THE YELLOWCAKE PIRATES




Prologue

Eila was talkingz to the Russian when Nat Dickstein cane in.

The Russian was David Rosbov, an earnest, sly young .an
too tall and thin for his mass-produced suit. He seened very
naive, and perhaps he was, at least by comparison with the
well-bred young Englishmen at Oxford: but he told her that
he had been sent here to study bourgeois economnics, and then
that sly s ile crent over his face, and Eila realised he was
kidding. She laughed, and loox~d azain at the door.

'More guests,' Dabid Rostov said. 'You .ust welcome thexn.'

She smiled at him a morent lonzer, and suddenly saw
herself throush his eyes. Befoee he came to Oxford h- had
noi been outside Russia excent as a soldier in a2 conguering
armv: to him, Eila seemed wealthy, privileged, and fabulously
glamorous.

'You're very considerate,' she said: then she thouszht
No, that's not what he wants to hear. She added: 'Such a
gentleman.'

He laughed aloud at that, and sh: realised she had
underestimated hin again. He said: 'The Kreulin would be
horrified."

She left him, thinking?: Not sc naive: and went to the
newconers.

The bov in the doorwav was small and frail, with
dead-white skin. He wore plastic-rimned snectacles and a
demob suit, black with pin strines.

Eila said: "I'm Professor Ashford's vife,' and waited
for th- usual look of surprise th&t the Professor should have

married a woman twenty vears his junior and dark-sxkinned at that.



The look did not come. Th- boy stuck out his hand and
said: 'I'n Dicsgstein.'

The surprise was hers: first, because that stick-thin
body produced a confident voice and a firm handshake: and
second, because she had heard of Dickstein, znd expected hin
to be both older and lrrger. She shook his hand and turned
to his companion.

Dickstein said: 'This is my friend Alan Certone.'

Cortone said: 'How are you, ma'an,' in an American accent.
Eila had thought he seemed tg well-fed and well-dressed to be
English.

Eila vshered thcom across the drawin--roon to the fireplace,
where a beautifully-dressed Arab stood looking at a wooden
carving on a shelf. 'I want you to meet Yasif Hassan, a freéend
of my family from ... ho.e,' she said. She introduced the
newconers and wen!t to fetch sherry. ©She had been about to say
'from Palestine,' but at the last mlnute had reme-bered
severa’ thinrs. )
eacher carlier

Six weeks ape®, on 1 Septermber 1947, the United at'ons
had provosed that Palestine should be partitionnd inte two
separate states, Arab and Jewish. Ella was Lebanese, but she
had not lived there since childhood: Enzland was her home.
However, she knew that Arabs and Jews were nurderins each other
in Palestine now, and she kx=x had heard ruiours about what
Dicksteln, who was Jewish, had suffered as a nrisoner-of-war
in Germany: and shc began to wonder whether i: had been a
mistake to invite Hassan 2and Dickstein to the same party.

She care back with the drinks, and was relieved to find

the cheerfully discussing Henry James. Alan Cortone, the

Arnerican, seened slishtly out o it, so Eila eased hisn avway



from the other two and asked him what he was studyins.

'I'm a soldler, ma'am, no- a student,' he sa‘d. 'I'n
passlin through on my wav from Prankfurt hose to Buffdlo.
That's in the north.'

'I know,' she said. 'A cold place. Have you !tnown
Mr Dickstein long?!

"We met in 194K,

'People are sayins he's a very brilliany student.'

'He saved my life.'’

'Good Lord,' she sald. She looxed at Cortone rore closely,
wonderin whether he enjoyed beins melodramatic. No, he was
Just being American, she decided: so she said: 'I'd like to

hear about it.’

'It doesn't take lonzg to tell.' He glanced over at
Dickstéin, arcuing now wilh Professor Ashford as well as Yasif
Hassan; and snoke quistly, as if he d'd not want the her . fo
hear the story told. 'It was in Sicily, near a wnlace called
Ragusa, 2 hill town. I had taken a T-force around the outsxirts.
To the north of the town we came on a Gernian tank in a little
hollow, on the edge of a clump of trees. The tani looked
abandon~d, but I put a zrenade into it to make sure. As we
drove nast, bhhere was a shot - only one - and a German fell
out of a tree. He'd been hidin~ uc taere, ready to =ow us
down as we passed the tank. He had a machine pun. It was Nat
who shot hian. He had come around the citv from the other
direction, seen the tank lixe I did, and smelled a trap. He'd
spotted the sniper, and he was waiting t see if there were
any wore, when we turned up. If he hadn't been so da:n clever
I'd be dead.'

Eila was silent for a moment. The sherrv-party chit-chat



Zoin~ on all around her suddenlv seemed unreal, having nothing
to do with life because it had nothin- to do with death. She
sa'd; 'It's a re.arkable storv.'

Cortone nodded., 'Later, I took him t» meet mv cousins -
my family came from Sicily. We had pasta and wine, they made
him a hero, we had a good time. We exchanged addresses.
Months afterward I heard Nat hed been taken nrisoner at La
Molina. I 4¥new he was Jewish, and I thouzht I'd never see hin
again. But when, after the war, I went to his other's house
in Stepney, there hc was,'

"What had happened t» hia?’

Cortone shrugzed. 'He survived the camps.!

'He was fortunate,' Eila said.

Cortone looked into her eyes. 'Was he? I don't know.'

She stared back at the Arerican for a noment, then

looked around for Dicxstein: but he had sone.

Professor Ashford sat down and wotioned Dickstein to a wooden
chair. A weak autumn sun spread a soft light in the
conservatory and the lonz garden outside. A zirl, five or six
years old, came 1In from the zarden carrving an elderly srey
cat. Ashford detached her fr m the animal and sat her on his
xnee with t e coy nride of & nan who has beconre a fathor in
niddle age.

'This is Suza,' hes said.

Dic stein s~iled and said:!: 'Hello, Suza.' The child
had her mother's skin and hair: she, too, would be beautiful.

Ashford saild: 'How are vou getting on?!

"Thn worlis 1s fascinating,' Dickstelin said.

'But the companv not so?'
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'T didn't nean that.'

'I no how it is,' Ashford said. T'Men your owun age
who haven't been to war seem like children. It's difficult
for a soldier t» go back to school. But I hone vou'll
persist with it - wou certainly have the ability.!

"Thankyou.'

"Hovever, that wasn't vnat I wanted to say.' He set
the child on the floor and natted her bottoxr., 'I think you'll
find there's some tea for vou in the kitchen,' he told her.

She ran into the house.

