"\��" Wt\\ �H�t, Hassan followed Mahmoud forward. The ship was a small 

��\�"'-t1kt t�t qi
YffQ.Og, that this Arab might have a vision, a-dedication-t-ha-t ovtC- e.""°'�\, o.� coaster of about one thousand tons, quite new and in good 

�tn ,A���.�\il a� tfanscended the narrow ones-ef=those in Gair� was condition. She was sleek, with most of her accommodations 
���so." ,,.1�he representative of Egyptian Intelligence on the te�s � h t d below deck. There was a hatch for one hold. She had been 

an Arab. sg.ypti�-abs,t :fhey-were--al�. 1r 
1 

1�0v .. �� �e. 
u.t designed to carry small loads quickly and to maneuver in local 

r, 1i r,. Wifl\ <;v�\(.\Of\ Q; o 
L �$ ��5 l "-Wonderful. Clever, arrogant, patronizing Colonel Rostov and k \o o.lf'f "'� M<�nt- North African ports.

AMhri0�'> the might of theA_KGB had been fooled by a IousJ Palestinian h::'-- �1\\idt:e.c\ Yl\..�'"'t< They stood on the foredeck for a moment, looking about.[Shel [ l 1> 
�O\,\�ht 'l>J��J<:>( L 61 refugee, a man theY1�� a nobody _ �ut e-f-emtrse-

�t. WI>.\ wo,�i'l\j �" �� .appea-rs..w h@ just what we need+" k 'l , l " 1-\��:n;.�i"
rl1 it was not over yet. He still had to join forces with the \ \,� to•-\\.�� �t<t.. "I� renamed her the Nab/us," Mahmoud told him. /!he first k"-"tJ 1'\J.. Y,<.. 
�1 Fedayeen. - \fo.t; o�i\-lw,-� ship of the Palestine Navy." 

The flight from Palermo took him to Rome, where he tried to \\-.e, c�e. t.\ 'it tv.'l'j \\ 18�-men..w.ei:e..cl�[hey climbed the ladder,e,oo, [ 0 [ 
get a plane to Annaba or Constantine, both near the Algerian �11.\t<.tin'� 1 

ri,'-�t'-o.t °' ' Mahmoud <ileee, "I got her from a Libyan businessman who s�,cl /
coast. The nearest the airlines could offer was Algiers or Tunis. tJ\\veA \

\�� .ico � wanted save his soul.��" rl 
He went to Tunis/&,here he found a young taxi driver with a (.00.\� \�

f\
�'r:> s,a(. • T bridge was compact and tidy. There was\-in tact\ only one sf\ 

newish Renault and thrust in front of the man's face more money ""'� 10us Iack-t--radar. Many of these small coastal vessels still Q 
in American dollars than he normally earned in a year. The taxi managed without it, and there had been no time to buy the 
took him across the hundred-mile breadth of Tunisia, over the l t..\�1� .... f�� tto.<S. equipment and fit it -:--�ahmoud introduced the captain, also a Q / [

�o.,t to �,\ f!.'f,�. 
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Libyan-the businessman had provided a crew as well as a ship! 
� none of the Fedayeen were sailors. The captain 
promp.tl� gave orders to weigh anchor and start engines. 

The three men bent over a chart as Hassan told what he had 
learned in Sicily. "The Stromberg left the south coast of Sicily at 
midday today. The Caparelli was due to pass through the Strait of 
Gibraltar late last night, heading for Genoa. They are sister ships, 
with the same top speed, so the earliest they can meet is twelve 
hours east of the midpoint between Sicily and Gibraltar.,, 

The captain made some calculations/ looked at another chart. 
"They will meet southeast of the island of Minorca." 

"We should intercept the Caparelli no less than eight hours 
earlier." 

The captain ran his finger back along the trade route. "That 
would put her just south of the island of Ibiza at dusk tomorrow.'' 

"Can we make it?" 
"Yes, with a little time to spare, unless there is a storm." 
"Will there be a storm?" 
"Sometime in the next few days, yes. But not tomorrow, I 

think." 
"Good. Where is the radio operator?" 
"Here. This is Yaacov." 
Hassan turned to see a small, smiling man with tobacco-stained 

teeth and told him, "There is a Russian aboard the Caparelli, a 
man called Tyrin, who will be sending signals to a Polish ship, the 
Karla. You must listen on this wavelength _,, He wrote it
down. "Also, there is a radio beacon on the Stromberg that sends 
a simple thirty-second tone every half hour. If we listen for that 
every time we will be sure the Stromberg is not outrunning us." 

The captain was giving a course. Down on the deck the first 
officer had the hands making ready. Mahmoud was speaking to 
one of the Fedayeen about an arms inspection. The radio 
operator began to question Hassan about the Stromberg's

beacon -Bat Yas+f Hassan was not really listening. � 
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The ship's engines roared, the deck tilted, the prow broke "t"" 

water/_-::::;, q-n.<J./ ._ C
1 f. 

� were on their way. -t/ � 
... .. 
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Dieter Koch, the new engineer officer of the Caparelli, lay in 
✓A , Ihis bunk in the middle of the night ��-JJ✓ha-t he wmdEI say ihi"�i�: �l.\t w"'•0° 

if somebo� 6a>.¥- hiFBt �-tt s MC. : l 
�ew-w-as-t,e, go to the aft engineering store, take out the 

Ispare oil pump and get rid of it.(Ifis cabin was close to the store, h 
most of the crew were asleep, and those that were awake were on 
the bridge and in the engine room and likely to stay there.� HJ 
GUght ta be ahle.-to maaage it 'Nitl:iout beiog seen ... But if he 
should fa-HJ .if. anyone should suspect, now or later, what he was J:� 
really up to-:-. . 

L .1 � t 

• 
1 ii " • he.� to Q�r.,.ol\ , He put on a sweater, trousers, sea boots and an oilskin.� He 1M "-'t� to bt. clo"t. Mw. 

pocketed the key to the store, opened his cabin door and went o.t.J. ' AA 
out. As he made his way along the gangway he-e�v.e.re �0���1':

/irt@�r-ol,s�hat-his-s-rory-wettt4-be tRat he, couldn't sleep l'lA s,� !. 
so .he-was checking the stores. I'M I 

He unlocked the door to the store, turned on the light, went in 
and closed it behind him. Engineering spares were racked and 
shelved all around him-gaskets, valves, plugs, cable, bolts, 
filters ... given a cylinder block, you could build a whole engine 
out of these parts. 

He found the spare oil pump in a box on a high shelf. He lifted 
it down-it was not bulky but it was heavy-and then spent five 
minutes double-checking that there was not a second spare oil 
pump. 

Now for the difficult part. 
... I couldn't sleep, sir, so I was checking the spares. Very 

good, everything in order? Yes, sir. And what's that you've got 
under your arm? A bottle of whiskey, sir. A cake my mother sent 
me. The spare oil pump, sir, I'm going to throw it overboard ... 

He opened the storeroom door and looked out. 
Nobody. 
He killed the light, went out, closed the door behind him and 
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locked it. He walked along the gangway and out on deck. 
Nobody. 
It was still raining. He could see only a few yards, which fl-@ 

� was good, because it meant others could see
only that far. 

He crossed the deck to the gunwale, leaned over the rail,
dropped the oil pump into the sea, turned" and bumped into 
someone. 

A cake my mother sent me, it was so dry,f 
"Who's that?" a voice said in accented English. 
"Engineer. You?" As Koch spoke, the other man turned so

that his profile was visible in the deck light, and Koch recognized
the rotund figure and big-nosed face of the radio operator. 

"I couldn't sleep," the radio operator said. "I was ... getting
some air." 

He's as embarrassed as I am, Koch thought. I wonder why?
"Lousy night," Koch said. "I'm going in." 
"Goodnight." 
Koch went inside and made his way to his cabin. Strange

fellow, that radio operator. He was not one of the regular crew. 

{ 
He had been taken on in Cardiff after the original radioman 

Koci p_roke his leg. Like Hims�U, he was something of an outsider here. 
h..A{ rtrl.t1'tl.."'(A good thing he'\<f\ bumped into him instead of one of the 

others_ 
Inside his cabin he took off his wet outer clothes and lay on his 

'so I 'n I 
bunk. He knew he would not sleep. His plan for tomorrow was all 
worked out, there was no point in going over it again/ ¥e tried to
think of other things: of his mother, who made the best potato 
kugel in the world; of his fiancee, who gave the best head in the 
world; of his mad father now in an institution in Tel Aviv; of the
magnificent tapedeck he would buy with his back pay after this 
assignment; of his fine apartment in Haifa; of the children he 
would have, and how they would grow up ir1'.Jsrael safe from war. 

� 

� 

��
� 

O.l\i He got up two hours later. He went aft to the galley for some 
coffee. The cook's apprentice was there, standing in a couple of 
_inches of water, frying bacon for the crew. 

"Lousy weather," Koch said. 

"It will get worse." 
Koch drank his coffee, then refilled his mug and-te� a second 

one 1', up to the bridge. The first officer was there. "Good
morning," Koch said. 

"Not really," said the first officer, looking out into a curtain of
ram. 

"Coffee?" 
"Good of you. Thank you." 
Koch handed him the mug. "Where are we?" 
"Here." The officer showed him their position on a chart. 

"Dead on schedule, in spite of the weather." 
t h /

Koch nodded.Llfr.e had to stop the ship in fifteen minutes. "See /.. Thqt Mfart 

you later," he saidJ left the bridge and went below to the engine 0 At.. / 
room. 

His number two was there, looking quite fresh, as if he had
taken a good long nap during his night's duty. "How's the oil
pressure?" Koch asked him. 

"Steady." 
"It was going up and down a bit yesterday." 
"Well, there was no sign of trouble in the night," the number 

two said. He was a little too firm about it, as if he was afraid of
being accused of sleeping while the gauge oscillated. 

"Good," Koch said. "Perhaps it's repaired itself." He put his
n:iug down on a level cowling, then picked it up quickly as the ship
rolled. "Wake Larsen on your way to bed."

"Right." 
"Sleep well." 
The number two left, and Koch drank down his coffee and

went to work. 
The oil pressure gauge was located in a bank of dials aft of the

engine. The dials were set into a thin metal casing, painted matt
black and secured by four self-tapping screws. Using a large
screwdriver, Koch removed the four screws and pulled the casing
away. Behind it was a mass of many-colored wires leading to the
different gauges. Koch swapped his large screwdriver for a small 
electrical one with an insulated handle. With a few turns he 
disconnected one of the wires to the oil pressure gauge. He 
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O, 5 O wrapped a couple of inches of insulating tape around the bare end

of the wire, then taped it to the back of the dial so that only a 
close inspection would reveal that it was not connected to the 
terminal. Then he replaced the casing and secured it with the four 
screws. 
f"\When Larsen came in he was topping up the transmission fluid. t_ 

"Can I do that, sir?" Larsen said. He was a Donkeyman 
Greaser, and lubrication was his province. 

"I've done it now," Koch said. He replaced the filler cap and 
stowed the can in a locker. 

Larsen rubbed his eyes and lit a cigarette. He looked over the 
dials, did a double take and said, "Sir! Oil pressure zero!" 

"Zero?" 
"Yes!" 
"Stop eng�nes!" 
"Aye, aye, sir." 
Without oil, friction between the engin� metal parts would>-ef Wl (fJ 

�euf6e; c_ause a very rapid build-up of heat until the metal melted, fl
the parts fused and the engines stopped, never to go again. So 
dangerousp--in fa�\ was the sudden absence of oil pressure that <ii7
Larsen might well have stopped the engines on his own initiative, 
without asking Koch. 

Everyone on the ship heard the engine die and felt the 
Coparelli lose way; even those daY'vorkers who were still asleep 
in their bunks heard it through their dreams and woke up. Before 
the engine was completely still the first officer's voice came down 
the pipe. "Bridge! What's going on below?" 

Koch spoke into the voice-pipe. "Sudden loss of oil pressure." 
"Any idea why?" 
"Not yet." 
"Keep me posted." 
"Aye, aye, sir." 
Koch turned to Larsen. "We're going to drop the sump," he 

said. Larsen picked up a toolbox and followed Koch down a half 
deck to where they could get at the engine from underneath. 
Koch told him, "If the main bearings or the big end bearings were 
worn the drop in oil pressure would have been gradual. A sudden 

drop means a failure in the oil supply. There's plenty of oil in the�
(). 

system-I checked earlier-and there are no signs of leaks. So U ��
there's probably a blockage." 

�� Koch released the sump with a power spanner and the two of 
{_(;),/" them lowered it to the deck. They checked the sump strainer, the , p

full-flow filter, the filter relief valve and the main relief valve 
without finding any obstructions. 

"If there's no blockage, the fault must be in the pump," Koch 
said. "Break out the spare oil pump." 

"That will be in the store on the main deck," Larsen said. 
Koch handed him the key, and Larsen went above. 
Now Koch had to work very quickly. He took the casing off the 

oil pump, exposing two broad-toothed meshing gear wheels. He 
took the spanner off the power drill and fitted a bit, then attacked 
the cogs of the gear wheels with the drill, chipping and breaking 
them until they were all but useless. He put down the drill, picked 
up a crowbar and a hammer�nd forced the bar in between the ?;­
two wheels, prising them apart until he heard something give with 
a loud, dull crack. Finally he took out of his pocket a small nut 
made of toughened steel, battered and shipped. Hdc! brought it h�� /
with him when he'd boarded the ship. He dropped the nut into 
the sump. 

Done. 
Larsen came back. 
Koch realized he had not taken the bit off the power drill - O { 

when Larsen left there had been a spanner attachment on the 
tool. Don't look at the drill! he thought. 

Larsen said, "The pump isn't there, sir." 
Koch fished the nut out of the sump. "Look at this," he said, 

distracting Larsen's eye from the incriminating power drill. 
"W:��-i�." He showed Larsen the ruined gear wheels of 
the oil pump. "The nut must have been dropped in the last time 
the filters were changed. It got into the pump and it's been going 
round and round in those gear wheels ever since. I'm surprised 
we didn't hear the noise, even over the sound of the engine. 
Anyway, the oil pump is beyond repair, so you'll have to find that 
spare. Get a few hands to help you look for it." 
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Larsen went out. Koch took the bit off the power drill and put 
back the spanner attachment. He ran up the steps to the main 
engine room to remove the other piece of incriminating evidence. 
Working at top speed in case someone else should come in, he 
removed the casing on the gauges and reconnected the oil 
pressure gauge. Now it would genuinely read zero. He replaced 
the casing and threw away the insulating tape. 

It was finished. Now to pull the wool over the captain's eyes. 
As soon as the search party admitted defeat Koch went up to 

the bridge �old the captain, "A mechanic must have dropped 
a nut into the oil sump last time the engine was serviced, sir." He 
showed the captain the nut. "At some point-maybe while the 
ship was pitching so steeply-the nut got into the oil pump. After 
that it was just a matter of time. The nut went around in the gear 
wheels until it had totally ruined them. I'm afraid we can't make 
gear wheels like that on board. The ship should carry a spare oil 
pump, but it doesn'tf-" 
� "Are you· telling me you can't repair it?" 

"I'm afraid so." 
k"Ail�J,here will be hell to pay when I find out 

who's responsible for thts+" 
"It's the engineer's job to check the spares, but as you know, 

sir, I came on board at the last minutef-" 
"That means it's Sarne's fault." 
"There may be an explanation-" 
'isuch as he spent too much time chasing Belgian whores to 

look after his engine. Can we limp along?" 
"Absolutely not, sir. We wouldn't move half a cable before she 

seized." 
"Damnation. Where's that radio operator?" 
The first officer said, "I'll find him, sir," and went out. 
"You're certain you can't put something together?" the captain 

asked Koch. 
"I'm afraid you can't ake an oil pump out of spare parts and 

string. That's why we have to carry a spare pump}-si,f." 
The first officer came back with the radio operator. The captain 

said, "Where the devil have you been?" 
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The radio operator was the rotund, big-nosed man Koch had 
bumped into on the deck during the night. He looked hurt. "I was 
helping to search the for'ard store for the oil pump, sir, then I 

I went to wash my hands." He glanced at Koch, but there eeemecl Wll.S 
no hint of suspicion in his look - Koch was not sure how much Q) 
he had seen during that.little confrontation on the deck, but if he 
had made any connection between a missing spare and a package 
thrown overboard by the engineer, he wasn't saying. 

"All right," the captain said. "Make a signal to the owners: 
Report engine breakdown at . . .  What's our exact position, 
number one?" 

The first officer gave the radio operator the position. 
The captain continued: "Require new oil pump or tow to port. 

Please instruct." <'.Jl J,ttle.Koch's shoulders ffl'l'P�� slumpeq{ He had done it. <1 J � � 
Eventually the reply came from the owners: COPARELLI 

SOLD TO SA VILE SHIPPING OF 'ZURICH. YOUR MES­
SAGE PASSED TO NEW OWNERS. STAND BY FOR THEIR 
INSTRUCTIONS. 

Almost immediately afterward there was a signal from Savile 
Shipping: OUR VESSEL GIL HAMILTON IN YOUR WA­
TERS. SHE WILL COME ALONGSIDE AT APPROXI­
MATELY NOON. PREPARE TO DISEMBARK ALL CREW 
EXCEPT ENGINEER. GIL HAMILTON WILL TAKE CREW 
TO MARSEILLES. ENGINEER WILL AWAIT NEW OIL 
PUMP. PAPAGOPOLOUS. 

T 

The exchange of signals was heard sixty miles away by Solly 
Weinberg, the master of the Gil Hamilton and a commander in d the Israeli Navy.k'Right on schedule. Well done, Koch." He set a k l-\t N\aftt{e '
course for the Caparelli and ordered full speed ahead. 

It was not heard by Yasif Hassan and Mahmoud aboard the 
Nablus 150 miles away. They were in the captain's cabin, bent 
over a sketch plan Hassan had drawn of the Caparelli, and they 
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Eventually she had slept-fitfully at first, with strange mean-¾{}
?,.ingless nightmares, but in the end deeply. Dawn woke her. -<. ✓ � 

She lay still, feeling the motion of the ship and looking blankly -<!�at the cabin around her; and then she realized where she was. It 
�.A was like waking up and remembering the blind terror of a 

11 �1'> I nightmare, except that instead of thinking/ Oh, thank God it was a d l 

were deciding exactly how they would board her and take over. 
Hassan had instructed the Nablus's radio operator to listen out on
two wavelengths: the one on which the Stromberg's radio beacon
broadcast and the one Tyrin was using for his clandestine signals 
from the Caparelli to Rostov aboard the Karla. Because the
messages were sent on the Coparelli's regular wavelength, the
Nablus did not pick them up. It would be some time before the
Fedayeen realized they were hijacking an almost abandoned ship. 

� dream, she realized it was all true and it was still going on. 
/ / L �\..� �lt hoir,�{y � She had been fooling herself, she could see X now_ /3-t f,.� 0 � 

��\\ty. pt-Rer, fa:ee i·t ... ol+-;<e&t she had convinced herself that she had � 
to find Nat to warn him, no matter the riskJ but the truth was she ; { 

/ The exchange was heard 200 miles away on the bridge of the 
Stromberg. When the Caparelli acknowledged the signal from
Papagopolous, the officers on the bridge cheered and clapped. 
Nat Dickstein, leaning against a bulkhead with a mug of black 
coffee in his hand, staring ahead at the rain and tl�e heavi�g se�,

l
)�Q.·t\,u.�"'-t ot tbt, 

did not cheer. His body was hunched and tense, his face stiff, his C\.-..A -;"-t. ":tt\O�l"'-\-
brown eyes slitted behind the plastic spectacles. One of the others o\-- how -- 'o ;"'\.,,
noticed his silence and made a remark about getting over the first / ��ll�\l"-1� Y_
big hurdle. Dickstein's muttered reply was uncharacteristicall)'._ v��'�" ��,
peppered with[obscenities. Thelofficer turned away, and later in k c.kurf,14\ ___ _
the mess observed that Dickstein looked like the kind of man who � C.014 �t the. -,;, •!
would stick a knife in you if you stepped on his �mf.l- toe. 

£,.1} �, r'- • ,.

T 

• 
c.:.:i.� "''/'� \ t." � fr.A\- �"'\,b\ta t>.p i�

And it was heard by David Rostov and Suza Ashford 300 miles 
away aboard the Karla. 

Suza had been in a daze as she walked across the gangplank 
l from the Sicilian quayside o�o the Polish vessel. She had hardly

noticed what was happening as Rostov . showed her to her
cabin-an officer's room with its own head-and said he hoped

� she would be� comfortable. She sat on the bed. She was still 
there, in the same position, an hour later when a sailor brought 
some cold food on a tray and set it down on her table without 
speaking. She did not eat it. When it got dark she began to shiver, 

lgot into the bed and lay there with her eyes wide open, staring at 

hi, th<o11.t. 

f';'"y�' "'"'" -t\..,� WO.�
[ ,,}r��" So.-./t� �t/S�t\,ty. 

