316

Sixteen

Yasif Hassan did not go back to Cairo, then or ever.

He flew from Palermo to Rome, where he tried to get a flight
to Annaba or Constantine, both ;;aihe coast of Algeria. The nearest
they could offer him was Algiers or Tunis. He went to Tunis. There
he found a young taxi driver with a newish Volkswagen and thrust
in front of his face more money in American dollars than the man
normally earned in a year. The taxi took him across the 100-mile
breadth of Tunisia and over the border into Algeria, and dropped him
at a fishing village with a small natural harbour.

Waiting for him there was one of the Fedayeen, Hamid. Hassan
found him on the beach, sitting under a propped-up dinghy, sheltering
from the rain and playing backgammon with a fisherman. The three
men gotd into the fisherman'siboat and cast off.

The sea was rough as they heaaed out in the last of the day.
Hassan, no seaman, was afraid the little motor boat would capsize,
but the fisherman grinned cheerfully through it all. It took them
less than akf half an hour to reach Mahmoud's ship. Hamid paid the
fisherman while Hassan was clambering up on to the deck. .

Mahmoud was waiting for him. They embraced. Mahmoud said:
'Thank God we don't have to fight yet - half my men can do nothing
but throw up.'

Hassan knew there was a joke coming. 'What are the other half
doing?' he said obligingly.

rest
'"Praying for the others.'!

Both men laughed. Hassan said: 'We must weigh& anchor

immediately - things are happening very fast now.'

'Come to the bridge with me.'




































































































































































































































