Dicksteln walited for the Professor to snea’s. The Yoy sat
hunched, his arms folded tiszhtly, his less crossed, looxins lige
a bundle of sticks in a bazg., Ashford had never seen his relaxed.

'I'w. in a zood position, here at Oxford, to do the
occasionatl favour for an old friend intthe Foreisgn O0fflce,’
Ashford bezan.

Dickstein's eyes narroved slightly, and the Professor
had a feelin: that the boy .ew what was cowing.

'T had lunch with hinr tihe other day, and we were talkinz
about David Rostov.'

'"The Russians' Diciistein nodded and s:-iled faintl-.

Ashford continued: 'Our relations with Ruasia have changed
rapidly since the end of the war, as I'um sure vou rtnov. Not to
beat about the bush, it's possible - unlikelv, but nossible -
that we shall find ourselves at wer with thea. What do you thin«
of that?!

"We'd lose,!' Dickstein sa‘d. 'The Russians have oil.’

Asnford cocked his head, thinking. 'You mi-ht ve right.?

'And David HRestbv?'

'‘He's a spv.’



Dickstein's raised evebrows were scentical, nbbd startled.
He said: 'Is it just that he writes home about a1y interestin
tidbits of information he happens to pick up? Or do you mean
more than that?!

'That's the question, really; and that's why I'm tellin:
you all about it.' Ashford pulled at his earlobe, the way he
did In lectures when he was deciding how best to phrase a
subtlety. 'If Rostov had a falrly close friend, who saw hin
every day, spent weekends with hir, went to cinemas and wubs
with hi« ... then we could find out.’

*I see. Suppose he resisted close friendships?!

'That, too, would be inforiration.'’

'And you'd lik~ me to be the close friend.'!

'Yes,'

'Why me?!

'You're bright, you're wmature, and you need th2 monay.!

'"Money?!

'"The Foreign Office would pay you, and additionally eet
any reasonable expense to which you misit be put.'

'Well, well.'

Ashford stood up. 'Think about it,' he suggested.

'I've thought about i.,' Dickstein said. 'I'11 do it.!

'Excedlent!’

'"Who'1ll be my Control?!

Ashford showed no surprise at Dickstein's use of
Intelligence jargon. 'I will. Shall we go back to the party?

You might as well start richt away.!



One r
One

His name was Towfik el-Masiri, at the moment, and he was an
orphan. His name changed a lot, but he was always an orphan.

His mother had died of tuberculosis in 1962, Three
vears later his father, driving a five-year-o0ld i1lnported
Chevrolet through the desert at ninety miles an hour, oollided
with a five-ton truck and died instantly. Towfik had sold
the family business - a small carpet exporting concern with
a warehouse in Alexandria - and was now living on the money
while he studied chemistry at Al-Azhar university in Cairo.

All this was lies, of course. Both parents were still
alive: the mother healthy, the father prosperous. It was
Towfik who was dead, killed 1n the 5ix-Dayv War.

He toyed with this paradox in the empty hours, turning
it over in his mind and explorigg its ramifications. Israel
had killed Towfik, and Israel had brouzht him back to 1ife,
but the price of the resurrection was the death of the parents.
And if the resurrection was phoney - why, then, so was the
price,

And so on. There were a 1ot of empty hours. When he -
the resurrected, phoney Towfik el-Masiri - should have been
memorising the periodic table of the elements, or listening to
lectures on polvmers, he was often hanging around the streets
of Cairo, watching people go in and out of government buildings,
eavesdropplng in restaurants and tea-~shops, gossgpping with
high-priced Caucasian prostitutes, or - as now - waiting at
the airport onkthe edge of the desert for a man he had neveg
seen and would never speak to. )

That was the truth - that he was waiting for a stranger -



but, as always, he had a lie to go with it. The 1ie was that
he had ordered a parcel of textbooks from New York, and they
should have arrived yesterday. This morning he had made
something of a fuss at the TWA freight counter, and eventually
had been persuaded to wait and see whether the books had
arrived on the morning plane.

While he waited, sipping coffee and reflecting on his
paradoxes, he made eyes at a mouth-watering pair of blonde
American girls at the next table.

If the first rule was 'Never tell the truth,'! the second
was 'Never do nothing.'

Towfik could often spot the others by the way they did
nothing. The Ameticans were always window-shopping; the
English 1liked to read newspapers; Russians would sit and watch
the world go by, looking stolid. It was nothing to do with
national characteristics; Jjust the mark of the personality
who had trained them. Maybe they recognise us by the way we
are always doing something, Towfik thought: being rude to the
waiter, arguing with the shopkeeper about our change, discussing
metaphysics with the drunk in the corner. We know each other
by the distinctive methods we use to be unobtrusive. Another
paradox,

The airport public-address system made a noise like a
doorbell, and the arrival of the Alitalia flight from Milan
was announced in Arabic, Italian, French and English. With
a parting leer at the American girls Towfik left his table.

He bought Egyptian cigarettes, 1it one, then made his way to
the observation deck. He put on his sunglasses to gaze out
over the shimmering concrete apron. The Cgravelle was already
down and taxiing.

X EsxkRex®



Towfik was there because of a cable. It had come that
morning, from his uncle in Rome, add it had been in code. Any
buslness could use a code fow international telegrams, provided
it first lodged the key to the code with the post office.

Such codes were used more to save money - by reducing common
phrases to single short words - than to keep secrets. Towfik's
uncle's cable, transcttbed according to the rezistered code

book, gave detalls of his late aunt's will. However, Keuirx Towfik
had another key, and the messgze he read was:

OBSERVE AND FOLLOW PROFESSOR FRIEDRICH SCHULZ ARRIVING
CAIRO FROM MILAN WEDNESDAY 22 FEBRUARY 1968 FOR SEVERAL DAYS.
AGE 51 HEIGHT 150 CM WEIGHT 150 LBS HAIR WHITE EYES BLUE
NATIONALITY AUSTRIAN COMPANIONS WIFE ONLY.

After transcribing the siznal Towfik had gZone into the
lobby of the Nile Hllton and phoned the alrport. He had begun
with Alltalia, as the likeliest airline for a flight from
Milan, but he would have checked them all if necessary.
Speaking Arabic wilth a German accent, he had asked whether
the name of his friend Professor Schulz was on the passenger
list. The clerk told him there was a Herr Schulz on the
manifesto.

Such modesty was intrisuing.