P�"°'"'j h,1 �J. o" "'t'
KMt. C\,J. s'r..e wi �'v\tcl 

I 

S�t. \-.M 1>\o.r,eJ �i� 
�\.£.. w\,.i\t. s'-'� �d 
t\,,.e, ck..Mt. . 

nothing/ �till shivering. 
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W�\ �\'ro"'°' C\M � wo.\ ocl.cl\y ""'\\'\u�\e.,, °'� 

would have reached for�excuse to�e.sire to see (B �0 a,,J. 
him. The disastrous consequences of what she 14, done followed h.� 1 
naturally t almos.t-i�e.¥itably, she now realized .. "\ from the � 
confusion of her motives _ It was true �h, God !mew\ that (:) � 
Nat had been in danger/ Jl3ut i-4: was just. a&-t-me tl:i� he was in ;/ b/ �
worse danger now/ 4',.nd it was ./,te,, fault . . . , / ei. { <;._,"l."- S
� fehe was at sea in a PgJish ship/ commanded by Nat's s \ 6{ /
enemies - \¼-w.onoo.1:.ful-FG&Hlt for Rer-efforel _ �he closed or,,c;\ ( s 
her eyes tighi/pushed her head under the pillow �t-Hle l 'Y CAM\] � 

u,ick4iag a;ist� �nd then� b)essedl�\ she began to feel [ � 
a, ·�toed out to b�est th�fuheL 

/t ought of her father, and how heki--b�R udlling\ to use her to W�t\iecl 
felt l further his �eel political {i<i0a\� .. "\ She thought of Hassan, � i<\eAs, ��

\..
.,�M . 

manipulating her father, �ee&i.t.f.ulr-disgHSting man, presuming . ctt.�'J;'�
\t-R-a-t-s-1:l� m�is adua-R� .. \ A-Htl she thought of +he fl"�\\y O I 

} �} Rostov, mhis hard, intelligent face and ERgiG smile, and 8\ W\°th{ f..,s c.o\� 'r..t\\ l
how he intended to ram Nat's ship and kill him_ , O.Jl.d s\� �ot l'f\11.c\ M • 

�d�-- � 
-Raf.)S-She---was-will-fu1

:=
€6\:¼Stom 

I . �-She-wa-&��d-sh� ....,..,.,..h,r.-t,rrt 

--�, t��w��vo11dc:1 futly 
t .J:l • · , e love as though it were!" 
.tfl�'5t-r--..-.:l+ld-la&t ••• time. 

\ h � 1°()! 
All right�oughts B11t what was she goiflg to, (\\-· �\\-- s � ��o.�

-do ... ?- thi.,..k. �l\�t(1A.l ,ve � • 
She was in the enemy camp, a prisoner, but only from her point
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\\t. v.JloR \i-i� \e.�ec � � sro\e.. s�\pt, o.M n.t wed
fu_ ""-\

'I 
I\\IU'\. .-_.�� \-\AA t.'1t< \oJe.c\ \ i 1'.e. �.£5 ; a..� . •

S�t.. wo,) Mt �t>i"9 to le>1t.. \\i�10< ir ul..t: hm¼ 'ilc��l«e"c
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_ \ 

• -4/-, _ it wa�\d ht f 1
t.y f...�f t i'.e. ·..ro.\ 0

" of view. So. faus she ronld.tell, tlw�""'te-1,e-eru,- this fashion 1-,lt woul<Wmild.his.feeli ng of hei ng at ease with heel � 0 � t, <• '"' 
ao""' • 

tif s�c\t..; �� tl'\.\\\'Ul .of-t�ht-t-e- have a chance to throw a wrench in their_____-\

1 

��ew? ... help him -to confide i11her . . . ✓ �� \\tc. �c�S s� 'No�\.\ ��\i& works.�She would move about the ship, ,pretene1'.fe-a
l 

51.t ";IM� look. "Your son?"� s�._ �,.;a.J: """ 
��k..ta them, bu.ild-t-h�eRee-tn _ r01 it-· "Yuri Davidovitch, he's twenty." 

, 0'A_ 
I 

-R� to share their ambitions and concerns, until she saw (Mte4\i� hu ft�,, "What does he do?" 
/ 

"y � 
,A G her opp�rtunity _ ----------- t"\v.ij to �u tM.M•�i> Rostov's smile was-e-i�n� chilly-t-h&R. before. "Unfortu- Mt �s c.\S / 
71\1..t.. ��� fW\fA(.. / �i�I I've ne A.ch�e instR:i&tea kers� If I don't do -it, I lose t1r1,\o\i iAo.ti

"j 
"�.' nately he spends most of his time listening to-f� music. He cl.tCA6.c."-t} 

h.t.< -tt�M�\t. • f\ ;( "( him/ �nd if I lose him, I �top li¥i . . . pos ifio.-. i� ��- a-ls@ doesn't study as hard as he should. Not like his brother." � 
0/ [�She. She got out of bed}look off the clothes she had slept in, washed lnr\�i«t� 

1 f<e. ''j Suza's breathi?g was slowing to normal, her hand no longer.f@.l.t s"'.00l�
/ 

/ 
and put on clean swe'mer and pants from her suitcase. She sat at l\

ti\ 
s\..

t.. 
to\r.t �

ti
sdf:/ HRste.ao;r when she picked up her cup. She -reHHRaee-1-le-fSe+f that � Kt\tW 

�1e.... the small nailed-down table and fe.reed horsel� t-e-Gat some of the 1 ( • 
I

this man was no less dangerous just because he had a family�r � r.\ /(;__ 0
t b !

sausage and cheese that had been left there the day before. She <Aon t W�f\t fo \'it • 'rfather haEl a famitJt- ¥ut-a-t-leas+ he seemed less frightening 8\ ; / b / � \ � 
<wl, juS\'" 0 oo\t brushed her hair/ put on a trace of make-up. when he talked -G-R. like this __.. "And your other son?" she � 0 I 1-.e.< �rel\(. o. lat\t., She tried her cabin door. It was not locked. _ --;-__ asked. "The younger one?" 

She went out. u Ntiw ht 1,.1�� Mt Rostov nodded. "Vladimir./µe's very gifted. He will be a great 

�ti_ 
�'-'.6.J,u.\y "'\ fo.t-«- / � (1
St.(M.f.c\ ic.ily evil, k 

A,- for [
hu \

'-j 
� f i H we"�

�)�O-J �o.icl, 

She walked along a gangway and followed the smell of food to tnf 1t'll.ij 0J �\\ •. \-.� mathematician if he gets the right schooling." 
the galley. She went in and looked swiftly about. \JO.S �ro.ri"j o-Jt.l �WZA J "That shouldn't be a problem," she said, watching him.eless-l;,-. fJ 

Rostov sat alone, eating eggs slowly with a fork. Now lJ:e ��ou.\tltC wi� o.. ft,�, "Soviet education is sup� the best in the world." g'} 
} looked up and saw her.[J/I-is narrow mouth �mett hard, his eyes incl"'\t\(J\t �pre.ss,o"o� It seemed -a-� thing to say, but it must have had some li\<..-e. o.. so.

f 

fe_ 
without emotion. Suza hesitated, then forced herself to walk �'� yiu... ,, special significance for him, because the -eei:iign look disappeared fo.ro..wa.y 
toward him. Reaching his table, she leaned briefly on a chairf...t:e- and his face turned hard and cold again. "No," he said. "It 
steady herseH. shouldn't be a problem." He continued eating his eggs. 

/ 
. 

l"Sit down." .g.ami:i�, ske-thought/IJ.e was becoming friendly, I mustn't lose X>tct tM�t"tly: STc.7

She dropped into the chair. ---�---... him now. She cast abou�r something to aring him baek What � 4.e��tr"t?.l
'/ 

5o.yj
. { "How did you sleep?" {, w�\- �\� -tky did they have in commor/J. t .. and- then •rern&1HbeTecl .. f "I lht.f\ skt WQ.\ l�1 ceJ • 

( 
She was breathing too quickly, as if she had been walking very "'�\k. Q.bc�t ? wish I could remember you from when you were at Oxford." 

, � S1't S"i<L Hu ioitt-s� .. k..fast. "Fine(" k "You were very small." He poured himself some coffee. 

{ 

His sharp, skeptical eyes seemed to bore into her brain. "You "Everyone remembers your mother. She was easily the most 
j(1 seem re-t:Ae-f upset." He spoke evenly, without sympathy or beautiful woman we'd eve-r�. And you're exactly like her." Q.-lo\lJ'\d

/ hostility. That's better, Suza thought� asked him, "What did you � S�t. 
"I ... " � }¥ords seemed to stick in her t� . I study?"

� 
aearly choking her. "Yest;;.day ... was confusing." 'Fhat mtteft t ...,c.s t,i,.�,:f\yswii;5, "Economics." 

. r w"s eo..\\/ �0 °' 
was certaio)y4i:ue. �0 was, "I never saw 8-flo/One die." 1 1 "Not an exact science in those days, I imagine." 

"Ah."�He reached for a coffee pot and poured her a cup. "And not much better today."J)amn neaF heresy;-he-t-Re\¼ght, 
� 

� 
"You're very young," he said. "You can't be much older than my rer-a-gcocl-S€Wiet citizen whose Gad was supposed to 1;,e economic, � 
first son." � . 

Suza sipped at the hot coffe1 hoping he would go on talking in Suza put on a faintly solemn expression. "We speak of 

l 
Ar !ctrl- ' hint- c,� ��l'f\O.t\ fee.Ii"� S�o� lt\
"'-osto..r 's 1tir.ere.ssiof\ � re.rh11,pS Ke. (eN',�U\bu.)

-the. f-irst tit\\L he.. ��t� o. M.,� di<t. 
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I ' I 
/ 

�t. SUM.t.{to a�t,tl'l bourgeois e�onomics, of course." )�1., we.I l�ul t, )� �stov stared at her. The blood seemed to drain from his thin � (\
;,._ 1 . . k h1M Su.c.ld.i.-.\y o\� 4 face}"�ffi�intends to�the � �✓� 4; n�o.c. 1 

�kt W�0� k1�1tJ... "Of course." Rostov looked at her as if he could not tell 

\\oQ:3a!�-i�i whether she were senous or not. -m..fac¢'h�-wuklH!�mtrH
[ .had intrigued him-f��t-H�a-� �n officer came into th_e\itt\� galley and spoke to him m Russian. Rostov looked at Suza a-M 
� regretfullyt5h0 thett-g-k1. "I must go up to the bridge." 

She had to go with him. She forced herself to speak calmly. 
"l'vfay I come?" J

He hes:::d) ��e--wa-ite4--fe· ... r ....,h-e .... r ...,,a..,11�sweHhe se

:] &-tried 10 r�assure h�l�, tel-li-Rg-herself tlra 
' • talkin • -�m 

reason he didn't tr st-h�i-A-t-he-wor ld coal 
S:i-0--witH-i:H+'���stuck here as..s� on a KGB ship_? 

.After a cenllJry she saw him nod, heare him say, "FoJ..law 

�i� po,K � c.o�d.t" Coparelli?" 

� 

l-t(. ¼.,i.cl' f ("[ "Are@� that you didn't �?" � tcllii M� / Im.lie. �L)
�v.1A f't\t:AAtA -to/ '-.J "Butlg,ot-with the Egyptians, surely+" w'ho 1 � '{ ! � � 
�«- s"'.�t!. ( "The Fedayeen. Hassan said this was your plan+" 0/ -

I \ 
R�st?v banged th� bulkhead with _his fi_st\-=fhe �mil;, mftR, the , \01>ki"j vuy "'":���q 

SGf)h-tstleated operative able to admIFe his Israel� ��\tio.t\ foe."' IWl0 

1 / S�z.� tkoll�M : Hoe
-gene\ "Hassan is ftlt>H=>�a liar/" � o.�rl o. tr",t?' • 

�"'-0"'\" \d ""�- t\t'� tB-ut'' God��&:- do this eight "but siu:ely tllerc's seffit\ Th,i """ .. �v.u � c.ho.M.t, ·
) �1\.JO'ftc.\ t"'\k,, ib M�J, . " sht. \c.At>N. �"''f. i\..o� ... t. 

t, Lt\iNt� ,•� ot1. �.\.
\v-try we can �top him • • • �i'IJe. N\-t. st1t"'\�• �k 

'"-· '> 

\ 
Rostov looked at her. "What's his plan?" �o.ia: "f'\cw½�v 

� .(M. 0.1\cA i� I (.(l((\ I \ ' \a "To �M 01rer, t<;\ hijack the Coparelli before Dickstein gets � O.l\\l \et.re:\� �ovJ uu. 
-, \cl IA\-<., there, then ambush the Israeli team, and sail to ... he didn't tell 

h,t. j �,�t,.t. - I.OIA 

(me." . -:-. ---------- J me exactly, somewhere in North Africat-J-e&lie-ve ... \ What was G 
Up in the radio room Rostov wa&-&mttiflg as he read through �M, your plan?" 

the messages and� translated them for Suza's benefit. He [�ostoiJ s�icl: "wv..y ..A.nd be told h�r . - "To ram the ship after Dickstein had 
.a1 seemed delighted with Dickstein's ingenuity. "The man is smart / MT� stolen the uranium-" 

�," he said. [ �� Yl�\\l.t� G.wa.y- "Can't we _ still do that?" 
"What's Sa vile Shipping?" Suza asked. )Wl.A �\\ov-itt\ • .. "No. We're too far away, we'd never catch them." 
"A front for Israeli Intelligence. Dickstein is eliminating all the -th�t if skc £\,cl I\Ot do tli 

I 
Suza knew �thing depended On-\vhat came ne*t. She

/ people who have reason to be interested in what happens to the �e�� �i� e.��<-tt'j ,�,-,.t, bo� crossed her arms to stop the +r-emors she--fe-1.t. She said, "Then �\\J(i,-j /;,, 
uranium. The shipping company isn't interested because they no �\e. �M "bic.k.\�t,;. w-Y

:.
"'(cl Ai�., "there\,�� only one thing-l�do. "ft:.oo befere he•eoutd ;�( we. <cv\ { � f rJlonger own the ship. Now he's taking off the captain and crew. Nolll.o�tolJ \otk.eil "f qtt-it,. Tku,,s • ��t .. i t'�arn Dickstein a-eet:tt-t-ke Fedayeen ambush so [ kWt. Mvl\- � 0't 

doubt he has some kinct' of hold over the people who actually� Jt' bt
a.
"'t; �"'\ Sl�'-��- that he can have a -gooa ehaaee-4e- take back the Coparelli." '&7 

I {[/_ 

the uranium(;:ue shook his hea<l in apf,-�Gn. k S � ,..,.-k She watched Rostov's face. }+nefeGffi¼y,he--wa.6-ha-l-f� �\<. r,w,sr swa\\o:4" ,'\_,
ihi� w,� 1.\lke>.i �g-) ��- Rostov was talking -0a-SH3/ to her/ 7\-.t<t. S�t. h�� SC\icl ;t,L �ough he-not-ea��ha<l been thinking along •.vrth irw6.� \��-l�\, ��

�

Sl.\"?A Wet._..tt .. d • '1,1 � like a colleagueJ "I suppose the breakdown was rigged?" �\fo'/WIIS thi ,J(.ij/ her ... perhaps ahead of hc�IPwarn Dickstein so that he can t�,���c)� c 

� "Yes. Now Dickstein can� take over the ship without �Mc\. t\e.. �,a
) 

� take the Coparelli back from ttf'e Fedayeen/ ser-he can proceed � Thu,./ 
firing a shot." according to {[[§ plan _ and we can proceed according to � <;;? 

1-t-was-her opportunity ... t-he-rne-ment to pr�ei:..loya)ty to @-" � ITT 

� 11¥-betraJmg-l=lassan.,....the man they all det�-ee- "-
T 

k "And so can Yasif Hassan, of course." 
"What?" 

FROM: SA VILE SHIPPING, ZURICH 
TO: ANGELUZZI E BIANCO, GENOA 
YOUR YELLOWCAKE CONSIGNMENT FROM F.A. 

,' 

.) 
( 



' ' .. 
PEDLER INDEFINITELY DELA YEO DUE TO ENGINE 
TROUBLE AT SEA. WILL ADVISE SOONEST OF NEW 
DELIVERY DATES. PAPAGOPOLOUS. 

,, 

lifeboat� cover /af wl!ief\ he/II loosened earlier. Th·e stem of the wh
-k, 

4t:{J h.o1 /

boat could be seen from the deck amidships, where the sailors 'U ✓ � 
were standing, but the stern could not. Tyrin moved to the stern, �� lifted the cover, got in and from inside put the cover back in SA place.{t_Ie was a big man, and the life jacket made him bigger. With [ v ✓ 

As the Gil Hamilton came into view, Pyotr Tyrin cornered some difficulty he crawled the length of the boat to a position 
Ravlo, the addict, in the 'tweendecks of the Caparelli. Tyrin -, 

J 
from which he could see the deck through an eyelet in the 

acted with a confidence he did not feel/-g��R,fj hold of Ravlo's 0\-\t �a<>f� tt. l,�Uf"-' tarpaulin. Nowt,-dam.i:i....it.\ it was up to Ravlo.(Be watched as a (J) [
sweater. Tyrin was a bulky man, and Ravlo was somewhat iw.M« (ll\A ro.�b� second detachment of men went down the ladder to the launch, 
wasted. Tyrin said, "Listen, fr-ie-ru:l-1 you're going to do something then heard the first officer say, "Where's that radio operator?" 

/ ((I !/ for me+" Tyrin looked for Ravlo/located him. Speak-Hp, damn you_ o.nJ r:11 

"Sure, anything you say." [ �co� boy .' ______ R_a�vp hesitated---. "He went over with the first lot, sir." G)
Tyrin hesitated. It would be riskyf-eepending on a man liln/ / "Are you sure?" 

�<i/. Still, there was no alternative. "I need to stay on board " "Yes, sir, I saw him." 
ship when the rest of you go on the Gil Hamilton. If I'm missed, :fyrifl-b.rea+hea-e-asier. " 
you will say that you have seen me go over. \fs-that elea-r.:A" The officer nodded,�aid something about not being able to tell J. a"'d 

"Right, okay, suref-" one from another in this filthy rain. 
"If I'm discovered, and I have to board the Gil Hamilton, you The captain called to Koch, and the two men stood talking in . 

can be sure I'll tell them�ecret." the lee of a bulkhead, close to Tyrin's hiding place.[''I've never l 1k C'.4('hi"' SA•tl,
"I'll do everythingl Illl do it-\" heard of Savile Shipping, have you?" 
"You'd betterlll'm counting-eH-i,t\" aftd-h�d him, st-ill- G, "No, sir." 

� t1Qt....r.eassured hnt feelio�U he could Lfl,ir\ \d hiW\�O • l-\t. "This is all wrong, selling a ship while she's at sea, then leaving 
All hands were summoned on deck for the cha'n~g-eo_ v_e _r_. T-he sea \..11).S Mt Ct.o.�suttd: ; the engineer in charge of her and taking the captain off."

(_
.,,,_

,.,,,. h..t t, ..... , I
o.t-i.cl/ 

\,"-,(. th11t \r,\01,1.\"I was too rough for the Gil Hamilton to come alongside, so she sent rt\O,." \'h' "Yes, sir _r imagine they're not seafaring people, these new 
a launch. AU.wore lifebelts for the crossing. The officers and crew f <oMi\� i•v. �t-'[ 'Y'j'> 

owners+" 
L 1.. W�U\ i� (at/\t. to of the Caparelli stood quietly in the pouring rain while they were fl\.\\ \...t "They're surely not, or they'd know better. Probably account-

counted, then the first sailor went over the side{ down the ladder, 1\t. c.c�11.c.\-. V\t. M'� ants." There was a pause. "You could refuse to stay alone, of 
jumped into the well of the launch. �"'\\ '\l> ri�c.e� • course, then I would have to stay with you. I'd back you up 

The boat would be too small to take the whole crew-they afterward.............:• 
would have to go over in two or three detachments, Tyrin "I'm !}fraid I'd lose my ticket." 
realized. While everyone's attention was on the first men to go "Right, I shouldn't have suggested it. Well, good luck." 

11A¾ ll�ht. 
11-----=�" 

( 
over the rail, Tyrin whispered to Ravlo, "Try and be last to go." "Thank you, sir." 

u The two of them edged out to the back of the crowd on deck. The third group of seamen had boarded the launch. The first 

[ 

The officers were peering over the side at the launch. The men officer was at the top of the ladder waiting for the captain, who 
were standing, waiting, facing toward the Gil Hamilton. was still muttering about accountants as he turned around, 

Tyrin slipped back behind a bulkhead. e:e was two steps from a crossed the deck and followed the first officer over the side. 



' 
Tyrin turned his attention to Koch, who now thought he was 

the only man aboard the Caparelli. The engineer watched the
launch go across to the Gil Hamilton, then climbed the ladder to
the bridge. 

Tyrin cursed si-lePtly.. . �e wanted Koch to go below so that 
he could get to the for'arcf store and radio to the Karla. He
watched the bridge,(saw Koch's face appear from time to time 
behind the glass. If Koch stayed there,� have to wait until 
dark before he could con tac� and reportlm Rostov? 

It looked very much as if Koch planned to remain on the bridge 
all day. 

Tyrin settled down for a long wait. 

When the Nablus reached the point south of Ibiza where
Hassan expected to encounter the Caparelli, there was not a
single ship in sight. 

They circled the point in a widening spiral while Hassan 
scanned the desolate rainswept horizon through binoculars. 