The passengers began to file out of the aircraft, and
Towflk spotted his man almost immediately. There was only one
tall, lean, whlte-halred man on the fllsht. He was wearing
a light blue sult, white shirt and tle, and carrying a plastic
bag from a duty-free shop and a camera. His wife was much
shorter, and wore a mini-dress and a blonde wig. As they crossed
the tarmac they looked about them and sniffed the warm, dry

desert alr, the way people always did the filrst time they
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landed in North Africa.

The passengers disappeared into the arrivals hall. Towfik
waited on the observation deck until the baggage came off the
plane, then he went inside and mingled with the/i?i&é of people waiting
at the meeting vpoint.

He did a lot of waiting. That was the one thing they didn’'t
teach you! how to wait. You learned how to handle guns,
memorise maps, break open safes and kill people with your hands,
all in the first six months of the training course; but there
were no lectures in patience, no exercises for sore feet, no

courses 1n coping with tedium. And it was beginning to loock

like What the fuck was that? beginning to look Lookout lookout.

beginning to ...

There was another agent in the crowd.

Towflk was thinking about patience when his subconscious
hit the fire alarm. The people in the little crowd, waiting
for relatives and friends and business acqualntances off the
Milan plane, were impatient. They smoked, shifted their weight
from one foot to the other, craned their necks and fidgeted.
There was a middle-class family with fouremchildren, two men in
the traditional striped ocotton galabiya robes, a businessman
in a dark suit, a young white woman, a chauffeur with a sign

reading Pord Motor Company, and -

And a patient man.

Like Towfik, he had dark skin and short hair and wore a
Buropean-style suit. At first glance he seemed to be with the
middle~-class family - just as Towflk would seem to a casual
observer, to be with the businessman in the dark suilt. The
other agent stood casually, with his hands belind his back,

facing the baggage hall exit, looking unobtrusive. There was



a streak of paler skin alongside his nose, like an old scar.
He touched 1it, once, in wh&t mizght have been a nervous gesture,
then put his hand behind his back again.

The question was, had the other agen!' spotted Towfik?

Towfik turned to the businessman beside him and said: 'I
never understand why this has to take so long.' He smiled, and
spoke quietly, so th&t the businessman leaned closer and smiled
bacxk; and the palr of them looked like acquaintances having
a casual conversation.

The businessman said: 'The formalities take longer than
the flight.'

Towfik stole another glance at the agent. The man stood
in the same position, watching the exit. He had not attempted
any camouflage. Did that mean that he had not spotted Towfik?
Or wha was it just that he had second-guessed Towfik, by
deciding that a piece of camouflage would give him away?

The passengers began to emerge, and Towflk realised there
was nothing he could do, either way. He hoped the peosple the
agent was meeting would come out before Schulz.

It was not to be. Schulz and his wife were among the
first little knot of people to come through.

The agent approached them and shook hands.

O0f course, of course.

The agent was there to meet Schulz.

Towfik watched while the azgent summoned porters and
ushered the Schulzes away; then he went out by a different exit
to his car. Before getting in he took off his jacket and tie
and put on sunglasses and a white cotton cap. Now he would not
be easily recognisable as the man who had been waiting at the

meeting point.



He figured the agent would have parked in a no-waiting
zone rizht outside the terminal exit, so he drove that way. He
was right. He saw the porters loading the Schulz bazgage Into
the boot & of a f¥ve-year-old grey Mercedes. He drove on.

He steered his dirty Renault on to the main highway from
Heliopolis, where the alrport was, to Cairo. He drove at
60 k.p.h. and kept to the slow lane. The grey Mercedes passed
him two or three minutes later, and he accelerated to keep it
within sight. He memorised its number, as it was always useful
to be able to recognise the opposition's cars.

The sky bezan to cloud over. As he sved down the straight,
palm-1ined highway, Towfik consldered what he had found out so
far. The cabld& had told him nothing about Schulz except what
the man looked like and the fact that he was a professor. The meeting
rxerfmenk at the airport meant a great deal, though. It had
been a kind of clandestine VIP treatment. Towfik had the agent
figured for 2 local:! everything pointed to that - his clothes,
his car, h®s car, his style of waiting. That meant Schulz was
probably here by invitation of the government, but either he
ortthe neople he had come to see wanted the visit kept secret.

It wasn't much. What was Schulz a professor of? He could
be a banker, arms manufacturer, rocketry expert or cotton buyer.
He might even be PLO, but Towfik could not see the man as a
resurrected Nazi. Still, anything was possible.

Certainly Tel Aviv did not think Schulz was important. If
they had, they would not have used Towfik, who was youngz and
inexperienced. It was even possible that the whole thinz was yet
another tratning exercise.

They entered Cairo on the Shari Ramses, and Towflk closed

the gap between kR® hils car and the Mercedes until there was only



one vehigdle between them. The grey car turned right on to
the Corniche al-Nil then crossed the river by the 26 July
Bridge and entered the Zamalek district of Gezira island.

There was less traffic in the wealthy, dull suburb,
and Towfik became edgy about being spotted by the agent at
the wheel of the Mercedes. However, two minutes later the
other car turned iInto a residential street near the Officer's
Club and stopped outside an apartment block with a jacaranda
tree in the garden. Towfik immediately took a right turn
and was out of sight before the doors of the other car could
open. He parked, jumped out, and walked back to the corner.
He was In time to see the agent andtthe Schulzes disappearing
into the bullding, followed by a caretaker in galabiya strusgling
with thelr lugzacze.

Towfik looked up and down the street. There was nowhere
a man could convincingly idle. He returned to his car, backed
it ImxmxiRr around the corner, and parxed between two other
cars on the same side of the road as the Mercedes. Then he
settled down to wait.

Half an hour later the agent came out alone, zot into
his car, and roared off.

If Schulz had been important, they woudd surely have
given him a bodyguard ... except that a bodyguard would have
drawn attention to his importance and thereby made him more
vulnerable. It was another paradox, Towfik thouzht with
pleasure; and, like a bored child findins a curious pebble on
an empty beach, he picked 1t up and saved it for the long

hours ahead.

It went on for two days, then it broke.



The Schulzes behaved like tourists, and seemed to enjoy
it. On the first mX evening they had dinner in a nightclub
and watched a troupe of belly-dancers who (Towfik happened to
know) came from South London. Next day they did the Pyramids
and the Sp?nx , With lunch at Groppi's and dinner at the Nile
Hilton. In the morning on the third day they sgot up early
and took & taxl to the mosque of Ibn Tulun.

Towfik left his car near the Gayer-Anderson Musewa
and followed them. They took a perfunctory look around the
mosque and headed east on the Shari al-Salibah. They were
dawdling, looking at fountains and buildings, peering into
dark tiny shops, watching baladl women buy onions and peppers
and camel's feet at street stalls.

They stopped at a crossroads and went into a tea-shop.
Towfik crossed the street to the sebeel, a domed fbuntain behind
windows of iron lace, and studied the barcogque relief around
its walls. He moved on up the street, still within sight of
the tea-shop, and spent some time buyingz four misshapen giant
tematoes from a white-capped stallholder whose feet were bare.

The Schulzes came out of the tea-shop and turned north,
following Towfik, into the street market. Here it was easier
for Towfik to idle, sometimes ahead of them and sometiines
behind. Prau Shhulz bought slippers, a gold bangle, and a
sprig of mint from a half-naked child. Towfik zot ahead of
them and drank a small cup of strong, unsweetened Turkish
coffee under the awning of a cafe called Nasif's.

They left the street market and entered a covered soug
specialising in saddlery. Schulz glanced at his wristwatch
and spoke to his wife, and then they walked a little faster
until they emerged at Bab Zuweyla, the gateway to the original

wx X tmot



walled city.

For a few moments the Schulzes were obscured from Towfik's
view by a donkey pulling a cart loaded with AlilBaba jars,
their mouths stopperesft with crumpled paper. When the cart X&=x
pasgsed Towfik saw that Schulz was saying goodbye to his wife
and getting into an oldish grey Mercedes.

Towfik cursed under his breath.

The car door slammed and 1t pulled away. Frau Schulz
waved. Towfik noted the number - it was the car he had followed
from Heliopolis -~ and saw 1t go west then turn left into the
Shari Port Said.

Forgetting Frau Schulz, he turned around and broke into
a run.

They had been walking for about an hour, but they had only
covered a mile. Towfik sprinted through the saddlery soug and
the street market, dodging #round the stalls and bumping into
robed men and women in black, dropping his bag of tomatoes in
a collision with a Nublan sweeper, until he reached the :museun
and his car,.

He dropped into the driving seat, breathing hard and
grimacing at the pain in his side. He started the car and pulled
away on an interception course for the Shari Port Said.

The trarffic was light, so when he hit the main road he
guessed he must be behind the Mercedes. He continued souih-vest,
over the 1lsland of Roda and the Giza Bridge on to the Giza
road.

Schulz had not been deliberately trylng to snake a tail,
Towflk decided. Had the Profeseor been a pro he would have
lost Towfik mw decisively and finally. No, he had simply been

taking a morning walk through the market befoee meeting someone
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at a landmark. Towfik would bet that the agent in the Mercedes
had suggested both the meeting-place and the walk,

They mizght have gone anywhere, but 1t seemed likely they
were leaving the city - otherwise Schulz could simply have got
a¥taxl from Bab Zuweyla - and this was the major road westward.
Towfik drove very fast. Soon there was nothing in front of
him but the arrow-straight grey road, and nothing either side
but yellow sand and blue sky.

He reached the Byramids without seeing the Mercedes.

Here the road forked, leading north to Alexandria or south to
Ezysm Falyum. From where the Mercedes had picked up Schulz,
this would have bednan unlikely, roundabout route to Alexandria;
so Towfik plumped for PFaiyum.

wWhen at last he saw the Mercedes it was behind him,
moving at high speed. Before it caught up with him it turned
right off the main resed. Towfilk braked to a halt and reversed
the Renault to the turn-off., The other car was already a mile
ahead on the side road. He followed.

This was dangerous, now. The road probably went deep
into the Western Desert, perhaps all the way to the oil field
at Qattara. It seemed little-used, and a strong wind would
obscure 1t completely. The agent in the Mercedes was sure to
realise he was being followed. If he weepe a good agent, the
sight of the Renault might even trigzer memories of the Hourney
from Heliopolis.

This was wheee the training broke down, and all the
careful camouflage and tricks of the trade became useless: and
you simply had to get on someone's tail and stick with him,
whether he saw you or not, because the whole point was to find

out where he was zoing, and if you couldn't manage that you were
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no use at all,

S50 he threw caution to the desert wind and followed; and
still he lost them.

The Mercedes was a faster car, and better deslgned for
the narrow, bumpy road, and wilithin a few minutes it was out of
sight. Towfik followed the road, hoping he might catch them
when they stonped or at least come across somethins that might
be their destination.

Sixty kilometres on, deep 1n the desert and beginning
to worry about getting petrol, he reached agm@tiny oasis village
at a crossroads. A few scrawny animals grazed 1ln sparse
vegetation around & muddy nool. A jar of fava beans and three
Fanta cans on a makeshift table outside a hut signified the
local cafe. Towflk got out of the car and spoke to an old
man watering a bony buffalo.

'Have you seen a grey Mercedes?!

The neasant looked at him as 1f he was speaking a foreicn
langzuaze.

'"Have you seman a grey car?!

The man brushed a large black fly off his forehead and
nodded, once.

"When?!

'Today."

'Which way did it -70?!

The nld man pointed west, into the desert.

Towfik saild: pWhere can I get petrol?!

The man pointed east, toward Cailro.

Towfik rave him a coin and returned to the car. He
started the enzine and looked again at the petrol zauze. He

had enouch fuel to zet him back to Cairo, Jjust: if he went
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much farther he would be in trouble.
He had done all he could, he reckoned. Wearily, he

turned the Renault around and headed back toward the city.

Hansi was a different kind of spy. Middle-aged and married,
he had experience and ingenuity but no courage. He operated
in Milan, which was no & hotbed of international intrizue; and
although the Servizio Informazione Difesa knew all about him,
he had never done anything for which he could be prosecuted
under Italian law.

The cable was brought to him by his wife, who thouzht
he was a freelance journalist $which was the truth, if not the
whole truth). He was still asleep when she came into the
bedroom and said: 'Telegramm.’'

T ———— G s

Hansi, who had a hangover, said: 'Auch. Das noch.' and

turned over.

A few minutes later she returned with a steaming muz
and said: 'Kaffee.'

'Danke.' Hansi sat up, 1lit a cigarette, and opened the
cable. He drank his coffee while decoding it, then he dialled
8 local number on the bedside telephone.

He was answered by a girl. 'Alitalia, bonjourno.' She
sounded young and beautiful.

Hansl lied to her in Italian. 'Good morning. I wonder
if you can help me. I'm secretary to Professor Friedrich
Schulz, who flew with yvou to Calro two days agzo.'

His wife came in for hls coffee cup. She shoock her head
and said: 'ILuegper.' He grinned and waved her away.