Mahmoud said, "You have made a mistake." 
"Not necessarily." Hassan was determined he would not 

Hassan had observed. They'd been expecting a fight at midday, �S
./; ( now they had to wait, dawdling about in the crew quarters and 0,.i;)� � .,A

1\-t.y Wt't hyreA V-f f-o,. the galley, cleaning weapons, playing cards,/bragging about past o.�1,. � • 
(oMhQ.t �1\tl i"-1.\t11.t.4l ttRd futtt attles.�ad cut th�F-two seaFHe-H- f/ � 0 .?-"J to rlo./ Ao.r\�tfou<; �11.,\-t, • e,ver an-�i-R5-�I the crew lteJ,Hheir distaR� \/-Id� s\b.1i"J wtl\-4;�0.'y
i\-.,<o\llli

'j 
��� \-o r{o-.lt. from the .efftey Fedayeen. � 

-\\..ti I c..ourit. tv e.� o�t.
1 Hassan wondered how he would handle them if he were / { Cl\o� i\..tst}

0.fW to t\e,M\(.\.Jt�. o��c}� �ible for them. Hele\ thought �fl-a littl� Mo.hmo�! h�� li�t.}t\ \ot 

fuw-. \\oA '\""Cl,m,\e) "'""' recently. Mahmoud was still the commander, but he was the one 
/

-\wo H..o.r,1,.0\ o\lt.< �¥\ W who had done all important work1-<liscovered Dickstein, (I) 
• • PA< \"'-\"\\', o.\\cA brought the news of his plan, conceived the counter-hijack, 

/ �:;��J �o� �\o"'t ;\..� kstablished the Stromberg's whereabouts. �eae;,-f>l:1Stfl66S � �,vl kt w�� b� inr.i110

� w,� � nroV.°' �n.��" to speculate on what ,his position\ would be' in the � ¥Joi-At r { U1 Sl1 

� � '-'t 'tJO.� '
6 movement,-t�l when all this was over_ And-it u,,as S10 { H\ 

Ul�(t :t � �eaF t_hat SH€h thoughts were on- Mahmoud's mi-na a& (. ( \CA,\r, MahMov.cl "'�� . 
"'� • No'N �.ell_ �.if there was to be a power struggle between the two�o..At""j i\-e. $P-M'-- �
1-\o.ss�" ft.\t- � \i�lt. of them, it would have to wait - First t-l;ier;e. was the nmtter-ef, [ 'i 0 rHl ¾ / 
t\Q.\J!.<.ov> ""�� ,� takiR§ &veF the Caparelli and '1.es.� Dickstein wheR-he l.. <:>\ ��Y ha� t/o � Lf._1
thou��t �bo�t tb.t • 1� at-t-aek-ee-· . - moi:e- • • · ilD-- "0

4<-k. t\l\\ l.l\•r=�we.� C1.l\ ve.,1 \,�t.\��:· � . • • had never been in war, never even $f\ 
\),tt\t. -�cl&.J • '1 had a gun pointed at him except by Cortone in -that ruined villa. ��{ \do..i 'tb to""i"� ru.\V\ -

st\ 11e. \ �� , oo 1'.w fa, 1'.14,
he-hWfl-4--l-i�-it-:-lH-fact.,-t�thett-ght--ef-it-matie-hlFR-

/ 
appear panicked. "This was just the earliest point at which we 

G> could meet her. She doesn't have to travel at top speed -"
t\UM•I\, (t.\S 'Nortit.J./ "----, "Why should she be delayed?" 

-h <'- r�\-..t, �"'+ µ.CI.HO.t\ m-H580U5,as-ditl-t·he-vie-lence-that .... �,vas certain-to come now .... 
There was a false alarm at four-thirty in the afternoon when 

'\\-..cu, "'-'i W"S i h 
1 

"P h h • • ' • II r 
/ 

Hassan s rugge . er aps t e engme 1sn t runnmg we . \,\{. 
\/'JQ.\ o.r<qic.\ �N\ �t.

q lbt o� Perhaps they've ad worse weather than we have. -Matry wr>.\ e-J'L" Moft. 4,,i" c� 
reasons." L \L b o\i�j rllc.;"j n•M�t r y

"What do you suggest, then?" S"o�i"' �.} fto.' 1 
b'I t"'rn;'

Mahmoud was also very uneasy, Hassan realized. On this ship O.M 1\,1.1\n;j o..r�1, by
0/ he was not in control,�he decisions��s-:-:-\ "We travel '\kc6w� "'P "'>ht.Mc\ J.,"t.

southwest, backing along the Coparelli's route. We must meet i" t',-( 'Ii\\�. �,t- .._t �\so 
her sooner or later." h.\t t.'tta·ia' �' if tt-.{y 

"Give the order to the captain," Mahmoud said, and went NO"- - i� �ty wor. !
below to his troops, leaving Hassan on the bridge with the 
captain. 

Mahmoud burned with thekanger of tension. So did his troops, 

they sighted another ship coming toward them, but after examin-
/ ing her through binoculars Hassan El� she was not the O..l'\N>�l\ca.J 

Caparelli, and as she passed they were able to read the name on / her side-/--Gil Hamilton. 0 c1
As daylight began to fade Hassan���ame tr-ttly � STc:. r c I

worried. In this weather, even with navigation lights, two ships 
/could pass within half a mile of �e.i; at night without seeing ot\.t. o."0tke..1 

each other. And there had been not a sound out of the Coparelli's 
secret radio all afternoon, although Yaacov had reported that 
Rostov was trying to raise Tyrin. To be certain that the Caparelli 
did not pass the Nab/us in the night they would have tokpend the � ,o a.bol.l.t <tJ
night traveling toward Genoa at the Coparelli's speed, then



resume searching in the morning. But by that time the Stromberg
� would be close by and the Fedayeen k=e� might lose the chance dJ

of springing a trap on Dickstein. 
Hassan was about to acknow-l� this to Mahmoud-who 

had just returned to the bridge-when a single white light winked 
on in the distance. 

"She's at anchor,., said the captain.
"How can you tell?" Mahmoud asked. 
"That's what a single white light�" 
Hassan fHtt-�, "That would explain why she wasn't off 

Ibiza when we expected her. If that's the Caparelli, you should
prepare to board+" 

'1 �j ,�<- \1\\4/ � ��J./ � MahmoudL11e<:H:1� and went off to tell his men.' 
A. ' G:>!?l "Turn out your navigation lights," Hassan told the captainJ-a-tt4 

[ r\_ If(:� �s the Nab/us closed with the other ship, night fell. 
� l::: "I'm �certain that's the Caparelli," Hassan said.

o.Mre.�S,t\j / 

Th;s�/ify
�"c..h I 

a.nd./ 

The captain lowered his binoculars. "She has three cranes on 
deck, and all her upperworks are aft of the hatches." 

aJ "Your eyesight is better than mine," Hassan saidt-sa+�.
"She's the Caparelli."

He went below to the galley, where Mahmoud was taei-R-g his 
troops. Mahmoud looked at him as he stepped inside/-aHti Hassan 
nodded. "'J:hsrs's no�uestion any long<M." 

Mahmoud turned back to his men. "We do not expect g-F<h'lt 
resistance. The ship is crewed by ordinary seamen, and there is 
no reason for them to be armed. We go in two boats, one to 
attack the port side/one the starboard. On board our first task is 
to take the bridge and prevent the crew from using the radio. 
Next we round up the crew on deck_,, He paused and turned
to Hassan. "Tell the captain to get as dos� as possible to the 
Caparelli and then stop engines."

+._ �e. kcto.1�e½
-� . 

( OQ.(,U. \1111� He turned back. �
�

tt14 � tt.t.
"Your weapon." Mahmoud threw him a gun\,-whl� Hassan c,J j 

fum.l,}lecl-stightiy-as-se caught it. It was a small pistol, almost a toy, n 
the kind of gun a woman might carry in her handbag. �-----(ii 

�s-thG�i:y-f.u&ID¥. �,A � f Hassan-ee� play t-hetf games too. He found what ib"'J\.ii :Il'4r\[Z::� tie 

looked like the safety catch and released it. He pointed the gun at 
the floor and pulled the trigger. The report was very loud. He 
emptied the gun into the deck. 

There was a silence. 
/Hassan said, "I thought I saw a mouse\" and gram.Hy threw the Q/ �e.., 

gun back to Mahmoud. 
/r �

Q,
\\�t\ we.,,J O\li, I L, The™ laughed even louder. • tec.\o.yt.e.t.

� k 1 �J»ith no gesture left\ went back up to the bridge, f-\t I
passed the message to the captainlgtnd returned. to the deck. It ",-
was very dark now. For a time all that could be seen of the _ k /Caparelli was its light/,1hen, gFGduall�, a silhouette of solid black 0 k 

�She �tro.\t\tJ d c.�e � 

became distinguishable against the wash of dark gray. " r 1 }Mahm.e�a, quiet now, had emerged from the galley and \ �e.. ��'/-t.t"-

stood on deck with the crew. The Nablus's engines died, the crew
lowered the boats. 

Hassan and his Fedayeen went over the side. 
Hassan was in the same boat as Mahmoud fA.e-.had terbe, from Sil . I

m�etrtt-ef-vievv-and Mahm�. The-sma-H launch bobbed on � \,-tt-\e. 
the waves, which now seemed immense. They approached the� J... she.U
side of the Caparelli. There was no sign of activity on the ship.
Surely, Hassan thought, the officer on watch must hear the sound 
of two engines approaching? But no alarms sounded, no lights 
flooded the deck, no one shouted orders or came to the rail. 

Mahmoud was first up the ladder. 
By the time Hassan reached the Coparelli's deck the other

team was swarming over the starboard gunwale. Hassan turned.to go,-awar@ th� J:Uddenly he was agaiR aR

errand boy/ Mahmoudl demonstrating that when it eotmtecl,ift___. _...,_ . 
�&{ he was still the -unaisputoo leader. Hassan felt"a rush of ih'(_ b(.\i l,4t,m h"-'J 
blood to his cheeks. 

Men oured down the companionways and u the ladders. 7.:._� 1\ Stil no sign of the Coparelli's crew. Hassan had a dreadful � l :eJt. 'D-.)-,S/ 

"Yasif." 

320 

premonition/ $omething �mee terribly wrong. �,t/ 1J \\Cl.A �01\� 

He followed after Mahmoud up to the bridge. Two of the men si 
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-fltld already fflftcle-Hloo-4,va--y there. Hassan asked, "Did they have 
time to use the radio?" 

"�" Mahmoud said .itHiis�t. 
They went back down to the deck. Slowly the men were 

emerging from the bowels of the boat, looking puzzled,� 
� 

• 
j ''1\t.. MqhMo�a s� iCA :

guns inkhi�d/: 
" t tht. M,oJ,e -New two men came across the deck with a frightened looking w,u" or :...:--

that they concealed the entrance to his small radio room. Now he 
¾

s� '1 
.wa�obligea• to get down o� hands and knees, pull awaylbox�, ��{ -I'>-, e,nt{ 0 I 

£crawl through a little tunnel to get in. iQ,rvA 
�� The set was repeating a short two-letter signal. Tyrin checked 

/ 
sh the code book/found it meant he was to switch to another a� v�

� 

wavelength before acknowledging. He set the radio to transmit --If ' 
and followed his instructions. ;;- ,, sailor between them. (e,\t�tc.. Rostov immediately replied. CHANGE OF PLAN. HASSAN WILL 

� 
Hassan Rervously spoke to the sailor in English. "What's =--- ATTACK COPARELLI. 

happened here?" T7<i1\ St>-icl 4\o\.\cl{. I Tyrin was..u.mlei:sta+ld-ai;>.13/-Ptim-eG, and made: REPEAT PLEASE. f<owl\ed 
repllt� i� Sofl\t otht.1 {�"�ua.�t.l The sailor\--Dieter Koch\ began to aA&wec io GermaA v,rheA 11 �e�"s, wh�t•) \._ HASSAN�A TRAITOR. FEDA VEEN WILL ATTACK COP AREL.LI. A� 
L (1 le...t's J &'} @assan had a sudden/ terrifying thought. "Ws-l:iave� checke& Joi� on� 11 

� The Coparelli was here, he was on it ... &lQ.ne exc�t-fe,Hhe J"\ / / 
[ the hold," he said to Mahmoud.[rhey found a companionway �r___, Why would Hassanffor the uranium, of course+ ') 0/0 I � wi"t � leadino below and{down into the hold. 

(;;. �
Rostov was still signaling. HASSAN PLANSLAMBUSH DICKSTEIN. �k 

M,4 [. 8'l Hassan found a light switch/ turned it on,(!'he holdJ-to Hassan'a��( Cu\\ 0� la,qt o;\
OBEY �FOLLOWING INSTRUCTIONS PRECISELY. FOR OUR PLAN TO � � 

�· " felieff was �pt�mcn. Wha-1-filled it were weocleti--w-e� Wq.S fu.\\ 0� (a,jto•\ PROCEED WE MUST WARN DICKSTEIN oFLAMBUSH _ 
1
�w--

-++--ntti
�

�E J.. 0/ 
·� 

1/ The drums had the word PLUMBAT stenciled on their sides. <:\ 1"-M�, sc.c.�� °'� 
�

gG0dee, at first c0nfused, then untlefStaflding. It pt1ts-!•1n ·t' ·� • d 11 'In . , I Sc.c.v..Cv\ w,t\-. woo�tn • • 
lt\A J ,,, s�, n�Hll"• lMh he uranium."' 11��.u ...... "8.-.. tm-ngs-saGk-i-H--place, Ye� c)eyer ExGe.pt what;...d0 I do? . 'Nt6.\ t \ . ll'Ml'J:W¥\o/V"'/ 
Rt: / l!amn said.the wrn:d,the-t·we-mt»r looked at the drums, then u He made: How? y � at each other. 'ffleiF-ex13ressi�lemn, thei·r-reelirrgs Ti'�"' f1owMa c:\S \..'-.�,c.�Jtct YOU WILL CALL STROMBERG ON. COPARELLI's REGULAR WAVE-

al o.( ocotalie. Especlally Hassan'�) For--lhe- moment all rivalry was -tt--il, ti-.,. hi! fo<� �\�ltd 
ENGTH/ SEND FOLLOWING MESSAGE PRECISELY REPEAT PRECISELY. � / 

Bl ' ·cl ·t I\ -� forgotten ifl-t.he grandeur of their victoryr, �') ,ne. IAA�u�t;:1 • u.:,e..'""' QUOTE COPARELLI TO STROMBERG I AM-BOARDED ARABSlUNQUOTE. J.. :C: Tl-ilN( WATLl-\
LWe. a, I ' �l 

� Wt. � �� a: .. \ t-:cv�iM�elf- Tyrin nodded. Dickstein would think that Koch had time to get
I\ "' (. T ot\£..' "� •"''" 
n.C\W>.t\. ,:�'f '\�, "''-'

. . ,, �t\ dt..,�l. �\- w\u,.t a _few �ords off before the Arabs killed hi�. Forewarned,

switch on the white light. Coming back, he had not gone up to the 

tL 
Karla could collide with Dickstein's-Copmein as planned.1-Hft&\ ,f shy l I �

f..� 1, <.. W"-l qoi"' to �t. ..i .  1 g <1 bridge but had walked Lrrther aft and entered the galley."'-Tyrin
th. J ft �--t �t--1 gut what about me? iyci" '"'j" � 

\::§ 
was hungry too. He would give his arm for a plate of salted �oM� 11\,j 

• 
He made: UNDERSTOOD{ heard a distant bump, as if something 0 �t.. I 

I \ 
herring and a loaf of brown bread. Sitting cramped in his lifeboat had hit the ship's hull. At first he ignored it, thenkemembered l \..t,.. 

� 
f\ot\...ij all afternoon, waiting for Koch to move, he had had l+H-l� to there was nobody aboard but himsel.f and Koch. He went to the 'if? 1 

tl ·1. / � V\�J eccup;t his thought8--beside5 his hunger, anct{liad tortured himself door of the for'ard store and looked out. 
• 

. Tl\i'�t.. o.\.;,,1.1.t � J.... T IL � eA �"'-t , 1 with thoughts of caviar, smoked salmon, marinated mushrooms i-1-assa-R-&n& Jhe Fedayee?( � J... f\ll o..," 

� � and+.
!Jl.

ost of all-l-brown bread. He closed the door\ hurried back to his transmitter. He made: o.nc! / � 
ft� Soct\ 1..� / � -Once Koch had disappeared from sight, Tyrin got out of the •HASSAN IS HERE. "\l 

� lifeboat, his muscles protesting as he stretched, and hurried along Rostov replied, SIGNAL DICKSTEIN NOW. 

'1 the deck to the for'ard store. WHATkTHEN? 
0 { He had shifted the boxes and assor�ed- junk in the main store so -E>J&A.Pll&Ml. 
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I ' \ • • 

-n � . 
� I\D.t\"-\ V'-'1 "'"� ,j ..Iy.t:m-d-ie-flot-t-r-ftfl£m-it--th�plet:ive-he-uttered to himself. 
\ �f\W\ ��',,.� • / 't-j, Instead, �mr-oote(4\ he signed off and tuned to the regular

- wavelength to signal the Stromberg. 
The( thought occurred to him that he might never eat salted 

herring again. 
''1 1'1t. \\e.cH<\ D� bt..i� Cl<""t.d. t-o
t\� �1', bu.t t"'-'s iJ rici.i.e,u.\ov�, 

11 
/ 

�°''� Nt..T '\),'\.L\R<1\, O.f\.c.\ �'t..y Cll\ I\ 

\��-. k,y The message from the Caparelli had altered .Q.iGkste.i.tu mood.
At first.he had been shocked. How had the opposition managed 
to learn so much of his plan that they had been able to -att-aGk the 
Caparelli first? Somewhere�J he must have made
terrible errors of judgment. Suza ... ? But there was no point 
now in berating himself. 'New jpere was a �e fight ahead. 
His black depression vanished. "The tension was still there, coiled 
tight inside him like a steel spring, but now ft-t-�85-t- he could ride 

o.�f ,I hi G>
�f\C,\ �t-1 / : 

lA<� to�tutt..��tf�. 

it/ use it/ 'tfow he had something to@with it. 
The twelve men in the mess room of the Stromberg sensed the 

change in Dickstein/ caught his eagerness for the battle/ 
(Each had an Uzi 9-mm submachine gun, a reliable, compact 

firearm \veighing nine pounds when loaded with the 25-round 
magazine and only an inch over two feet long with its metal stock 
extended. They had three spare magazines each. Each man had a 
9-mm Luger in a belt holster-the pistol would take the same
cartridges as the machine gun-and a clip of four grenades on the

( 
<i] opposite side of his belt. Almost certainly, ffi)-iekstei-fl-realize� 

' 11\l r:-... h I ,h d f • + ,._"' \:J t ey� a extra weapons o their own choice knives, blackjacks,
};-- / 

bayonets, knuckle-dusters and others more exoticlcarried super-
/r. {;v.� \�t.k1 (�,,....s stitiously[more-as-ra-Hsmen than fighting implements. 

\J \-.t It.. t\._t1 WO\.\\� 

\t>O" bt. r�\...li� 
o.� cl'f�J

kl\tV\J / 
�

gl Dickstein �R-i� their mood, knew withoot-eefleeit-
l'ht� � .. .i. eo. ;t-/ t.Roug-�-ie�that-u�me from h� 

superstructure in the stern. The main superstructure contained 
the bridge, the officers' quarters and the mess; below[were crew's 
quarters. The stern superstructure contained the galley, below 
that stores, and below these the engine room. The two super­
structures were separate above deck, but below deck they were 
connected by gangways. 

They were to go over in three teams. Abbas's would attack the 
bows. The other two, led by Bader and Gibli, would go up the 
port and starboard ladders at the stern.[!'he two stern teams were [ 
detailed to go below and work forward, flushing out the enemy 

/amidships where they could be a-H'ackee by Abbas and his men M.oWI'\ �bWf\ 
from the prow. The strategy j-he rnalizeEli was likely to leave a 

/ pocket of resistance at the bridge, wmeh- Dickstein assigned to so J p \�nt\e� 
(himself. h h>. � �'- bnd-�e..

The attack would be by night; otherwise they would never get 
/ aboard/would be picked off as they came over the rails.--Which \-\ l\qt 

left the problem of how to avoid shooting at one another as well 
as the enemy. For this he provided a recognition signal+the word fJ f 
Aliyah+and the attack plan was designed so that they were not "/

� / Qexpected to 6GFR�to.ge.t.l:le; until the very end ef-th��- lot\t<c.n t 0"t. o.M e.' 
Now they were waiting. 

� They sat in a loose circle in the galley of the Stromberg, 
I identical to the galley of the Caparelli_ Dickstein was speaking to
1 Abbas: "From the bows you'll control the foredeck, an open field 
l. of fire. Deploy your men behind cover and stay there. When the

enemy on deck reveal their positions, pick them off. Your main
problem is going to be hailing fire from the bridge."

� 

Slumped in his chair, Abbas looked even more like a tank than jrr1
usual {Dickstein was glad Abbas was on his sidep. "And we hold G � I
our fire at first - " G J

i . FtSd felt it before with men before a fight. �ear ... -aREl---atr They wt.rt.. a(rc.,·d, cu,�
, 
J 

wl � impatieoce to _get started-to relieve the fear( yVaiting;-tha't was -po.rl\clo�itQ\\y - tt\� 
<J{ , f tj ""h,ttle. 1�tlo/ alway& the worst partf fhe aetWfl was anestheticrf-he aftermat·l-1\ htv M�ilt.. fktM �er b

\ <J1 lwm or lose, was couAti-flg the deacl.J 1e.t sr1>..1te.cl, fo, +k, 

l "Yes. You've a good chance of getting aboard unseen. No A D1tkJr.i�; N,C).c:led •
point in shooting until you know the rest of us have arrived." 

�Abbas nodded. "I see Porush is on my team. You know he's 
my brother-in-law." � f)rcl�i"/ � . � had figured his battle plan in detail and briefed them. The , o.nA �fre.<vJA< 'fO'h 

��tw,t\.. Caparelli was designed like a miniature tanker ,U1olds forward and h.cvt e.i�V }\.\Nivt.c\ 

-fne,{ t o."4 amidships,{main superstructure on the afterdeck,ia secondary o< ye� woe.. �e.cu\ o.N\
J-ic.l ,-,ot CMe. a.t.l Moit.

"Yes. I also know he's the only married man here. I thought· � 
you might want to take care of him." 

"Thanks." 



' ,, 

'lky .u t
-,

i..eJ./

�h,.,o.y� f 05itriiS ti·(./

R�
<Ut\�u�� ( 

{-j b"t /w/ pt<pct,e�/� 0/
� l CAJ/lt.iY\/ 

------·--·

Feinberg looked up from the knife he was cleaning. The lanky
New Yorker washfor once,jnot gnnnmg� "How do you figure
these Arabs?" 

Dickstein shook his head. "They could be regular army or
Fedayeen." 

Feinberg grinned. "Let's hope they're regular army-we make
faces, they surrender." 

It was a lousy joke, but -m-.m,.c;:...ums1-Q.1:1�;i.m:00---a-revH·fl5tfl�
la.ugl,16- anyway. 

Ish, �-a,,essim-tst, sitting with his feet on a table and his eyes
closed, said, "Going over the rail will be the worst part. We'll be
naked as babes." 

J'Exceptj Dickstein said, ':remember that they believe we're
expecting to take over a deserted boat. Their � is
supposed to be a big surprise for us. They're looking for an easy
victory/ \fle're fere.wftrfle4J�nd we'll hdve H½� dark _,, 

The door opened/ the. captain�- "We've sighted the
Co parelli." >+-=w::w-�tP.Pn-trn-.� -X 

(1 Dickstein \leek a deep btca<thj stood up. "Let's go)i <.___ � \ 9,,1) 
ao.'t tok(. ._,.t ftil,,.t.<S. f!.-



t 
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SIXTEEN 

@ THE THREE BOATs'tulled away from the Stromberg in the last few
minutes before dawn. <. 

M. Within seconds the ship behind them was invisible. She had no 
navigation lights,� all deck lights and cabin lamps had been L d.t-.d
extinguished(even below the waterlinel.!o ensure that no light 1,-- �
escaped to warn the Caparelli . ..:-.
/\1. The weather had worsened during the night. The(Stromberg ( l<\prt,ir.o� ik..
.etrptain said it was still not bad enough to be called a storm, but D 
the rain was torrential, the wind strong enough to blow a steel 
bucket clattering along the deck, the waves so high that now 
Dickstein was obliged to cling_ tightly to his bench seat in the well 
of the motorboat. 

For a while they were in limbo, Lnothing visible ahead or l w;�
behind. Dickstein could not even make-ettt the faces of the four 5eE.../ 
men in the boat with him. Feinberg broke the#-ljsilence: "I still say $51 
we should have postponed this fishing trip until tomorrow." 

Whistling past the graveyard. 
Dickstein was as superstitious as the rest: underneath his 

oilskin andLlife jacket he wore his father's old striped waistcoat {._ hi\ 
with a smashed fob watch in the pocket over his heart. The watch/ � �
.afte.r-a� had once stopped a German bullet. .Power-fu.l-m.agiG-A0t � � I
�Km:aR-. I l 

----- J../n a way he knew he had gone a little crazy. His affair with ·,/ {l .
Suza,Lh>,-ineredi9k betrayal, had turned him upside down: his e>.� � . . 

\\� I old valuesLhad been jolted,�he new ones he�m� with her cw\ Mot1""i,011.�� �,u,·1� 
{ turned to dus( He still cared ab� some things�he � ... a� Lin �,·l �cu\,\1 fo, / : } 

wanted to win this battle, he wanted Israel to have the uranium, 
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, • , ; ih1t. o"''---tlij \\t a,a_ r.ot Ct\,Ce. o.'oo�, ��\ niM St!� �--------

� 1 • and he -wantedJ.-pers_onalJ� to kill Yasif Hassa{ He had no 
%\ ,sll!at"\Y? «ru\�o.l\a \ � -particul-a-r fear�of bullets� painf-evo� death. Suza had �&A-c-a-r-e
b�t,��t� �iM �I\� .)�. Let-Israel gtt its bomb, -aflti Esther would die peacefully,
, L 1 t 'r . w l Mattie would finish Treasure Island, and Yigael /ould look after

a;;;;� --1\e. 1\0." I\O l')l4 "'"'j '---==--. 
l.l... t l· 1 the grapes. • 1'

�I(� () l'1t. � ct,q b I f h h' b h h' ·1 k' / .::.���� 
1b: . J 

He gripped the arre o t e mac me gun eneat 1s 01 s m.h � 
litt- v.ii� � :\ t' Jl,\la�U\\�1 They crested a wave/ andithere in the next trough, was the�.,.,_q.:;�,...,."°�<\ ra..\t, 0 0

� Coparelli. 
c\S 

t.n Switching l several time� from forward to revers� in rapid 
succession Levi Abbas edged his boat closer to the bows of the Coparelli. The white light above them enabled him to see{clearly, 
while the outward-curving hull shielded his boat from the sight of 
anyone on deck or on the bridge. When the boat was close 

across the deck. "Take cover on the port side." �harrett beIJc,. [ 61 
across two yards of open deck,�partly concealed-Rew-by the raise� �'/hr.. h 1kb\ kt w,d <JI 
edge of the for'ard hatch. He mched forward. ,

.,, 
./ft� Abbas looked up and down the deck. At an·y moment they 

..,.f;r'� • / 

could be spotted,-which Fact vf(:}ttltH,e-ftflri�ttn�d by,\ bullets 1"t1 �olA.�. 1. to,e 

� into themJUp in the stem was the winding gear for the \<
":.

r"��i•\� �
anchor, with a large pile of slack chain. "Sapir _,, Abbas ;; ' o. { Gl.\,·J< t"id 
pointed, and Sapirt-u,RdarstandlHg\ crawled along the deck to the � ' 

position. 
. {"I\ll ta�e\ the crane," Porush said. likt. 

Abbas looked at the derrick towering over them, dominating 
the whole of the foredeck. The control cabin was some ten feet 
above deck level. It would be a dangerous position, but it made 
good tactical sense. "Go," he said. 

enough to the ladder Abbas took a rope and tied it around his 
waist under the oilskin. He hesitated a moment,[.shucked off the 
oilskin, unwrapped his gun and slung \i-tl. over his neck. He stood 
with one foot in the boat and one on the gunwale, waited for his 

_ ; \ o"Mi. o � 1\-.t.. e.�o"y 
�\\ov.\� �,pt;\ to \Dok. 
�i\ wo.y N>w, IJ'J�;\c... 
focv.ii.. w�\ 0-1\ th�

Porush crawled forward, following Sharrett's route. Watching, } Abbas thought/ He's got a fat ass-my sister feeds him too well. 0 / 
'--- Porush gained the foot of the cranel began to �limb the ladder-as--«� 0 / 

Abbas held his breathL�� he reached the cabin. �{ 

I 

moment, and jumped. 
�o� 0�� / He hit the ladder with both feet andLhands/ untied the rope 

0l--\t.. .I around his waist and secured it to a rung of the ladder/ went up 
L t\..tl'\ �houl� the ladder almost to the top,�topped. They wanted tE> go over the 

rail as close together as possible. 
He looked back down. Sharrett and Sapir were already on the 

ladder below him. As he looked, Porush made his ·ump, landed 
awkwardly and missed his gripf4 slipped down f rung before 
he managed to hook an arm around the side of the ladder and 
arrest his descent. 

Abbas waited for Po rush to come up close behind Sapir, then 
f}lit-lti-ffl.se-1+ over the rail. He landed softly on all fours and 
crouched low beside the gunwale. The others followed swiftly+ 
one, two, three. The white light was above them/ they were very 
exposed. 

Abbas looked about. Sharrett was the smallest/ he could 
wriggle like a snake. Abbas touched his shoulder and pointed 

1�ctc.\ u -ihU\ 

�f\J fo( � MOW\'\tt\t 
' 

A b�o.� I b<�ih {�� ht 
Jf\ �,s t�rol\t; b"-t 
Por"sh 

Behind Abbas, in the prow, was a companion head over a short 
flight of steps leading down to a door. The area was not big 
enough to be called a fo'c'sle, and there was almost certainly no 
proper accommodation in there-it was simply a for'ard store. 
He crawled to it, crouched at the foot of the steps in the little 
well{gently cracked ldp-erl'the door. It was dark inside. He closed i_o..r-.J
the door and turned around, resting his gun on the head of the 

(steps, satisfied that he was alone_ 6 

� 

There was e-lmos-t-n@ light at the stern end, and Dickstein's boat 
had to get very close to the Coparelli's starboard ladder. Gibli, 
the team leader, found it difficult to keep the boat in position. 
Dickstein found a boathook in the well of the launch and used it 
to hold the boat steady, pulling toward the Coparelli when the sea 
tried to part them and pushing away when the boat and the ship 
threatened to collide broadside. 

vuy (itt(e.. 

Gibli,�x-army, insisted on adhering to the Israeli tradition that 



hAa tl)50 [
�M-

0H<!./ °' .. �[ �p�,r�{

the offk�rs lead their men from in front, not from behind{ i-/ie 
wen-t first. He always wore a hat to conceal his receding hairline, 
and now£ sported a beret. He crouched at the edge of the boat 
while it slid down a wave; then, in the trough when boat and ship 
moved closer together, he jumped/ landed well/ moved rer·wttre. 

On the edge, waiting for his moment, Feinberg said·, "Now, 
then-I count to three, then open my parachute, right?"lffe ���1 

<{[ jumped im • '
Katzen went next, then Raoul Dovrat. Dickstein dropped the 

boathook and followed. On the ladder, he leaned back and 
� � looked up through the streaming rain to see Gibli �t reachw.i,g 

� the level of the gunwale/ then swing one leg over the rail. 

I 
Dickstein looked back over his shoulder, saw a faint band of 

0 lighter gray in the distant sky, the first sign of dawn-f 
/lhel'I fi._cltW�'> qJ s��' J J.. lfJburst of machine-gun fire and a shout.
" s •�k Dickstein looked up again to see Gibli falling slowly backward

<W\ -wt>..S/ off the top of the ladder. His beret came off� whipped away 

I 
by the wind, disappearing into the darkness. Gibli fell down, 

<\"q down past Dickstein� domi into the sea. 
�\\o�\e.a, 11�o, jo, 50.1

1\

/ Dicksteinr-stomaeh-ttirniRg, gave th�rro-open-frrel
tltw/ Feinberg � over the rail. He would hit the deck rolling, 

Dickstein knew, then-yes, there was the sound of his gun as he 
l - \ gave covering fire for the others _

� J...'MO."'Y And� Katzen was over/ and there were four, five,iguns 
crackling, and Dickstein was scampering up the ladder and 

.Ll 
pulling the pin from a grenade with his teeth and hurling it up and 

v I over the rail some thirty yards forward, where-l=te-ttt>fH�d it would 
cause a diversion without injuring any of his men already on 
deck _ and then Dovrat was over the rail and Dickstein saw 
him hit the deck rolling, gain his feet, dive for cover behind the 
stern su;erstruc�ur.t :::::::>
C \QiekssiR foll�anded on hands and knees, bent double 
under a sheet of covering fire and scampered to the stern. 

[where are they?" A 
� Feinberg stopped shooting-eH-1;' to answer him. "In the galley," 

J..jerking a thumb toward the bulkhead beside them. "�( the 
lifeboats[_and�he doorways amidships." 

33o 

"All rightl'+Dickstein got to his feet-l-";£e hold this positio
� 

�')., h � Q / '!,I.
until Bader's group makes the deck. When you hear them open ✓ .1f bfire, move. Dovrat and Katzen, hit the galley door and head � r 
below. Feinberg, cover them, then work your way forward along s�� 
this edge )el the deck. I'll make for the �rst lifeboat. Meantime o t { -4' ' 
give them something to distract their attention from the port stern 
ladder and Bader's team. Fire at will." 

T 

Hassan and Mahmoud w.ere interrogating �GA- when the th-e so.:lor / -

\kc. so.i\01 / .£1 
Hir. / 

shooting started. They were in the chart room, aft of the bridge. 
-K:em would speak only German, but Hassan spoke German-ttm. 
�ek.?.s. story was that the Coparelli had broken down and the 
crew had been taken off, leaving him to wait in the ship until a 
spare part arrived. He knew nothing of uranium or hijacks or 
Dickstein. Hassan did not believe hi�as he pointed out to ., for� 
Mahmoud/ if Dickstein could arrange for the ship to break down, (-\ 
he could surely arrange for one of his own men to be left aboard 

. I �- j it. �GA-was tied to a chair, and now Mahmoud-i;>reeee-deci-ffl..et½b i\e. so., \or WI).� Cl>.t• II\� 

off his fingers/ one by one/ ffl-efl€€HH-clge-Htm-t-0- tell a different G\ � iV\ O.r\ a.tte.Mr: I 
story. 'to Mo.\<-.� t,.,, 

They heard one quick burst of firing, then a silence, then a 
second burst followed by a barrage. Mahmoud sheathed his knife /J 
and went down the stairs/ which led from the chartroom to the tJ l 
officers' quarters. 

Hassan tried to assess the situation. -Mfth.mGt:id.!s-me.t1 were Tu(_ ttda.,e.e.'\

grouped in three places-the lifeboats, the galley and the main 

�\J 

amidships superstructure. From where he was Hassan could see 
, both po-rt and starboard sides of the deck, and if he went forward 

.?-J . . l�lj from the chartroom to the bridge he could see the foredeck. Most � Q,c.k.�te,," s r__ ,1 of the Israelis seemed to have boarded the ship at the stern. The � 1 
11 1-kre. l tDM'-1.0\\ f"'ltktrl Fedayeen, both those immediately below Hassan and those in the � °'"'� wtnt o-J�.' ���/\ lifeboats at either side, were firing toward the stern. There was no

� 

�iq\..•J\,\MP'-' 5, � 
J firing from the galley, which must mean the Israelis had taken it. J h. th ro \\ 7 .-At>t>&F&flt•�eyla- gone belm{butl.rad left two men on deck, one 'ik1 tl\"-,r h""t 1 , { t1

on either side, to guard their rear ___,. • 
01 

� Mahmoud's -1,eped-!ei. ambush had failed{�ie !i\g'\ [ fht�- �
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' I 

> spite of himself, al�QSI t<>el.-a.s=t-pleasnre..i�. The Israelis 
�6"'" / .al were supposed to be � down as they came over the rail. In fact/

theytd succeeded in reaching coverr=Fhe advantage \vas-gonq 
� it was new all even ... \ 

The fighting on ..t.ae- deck was stalemated, with both sides 
shooting at each other from good cover C--t Wftieh was the
Israelis' intention, Hassan assumed+to keep the opposition busy 
on deck while they made their progress below/[attackl-Rg the 
Fedayeen stronghold, the amidships superstructure,kifter making 
their way the length of the 'tweendecks gangways. -

... � 
under lire. There was a burst from the cabin of the crane as � ('}hPorush fired back. 

""�� The shooting from the bridge was amateurish, wild and 
• �inaccurate-the man was just spraying bullets. But he had a good / & position__. n,e was high, and ell rotected by the walls of the 0/ � � 

bridge. $ooner or later he oul it something. Abbas took out a sj tf G Lt7 v �
grenade[ lobbed it, but it fell short. Only Porush was close a.No\/ 
enough to throw into the bridge, and he had used all his grenades/ 1-/ 
H:l� only the fourth had landed on target. � 

Abbas fired again, then looked up at the control cabin of the 

0 J It. WO.)� 

Where was the best place rcrr-htm to be? Right where he was, 
Hassan decided. To reach him the Israelis wettlei-rnwe to fight 
their way along the 'tweendecks, then up through the officers' 
quarters, then up again to the bridge and chartroom* tough 
position to take. 

crane. As he looked, he saw Porush come toppling backward out 
j 61 of the control cabin, turn over in the air, and fall} a dead weightj l,k.e. 0 

/ 

to the deck. 
\ And-r A_b_b _a_s -th_o_u_g-ht

-:,

f $ow will I tell my sister? � h L[1
The gunman in the bridge stopped firing, then resumed with a 

f P..ut wo. \ o.{

[_ 

L--A-huge explosion from the bridge. The heavy door separating 
bridge and chartroom rattled, sagged on its hinges and fell slowly 
inward. Hassan looked through. (6. grenade had landed in the
bridge. The bodies of three Fedayeen were spread across the 

burst in Sharrett's direction. Unlike Abbas and Sapir, Sharrett 
/ GJ had very little coved squeezed�� between a capstan and (D �e. w�s. -of

the gunwale. Abbas and Sapir both shot at the bridge. The 
)unseen sniper was improving_ bullets stitched a seam in the (J) 

. deck toward Sharrett's capstan�cl their taFget,\ Sharrett _; �tV\
screamed, jumped sideways, jerked as if electrocuted while . t , � 

bulkheads. All the glass of the bridge was smashed. The grenade 
must have come from the foredeck, which meant that there was 
another group of Israelis in the prow. As if to confirm his 
-thought, a burst of gunfire came from the for'ard crane. 

'1 Hassan�e-ai:mchair :i.v.aFFior, >..vas-r.etired. 146) picked up a 

� bullets s-m:GGG60 his body, until at last he lay still�� � t'r\Olt -t�"'c.Ytd 'I\. 
0 

,,,J I �foad echo. . . °' "" �e SUt�ff\t") steer��. 
The situatiqn was bad. Abbas's team was supposed to com-

mand the foredeck, but at the moment .seme damn � on the -fk� M�t\ /submachine gun from the floor, rested it on the window frame, 
and �emmeaeee- to shoot back. bridge was doing that -[Abbas[threw another grenade. It 0 [ l 

bt.l to fc:ih. hi"'
landed short of the bridge and exploded, .. at� the flash CD/ 61,1.t. �4t.-

might dazzle the sniper for a second or two.{Abbas was on his feet f.. Whe" t\..� �o."j Cl).11\e.. ••
Levi Abbas watched Porush's grenade sail through the air and and running for the crane, the settRa of Sapir's covering fire in his c..r��h / 

into the bridge,Lsaw the explosion shatter what remained of the ears. He made the foot of the ladder and started firing before the 
/glass. The guns from that quarter were briefly silenced, and then sniper on the bridge saw him./jullets were clanging on the girders f... Then b 

a new one started up. For a minute Abbas could not figure out all around him. It seemed to take him an age to climb each step\ 0 / 
/ j.,1°r what the new gun was shooting at- none of the bullets landed JOme �Romou&- part of his mind began to count the steps+ S� \�"'Q.tic.. 0 

(I �H- near him. He looked at either side. Sapir and Sharrett were 1, h'� b '---seven-eight-nine-ten- Th / 
l 

both shooting at the bridge, and neither seemed to be under fire. nt W"-\ ' Y ( (f ricochedtmllet entered his thigh just below the hip boneJ-t-b<:l ci.J LG> e.. 0 
0 l-j Abbas looked up at the crane+Porush/ it was Porush who was ( ( shock of it seem� to paralyze the muscles in the lo_wer half of his �c:\ / 

332 \+ U ""t kill h,,,,, b .. �
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' 
.0\.\� ho.cl • body. His feet slipped from the rungs of the ladder l a moment of

L �� r �� o.:J. /
0 Ht.1�<nt� 'a.r-.1 
; O.t\<l �e. di tel 

J.. Widt-t.�«, �\.\Hicv,�t�f ;b"t"y' ; C\� fu. (\.o, r do ltc\ 

confused panic as he discovered that his legs would not work. Instinctively he grabbed for the ladder with his hands,L missed/
----.-:- /and fell}-turrnsg partly over-as-ae landed awkwardly, ane &F��\'l(t4K1j his necJi The door to the for'ard store opened slightly and aifrightened ; d-/+yrift. looked out/ r/lobody saw -him as4le (tHfokl;, i:etFeatfG back J, o.Nl ,t wu. insidet-Giesing the dGGr tight after hirJt. 

• 

.J� 
[3,tone the bloody crows," he muttered/�y-,ettt �� [_ 0/ �l 

�� 
reloaded his gun/put his back to the door and '8'][ p;:_0[!-le. slowly slid • upright to a porthole in the door at eye level. 