"Now, ' he continued, 'the problem is, he doesn't seem to

have pald for his tikket, and we have no record here in the
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office of who might -have booked for him.' Hansi gave a little
laugh. 'He hates to leave unpaid bhills behind him con his
travels.'

'One moment, please,' the glrl said. There was a lonjy
pause. When she came back she said: 'It's all right - the
ticket has been paid for.'

'Oh! By whom?'

'Mr Farah.' ©She spelt it.

'Is that Muhammad Farah?'

'No, Gamal.'

'Oh, hils brother. Well, that solves the problem. Thanks
for your help.'

'No trouble.'

Hansl hung up and felt under the bed for the Milan
phone book. He found two Farahs, but only one G. Farah. He
dialled the number.

Another woman, this one older: 'Hello.'

Hansi sald: 'Is Gamal there?'

'No, he's gone to the Consulate.'

Hansi thought: But which one? He said: 'Okay, I'll
catch him there. Have you got the number handy?!

'"Yes.' She gave 1t to him.

'"Thankyou. Goodbye.'

His wife stood 1n the doorway, wearing a puzzled frown.

'Was machts du?!

'Geshaeft,' he said irritebly, and dielled apgain. OShe
returned to the kltchen.

Again hils call was answered by a woman. She said:
'Egyptlan Consulate.'

It was all he needed to know. He hung uv wilthout speaking.
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He plcked up a pencil, thought for a minute, then scribbhled
on the pad beside the phone: SHHULZ TICKET BOUGHT BY
ZGYPTIAN CONSULATE. He turned the message into code, then
sent it in & cable to Bonn.

When 1t was done, he put on his dressaing-gown and wamt
into the kitchen. His wife was reading the newsnaper, and
consequently spdke now in Italian.

She said: 'What was all that about??

'Little queries. Nothins. How about breakfast?' He

grinned. 'I've just done a zood day's work.'

That eveninz a young Arab, wearing a dinner Jacket and driving
a German Ford, called at the apartment in Zamalek. He was
carrying a bunch of flowers. He came out a few minufes later
wlth Frau Schulz, who wore a long dress and a mink stols,

One hundred yards down the road, Towfik watched from
inside his car.

He followed the couple to a top Egyptian restaurant.
They had booked, but Towfik had to walt half an hour for a table.
He enjoyed his meal - one thing Tel Aviv never comnlained
about was expenses. Frau Schulz had a good time, too. The
Arab was very handsome, He worec English shoes. He head a
failntly vacuous expression. Towfik guessed that he had been
lald on as an escort for the woman while her husband was out of
town on government buslness. The Arab did not look bright,
and he was much too relaxed to be an agent, but he seened good
at what he did: he made the woman laugh, he danced with her once,
and then he took her home soon after midnizht. He kissed her
cheek under the jacaranda tree in the garden. Towfik nodded

approval: 1t was wise not to zo up to the apartment. A woman



that age, a mild spring evening, an exotic strange city, a
involved in

husband/sukxafxkemxar sensitive political work ... the escort

was right to stay out of her bed.

The Ford drove away, and Towfik went into the buildin-.
The Nubian doorman was in the hall.

Towfilk s&id: 'The European woman who just came in -
which apartment, please?!

The caretaker looked at hin throuzh narrowed eyes. '"Why
do you want to know?!

Towfik toox his wallet out of his pocket. 'She laft
her purse in the restaurant.’

The caretaker put out his hand. 'I'11 zive it to her.!

'Oh, no,' Towfik said. 'I found it.'

The caretlker shrugssed. 'But you don't know where she
lives.'!

'I'11 zive you ten ner cent of what she gives me.!

'"Fifty, ' the doorman said.

"Tvvaaty-five. '

'Pifty.!'

'Okay.!

'Apartment three, first floor.'

Towfik ran up the merble stairs and walked alons a
corridor to the door of No. 3. He noted that it had a Yale-
tyre locs. He counted to fifty, then went downstairs and
gave the doorman an IZgyptian pound note.

Then he went home to bed.

In the mornins he went to the :@in post office and sent a
coded cable to Rome: SHULZ MET AT AIRPORT BY HSUSPLCTED

LOCAL AGENT. SPENT TWO DAYS SIGHTSEEING. PICKED UP BY
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AFORESATID AGENT AND DRIVEN DIRECTION QATTARA. SURVEILLANCE
ABORTED. NOW WATCHING WIFE., TOWFIK.

He made no excuses for losing Schulz in the desert.

They weren't interested in excuses in Tel Aviv. Thev knew
that mistakes sometimes happened; and if they didn't, the hell
with themnm.

He was back in Zamalek soon after nine a.m. Now that
he knew which apartment they were using, he could park in sizht
of its balcony.

Frau Shhulz was a late riser. At eleven-thirtv she
came out on the balcony with a cup and saucer in her hand
and sat 1n the sunshine for a few minutes.

Aroudd lunhhtime the interior of the Renault became
very hot. Towflk ate an apple and drank tepid beer.

Professor Schulgz arrived late in the afternoon, in the
same grey Mercedes. He looked tired and a little rumpled,
like a middle-aged man who has travelled too far, He left
the car and went into the building without lookling back.

After droppimg him, the agent drove past the Renault and looked
straight at Towfik for an instant. There was nothing Towfik
could do about it.

Wheee had Schulz been? It had taken him most of a day
to get there, Towfik speculated; he had spent a night, a full
day, and a second night there; and it had taken him most of
today to get back, The Libyan border was only six hundred
kilometres away - one day's hard driving. There were many
possibilities,

At nine p.m. the Schulzes came out again. The Professor
looked refreshed. They were dressed for dinner. They walked

along the road a little way and halled a taxl.



Towfik made a decision. He did not follow then.

He zot out of the car and entered the garden of the
avartment building. The doorman, who had been useful last
night, was a problem now. Towfik stepped on to the dusty
lawn and found a vantage point behind a bush from which he
could see into the hall through the open front door. The
Nubian was sitting on a low wooden bench, picking his nose.

Towfik waited.

Twenty minutes later the man left his bench and
disappeared into the back of the building.

Towfik hurried through the hall and ran, soft-footed,
up the staircase,

He had three Yale-type skeleton keys, but none of them
fitted the loek of apartment three, In the end he got it open
with a piece of bendy plastic broken off a collese set-square.

He entered the apartment and closed the door behind him,

It was now quite dark outside. A little 1lizht from a
street lamp came through the unshaded windows. Towfik drew
a small torch from his trousers pocket, but he did not swttich
it on yet.