�� He risked a look/ saw a passage with three doors on either side Q He../ and, at the far end, ladders going down to the mess and up to the chartroom. He+ealii!e& that the bridge could be reached by either Kf\t.w of two outside ladders leading up from the main deck as well as by /way of the chartroom. � the Arabs still controlled that part �ow<.ve.l, of the deck and could cover the outside ladders N the only way ; �e.c��{to the bridge was(if;J}>way. � He opened the door and stepped in/ crept along the passage to 0[He,/ the first cabin door, opened iti_and threw in a grenade. He saw one 'i' of the enemy begin to turn around, and closed the door. He heard As Katzen and Dovrat rushed the galley, Dickstein took advantage of Feinberg's covering fire to move forward�inij bent double{past the point at which theykfl boarded the ship/ past the galley door,�hrow� himself behind the first of the lifeboats, one that had already been grenaded. From there, in the faint but increasing light, he could make out the lines of the amidships superstructure, shaped like a flight of three steps rising forward. At the main deck level was the officers' mess, the officers' dayroom, the sick bay and a passenger cabin used as a dry store. On the next level up were officers' cabins, heads, and the captain's quarters. On the top deck was the bridge with adjoining chartroom and radio booth. 

the grenade explode in the small space. He ran to the next door on the same side, opened it, (threw in another grenade. It � o.ncA___ exploded into empty space.'ile.1e. Wo..'>[ ( rline more door on this side, �r his last gre� /f.re ran to the o / Ql\cl h� "°'"' "0 { C

Most of the enemy would now be at deck level in the mess and the dayroom. He could bypass them by climbing a ladder alongside the funnel to the walkway around the second deck, but the only way to the bridge was through the second deck. He would have to take out any soldiers in the cabins on his 0 ( [ own -t_!e looked back. Feinberg had retreated behind the � galley, perhaps to reload. He waited until Feinberg started 
w,\aty I / shooting again, then got to his feet. Firingl(rom the hip, he brokei\. �"'��t.c\ h from behind the lifeboatl-,nttl across the afterdeck to the ladder� J\ � f �Lht. , -aA4 �ithout breaking stride{jumped 0¥0 the fourth rung and CJ,f\.Stiov}/ � scrambled up,-1,1er,1 aw-&F&that for a few-l�seconds he made an � easy target, hearing a clutch of bullets rattle on the funnel beside 

"1\til ht ft11t£..� oAA/ him, '!finally r-eaoning the level of the upper deckt-,wk&«} h� flung � himself across the walkway J lying .aew- against the door to the officers'�
fr, fetJ.. 1tf, bcto.tki� h�nl / 
MA 11\.t�,-� witt-. tffo,t, / 334 

Wo. '\ St\teJ with t\ �ir.d, o\, Mo.c\ ei\.\ \ t,h o":

i . I' . . "u""i, � iv.ore. � ru,OJAt.5 door, threw 1t open,'°'went m firing. There was one man here. (Q.� oHe\(\ been firing through the porthole, but now he was easing his �oJ / .. gun out of the holej turning around_ Dickstein's burst �ippetl � 0/ o� b11,,lle.t5 ( • .rum--acrosnhe-fniee,1,e. s\,•u.J. !\iM ill\ h."\f Dickstein turned �ck4'4 faced the open door/ 'f aiting. The �nJ {, / w/ / door of the opposite cabin perup� Dickstein shot f\�vJ opt" o."J down the man behind itJ �en- stepped into the gangway, firing 0 \ '[ Ui("-tre,·t-i \blind.,( "J [ A lhtr(. v.a.re.... 2 �ore cabins to account for. The door of the nearer one t / opened as Dickstein was spraying it, and a body fell out. 
� One to go. Dickstein watched. The door opened a crack, iciose� Dickstein ran down the gangway, kicked open the door, {f�er'\ i "'j'1i"' } sprayed the cabin. L "'tpo return fire. He stepped inside+the J.. Thv� w�s n ( Cb occupant had been hit by a ricochet and lay bleeding on the bunk. { � Dickstein was 4-ee-=.eesia�self to rnalizc fully wha-t he M �� "30-H©=/-taken the entire deck on his own. � Next, the bridge. 'F�pe-Htng kim ne•N v,•as OR � 

� .aat@mat.iG-a�jl_e ran forward along the gangway. At the far end (1 � 
�the companionway led up to the chartroom and down to the officers' mess. He stepped oiyo the ladder, looked up, and threw\ 
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' 
I 

• . • ..cl\' a"c.l l)(Jc.�tei" c.ou.lr..\
/ • • 

/ , \l)\t M�tt. 01.4,'t th(e..-e, 
himself down and away-Heffl. the snout of a gun pokecj,,down at J 

• 

�,,,,-

ooi:\1-t-S-htm and began to fire. 
His grenades were goneJ-a<.H.em�nded-mtnS& . The man injh

chartroom was impregnable to gunfire/ �eYculd stay �ind the
edge of the companionhead and fix:e,.....6Irnd down rreladder
Dickstein Heedecl to get o�dder, ��tt-�; ftege. 

�,.J / He went into one of the f�ard cabi to overlook the deckJ4tf 
try to assess the situ ·on. 4£--wa��i:o�i=lettgh,i on the 

� foredeck: �e,.'1eaQ...l;) • nly one of the four men of Abbas's 
W°'-\ l Hc'T � teamL�. firing, witl:i at 1eas-t �vo or three gunsJtiring fr�m the
1\t. lt�inij 

h,o..tl; / bridge at-flotffl-, trapping him behind a stack of anchor cham.
Dickstein looked to the side. Feinberg was still well aft-he 

had not managed to progress forward. And there was still no sign 
of the men who had gone below. 

The Fedayeen were well entrenched in the mess below himj 
.aati-.from their superior position they were able to keep at bay the 

::;::: men on deck and the men in the 'tweendecks below them. The 
only way to take the mess would be to attack it from all sides at 
once-including from above. Whrefl. meant taking the bridge 
first. And the bridge was impregnable. 

t<1 Dickstein ran back along the gangway and out of the aft door. 
w�th <,ii\ f O l It was still pourin� but there was a dim/cold light in the sky. He

"- could make out Feinberg on one side and Dovrat on the other.
\.v.t;i h<- ��t' h.�0/1-ttlHe called out their namesl(pointed at the galley/ t4lea jumped 
½\.((< �tte.w\t\Or\ ( lj' '( from the walkway to the afterdeck, raced across iX and ttt,er ally

. dove into the galley. 

k �� 0/ fl� i�e.y 
They/.got his mea�ingJ aei4 � mome�t laterkfollowed him in. 

iJ)i(.Lstci" s,i4; <!>[ � J...."We have to take the mess!" ���&FR. 
lc\o,..'� st.� ho11J,} / ''�'' �sa�i�d_!F�e�in�b�e::r[g·:...-----------

(D "�� it from all sides at once _ port, starboard,
I'��"�� to -'0�,t4 below and above. First we have to take the bridge. Tlrat.'?miAe. 

1 

0 o/ When I get there I'll sound the foghorn/Jhat will be the signal. 
1 WAA\ 'f it"I e/ �go below and tell the men there+" 

,---rr'I--, _ 
'.>,tk to � � <to.°'/<;:,I "� _b..ow will you� the bridge?" Feinberg said/ ne-srrri-1:e- 0 I 

- g"\ �
�"Over the roof."

... 4tts. 
h \/ • L 1 Z,,}-,.On the bridge,1--.Hassan had been joined by Mahmoud and two � ��•, �

{of his Fedayeen, who took up firing positions while the leaders sat/.. Mofe. i1�9>�on the floor and conferred. "��' 
"They can't win," Mahmoud said. "From here we control too 

much deck. They can't attack the mess from below,�he compan- k beCAu.�e.
ionway is easy to dominate from above. They can't attack from 
the sides or the front because we can fire down on them from 
here. They can't attack from above because we control the down 

/ companion. We -R�ie- keep shooting until they sur- ) u�t 
render.'' 
/... "One of them tried to take this companion a few minutes ago. I L �().lil\V\ iQ.io\ 7
stopped him _" 0 / 

"You were on your own up there?" � 
"Yes." 
�1'een leatler-smileQ.j put his hands on Hassan's He. / / �� I shoulders. "I-eeHeve �ou are now one of�,, A. � 'l 'fht. fecl<A.1cct\, \,id.J\
Hassan ��ut-wi-tj;i the thought that was on both .et" their \Joie.�/ �

minds. •� after this?" � A11/ 
Mahmo�d �dded. "Equal partners."� clasped m& hanf [ 'tht.y <g1 Sk
Hassan repeated, "Equal partners." [: <r-1 L "And nowtrMahmoud said,''1 think they will Ger-fflinl;r try for �g) t.n ° /

that companion�ay again-it 'k their only hope." ':, / 
"I'll cover it from the chartroom," Hassan said. 

/ � JJtey �stood up J � stray bullet from the foredeck came in � l i boi ; ;{�
through the glassless windows and entered Mahmoud's brairi , �ne\ he. dlecl '"'1\-o,t,\\y �

And ¥� Hassan,-Gf-a-1-1;:>ee�le{ was-6tttiti� leader of the g-J fl t\..e. {
Fedayeen. 

T 

Lying on his st�aeh, arms and legs spread wide for traction, belly 
Dickstein inched his way across the roof� 1.vHi&R\ was curved, ol-\: / � 't /totally without handholds(andklick with rain. As the Coparelli J.. '-\ti.cl 4" l "" ' wo.S

"heaved and shifted in the waves, the roof tilted forward, 
backward,[from side to side. :i:lie-bes. Dickstein could do was ""�( All/
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\ , . . v, N\o(e. � \l.\U(. 'fhAA �� .)��(.N\U\t? 4..· 
o..J.J {1 �\i<At.,/ , I ' press hi;,self to the meta�to slow � his � ��el submachine gun Ii been lost/ he had no time to draw his pistol or� 4 S ",. «n4 / l h iS
try " 

• 'l �� ______ knife. There were two bs on t
. 
he bridge, one on either side of ./' �h Wh.tl\/ At the forward end of the roof was a navigation light. -If h:E--- -

, 

him, both holding machine gu nd firing down orfo the deck. As I �{' 
\..\111 reached that he would Ra¥&-a-l��ttt\�is progress toward it be. ,��e., �o, h(.._ Dickstein straightened up they bega turn toward him,� � 

� 

�or//;'-t\ . /
was painfully slo�. He� within a foot of i�'th�n the ship rolled �l.\\tl 'nM 0"'- to .a.Lthe..,i;1;}c&Rft@-.r-0f�iJJ.al. tkei, �<..es o. pic.�<e O t 0(!) It w,s( , °'"'� ,t to port and he shd away/ a long roll� took him all the way to l\-. • Dickstein/ fractionally nearer the one on the , t side! � w�sl0iWt""t.""t. 

/ c:;J <i1 E_ w,"'/ the edge of the roof/ wl-le-r� Jor a momen. t he hung� one a.rm 

I 

ad.v.at1tage-e.klle.i.f sttrpr�lti&R out with a-EGGt which�anded on �<. \Q.s\..�� / KiC:� v l ..,. -
ri/, 11 d -fht. tei � 0� hif le.q h • f h ' lb ct�Q lt

.lj� 4. litt\t./ {over a thirty-foot drop to the deck. The ship rolle
'J.

more,�1e tne J t e pomt o t e man s e  ow, momentarily paralyzing his gun arm._
/ I\. to dig the fingernails of his right hand into the painted metal of wtnr 0"v1 o.t\-\ � jumped for the other man� _2is machine gun was � ITT 0 � 

the roof. / swin°in toward Dickstein/a split second too late/Dickstein got in- Jvrl I QI 
/ kt. w�� C\f\ Q�M\iSI":'} �\.\\<...�e ship, aR<l-f)iek.Ast-etfl;-See.fflee-&HSf)efttle&.- _ tk�;�!,�_t1'--'0"�/ side its swing/ brought up 1s right hand in � two-stroke blow I the H(. J he. kl\ew; 

The Caparelli rolled back. "E¾.�� heel of his hand hit�R-§ the point of the Arab's chin, snapping his [} 
���c.r <lt\� �\\tt! Dickstein let himself go with the roll, sliding�toward the naviga- !he. o\i\ei M�I\ waS head back for the s�cond stroke as Dickstein'sffingers/ stiffened for � \.i�nJ, <;I1 / 
G>/ [ fl, • ..1./ tion light-� the ship pitched up, the roof tilted backward, b L"'S f\ a karate chop, came downlinto the exposed' flesh of the -ma� i��,cA soft 

IJ� I, l: (jC\,.-1\� '-'f N .,� fR J\: 
and he slid in a long curve, missing the light by a yard. Once again 

Q,c.,k.sh.i" l,�t-ffl 
throat. �efore the man could fall Dickstein grabbed him by the [ 

he pressed his hands and feet into the metal, trying to slow himself 
AO\ 

jackey swung him around between himself and the other Arab/ �"G-\ / 0 / 
/ t\{Ad MOJ\ i>.f\J'\ 

/ down; once again he went all the way to the edge; once again he i\hurle him across the bridge as the machine gun l:>e.�mg. The opt"'-<! 1Af 
hung over the drop to the deck _ but this time it was his right arm dead body took the bullets/ crashed into the other Arab, who lost a.NA} 
which dangled over the edge, and his machine gun slipped off his his balance., went backwa�d out through the open doorway and • 
right shoulder and fell irito a lifeboat. fell to the deck below. 

cl ��t./ h �"� 1-0e ship. rolled back and pitched forward,(Dickstein found ,-.. -Bttt JPere was a third man in the chartroom, Htis-ene guarding � i; <'i I 
Nith il\tlt(\\in' spt.eAil\1 himself sliding o-�r-6 toward the navigation lightJ'8-R<i}his time the companionway �eading down. In the-few. seconds during -\\,e.� I
G>/ Ht .,.��•4/

.� he reached it/ """'1a!Jl'd.u> g,.al,.ll@le.eMwith both hands. The light which Dickstein had been on the bridge the man had i.....m,., ir] { �t\l\� M"' Orc.lt�!eu, 
J was about a foot from the forward edge of the roof. Immediately awa,r4 stood up) and turned aroundJ l efl � ; Cttc,nis�c:\ �°'��

I 
below the edge were the front windows of the bridge, their glass -"¥a-sif-Hft-s-sarr. \.\o.�sAA. 

Ln k, "-"-,l Lo'4t ilt'-'I \ long ago [smashed out? �two gun barrels poking�through -t-he-i-r- �"ti\ tx•s MOtJ\tl\t Dickstein dropped to a crouch, stuck out a leg, kicked at the 
• � �. Oitbte.i" ho.<,\ httW'_ broken door which lay on the floor between himself and Hassan. 

/ � h�t. Dickstein held on to the ligh{but�could not stop hi� slide. His li�c o. M"'dxi...e, Ct£».�'") The door slid along the���!riking Hassan's feettf�t-enough src.T0/It w�sonly 
J.. it\ t:\ w,clt. swu�r body swung abou� heading for the edge. He saw that the front of Hfk,i"dy io t"'-_'1\hll'J . to throw him off balance/ /j..s he spread his arms to recover his , b� r C\ /

the roof, unlike the sides, had a narrow steel gutter to take away the 1\�-\- c.o�f,o""ttt\ "'l'I\> \t\¼"'j equilibrium Dickstein moved.�0-IGag&-wawe-t-k� . 
rain from the glass below. As his body swung over the edge he �i\ MN•"\ srttM e\�" . R4s..inst�-nGt.s-afltl-ttti-�iflg-1½6-W-lla-G-9€,C.R-aaee� 

{,)(.ry t'Mit wi"'-oul" tcl\\hO'Jl

released his grip on the navigation light, let himself slide forward :t \l ;I\ tf"in;A� �he most hat-ed;-ms-p�nat-&Re-mj. Rage gaue.it-e-
with the pitch of the ship, grabbed the steel gutter with his finger- ��'1:,��"'-�w

rbJ�v..i«lt. -ew-F1--dime.R&iGcR4e-h-is-sp�..aRG-f>� [ie took hold of Hassan's_tips4md swung his legs down and in. He came flying through the �IN\· h"'t Mw a- w,s gun arm by the wrist and shoulder,kvith a downward pull broke
broken windows feet first to land in the middle of the bridgel bent �,r� "11\0,t\ �"-t. l'iaw, the arm over his knee. Hassan screamed/ the gun dropped from
his knees to take the shock of landing, then straightened up. His f(ltec.\ wit� �t tM.�'1 °� his useless hand. Turning slightly, Dickstein brought his elbow 

�\ \ \...-t. \\t\o\ t'1t( \011t�- �­

�t w�� (Jo\Se.SSt� by �foa

h11t1CG\ Qt\<\ �t\ ),(\.�� •. 
(lt j"'"'" "ii'\<\ o.id.t.� �,e.� 
t\AA\, powe.r. 
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I ' I 

' • back in a blow which caught Hassan just under the ear. Hassan Dickstein had intended to spend IIHR0sl a second or two hiding ¾s� ""'l I
� turned away, falling. Dickstein grabbed his hair from behind, in the companionway. At any moment one of the Arabs might 

✓� pulling the head backward/ /s Hassan sagged away from him he 1. look up it to check_ If Koch had collapsed heft! have to go o/ 't-Jov..\�/
lifted his foot high and kicked. His heel struck the back of 

,. �) 
back up there and-

& Hassan's neck at the moment he jerked the head. -A:-teHrale--saap- "'ti'{. W"-S � 
�

·, V, The foghorn sounded. 
( � �des"vent shtek,t-k&-heae-leHecl7--A-�hiag. Sf\�f �s �\\to�\- o\-- Dicksteinlom€>¥e&} was firing before he landed. There were two JV.M{>t� • He, 

v,:/'> 
l teN,,ol\ IJ'llt.1\ \ � f · . \�� 1,� Dickstein let go\ the body crumpled. t th� M""'s MU\(, t men close to the oot of the ladder. He shot them first. The finng 

�-\ �t.--11\•P!!,,1,ll,M\t
, 

He stared ..f.ef---+ 1:rH:)frle.R�m-i.i;i,g-baGk-as-thoo.gh-fl:Gm-00 ° M \\.,'\ ht.(;\.� \o\\�(r�) from outside went into a crescendo. Dickstein turned in a rapid
�,\� (.i"'l t�h"ol\ m,3,� atteretl-sffltei , �lfF;# �"'\��r o 

half circle, dropped to one knee to make a smaller target, and 
- I / ,..- \l).t.,h• '"' ,,\ u.<\. • • 

T -A.Re then he saw Koch. .." "'-'S �1\,
0� sprayed the Feday_een along the walls. Suddenly there was 

4! «; V 
,. The engineer was tied .to a chair, slumped over, pale as death another gun as Ish came up from below; then Feinberg was at one 

�ot �rl
����

ih1,lc.I CM' &1 �

but conscious. There was blood on his clothes. Dickstein drew his door, shooting; and Dovrat, wounded, came in through another 
knife/ cut the ropes that bound Koch/ a.R4saw the man's hands. door. And then, as if by signal, they all stopped shooting/ The ,qrv!/ t/

(}l
e 

� . 
i . 

silence was like thunder. . 
"I'll live," Koch muttered� ,!.!.J-t.+rink= ... l· &trt[ �e did not 'Fhey-were-a-l0n�jth the ra.tpses-ef-the-oo�m,r,, AllLdead. d1 �i��f:dCl�u"\>Jt�

get up from the chair. Di�kstein, still kneeling, bowed his head in exhaustion. After a 
Dickstein picked up Hassan's machine gun, checked the moment he stood up and looked at his men. "Where are the 

\ magazine. It was almost full. He moved out oifo the bridge and others?" he said. 
located the foghorn. Feinberg gave him a peculiar look. "There's someone on the 61

"Koch," he said, "can you get out of that chair?" foredeck, Sapir; I think." '° f ?'jKoch -di-ct, swaying unsteadily until Dickstein stepped across ..t),lek-stei-ri-was-a.k-aki-t�e-:,H questi�ft'-t have '' ArJi. t�t. re.si · 
and supported him, leading him through to the bridge. "See this .ro.-.. � 
button? I want you to countJ slowlyj to ten{ then _lean on it." "That's it," Feinberg said. "All the others/ dead." art. 

Koch shook his head to clear it. "Itft handle it _,, -Weittrer Dickstein-k-a-1.f-slumped against a bulkhead. "What a price," he i/ 
�loo at t���e-ir.@A;,\ . saidf-R,imself-feeling me-r��aG-tfl.a.H-aWJ�. q�ie.tly 

/ "Start. Now." kfhrough the smashed porthole �tH:&t-daynght-matie l... Loe. ki":j ol.\; t 
"One," Koch said/ ·':two _,, Hiei-i-ewF1-ftflfl0'ttAeem6i½t... 

Ir.
{.. 

SQ-t'J ti\":\- I Dickstein went down the companionway J came out on the it wo.� do..y. <Z. -c::_
second deck, the one he had cleared himself. It was still empty. 
He went on down, and stopped just before the ladder emerged 
into the mess/ Wfl&re j!e figured all the remaining Fedayeen must 
be,__ lined against the walls, shooting out through portholes 
and doorways; one or two perhaps watching the companionway. 
There was no safe, -ealealat:e<J way to take such a strong defensive 
position. 

Come on,Q-
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SEVENTEEN@ 

"! am an operator, not invento{' � 0 
/., s�dly

"And you can broadcast on any of the sets, just by switching to 0'J}ph. 
TRANSMIT?" � 

"Yes, Morse code or speech. But of course, on this operation S�'§)
nobody uses speech." .// • 

"Did you have to go through long training to become a radio 
operator?" 

"Not long. Learning Morse is easy. But to be a ship's radioman 

/1 (9 
you must know how to repair the set." He4heatci(;al-13'-lowered his � 

� I i A YEAR EARLIER THE BOAC JET�in which Suza Ashford was -Hl&R• voice. "And to be a KGB operator, you must go to spy school." 
/ serving dinner had abruptly begun to lose height for no apparent He laughed, and Suza laughed with him, thinking -Come on, 6) 
/ reason over the Atlantic Ocean. The pilot had switched on the TyrinJ and then her wish was granted. Q) .

seat-belt lights. Suza had walked up and down the aisle,-m-t'@� The message began, Aleksandr started writing and at the same 
"Just a little turbulence," and helping people fasten their seat time said to Suza, "Tyrin. Get Rostov, please." 

[ belts, all the time thinkingl We're going to die, we're all going to ___ Suzaceluctantly\Ieft the bridge�adly Y.'ftnt� to know what l,..f"\ �h�W��'te.c.\ 

die. was in the message. She hurried to the mess, expecting to find 
She felt �hla.g like that now. 

\ 
\ J. It ir-.. kiS • Rostov there drinking strong black coffee) fhe room was empty. , \.J14t { t. /

There had been a short message from Tyrin: Israelis S 0�.-= r, wD.>"'''i She went down another deck/ made her way to his cabin{ t>.t\di/ 0 /
attacking-then silence. At this moment Nathaniel was being shot ,V\. � 'oo'IIJ\ [ knocked on the door. L... Sh�

. 
I 

I 
·� 

"' . /at. He might be wounded, he might have been captured, he might .. His \Ft}s-�0-\ in Russiant-sl:i� meant come in. vo,c.e.1 s�icX }o�t�h
th

� 
• �t\� W\U'\ f\tNouS j(t\\\0� • l�r:r1,.,,\ r" ,. / 

' :..-�t-----..---,-----�----�-\ W\\iC.h MIC\I\ "-"'-

' be dead -· • all tire while Suza seethed t"r.m:n:\she had to-&RGW the jiv<L S e opene e oor. ostov w.a-S,,,,,seroidces.sed, soo-Yi,ag.. u 
�

( 
radio operator the BOAC Big Smile and say, "It's i"��-1¥ quite a 

11 1 ·s�off '/ "Tyrin's coming through," Suza said/ -a.HG turned �ly to <::>( S�t./ �
G:> setup you've got here _,, \ � 'i4y P 1 ) leave. 

The Karla's radio operator was a big gray-haired man from Sh� <Aic.l • 
� 

"Suza." b k / 
Odessa. His name was Aleksandr, and he spoke passable _____ She s�pf)ed..,1.,dthopt tpr.ni.n.g. 11,\tt\tcl �c. ,j 
English. "It cost one hundred thousand dollar," he said proudly. u t "What would you say if I surprised you in �is-wa)\." yov., l.\f\�trwe�< • 
"You know a�ing about radio?" ------ 11S�t. �11.a �icA �cl �' �I'd sa�h�iss offfil.Pi � "A little ... I used to be an air hostess-Ll've seen the air crew bt .,, W\'"'°'olAt fote. J ' "Wait for me outside." 

{ using their radios. -I-guess-I know the basics." M� "-q"" \'t\t. vJot: I,� She closed the door, thinking-A� done it. �lo.i's 
"Wetl, this is four radios," Aleksandr explained� plca.soo-&<y. �'1 vl\...t.�\.-t.i �t. �\i When he came out she said, "I'm sorry_,,

0/ 
� "One picks up the Stromberg beacon\ One listens (�c..\\'I WO.l �0

""'- He gave a tight smile. "I should not have been so unprofession-
to Tyrin on Copa re/Ii. One listens to Coparelli's regular wave- al. Let's go." 
length. And this one wanders. Look." She followed him �p to the radio room, which was immediately 

He showed her a dial whose pointer moved around slowly. "It below the bridge in what should have been the captain's cabin. 
seeks a transmitter, stops when it finds one!" Aleksandr said. Because of the mass of extra equipment, Aleksandr had ex-

"That's �roark,ahle - _9id you invent that?" plained, it was not possible to put the radio operator adjacent to 
-:::. 
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1 t\l).d.��"''e.A �"\-�c herstlf / the bridge, as was customary. Suza-F&a-li� that this arrangement
had the additional advantage of segregating the radio from the 
crew when the ship carried a mixture of ordinary seamen and 
KGB agents. 

Aleksandr had transcribed Tyrin's signal. He handed it-Hew-to 
Rostov, who read it in English. "Israelis have taken Caparelli. 
Stromberg alonoside. Dickstein alive." 

� Suza �t-;aeffltii-1,\ slumped/ into a chair. 
No one noticed. Rostov was already composing his reply to 

Tyrin: "We will hit at six A.M. tomorrow." 
•0ttt-weflt the tide of relief \Ybat..i.n..G.od!s-name..did.she..dG 

M)\V? . . ➔ -

T 

i.Dickstein stood in silence, wearing a borrowed seaman's cap, 
as the captain of the Stromberg read the words of the service for 
the dead, raising his voice against the noise of wind, rain and sea. 
One by one the canvas-wrapped bodies were tipped over the rail 
into the black water: Abbas, Sharrett, Porush, Gib Ii, Bader, 
Remez,/!abotinsky. Seven of the twelve had died. Uranium was 
the most cos ti y me ta! in the wo r Id -m-.s�R-mGcre,...w.a.ys-tila.FH�ne. 

wtr\1 li"'f W iih rdi<-f --1 
Sl\� �o.a to sit dowl\. 

�\\.� 

There had been another funeral earlier. Four <i>-Yhe .... A-r--a=�� 
tttr-R�uti had been left alive-three wounded, one whoM lost 
his nerve and hidden-and after theykl been disarmed Dickstein 
had allowed them to bury their dead. Theirs had been a bigger 
funeral-they had ti�twenty-five bodies into the sea. They 
had hurried through their ceremony under the watchful eyes­
and guns-{)f three surviving Israelis, who understood -t+te-
courtesy Lbut did not�ike it. s\\o� \c,\ be e,ch•"aeJ ib-the li?.t1�MYA.

Meanwhile, the Stromberg's captain had brought aboard all his 
ship's papers. The team of fitters and joiners, which had co.me 
along in case it was necessary to alter the Caparelli to match the 
Stromberg, was set to work repairing the battle damage. 

{-Y�--
1 

Dickstein told them to concentrate on what was visible from the 0i<lld·,i" ft\t �r � 
deck_ the rest would have to wait until they reached port. -e{ ,,�\o.ti� o,1\c\ ��;"r�
They set about filling holes, repairing furniture,Lreplacing panes 0.."'1-itty w,\"·-- � -

rjf tl� �ij\..ro� �lt�T
344 A �e.s�<"-l.ho". 

of glass and metal fittings with spares cannibalized from the 
doomed Stromberg. A painter went down a ladder to remove the 
name Caparelli from the hull an_d replace it with the stenciled 
letters s-T-R-O-M-B-E-R-G. When he had finished he set about 
. 

. 

painting over the repaired bulkheads and woodwork o_n deck. All 
the Coparelli's lifeboats, damaged beyond repair, were chopped 
up and thrown over the side, and the Stromberg's boats were 
brought over to replace them. The new oil pump, which the 
Stromberg had carried on Koch's instructions, was installed in the 

[ Coparelli's engine.[Work had stopped for the burial. Now, as 
soon as the captain had uttered the final words, it began again. 
Toward the end of the afternoon the engine rumbled to life. 
Dickstein stood on the bridge with the captain while the anchor 
was raised. The crew of the Stromberg quickly found their way <()around the new ship, which�e-m:s�ister--&hifl was lJ I 

identical to their old one. The captain set a course and ordered 
full speed ahead. 

It was almost over, Dickstein thought. The Caparelli had 
/ disappearedJ for all intents and purposes the ship in which he now 0 

sailed was the Stromberg, and the Stromberg was legally owned I.\
by Sa vile Shipping. Israel had her uranium, and nobody wmrlrl- <l \ 

{ -e-veP-k-new how she had -ecet,ai--ned it. Everyone in the chain of Kl\f.W 3ot 
operation was now taken care of-except Pedler, still the legal 
owner o� the yellowcake. He was the one man who could ruin the r.lwhole scheme if he should become f curious/ or hostile. t_ 6�t< t) ( 
Papagopolous would be handling him right now -Dickstein 0/ 
silently wished him luck. 

/"We're clear," the captain was-s-ayi-ng. Sli\,o\ 
The explosives expert in the chartroom pulled a lever on his 

radio detonator �I watched the empty Stromberg, now t\t" lve.,ybody 
more than a mile away. • 

/ �-k-loud, dull thud, like thunder, and the Stromberg seemed to 1' 'ik<e. wo.\ q 

sag in the middle. Her fuel tanks caught fire and the stormy 
evenmg was lit by a gout of flame reaching for t e skyJThe 
Stromberg began to sink, slowly at first and then faster. Her stern 
went under; seconds later her bowt her funnel poked up above h �no\Jo\ 
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the water for a moment like the raised arm of a drowning man, 
and then she was gone. 

Dickstein(turned away. 
He heard a noise. The captain heard it too. They went to the 

. side of the bridge and looked out, and then they understood. 
Down on the deck, men were cheering. q:key t-00-\:l-RG�i:.stood.. 

T 

Franz Albrecht Pedler sat in his office on the outskirts of 
Wiesbaden and scratched his snowy-white head. The_ telegram
from Angeluzzi e Bianco in Genoa, translated from the Italian by 
Pedler's multilingual secretary, was perfectly plain and at the 
same time totally incomprehensible. It said: PLEASE ADVISE 
SOONEST OF NEW EXPECTED DELIVERY DATE OF YELLOWCAKE. 

As far as Pedler knew there was nothing wrong with the old 
expected delivery date, which was a couple of days away. Clearly 
Angeluzzi e Bianco knew something he did not. He had already 
wired the shippers: 1s YELLOWCAKE DELAYED? He felt a little 
annoyed with them. Surely they should have informed him as well 
as the receiving company if there was a delay. But maybe the 
Italians had their wires crossed. Pedler had formed the opinion 
during the war that you could never trust Italians to do what they 
were told. He had thought they might be different nowadays, but 
perhaps they were the same. 

He stood at his window, watching the evening gather over his 
little cluster of factory buildings. He could almost wish he had not 
bought the uranium. The deal with the Israeli Army, all signed, 
sealed and delivered, would keep his company in profit for the 
rest of his life, and he no longer needed to speculate. 

His secretary came in with the reply from the shippers, already 
translated: COPARELLI SOLD TO SAVILE SH1PPING OF ZURICH WHO

NOW HAVE RESPONSIBILITY FOR YOUR CARGO. WE ASSURE YOU OF 

COMPLETE RELIABILITY OF PURCHASl;RS. There followed the phone 
number of Savile Shipping and the words SPEAK TO

PAPAGOPOLOUS. 

Pedler gave the telegram back to the secretary. "Would you 

call that nllmber in Zurich and get this Papagopolous on the line¾�")., 
please?" U j � 

She came back a few minutes later. "Papagopolous will call you 
�� back." · �#\ 

Pedler looked at his watch. "I suppose I'd better wait for his 
U�.?'>

call. I might as well get to the bottom of this now that I've 
started." 

Papagopolous came through ten minutes later. Pedler said to 
him, "I'm told you are now responsible for my cargo on board the 
Coparelli. I've had a cable from the Italians asking for a new 
delivery date-is there some delay?" 

"Yes, there is," Papagopolous said. "You should have been 
informed-I'm terribly sorry." The man spoke excellent German 
but it was still clear he was not a German. It was also clear he was 
not really terribly sorry. He went on, "The Coparelli's oil pump 
broke down at sea and she is becalmed. We're making arrange­
ments to have your cargo delivered as early as possible." 

"Well, what am I to say to Angeluzzi e Bianco?" 
"I have told them that I will let them know the new date just as 

soon as I know it myself," Papagopolous said. "Please leave it to 
me. I will keep you both informed." 

"Very well. Goodbye.,,.
Odd, Pedler thought as he hung up the phone. Looking out of 

the window, he saw that all the workers had left. The staff car 
parking lot was empty except for his Mercedes and his secretary's 
Volkswagen. What the hell, time to go home. He put on his coat. 
The uranium was insured. If it was lost he would get his money 
back. He turned out the office lights and helped his secretary on 
with her coat, then he got into his car and drove home to his wife. 

.. 

Suza Ashford did not close her eyes all �ng-tl:ie night. � 
Once again, Nat Dickstein's life was in danger. 1\'.nd:2nce againl � q 9 

she was the only one who could warn him. �t thTs time she At\il { 
/could not G\:lf.>€ others into helping her. �t.c.6� 

She had to do it alone. 
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' . 
It was simplet-and impo�hl�. She had to go to the Karla's I sank the ship. We think they sank her." .J/-A _

radio room, get rid of Aleksandr, and call the Caparelli. _ � 
. �le. Th,e shi� is �ull of KGB. Aleksandr is aLman.[It's l � ;:s=;= _.; 

Suza sat down arid took out the bottle of vodka. She unscrewed «:f Sh_ 
the cap. "Have a drink." She handed him the bottle. � �:J-;. 

1mposs1ble. I can t do 1t. I,!.ve-gm-te-. 1 [()'-', "'-lct°"'-o.Aid.
At four A.M. she put on jta�s, a sweater, boots and an oilskin. " 

The full bottle of vodka she had taken from the mess-"to help 
me sleep"-went in the inside pocket of the oilskin. 

"Are you cold?" �£ 
"A little." 

�� 

She had to know the Karla's position.
She went up to the bridge. The first officer smiled at her. 

"Can't sleep?" he said in English. 
"The suspense is too much," she told him. The BOAC Big 

Smile -js your seat belt fastened, sir? -just a little turbu-
lence, notning to worry about_.._ She askea the first officer, 
"Where are we?" 

He showed her their position on the map, and the estimated 
position of the Caparelli.

"What's that in _..numbers?" she said. 
He told her the coordinates, the course, and the speed of the 

Karla. She repeated the numbers once aloud and twice more in
her head, trying to burn them into her brain. "It's fascinating," 

1.1 she said brightly) '�veryone on a ship has a special skill ... Will 
� f we reach the Caparelli on time, do you think - ?"

"Your hand is shaking." He took the bottle and put it to his � ' 
lips, taking a long swallow. "Ah, thank you." He handed it back 
to her. h 

Suza drank a mouthful for courage. It was�Russian vodka, k fo11-j
-5toliclmaya,I and _it burned her throat, but it had the desired 
effect. She screwed down the cap and waited for Aleksandr to 
turn his back on her. 

"Tell me about life in England," he said conversationally. "Is it 
k t � roo-1 sta.<'1(. /

• true W.s fuH-&f..h@mGSe.x�alfrafl<:l,=>0&r;:>e013le-w01'k-iflg-te-stt-pp&fhl\ t ��\t -t�'- (\c.\.\ � t.� ��i
--�--.__ �eAafehy?'' . • � 

l rt\�"� tt0f\t. S�ClNe... "Not -reaHy," she said - Turn around, damn it, turn around{O / A
} - I can't do this facing you _ "But there is �hi,� � 0 / ,te?C\

/
rt-

�t=y@u-say-:-:4 '' j Y\� 'i lA� \ I 11 
'.'Sei;ieus-I.:y., Ne there •net-very different laws for rich and ITT A;11 8 {

poor?" • -

"WetH .!)1ere 's a saying-\-'The law forbids rich and poor alike to I O / 
;:::. -

steal bread and sleep under bridges.' " 
0/ "Oh, yes," he said. "Then-bJco�o�m�:=:':' ________ _

1 I / /ti, :..: 
I -tkci .Jd'""-

L t �s lOft\t\d'i y O.t\l\ She looked outside.1','f'lack---00 stars/ no ships' lights in sight. k 
Aleksandr 000€1ed-ancl- laughed. "In the Soviet Union people 

are equal, �me.a-r-e-mGI:e-e�iw>H<lM-6 . .  � Will you 
live in Russia now?" The weather was getting worse. 

"You're shivering," the first officer said. "Are you cold?" 
"Yes," she said, though it was not the weather making her 

shiver. "When <ffies Colonel Rostov -get•up?" 
"He's to be called at five." 
"I think I'll try to get another hour's sleep." 
She went down to the radio room. Aleksandr was there. 

"Couldn't you sleep, either?" she asked him. 
"No. I've sent my number two to bed." 
She looked over the radio equipment. "Aren't you listening to 

the Stromberg anymore?"
"The signal stopped. Either they found the beacon, or they 

"I don't know." Suza opened the bottle and passed it to him 
agam. 

He took a long swallow and gave it back. "In Russia you won't 
have such clothes." / + ic.tly 
� f ime was passing/, she had to do it now. She stood up to take t Tht. t ( co 1 � 
the bottle. Her oilskin was open down the front. Standing before . h lo\�,� 
him, she tilted her head back to drink from the bottle� , "-"ow•� t. ;: �t.'1
-aeit-Rer-time-n<->r-t-he-1-H- ef-f>eH&Fmaooe\ , �t \..:� '��l 

l u\\"� O\\. • She allowed him a good look, then shifted her grip on the bottle -> 

and brou�ht it down as hard as she could on the top of his head.
----•--;Hi�.:-s--:�yes closed a�d he slumped in the chair. Suza got hold of



his feet and pulled. As he came off the chair his head hit the deck, 
making Suza wince,�she thought �a-t-she-!e-ee,ne--\vag 

h,.. °'"-' ,�"e. � uy o�

t 
f J:?; �iSllo\\\'f: it w, S 

She looked at her wristwatch ten minutes to five. The � 0,, 
Coparelli would soon appear on t e Karla's radar screen, and v)>�� bGurui-te-be-mG-Le-damaging\ 

She dragged him to a cupboard[ From her jeans pocket she 
took a long piece of baling twine she had picked up in the stern. 
She tied Aleksandr's feet, then turned him over and bound his 

• lt'1 ) \\\� as wtll,

I he' l\ �'ra.y o'-'.t \ orvs,<.

------------ S\\c. WI\.\ \,,���i� 
Rostov would be here, and she would have lost her chance. 

� She sat down at the radio desk, switched the lever to TRANSMIT,
11 �

hands behind his back. 
She had to get him into the cupboard.kShe put his feet in, then 

straddled his unconscious body and tried to lift him. He was a 
heavy man. She got him half upright, but when she tried to shift 
him into the cupboard he slipped from her grasp. She got behind 

f Mt I f<oM. f t.o.l o. S 

we\\ o..) ��dh'<¥- • 
selected the set that was already tuned to the Coparelli's 

�� wavelength and leaned over the n:iicrophone. 

kS�t q l��<.td <lt '"'e.. 4ocr. "Callin� Coparelli, come in please."

J,�c.V ao�t \t.t She waited. 
0�,�, I Nothing. 

• 7l lOM<- i"" ,._ow • o,"�oM:.. "Calling Coparelli, come in please."
Nothing. 

� "Damn )(to hell,f ickstein, speak to me.�"
( 

him to try again. She grasped him beneath the armpits and lifted. 
Q) This way was better/ she could lean his weight against her chest

while she shifted her grip. She got him half upright again, then t\
'-

Woo.\<l �Mt. \i\<.tc\ ft ,, 

wrapped her arms around his chest and inched sideways. She had oet"' 0"'e_ �\\a (-«.\ -t\.\t.. /... Dickstein stood in the amidships hold of the Coparelli, staring
to go into the cupboard with him, let him go, then wriggle out .i\-'-\� 1 �u\t � l<.�v-> w� at the drums of sandy metallic ore that had cost so much. They 

/ from underneath him. ,� wo.\ "kf, h�� -t',,.t h -l½&FGl.y looked &Hyt-h+ng special-just large black oil drums with � f\b'thi� 
He was in a sitting position now, his feet against one side of the 'f\J<-H.. kt�-1;\� \t.,\� • t e word PLUMBAT stenc1 ed on t e1r sides. /\ 

/ O.f\a� cupboard, his knees bent,J.!iis back a ainst the opposite side. Sh hll �Olli , He felt so..eJat,it>,R. tJ.R.Uke..the man..duciRg-fRe-J&-ws-?-s-t�
3

S1.J.ic.t'dt\ \ 

01 checked his bondststill tight.�She looked about for something to Bl\� �{. ln.\t\ � 1 
,r�EWi&t-tRe-Ek-i+�-t-heh-ll@melatid-he-di<il-Retnfecl--a r 

f0 - �;"'. Skt. to"\� \t� / stuff in his mouth�a-� nothing. She could not leave the ll\st�4l\ 0� f�t el<\ tiOv\ -R<:»iea-y-i-n-his--hea-r�ea-ttme-€ffle-rf-hl&-efl&�ed, l::I.G-st-' 
j � �uo..�'>t.( f room to search for something - he might come round in the 0� vicJ°''h he. ho.a o"�1 -fm,md it difficult to hate collectively:-'

_ _ _ ,,.-(f_f-·f•fltykosc � meantime. The only thing that she could think of was her-panties. iu�vttl\tr\r, l-\t. (014.\cl "•t cN!estlo/' he could only mourn for his own dead.�e went over "l::7 l l
l p=�/ [t seemed to take her forever to do it. She had to pull off her r(jtiitt. ooJtl �c. tt<ro<ilh the battle again, as he had been doing throughout a sleepless 

/
• .,,. borrowed sea-boots, take off her jeans, pull her�ant-iesa off, put ht. �d (t.i\\td, night_ If he had told Abbas to open fire as soon as he got 0 

her jeans on, get into her boots, then crumple the nylon cloth into aboard it might have distracted the Fedayeen ttt-least long enough S1 

(§he could not close the cupboard door -lit was Aleksandr's -� Ot.\ t \o'-'-� • gone with three men to take out the bridge with grenades at the 
a ball and stuff it between his slack jaws. _______ l:' D�, �!''�,ht for Gibli to get over the rail without being shot_ If he had G:>/ 

� 
el�owlin the way. His bound hands rested on the floor of the S<\.' very start of the fight the mess might have been taken earlier and ·

/cupboard, and because of his slumped position his arms were lives would have been saved_ If ... but there were a hun- 0 h /bent outward. No matter how she pushed and shoved at the door dred i,H;-and .. ma.y.bes-.Sur�l��\\lOU.ld-ha.\£e done_,aroe t� °\hi
"'j

l �
�

wo�\ a �\)(,. 
that elbow stopped it from closing. Finally s_he had to get back differently if he had been able to see into the future, or if he were tA

<7
(. -, 

I 

into the cupboard with him and turn him slightly sideways so that just a wiser manJ�l-l:l-t-h�-had-Rot,a.Aci-h�wa-s-RGt� 4 f 
/ he leaned into the corner. Nowl-fina+I;,-f his elbow was out of the Well, Israel would now have #S=prefflOO.S' bombs to -en�ttFe it,s. "'toM / P'l)

i
tt �u 

way. G�k tocll/t< / 
She looked at him a moment longer. How long wet:ttG-1:le stay ..And.iven that thought gave him no joy. A year ago�\gut a � � �

�eeBSsi@u-s.? �t:tfl€0fl56ieus ... ? year ago he had not met� Suza Ashford+ (\QI 

' 
,\- W�1>.\� h.t.'1(.. "'ri\\t.! 