The apartment was large and airy, with whlfe-painted
walls and Egglish-~colonial furniture. It had the sparse,
chilly loox of a place where ncobody zctually lives. Therc was
a big drawing-room, a dining-room, three bedroons and & kitchen.
After a quick zemeral survey Towfik started snoopinz in earnest.

The two smaller bedrooms were bare. In the larger one,
Towfik went rapidly through all the drawers and cupboards. A
wardrobe held the rather gaudy dresses of a women past her
prime: bright prints, sequinned zowns, turduoolse and orange

and pink. The labels were American. Schulz was an Austrian



national, the cable had said, but pehhaps he lived in
the US. Towfik had never heard him speak.

On the bedside table were a guide to CAiro in Enrlish,
a copy of Vogue, and a reprin.ed lecture on isotopes.

So Schulz was a sciemtist.

Towfik glanced through the lecture. Most of it was
over his head. Schulz must be a top chemist or physicist,
he thought. If he was here to work on weaponry, Tel Aviv
would want to know.

There were no personal papers ~Schulz had his passport
and wallet in his pocket, evidently. The airline labels
had been removed from the matchin; set of tan suitcases.

On a low table in the drawing-room, two empty glasses
smelled of gin: they had had a cocktail before going out.

In the bathroom Towfik found the clothes Schulz had
worn into the desert. There was a lot of sand in the shoes,
and on the trouser cuffs he found smdll dusty-grey s..ears
which might have been cement. In the breast pocket of
the rumpled jacket was a blue plastic contdainer, about
one-and-a-half inches square, very slender. Towfik opened
it. It oontained a light-tight envelope of the kind used
to protect photographic emulsion.

Towfik pocketed the plastic box.

The airline labels from the luggage were in a waste
basket in the little hnll. The Schulzes' address was in
Boston, Massachusetts, which probably meant that the Professor
taught and Harvard, MIT, or one of the many lesser
universities in the area. Towfik did some rapid arithmetic.
Schulz would h®&ve been in his twenties during World War Two:

he could easily be one of the German rocketry experts who

- -l



went to the US after the war.

Or not. You did no' have to be a Nazi to work for
the Arabs.

Nazi or not, Schulz was a cheapskate: his soap,
toothpaste and after-shave were all stolen from airlines
and hotels.

On the floor beside a rattan chair, near the table
with the empty cokktail glasses, Xkmm lay a lined foolscap
notepad, its top sheet blank. There was a pencil on top of it.
Perhaps Schulz had been making notes on his trip while he
sipped his gin sling. Towfik searched the apartment for the
sheets torn from the pad.

He found them on the balcony, burned to cinders in a
large glass ashtrgg.

The nizht was ¢ .0l. Later in the year the air would
be warm, and fragrant with the b ossom of the Jacaranda Jjust
below the balcony. The city traffic snored in the distance.
It reminded Towfik of his father's apartment in Jerusalemn.

He wondered how long it would be before he saw Jerusalem
again.

He had done all he could here. He turned away from the
parapet and crossed the balcony to the French windows leading
back into the drawing-room.

He had his hand on th: door when herheard the vo.ces.

Towfik froze.

'I'm sorry, honey, I jﬁst couldn't face another
overdone steak.'

'We could have eaten something, for God's sake.'

The Schulzes were back.

Towfik rapidly reviewed his progress through the roons:

it
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bedrooms, bathroom, drawing-room, kitchen ... he had replaced
everything he had touched, except the little plastic box.
Schulz might assume he had lost that. If Towfik could get
away unseen they might never know he had been there.

He bellied over the parapet and hung at full length
by his fingertips. It was too dark for him to see the ground.
He dropped, landed lightly, and strolled away.

It had been his first burglary, and he felt pleased.

It had zone as smoothly as a trdining exercise, even to the
early return of the occupant and sudden exit of spy by
prearranged emergency route. He grinned in the dark. It
was a pity he had not discovered anything of value.

He zot into his car, started the engine, and switched on
the lights.

Two men emerged from the shadows and stood either side
of the Renault.

Who ... ?

He did not pause to figure out what was going on. He
rammed the gearstick into first and pulled away. The two men
stepped aside.

They had made no attempt to stop him. So why had they
been there? To make sure he stayed in thc car ... ?

He jammed on the brakes and looked into the back seat.

A tall Arab in a dark suit smiled at him over the snout
of a small handgun.

'Drive on,' the man s&id in Arabic, 'but not quite so

fast, please.'
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Miller was a thoroughly modern spy.

He had studied law at colleze and learned to pilot
Jets in the Air Force. He lived in a snlit-level ranch-style
house in Belleview, Virginia, with his wife Peggy and
chlildren Betsy and Dave. Every day he commuted to Langley
on the Georgetown Pilke in a two-year-old Chevrolet. In 1963
he was still wearing white shirts and narrow ties, but Peggy
had persuaded him to grow his hair a ltttle, not quite to
the collar. His first name was Charles, but everyone called him Chuck.

His office was in an attractive modern complex in the
Virginia c¢-untryside, just a couple of miles beyond the city
limits of Washinrton, DC. The sprawl of buildings was
surrounded by weoods and fields, not to mention fences, zuards,
dogs, and electronic surveillance devices. It was a pretty
setting, but Miller saw little of 1it, for he worked in the
basement.

He had very good eyes, and his job was looking at
phobographs.

It was not very dangerous.

It had been darngerous, once upon a time, for the people
who took the photographs, the crews of the high-attitude sn»ny
plands; but nowadays the pictures came from unmanned satellites.
The quality was the same, despite the greater distance, because
of technological improvements.

The day he did North Africa, he was not at his best.

He and Betsy had quarrelled, the evening before, about hippies.
The kid was thirteen and thought she was an adult already.
Miller had handled it badlv. ©She talked dreamily about peace,
love and beauty, while he raved about drugs, disease and angrchy.

He finished up s~nding her to bed, which - as his wife »nointed

-
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out - was an admission of defeat. Later, in bed, Peggy had
said that maybe the war was not such a good idea after all,
and Miller felt his family was deserting him to join the eneny.

He was distracted and irritabld the next morning as he
sat in front of the screen in the basement. Indistinct
black-and-white pictures of great squares of the Sahara Desert
came and went/giigiintxni him, and he wondered if the whol-
damn United States was going to pileces.

on the screen.

There were always two phtoszraphs/Ymxfxmmgxmfxhix. Beside
each shot he screened an earlier picture of the samne area.
Normally he looked for changes, differences in the landscape
which night indicate large-scale troop movements, construction
of missile silos, blighted crops, drought and flood, new
industry beginning and old jungles dying. The technique was
no use for desert pictures, becamse they were always different:t
the landscape was totally redesigned by every #& sandstorm.