( 
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.i:w:iam�Gut-en-� He climbed the ladder out of t�e holf A Sol\,t- "�1.1.\-iCA.\ t1'�is, f\O �0� • "��eu!1'ki0>0e,Her-tflfill-that-- are they all KGBb-W-far -<:J.� Cr:�-
�

�
• Mu�'f'I\• 

u· 
rating peered at him. "Mr. Dickstein?" 'cvlP-�o.a <,Y\<J. J as yottc:ea�?" � • �'h

"Yes. What do you want?" Sht. ho.d �,h+ hiM�oO:puf' "Yes." "'lf . o 
"We've been searching the ship for you, sir ... It's the radio, MO(t.. 6�t o\: \,�t 1\\<>."'V\<.t-o<y "Okay, now-" U�� 

someone is calling the Caparelli. We haven't answered, sir, j" h-.tt\t. W�ti\ ht. ��4 . The door of the radio room opened-Suza flipped the switch to 
} -4<' because we're not supposed to be the Caparelli, are we? But she O.t\\-i<.iro.�cl -p..��Y, Whu TRANSMIT and Dickstein's voice was silenced Rostov walked in. =�"cl �qvicl ? 

says-" "t. ho.���\.. t\�oli\t\oJ "' J..."Where's Aleksandr?" A Ht �id
J. rl1 

'®" 
it wo�\cl �e\ t;lte. � ��,e. -B0AG smile. "He went for coffee. �eem,s...I'm minding the S"tc,, t,i,e.\ tD/ � l . . P"' \\e.� b"" ih,·t trt&tt."4 o"5 ,, "Yes, sir. She's commg over clear-speech, not Morse code t01A f�t. h6Jl lwq. .I bUA sh�p. 

• She sounds close. And she's upset. 'Speak to me, Nathaniel,' she'" t:� 4o..yd<ta.� w!i�i"' • "The damn fool ... " His curses switched into Russian as he
says, stuff like that, sir." �r �i"" iOM.t"":,e, <eaA.

y
stormed out. 

Dickstein grabbed the rating by his pea jacket. '·Nathaniel? �\u,e. his t"v..111\f
�. ��f Suza moved the lever to RECEIVE. 

( Di
'� she � say Na th_a n i :'.?" �\..e. .,,� 14 "'� b, ff.«t.. . Nat said, "I heard that. [Make yourself sea rce un ti I fl ve- � You 1 J be ftH ""/

Yes, sir' I m sorry' if- No�o4 t,he. �•\lla ao. Af\4 thirty-" � ll .L I II w ( Dickstein was fiii'-eatly heading for the bridge at a run. �Jt.1wo.� l\o ioy \"- q "� l�hat are you going to do?" b � ��� :hot.\ 
\�,"·"Dh �\ L t

J t "Do?'�e_said. "I'm coming to get you." ["Oh, <M. SO.iv1. J 

. I 
T 

�fl iu.,� Ctlei:)r� io"· ·" Th . r Mll1 ),c\t�k,f\ � �LL L _). rL ,e1 lot\'
As she switched off, Morse oegan to come through on another �'"'k Y0

'-' • 11 
� CO\tf or ,� � vyw o� � 

• L.u...l 
111 t lovt. '(O'-' • <t1 ·'- 9tek-ste.i.R�iGe came over the radio: "Who is calling \-'-r�h('c"7i.� 

set. Tyrm,x-nq would have heard every word of her conversation, L �, 

)
_Capa[elli?" eM_�\..� 

. . . and now he would be trying to warn Rostov. -G�El\ Jhe had � � 
i\11\t, o.t \..st. She found her voice. "Oh, Gee;--tt's really...}filll'="" � • (forgatterJ)to tell Nat about Tyrin. E) 

j::b�'-"?.� 
"Suza? Is�?" . She could try to contact Nat again, but it would be very risky, 

� "Yes,@" SL'�fit.111,l:: 511't� w�J and Tyrin would stH-ely get his message through to Rostov in the � 

tf , "Where are you?" � � � �� �icl� ht� time it took Nat's men to search the Caparelli, locate Tyrin and
'"�e.rd \..tr th�'j'h.�

(
I ft\ w/ She ��e-crrhef&H>t. "&ith 4 David Rostov on a �� G\f,t�, ttl s� h� destroy his equipment. And when Tyrin's message got to Rostov, � 

G
ftw<

t � tt0i
t.ef t�S. J Russian ship called the Karla_" She gave him the position, �ttt'\ �ro�t'i Mr-At h.u he would know Nat was coming,Qie would be prepared. � M1. 

course and speed just as the first officer had told them to her. f-ul t,J«l<.4,vJ helr\tss-. She had to block that message. 
AN�, t../ 11 "That was at four-ten this morningJjhis ship is going to ram 

t¼lu is ca.l\i�j She also had to get away. 
-6 l yours at six A.M.-/-" t1 . , ,, She decided to wreck the radio. 

"Ram?iOh, ,ies-- I see ... " ------ (c�l , • How? All the wiring must be behind the panels. She would . le.I, 
"Nat, i-60cR!t-l1a�0ft�

0 
Miri�r.a-Gi�'' t I t have to take a panel off. She needed a sere. wdriver. Quickly,J.. t. 'tl.\'L Y 

"� . . listen...t.e-me--.-,\ _£an you create a diversion of some t�t. r� ;0 o."1 �• l\"'te 1 before Rostov gives up looking for Aleksandr _ She found .' 
\ 

t\,e�, H cc. U\ Mt."' 
/ 

kind at precisely five-thirty?" c:::- w'M.t °''t. VI.I� �o,f\i, tD Aleksandr's tools in a corner and picked out a small screwdriver. 
"Diversion?" d\<> , �-!ili '\-"''� 1y;;, She undid the screws on two corners of the panel. Impatient, she 
"Start a fire, shout 'man overboard,' anything to keep them all pocketed the screwdriver and forced the panel out with her 

L.busy for a few minutes." . hands. Inside was a mass of wires like psychedelic spaghetti. She 
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�/ grabbed a fistful and pulled. Nothing happened: she'd pulled too �/./ "This is the only warm place on the ship," she said cheerfully.
many at once. She selected one, and tugged: it came out. "Mind if I keep you company?" 
Furiously she pulled wires until fifteen or twenty were hanging He looked mystified, and said slowly, "I cannot ... speak
loose. Still the Morse code chattered. She poured the remains of English ... please+" 
the vodka into the innards of the radio. The Morse stopped, and "You don't speak English?"
every light on the panel went out. He shook his head. 

There was a thump from inside the cupboard. Aleksandr/ "I'm cold," she said, and mimed a shiver. She held her hands
coming round _ Well, they would know everything as soon as out toward the \j:1-e.t..{ throbbing engine. "Okay?" 
they saw the radio now anyway. 

• A-�i:eae-smHesi He was more than happy to have this beautiful 
She went out, closing the door behind her. girl for company in t-fle stiflking engine room. "Okay," he said,
She went down the ladder and out oqfo the deck, trying to nodding vigorously. 

figure out where she could hide and what kind of diversion she He continued to star� at her, with a pleased look on his face, •
could create. No point now in shouting "man overboard"-they until it occurred to him that he should perhaps show some 
certainly would not believe her after what she had done to their

.1 .a., c.ko, � hospitality. He looked about,/pulled a pack of cigarettes from his h 1\t V\
/ l ltt l,\6Wf\ l l\t. ... � radio and their radio operator. A • 

S ,a "°\- \t.Mw pocket.and offered her one. 
What was Rostov likely to do now? He would look for �

��,:
0

;0 �'-�;� • "I don't usually, but I think I will," she said, and took a
Aleksandr in the galley, the mess, and his cabin. Not finding him1' cigarette. It had a small cardboard tube for a filter. The engineer 
he would return to the radio room_ and &�t-h-at-f!)0tfl-t would t· / lit it for her j)6 �he looked up at the hatch, half expecting to see 0 I � 

/ §"]start a shipwide search for her. )\...<. �Q;) �o IMl Rostov. She looked at her watch./J/:ive-twenty-five already! -MO' t_ltccl.\\cll\clt b� f =1
He was a methodical man.�eoot he would start at the prow to ih.i"k • 4 mQl:e-t.i.mG- diversion, start a 'ctiversion. Shout "man over-

1 , r � , . 

L 

,e. I l h� QV\C.1\0 7 and work backward along the main deck, then send one party to board," light a fire- h lil<op 
search the upperworks and another to sweep below, deck by Light a fire. 
deck, starting at the top and working down. - With what? 

What was the lowest part of the ship? The engine room. -ft- Petrol, there must be petrol, or diesel fuel, or something� , /
would have to be her hiding place. She went inside and found her right here in the engine room. 
way to a downward companionway. She had her foot on the top She looked over the engine. Where did the petrol come in? The
rung of the ladder when she saw Rostov. thing was a mass of tubes and pipes. �he wished shelEh learned

And he saw her. more about the engine of her car rt-f10ttgk-she-was-notacly-&�
She had no idea where her next words came from. aeG.Ut..it-.-.-l Were boat engines the same? No, sometimes they

"Aleksandr's come back to the radio room, I'll be back in a used truck fuel. Which kind was this? It was supposed to be a fast
moment." ship, so perhaps it used petrol_ shetYaguelyfremembered"that

Rostov nodded grimly, (went off in the direction of the radio petrol engines were more expensive to run but faster. If it was a
room. petrol engine it !hould � be similar to the engine of her car.

She.headed straight down through two decks and emerged into Were there cables leading to spark plugs? Shekf\changed a spark
the engine room. The second engineer was on duty at night. He plugJ once .. _ 
stared at her as she came in and approached him. She stared �t-i� x.es, it was like her car _ _bhere were six

-
-
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plugs, ;ith leads from thl to a round cap li�e a distributor. 
Somewhere there had to be a carburetor. The petrol}--sRe-lme-w,\ 
went through the carburetor. It was a small thing that sometimes 
got blocked-

The voice-pipe barked in Russian.the engineer walked toward 
it to answer. His back was to Suza. 

She had to do it now. 
There was something about the size of a coffee tin with a lid 

held on by a central nut. It could be the carburetor. She stretched 
herself across the engine and tried to undo the nut with her 
fingers. It would not budge. A heavy plastic pipe led into it. She 
grabbed it and tugged. She could not pull it out. She remembered 
she had put Aleksandr's screwdriver into her oilskin pocket. She 
took it out and jabbed at the pipe with the sharp end. The plastic 
was thick and tough. She stabbed the screwdriver into it -it

made a small cut in the surface of the pipe. She stuck the point c°f 
the screwdriver into the cut and worked it. 

The engineer -rurd-new reached the voice-pipe and spoke into 
it+in Russian�t'.-Ge�. 

Suza felt the screwdriver break through the plastic. She tugged 
it out. A spray of clear liquid jetted out of the little hole, and the 
air was filled with the unmistakable smell of petrol. She dropped 
the screwdriver and\m��y,\ toward the ladder. 

She heard the engineer answer yes in Russian and nod his head 
to a question from the voice-pipe. An order followed. The voice 

� 

a bright red light from below, and a wave of scorching heat. Suza �
� cl/ 

ga� as her trousers caught fire and the skin of her legs burned. �ltAf'Ac. 

She jumped the last few inches of the ladder and rolled/ beat+Rg 0f h-<. � � 
5"<- wv.ted -to eollttp

ft. at her trousers, then struggl�i;i.g out of her oilskint,-wA-ielHme . �cl/ o.no\ & t!,)
�"1.. Kf\tw ,{- s\\.1.. \o..y managed to wrap[around her legs. The fire was-etrt, but-Ret pai� ,tk l<illt�/ fkt/ �

").. 
'k

dov.sf\ s"(L wa"\� fe>.�S -{ $he had to get away from the fire,(she had to be somewhere 1( a.rJ( /f"'J-

:t � � P°''" �o"\� 
where Nat could find her_ She forced herself to stand up. Her � 

;: h!.\,t
legs felt as if they still burning. She looked down to see bits like 

f ? burned paper falling off, and she wondered if they were1'icccs of bih f J 
trouser/ or ef-t-he-sk-t-n-fronffi&r leg. g-\ b;t J • 

J She took a step.�t le� Jhe could walk. �he FHa�i;....wa;, l 6'\ � [ .sro.3,t1td 
along the gangway. The fire alarm began to sound all over the 

Clship. She reached the end of the gangway/ and leaned on the � l
ladder. • 

i s�� �q� f v
Up,ko up. 
She raised one foot, placed it on the bottom rung, and began 

the longest climb of her life. 

was angry. As she reached the foot of the ladder she looke�� 
/

-n . •tc , 1 s"'il,I\ .io.lt. h.<l-d �tc.f\
\:Che wekow�p had-eisappcare€1-ff@FR-t-h�gin�Ge\ She . I �e.. t�r t\ 

j J I f I ., D 

L J • -\. M<U <. a,- t\l\<\.\•-... •went up the ladder as he <,ftffi�fr#l�Fttfl< across the engine room t fAv'\� ro111M.q 0'· � � ___ , 
deck after her. 

At the top of the ladder she turned around �el a pool of
petrol spreading over the deck, and the engineer stepping on the 
bottom rung of the ladder. In her hand she still held the cigarette 
hcld given her. She threw it toward the engine, aiming at the 
place where the petrol was squirting�o�u:!_t�oif_!t�h�eJpiipp_e�·:--------:-���::J 

/ 
She did not wait to see it land }-ettt-a� her head and shoulders 

/ 
0 S\"�- (t\<M 

0
" "'p

�vt. QI ·,.;. 
�ut �Mtr�i ... , l

�
whtl\Q -emerpo;fo the next dectrfshe heard a l5ud whooosh, �s 1�(. lt\a��,. 

W"S 
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r/ ----"�I_d_on't think +hat...wilbbe-neress-a�," Feinberg said. -�.J-�, " "�m..ta_b,e_set-oR-haHG�t--yeu�," Ish said/ G{ � k,
�ag;his..thoog-M. � ' 

�� 
/(<. 9 0 0 �e.\\, Llo, o.l\� it's ,', "'Y 

:, _ lik., �, (\I\� bt1illt.JJ

" EIGHTEEN /fii:) \ •� fu ltf\iOl"of{-ic.t' "Uc. (\I\(\ 
\� � it;� fj\)j cltlt\\O�, \,:i te1 \\(\\ �jt�

//'\ � 
t� 0� '10" • 

� yoR THE SECOND TIME IN TWENTY-FOUR HOURS �ickstein was 
LAt\t\ he. w" i 1crossing huge seas in a small boat to board a ship held by the t ·L. .a L -I- . . . . t.ln r ,t�. 

enemy. He was dressed as before hfe Jacket, 01lskm, and 
sea boots; and armed as before with submachine gun, pistol and 
grenades/ iut this time he was alon( '-

...,. There had been an argument aboard the Coparelli about what 

h (\r.4 he. w cd

teJr, i ,e. J • 

r Dickstein smiled. ''�gl�e-the--light. Never�� 
� &·. .ar.g11 e_l,vith a-crazy-ma.R-0.r-a-s&fl'ie-r-officer;-which-is-whftt-+ � � 

tif>l}e-R-ffi-t>e-arotme-here\'' 
So he had dressed and armed himself, and the captain had 

shown him how to operate the launch's radio and how to maintain 
an interception course with the Karla, and they had lowered the 
launch,4and he had climbed down into it and pulled away.

It wast-of comse\ impossible for him to overcome a whole 
/boatload of KGB all on his own. WeH, he was not planning that. Uowtvtc 

He\Ef\not fight with any of them if he could help it. He would try w0�\el J � 
� get aboard, hide himself until Suza's diversion began - <{ , f / 
�za -\ and then look for her[ -9'.nd when he)-e\ found her, he <iJ; \ ct\ f\<lc\ 

st 
y ... \i\�\-ibf\ I

I di�\-o<\-ec\! 

to do after Suza's radio message. Her dialogue with Dickstein had 
been listenedl+t\ to by the captain, Feinberg, and Ish. They had 
seen the �.t-em�t-in Nat's face, and they had felt entitled to. 
argue that his judgment was now a#eeted by personal involve­
ment. c:... 

would get off the Karla with her and _ ,he had a small magnetic f k� I '"v4
mine with him that hekl fix to the Karla's side before boarding. Wb\.\,a I 

I L yVhether he managed to escape or not, whether the whole thing h. Tht"' w 

f\ ���ea I 
"""" r � i 1..tly

e$o.d<'1 "- ©/ 
l �<. /.. ,d,, 0(

feil\Wj �ot 4"''Y{ � 

°'\�e./ 
' 

0/ { / 

i 
�� 

.,,.. "It's a trap," wru; Feinberg�. "They can't catch us, so they 
want us to turn and fight.tt)atmted convenieilt .. \" 

"1�-agai,ns\ Rostov�4," Dickstein sai� 
"This islhow his mind works - he waits for you to make a 
break, thenl_pounces. This ramming/has his name written all over 
it+" • "'
k "This isn't ae Dickstein." 

"Listen, Nat,"_ Ish said more reasonably, "let's just carry on 
and be ready to fight if and when they catch us. What have we got 
to gain by sending a boarding party?" 

"I'm not suggesting a boarding party .(Eij)goingf" 
"Don't be a damn fool," Ish said. "If ycu go, so do we-you 

can't take a ship alone." 
"Look," Dickstein said, trying to pacify themJ •if I make it, the 

Karla will never catch this ship. If I don't, the restof you can still 
fight when the Karla gets to you. And if the Karla really can't 
catch you, and it's a trap, then �least-I'm the only one who falls 
into iw. • ' J' 1,-=-kill-me-,-,.\" 

It '5 !� 35
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tke. best wo.y. 

was a trap or genuine, the Karla would have a ,ejg enttuglt hole 
� j . . blown in her side.Lto keep her from catching the Coparelli _ { \:h·� t�0"� 0 

fhrJ SoMt.hA� �ht hu\' ·/ "-..,�-pt !le was sure it was not a trap/Be knew she was there, he � �/ 0 � /
be.ti\ ,� �tif �o'-'lt l o.(\J� knew(� been forced to help them, &F1€kt@w had risked her life hctc:\ I he k.1't� J "e. 

to s� • c::--=:>
C1fe knewrenee-m0Fe,.\ that sh� loved him. aJ � k-<..w�J/And that-dam-iWlea'P"SeacFee-imirt��k-. vJ�\ w Y d 

-Beeause ;:uddenly he wanted S0zEHl�ly to live +hat-he:wa�fFal@ �""{'� 1� /
\� The blood-lust was gone - he was no longer interested � :: 01 
in killing his enemies, defeating Rostov, frustrating the schemes 

�

. 

a il 
of the Fedayeen or outwitting Egyptian Intelligence. He wanted� k to

J 

ch / 

Suza, t-e take her home,•t-0- spend the rest of his life with her. The �"o\ �l\d 
· Jfiollmv-mclirOOukl�0e-",<l1Gle-aga-m;-a.oo,.yes,t-he-presf>eGt-&f-ey,ing ¾� wQ.1 <l tr<\•·�� -to cl,� 

.lsearetHti11r to·cleath. 
_ � He t-ried-t-e-concentrat(on steering his boat. Finding the Karla 4l kd

� at night was not easy. He could keep a steady course but he had 
�� to estimate and make allowance for how much the wind and the 
� waves were carrying him sideways. After fifteen minutes he knew 

/ f 
� 

he should have reached her J ihe was nowhere to be seen. He , b"'t � 
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1,,1.._4 t< ;':'} d.•srtr•tdy/ began to zigzag in a search pattern, wi�-nG--ie-e-a- how far off
course he was. 

He was contemplating radioing the Caparelli for a new fix 
when/suddenly/the Karla appeared out of the night alongside 
him. She was moving fast, faster than his launch could go, and he 
had to reach the ladder at her bows before she was pastl_and at the 
same time avoid a collision. He gunned the launch forward, 
swerved away as the Karla rolled toward him, then turned back, 
homing in, while she rolled the other wa . 

He had ready the rope tied around his waist. The ladder came 
within reach. He flipped the engine of his launch into idle, 
stepped on the gunwale, and jumped. The Karla began to pitch 
forward as he landed on the ladder. He clung on while her prow 
went down into the waves. The sea came up to his waist, up to his 
shoulders. He took a deep breath as his head went under. He 
seemed to be under water forever. The Karla just kept on going 
down. When he felt his lungs would burst she hesitated, and at 
last began to come upf---which} seemed to take even longer -
At last he broke surface and gulped lungfuls of air. He went up 
the ladder a few steps, untied the rope around his waist and made 
it fast to the ladder, securing the boat to the Karla for his escape. 
The magnetic mine was hanging from a rope across his shoulders. 

[ 
' 

r He took it off and slapped it o�o the Karla's hull. 
lht \.'(Clf'tl\llll\ WLl i---".""' /.. 

I , c _ He shed his oilskin and climbed up the ladder. s, �t. f fS I C C e c 
The sound of the launch engine was inaudible in the noise of 

the wind, the sea, and the Karla's own engines, but something 
must have attracted the attention of the r:nan who looked over the 
rail just as Dickstein came up level with the deck. For a moment 
the man stared at Dickstein, wruea=ga¥e-Biek-srei-A-t-he-a&v-a-A-� 

( 
�ed, ga-ve-hi-m-H1e-meme-A-t,as-h�Umbed-™r-t-ho-r-atl-to 
�e-1 nar 1' s-ai-m-and-putl-trim--e¥er-Gea-r4-i.flte-t+te--seft. 

9ickstt;;ip cr�ed down orrt-l1e-'deek. The Karla was a small 
ship, much smaller than the Caparelli. There was only one 
superstructure, located amidships, two decks high. There were 

_ / no cranes. The foredeck had a big hatch over the for'ard hold, but 
G){ there was no aft hold .__ the crew accommodations and the 

�,,,'4 .• (}�
engine room must occupy�Dicksteio tbnughc� all the below-�Ge � � -✓ � �tc k
space aft i, D,tk1tt,i\ �cO'\C(w'td.

He looked at his watch.! five-twenty-five. Suza's diversio� t4./4� f I s� 
�begin any moment_ �, ;f ��t. <ccAI.\/ �,l> 
�egan to walk along the deck. There was some light from .to it 

the ship's lamps, but one of the crew would have to look twice at 
him before being sure he was not one of them. He took his knife 
out of the sheath at his belt _ he did not want to use his gury,' 

L the noise would -lead.the.�ru� �s he drew level with the 
superstructure a door opened, throwing a wedge of yellow light 
onfo the rain-spattered deck. He dodged around the corner, 

/ flattening himself against the for'ard bulkhead -a-AG heard two 0 J.t� 
voices speaking Russian. The door slammed, and the voices 
receded as the men walked aft in the rain. 

In the lee of the superstructure he crossed to the port side and 
continued toward the stern. He stopped at the corner and, 
looking cautiously around it, saw the two men cross the afterdeck 
and s eak to a third man in the stern. He was tern ted to take all 
three out with a burst rom his submachine gunk.but � � 

/(h,icm-se.Jf. tO-be-pa+ient .. -\ it was too early, Suza's diversion had d.�,c.teJ t\Dt to: 

not yet started and he had no idea where she was _ (:) f 
The two men came back along the starboard deck and went 

inside. Dickstein walked up to the remaining man in the stern, 
who seemed to be on guard. The man spoke to him in Russian. 

1 
Dickstein grunted something unintelligible, the man replied with 

/ 
/ �"4 �i..J�"'t 

a question/ Dickstein/ close enough �SW;-mt)\.,� and cut the' 1"tt\ t,JQ.f rotw•<" ..... 
Two �, ��cl. }�;I( 

( 
l man's throat.

fuy tl,a �-t (w\lJ He threw the body overboard and retraced his steps_£ He 
h.t. w�s M\ �o�«l • looked at his watch. The luminous hands showed five-thirty. l t / 

L1ime to go inside. J.. t wo. \ 
He opened a door/saw an empty gangway and a companion- �ru:l /

way leading up, presumably to the bridge. He climbed the ladder. 
Loud voices came from the bridge/-afl<f 8s he emerged through O f � 

the companionhead he saw three men-=the captain, the first 
officer ancy, he guessedlYffie second sublieutenant� The first officer � U7 
was shouting into the voice-pipe. A strange noise was coming 

lht,\ 01d<.sreiC\ r��t.�,� O"-i �;s �,J for Cl pv.H �J 360 
�t.. diM�fd ovu the.'";\. Alo\ioM�t;ea\ly, wit\\ e,. t\�t�r,\
'"'\-it\tt'- \-o ht\p $()M�ol\e, if yin, 11) � t- Q.�oMe\ 4\.\T o � 1\\-t. 
r��,� se.q, °"'IL o� � � "'b\u n,J Atl,\, b,'cl<stf.i" 

� �{t.w t\,..q_ f�e,,( tJ\U\ 
-tk-e... c,¼-�ht.hke.cl °''"", \-\. """' lost- i"' 

�6\- 01\t. k, t-Jt.( tht. r-.,il 1 lU� I\..J oi'w "-"" h, sr�

0'1t,bo(\'� <\I\! (1\\-c �� le.<ll • ' 1 ccy tkA.. 
'"'e. !N,l\d. 1),c..k.�'"�iY\ b<o"J\\'t- 1�t. tt.' \t� cwt( 

((li\ �M C..(o\.\C.�f-4 kw" Of'\.� a� • • . . rt 
[J+ St.�e) f\.Oboc.ly � f«A �e. ,f\u(tf\ 



(:)/ l ckA\te.1/ � wo.s
back. As Dickstein brought his gun level, the captain pulled a lever and an alarm began to sound all over the ship. Dickstein pulled the trigger l ihe loud � of the gun/partly smothered by the wailing klaxonw"of the fire alarm. -A-1,1-t,hree were killed where 

·¾o ladder onto the deck. One of the hands moved in front of him. U�p� Dickstein knocked him to the deck with an elbow blow to the � face, and jumped on Rostov. Sb�,Tu ... thit.t.. fv\(.f\ I 

Dickstein hurried back down the ladder. The alarm must mean o) O'J SO.W ,, ' i;\, 
they stood. l � "·s L 7-that Suza's diversion had started. Now all he had to do was stay ,,,.ml j"'� Y 6l\ • alive until he found her -l[he companionway from the bridge 

Even in his rage, he realized that he could not use the gun in �-(', , this confined space while Rostov was so close to Suza. Besides, he 
k,.II/ r.1o/C.wanted to ..take-earce-ef .. the man with his -ewn- hands -fi:!e � I rabbed Rostov's shoulder/ spun him around/ ffl<tk-0"Fief..y>le-8%tt-re 4"-cl / 0 ( ,ifl-m&,.Sur�ee�o��iH+ng-hifl.\ a pile-driving blow-tG-;.Re ( � met the deck at a junction of two gangways-a lateral one, which ),ll��ei" h;t kil'i\ iV\ 1\\1 Dickstein had used, and another running the length of the StoM.o.O\ firStJsuperstructure. In response to the alarm doors wer.e opening and 

st6maoo that buckled him at the waist/ made him gasp for air. � ANA/
J m-st,an4,;,l.y,i9s his head came down/Dickstein brought a knee upl,_ 'k � A ��t 4"d h"� ,snapping-tHS- chin up and breaking his jaw; then, continuing the �\tov'S men emerging all down both gangways. None of them seemed to be armed� , a� all{ this was a fire alarm, not a call to battle stations. Dickstein decided to run a bluff, and shoot only if it failed. He proceeded briskly along the central gangway, pushing his way through the milling men, shouting, "Get out of the way" in German. They stared at him fFlem�-a-rHy, not knowing who he was or what he was doing, except that he seemed to be in authority and there was a fire SfFleFgem:,.)'. One or two �spoke to him. He.eu-s-Hy-ignored them. There was a raspJ.ngl order from somewhere, and the men began to move purposefully. Dickstein reached the end of the gangway and was about to go down the ladder when the officer who had given the order came into sight and pointed at him, shouting a question. Dickstein dropped down. On the lower deck things were better organized. The men were 

� running in one direction, toward the stern, and a group of three 
t / hands under the supervision of an officer was breaking out 

0 'fh.tct.� it\ fire-fighting gear',--. , .AR<ii-t�� a place where thV h �r�t j o� h�t,e<l/ to/ gangway widened for access to hoses,/and�a red mistle@vere<i hisl. � " eyes. l 
.S Suza was on the floor, her back to the bulkhead. Her legs were 

� stretched out in front of her, her trousers torn. He could see her 
• ';:f scorched and blackened skin through the tatters. He heard 

l\ L � 0 Rostov's voice, shouting at her over the sound of the alarm _ IJ{c.lsf'tirtp� � "What did you tell�?" ��ough he .../ � I [ �er ... again� �ickstein jumped from the

motion,. he put all his strength behind a kick into the throat that smashed Rostov's neck and drove him backward into the bulkhead. t<187� Rostov had l:>&rel-y completed his fall WH&R- Dickstein turned A �efote.. 0 l quickly around, went down on one knee to bring his machine gun off his shoulder, and with Suza behind him and to one side opened fire on three hands who appeared in the gangway. /He turned again, pickbdj Suza up in a fireman's lift, trying not ii to touch her charred flesh. He had a moment to thinkkiow. � Clearly the fire was in the stern, the direction in which all the men had been running. If he went forward now he was less likely to be seen. . He ran the length of the gangway, then carried her up the ladder. He could tell by the feel of her body on his shoulder that / she was still conscious���•1 He came 0 off the top of the ladder to the main deck level, found a door and stepped out. O id<srti" r�w There was some confusion out on deck. A man ran past him, �o«\�thi� w"ic.� . heading for the stern; another ran off in the opposite direction.l\'\o.c.\e. h,M \t,..'('ofd••1Y Somebody was in the prow. Down in the stern a man lay on the / \ll\\"'�et\, deck with two others bending over him; presumably he/d\been h�d injured in the fire. Dickstein hurrie..d forward to the ladder that held\ used to l�d { boardj eased his gun orif o his shoulder, shifted Suza a little on the o He.. / 1other shoulder, and stepped over the rail. �Jocking about the deck as he started to go down, he knew � k
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Or,� I

9 !{t�y�kl-

s�w( 

0/ (/
sl 

0}�

that the� had seen him Qt was one thing to see a strange face on - As she reached for the rope the sea rose again and engulfed ./14- · board ship, wonder who he was, and delay asking questions until her. ___ -�s� <;hut<ct/ later because there was a fire alarm;lit waskanother to see 
/ 

Up on the deck of the Karla they.wete agttirl-shooting over the . -I'�
,)) someone leaving the ship with a body over his shoulder. �<. i�"o'�� tt\( railJ 1 /... �l"'� �r He was not quite halfway down the ladder when they began to f5ickstein's eyes swept the sea' .1...o..,. • .,.a_1 .h� _with the ship and €) W;_ ,&� q ""'f;'e . 1 .. '7[,. "o'" - y ').shoot at him. ' the boat pitching and rolling in different directia°ns the chances of -< , A bullet pinged off the hull beside his head. He looked up to a hit were relatively slim. �d-if-not,-w-ha�i:c-h.i5-ef)t-i&fl9 ... , see three men leaning over the rail. two of them with pistols. ' After L seconds that seemed hours, Suza surfaced again. �IA hw Holding on to the ladder with his left hand, he put his right hand Dickstein threw her the rope. This time she was able to grab itL O h to his gun, pointed up and fired. His aim was hopeless but-ttt least-

r\\ h a � /\OWL end he. pulled it in, bringing her closer and closer until he was Sw,·Hly / . \ ( l the men pulled back. Lt � � tr lcl ' k leani-Rg f&Mmt over the gunwale of the launch -te- take hold of her l-<1�\t to � pw\iu\ 'f 1
'"

1 And he lost his balance. O.r\ � �tr o. �ists.As the prow of the ship pitched up, he swayed to the left, f\t.Jt.l t.. t j H; pulled her into the well of the launch� µp above l-hem a 0 't � dropped his gun into the sea and grabbed hold of the ladder with machine gun opened fire. Dickstein threw the launch into gear -his right hand. His right foot slipped off the rung-and then[_Suza then fell on top of Suza, covering her body with his own. The / began to slip from his left shoulder. launch moved away from the Karla, undirected. riding the 'I( \M� iu.,\h�cc.l.'·Hold onfo me," he yelled at her, no longer sure whether she waves__,..... \, (. � was conscious or not. He felt her hands clutch at his sweater, but The shooting seemed-to-hai.e stopped. Dickstein looked back. lf]_ she continued to slip away, and �h�d� her unbalanced weight The Karla was nearly out of sight. -� ·rel was pulling him even more to the left. Gently he turned Suza overJ. Her eyes were closed. He took the 1{tc.<in3 lo< Mt \, �
•'®-" A wheel of the launch, looked at the compass, and set an approxi-She slipped €&mp�l;i off his shoulder/and went plunging into mate course fef-t.he CepaFiJlli , , . thc..S�welf- He turned on <i'] the sea. the boat's radio and called the Caparelli. Waiting for them toDickstein turned, mtt�t the launch, and jumped, landing come in, he lifted Suza toward him and �ed-te cradlcLher in his with a jarring shock in the well of the boat. arms. He called ettt- her name into the black sea all around him, A muffled thud came.frem across the water _like a distant swinging fl'ifflSOU. from one side of the boat to the other, his explosion/-By Gocti the magnetic mine_ desperation increasing with every secondffl she failed to surface. The Caparelli replied. Dickstein said, "The Karla is on fire. , I /And then he heard, over the noise of the wind, a scream/ .a-net- Turn back and pick me up. Have the sick bay ready for-a-bum 1"� ,i,l - s"r \ bad Y J_urning toward the sound he saw her head ju t above the surface, ��" He waited for their acknowledgment, then switched �"'Mel· between the side of the boat and the hull of the Karla. off and stared at Suza's expressionless face. "Don't die," he said. <:;1 i � � -___ S_hc, was out of his reach. '•f>e�-' 1/ease don't die." <:> I -, � , �k St ((Atilt cl °'j" i". ,.. ., /\ The launch was tied to the Karla by the rope, most of which 1i�e she opened her eyes and looked up at him. � was piled on the deck of the boat. Dickstein cut the rope with his She opened her moufh, struggling to speak. He bent his head to -knife, letting go of the end that was tied to the Karla's ladder and her. ["Is it really you?" -A-rl�ertlt-worry, I'll make k Skt. s-;cA,throwing the other end toward Suza. �o-dmmrstubborn-not to="I 
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There was the sound of a tremendous explosion. The fire had 
reached the fuel tanks of the Karla. '.f-h&0 J!le sky was lit up for 
several moments by a sheet of flame, the-air was filled with a 
roaring noise, and the rain stopped. The noise and the light died, 
and so did the Karla.

"She's gone down," Dickstein said to Suza. He looked at her. 
Her eyes were closed, she was unconscious againf $ut �Hgltt-
she waxsmiling. "'-- / f<.. I "'! 'is" "'- / l..:i f 1. /I /\ /\ 

I ;z_�(i} 

EPILOGUE@ 

NATHANIEL DICKSTEIN resigned from the Mossad,-ettt his name 
an& ex-pteits-were-���-t&.m;:l,.M.-ftll-FH--H"'k>--l>4.Ul�-Httn: 
�tag legend. He married Suza and took her back to the 
kibbutz, where they tended grapes by day and made love half the 
night. In his spare time he organized a political campaign to have 
the laws changed so that his children could be classified Jewish; 
or, better still, to abolish classification. 

� _tjley did not have children for a while. They were :::;::.. prepared to wait .._._Suza was young, and he was in no hurry. 
Her burns never healed completely. Sometimes, in bed, she 
would say, "My legs are_ horrible," and he would kiss her knees 
and tell her, "They-are. beautiful, they saved my life."_ 

When the opening of the Yorn Kippur War took the Israeli 
armed forces by surprise, Pierre Borg was blamed for the lack of 
advance intelligence, and wes-f-ereed-te-resign. The truth was 
more complicated. The fault lay with a Russian intelligence 
officer called David Rostov-an elderly-looking man who -was­
ooH�ea to wear a neck brace every moment of his life. He had 
gone to Cairo and, beginning with the interrogation and death of 
an Israeli agent called Towfik early in r968, he had investigated 
all the .events of that year and concluded that Kawash was a 
double agent. Instead of having Kawash tried and hanged for 
espionage, Rostov had told the Egyptians how to feed him 
disinformation, which Kawash, in all innocence, duly passed on 
to Pierre Borg. 

The result was that Nat Dickstein came out of retirement to 
take over Pierre Borg's job for the duration of the war. On 
Monday, October 8, r973, he attended a crisis meeting of the 

- . . . 
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cabinet. After three days of war the Israelis were in deep trouble.
The Egyptians had crossed the Suez Canal and pushed the Israelis
back into Sinai with heavy casualties. On the other front, the
Golan Heights, the Syrians were pushing forward, again with
heavy losses to the Israeli side. The proposal before the cabinet
was to drop atom bombs on Cairo and Damascus. Not even the
most hawkish ministers actually� the idea; but the situation
was desperate and the Americans were dragging their heels over
the arms airlift which might save the day. 

The meeting s�tuall�c aeffilt-�eetl'l& around to
accepting the +eff�fleti'(')ft of using nuclear weapons when Nat
Dickstein made his only contribution to the discussion: "Of
course, we could cell the Americans that we plan to drop these
bombs-on Wednesday, say-unless they start the airlift
immediately ... " 

And that is exactly what they did.

The airlift turned the tide of the war, and later a similar crisis
meeting took place in Cairo. Once again, nobody was in favor of
nuclear war in the Middle East; once again, the politicians
gathered around the table began to persuade one another that
there was no alternative; and once again, the proposal was
stopped by an unexpected contribution. 

This timcf--ttt first i-nconspicuot1�i it was the military that
stepped in. Knowing of the proposal that would be before the
assembled presidents, they had run checks on their nuclear strike
force in readiness for a positive decision/ ,{nd they had found that
all the plutonium in the bombs had been taken out and replaced
with iron filings. It was assumed that the Russians had done this,
as they had mysteriously rendered unworkable the nuclear
reactor in QattaraLbefore being expelled fro� Egypt in 1972. 

That night, one of the presidents talked to his wife for five
minutes before falling asleep in his chair. "It's all over," he told
her. "Israel has won-permanently. They have the bomb, and we
do not, and that single fact will determine the course of history in
our region for the rest of the century."

"What about the Palestine refugees?" his wife said. 
The president shrugged and began to light his last pipe of the

day. "I remember reading a story. in the London Times . .. this
must be five years ago, I suppose. It said that the Free Wales
Army had put a bomb in the police station in Cardiff."

"Wales?" said his wife. "Where is Wales?"
"It is a part of England, more or less." 
"I remember," she said. "They have coal mines and choirs." 
·'That's right. Have you any idea how long ago the Anglo-Saxons

conquered the Welsh?" 
"None at all." 
"Nor have I, but it must be more than a thousand years ago,

because the Norman French conquered the Anglo-Saxons nine
hundred years ago. You see? A thousand years, and they are still 
bombing police stations! The Palestinians will be like the Welsh ...
They can bomb Israel for a thousand years, but they will always 
be the losers�-mi.1G what-iffie-ri:1-a-t-ieRal agreements_ that may­
ever-t>�s,igne-c:r. '' 

His wife looked up at him. All these years they had been
together, and still he was capable of surprising her. She had
thought she would never hear words like this from him. 

"I will tell you something else," he went on. "There will have 
to be peace. We cannot possibly winLnow, so we will have to � 

/make peace. Not tms-momem:_ perhaps not for five or ten f\OW ; /
years. But the time will come, and then I will have to go to
Jerusalem and say, 'No more war.' I may even get some cre'dit
for it, when the dust settles. It is not how I planned to go down in
history, but it's not such a bad way, for all that. 'The man who
brought peace to the Middle East.' What would you say to that?" 

His wife got up from her chair and came across to hold his
hands. There were, tears in her eyes. "I would give thanks to
God," she said. 

+he-pr.esideJl.L,did-nG.t-smH�

Franz Albrecht Pedler died in 1974. He died content. His life
had seen some ups and downs-he had, after all, lived through
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the most ignominious period in the history of his nation-but he 

had survived and ended his days happily. 

He had guessed what had happened to the uranium. One day 

early in 1969 his company had received a check for two million 

dollars, signed by A. Papagopolous, with a statement from Savile 

Shipping which read: "To lost ·cargo." The next day a representa­

tive of the Israeli Army had called, bringing the payment for the 

first shipment of cleaning materials. As he left, the army man had 

said, "On the matter of your lost cargo, we would be happy if you 

were not to pursue any further inquiries." 

Pedler began to understand then. "But what if Euratom asks 

me questions?" 
"Tell them the truth,'' the man said. '"The cargo was-lost, and 

when you tried to discover what had happened to it, you found 

that Sa vile Shipping had gone out of business." 

"Have they?" 
"They have." 

And that was what Pedler told Euratom. Wh-y-flet� They sent

an investigator to see him, and he repeated his story, which was 

completely true, if not truly complete. He said to the investigator, 

"I suppose there will be publicity about all this soon." 
"I doubt it," the investigator told him. "It reflects badly on 

us. I don't suppose we'll broadcast the story unless we get more 

information." 

They did not get more information, of course; at least, not in 

Pedler' s lifetime. 

,, 

On Yorn Kippur in 1974 Suza Dickstein went into labor. 

In accordance with the custom of this particular kibbutz, the 

baby was delivered by its father, with a midwife standing by to 

give advice and encouragement. 

The baby was small, like both parents. As soon as its head 

emerged it opened its mouth and cried. Dickstein's 5tgh-t became 

watery and blurred. He held the baby's head, checked that the 

cord was not around its neck, and said, "Almost there, Suza." 
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Suza gave one more heave, and the baby's shoulders were 

born, and after that it effle-rgetl-easi+.y. Dickstein tied the cord in 

two places and cut it, then-again in accordance with the local 

custom-he put the baby in the mother's arms. 

"Is it all right?" she said. 

"Perfect," said the midwife. 

"What is it?" 

Dickstein said, "Oh, God, I didn't even look ... it's a boy." 

A little later Suza said, "What shall we call him? Nathaniel?" 

"I'd like to call him Towfik," Dickstein said. 

"Towfik? Isn't that an Arab name?" 

"Yes." 

"Why? Why Towfik?" 

"Well," he said, "that's -et� a long story." 

371
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POSTSCRIPT ® 

J FRO�I the London Daily Telegraph of May 7, 1977: t=__ I\ 
@ ISRAFL St;SPECTED OF I IIJACKING SHIP WITH URA, IUM � <:,.

by Henry Miller in New York I\ I\

7 

Israel is believed to have been behind the disappearance from the 
high seas nine years ago of a uranium shipment large enough to 
build 30 nuclear weapons, it was disclosed yesterday. 

Officials say that the incident was "a real James Bond affair" 
and that although intelligence agencies in four countries investi­
gated the mystery, it was never determined what had actually 
happened to the 200 tons of uranium ore that va • ed . . . � 

-Quoted by permission of the Daily Telegraph Ltd.
� -
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