At times like this he hated his work.

He needed a discovery to cheer him up, and today he got one.

It was in Egypt's Weséern Desert, south of the Qattara
Depression. What caught his attention was thet two photographs
were the same, in a part of the world where nothing was permanent
unless it was man-made.

He enlarged the two pictures until black lines became
scattered dots. He superimposed the new one on the old, and
found that there were slight differences. He sent a secretary
to fetch the pictures of this area going back three years:! they
shoved a steady accretion of permangt shadows over the last

twelve months.

He selected six pictures which showed the chanses, and
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ordered eisht-by-ten glossy nrints. Then he sat at his desk
to write his report.

He was bvpeginnin - to feel better.

@t What is your nane?
At Towfik el-Masiri.
Q: Describe yourself.
Ar Age twenty-six, five-fooi-nine, one hundred and eighty nounds,
blue eyes, blact hair, Semitic features, light brown skin.
Gt Who do you work faor?
A: I an a student.
Q! What day is today?
¢ Saturday.
@: What is your nationalitv?
AT BEgyntian.

The above gquestions are designed to facilitate fine calibration

of th- lie-detector.

e

You work for the CIA,.

No. (TRUE)

The Germans?

No. (TRUE)

Israel, then.

No. (FALSE)

(13

You really are a student?

Yes. (FALSE)

-

Tell me about vour studies.

=S 2D 2 O = D o D

I' doin  chemistry at Ai-Azhar. (TRUE)} I'm interested in

polymers. (TRUE) I want to be a petrochemical enzgineer. (FALSE)
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Q: What are polymers?

A: Complex organic compounds with long-chain motlecules. The
conromest is polythene. (TRUE)

Q: What is you name?

A: I told you, Towfix el-Masiri. (FALSE)

Q: The pads attached to your head and chest :easure vour
pulse, heartbeat, breathing and i;gpiration. When you
tell untruths, vour metabolis: betrays vou - you
breathe faster, sweat more, and so on. This machine
tells me when you are lying. Besides, Towfik el-Hasiri
is dead. Who are you?

A: (no reply)

Q! The wire taped to the tip of wour penis leads to this
button here. When I nress the button -

A: (screan)

Q: - an electric current passes throush the wire and gives
you a shock. We have put you: feet in a buc<et of water
to irprove the effect of tae shock. What is vyour name?

At Peter Hellman.

The electric device interferes with the functioning of the

lie detector.

Q: Have a cigarette.

A! Thank you.

Q: Belileve it or not, I h~te this work. The trouble is,
peonlc who like it are never any zood at it - you need
sensitivity, vyou «now. I'w a sensitive person ... I hate
to see people suffer. Don't wvou?

A: (no reply)

Q: You're now tryinz to think of ways to resist m~. PFPlease

don't bother. There is no defence azainst node n
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techniques of ... interviewinz. What is your nane?
Peter Hellman. (TRUE)

Who is your control?

I don't know what vyou sean. (FALSE)

Is it Bosch?

No, Freidnan. (READING INDETERMINATE)

It is Bosch.

Yes. (FALSE)

! No, it's not Bosch. It's Krantz.

A1l right, it's Krantz. (TRUE)
How do you make contact?

I have a radio. (FALSE)

: You're not telling me the truth.

(screan)

How do vou iake contact?

! A dead-letter-box intthe faubour:.

ety et

Your instructors told yo: that when the prisonnr is suffering
continual pain, the lie-detector will not function. There is
safety in torture, thev said. They lied to you. Your
resistance will give ou. long before my machine. How do you
make.cantact?

A dead-letter - (screanz)

Ali! He's wicked his feet free - these convulsions are veyy
strong. Tie hin azain before he cones round. Pick un thet
bucket and put sore water in ii. {pause) Right, he's

B® wakling, ze’ oui. Can vou hear e, Towfik?

(indistinct)

: What is your nane?

(no reply)
A little jab to help vou -

(scream)
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- to think.

Peter Hellwan.

Wh-t day is today?

Saturday.

What did we give you for breaitfas:1?

Fava beans.

What is twenty ~inus seven?

Thirteen.

What is your profession?

I'yw a student. No don't please and a spy ves I'n a soy

don't touch the button please oh god ... oh, gzod.

: How do you make contact?

Coded cables.
Have a cigarette. Here ... oh, you don't see~ to be able

to hold 1t between vour lips - let e help ... there.

: Thankyou.

Just try to he calwm. Remnernber, as long ¥ as you're telling
the truth, there will be no pain. (nause) Are vou feelinz
better?

Yes.

So an I. DNow, then, tell ae about Professor Schulz. Why
were you follo ing hix?

I was ordered to. (TRUE)

By Tel Aviv?

Yes. (TRUE)

Who in Tel Aviv?

I don't know. (INDETERMINATE)

But you can guess.

Bosch. (INDETERMINATE)

Or Krantz?

Perhaps. (TRUE)



Q! Krantz is a zood man. I 1like him. Dependable. How's
his wife?

A: Very well, I - (screawn)

Q: His wife died in 195). Why do you make me hurt vou?
What did Shculz do?

A Went sightseeing for two days, then disappeardd into the
desert in a grey lercedes.

Q: And you burslarized his anart:ent.

At Yes. (TRUE)

Q: What did you learn?

A: Wothing. {TRUE)

Q: Who was your instructor in training?

At Ertl. (INDETERMINATE)

Q¢ That viasn't his real name, though.

A: I don't know. (FALSE) No! Not the button let .e think
1. was Just a minute I think somebody said hds nause
was Manner. {TRUE)

Q! Oh, HManner. Shase. He's the old-fashioned type. He still
believes you can train agents to resist interrogation. It's
his fault yvou're sufferins so =uch, you iZnow. What about
yvour colleagues? Who trained with you?

I never knew their real nanes. {FALSE)

: Didn't vou?

X

(scream)

Real nanes.

Not all of them -

o O r O b

Tell me the ones you dld know.
A: (pause) (screaw)

The prisoner fainted.

&: What is your nane?
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... Towfik. (screan)

What did you have fo~ brearfast?

Don't know.

What is twenty minus seven?

Twenty-seven.

What did you tell Krantz about Professor Schulz?

Sigzhtseeing ... Wesbern Desert ... surveillance aborted ...

Lo H O OH B O

Who did you train with?

(no renly)

Who d'd you train with?

(scream)

L = O P

Who did yvou train with?

=

Yea, thouzh I walx through the valley of the shadow of
death -

Q: Who did you train w th?

A: (screan)

The prisoner died.

Four days later, at two a.:.., the tall Arab entered the elevator
at the meszanine floor of the London Hilton.

Pierre Borg was a@ready inside. He pressed buttons for
the eighteenth and nineteenta floors. The head of the Mossad
was a stocky man who snoke Enpglish with a French-Canadian accent.

The Arab said: 'We nicred up one of the youngsters in
Cairo on Friday.'

"Which?!

"Towfik el-Masiri ... Peter Hellman.'

'He told you his real nane?!

'We're using the electric shock and the lie-detector
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together. You're not training the to cone with it.!

'If we told them about it, we'd never zet any fucking
recruits. What else did he give away?'

'Nothing we didn't know. He would have, but I killed
him first.®

'You killed him?!

"Would vou rather someone else did?!

Borg stared at the Arab, then dropped his eyes. 'What
did the b y discover about Schulz?'

'An agent t .ok the professor into the Western Desert.!

'"What for?'

'Don't knovw.'

"You rwst know, vou're in Egyptian Intellizencel!

'"Whatever it is the~'re doing out there, they've set up
a specla. group to handle it. My de-artnent isn't informed.’

'Is that all Towfik c~uld wmanage?!

Suddenly there was contempt in the soft voice of the
tall Arab. 'The kid died for vyou,' he said.

Bowrz was oblivious to scorn. !'Did he die in vain?!

'"He took this from Schulz's arartnent.' The Arab
drew a hand from the folds of his robe and showed Borg a
small, square box of blue nlastic.

Borg tooil the box. 'How do you know wh=2re thoe 2id got
it??

'It has Schulz's finrerprints on it. We arrested
Towfik right after he broke into the apartrent.’

Borgz opened the box and finmered the lignt-tizht
envelone., It was unsealed. He took out a photograrhic
negative.

The Arab said: 'We opencd the envelone and develoned
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the film. ITt's blank.®

Borg reassembled the box and put it in h&s pociet. The
elevator slowed to a stop.

As the Arab stepped out, he said: 'l don't know what
on earth the box is.'

Plerre Borg looked stonily at him as the doors beran

to c¢lose., 'I do,' he said.
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'ITt's a mild evenin ,' said the onc-ered man. 'Let's o into the
zarden.'

The aide folloed him out. Eli was a clever, nz2rvous man,
both fiattered and frightened to h&ve been invited to his boss's
home,

The zreat wan was casuallv dressed, in cotton trousers and
an onen-necked uniforn shirt with tne sleeves rolled up. He took
a few stens into the garden, then turnrd to catch his suest's
reaction.

It was a nrettv place in the evening sun, with terraces of
flowers, several s-ecles of tree, and many antique mo.s and vases,
the products of the man's interest in archaeolozy. Eli loored at
the nearest: it had been painstakingly zlued togzether from shards.

He decided that sinall talk was called for. 'How did vou
come to be interested in all tis?' he said.

'I found a Jjar by accident,' said the one-ered man. 'I was
out shooting with my son ... oh, ten or fifteen vears azo. It had
been raining heavily, & lot of soll had been washed awav, and this
jar was standing up in the middle oT a field., Itturn 4 out to be
three thousand vears old.’

Eli calculated. 'Fron the orizinal Israelites.'

'"That's rizht.'

'An unusual pastime for a soldier.’

'I like to 4> thins with my hands.' Sift dow:.'

There were two cane seats beside a small table. As XRgx
they sat, a servan: appeared with drinks and bowls of nuts. Eli
made no furt-er attempt at polite conversation! his b7Ss was #nowWn

to be a man who couldnnot be charmned, which was just a2s well for Eli.



'I want you to draft a background paper for presentation to
the Cabinet,' the man began. 'I want you to do it because you're
the best, and because this may be the most important step of my
whole political career.’

Eli sipped his drink, hils nervousness gone: he understodd
talk like this, he was on familiar territory, nobody could frighten
him here. He took a handful of nuts and began to chew them as he
listened.

'The paper is called "The Inevitable Destruction of Israel”,
and it 1s in three parts.

'One. During the War of Indenendence, we bought arms from
Czechoslovakia. When the Soviet bloc began to take the Arab side,
we turned to France, and later West Germany. Germany called off
all deals as soon as the Arabs found out. TFrance imposed an
embargo & after the Six-Day War. Both Britain and the United
States have consistently refused to supply us with arms. Ve are
losing our sources one by one.

'"Two., Suppose we are able to make up those losses, by
continually finding new suppliers and by building our own rmunitions
iIndustry: the fact remains that Israel must beslk the loscr in
a Middle East arms race. The oil countries will be richer than
us throughout the forseeable future. Our defence budget is
already a grievous burden on the national economy, whea@teas our
enemies have nothing betteroon which to spend their billions.
When they have ten thousand tanks, we'll need six thousand; when
they have twenty thousand tanks, we'll need twelve thousand; and
s0 on. Sinply by doubling their arms expenditure every year,
they will be able to cripple our national economy without firing
a shot.

'"Three. The recent history of the Mlddle East shows a
REkE



pattern of limited wars about once every decade., The logic of
this pattern i1s agalnst us. The Arabs can afford to lose a war
from time to tdme. We cannot:! our first defeat wlill be our Ixk
last war.

'Conclusion., We must break out of the vicious spiral our
ememies have prescribed for us., We must inflict, or at least
threaten, permanent and crippling damage to the next Arab army
that crosses our borders. We must have nuclear weapons.'

He sat back and 1it a clgarette. 'What do you think?' he
asked.

'It's sensational,' E1i told him. 'Golda will hate it.
So will Yipal Allon. Peres will support you, of course.'

'"What about Eshkol?!

'The Prime Minister will listen to the arguments. HMay I
suggest a refinement?!?

'I hope you'll come up wWith several.'

'‘We could use the threat of nuclear weapons to nersuade the
United States t#to supply us with conventlonal weapons.'!

'Excellent, Include that.'

Eli observed that his boss was becoming restless. IHe
stood up. 'I'm Just thinking aloud,' he said. 'I'1ll go away
and work on it.'

'Splendid. Let's talk again in three days.'?
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'It's nothing to do with me,' said the old woman. 'I've retired.'

'Don't be silly,' John told her. 'You control the party.'

The faction meeting was takling place at the 0ld woman's
home, a small semi-detached house in a leafy suburb of Tel Aviv,
Her guests were young by the standards of Israell politics, which
is to say that they were middle-aged. They sat in the book-lined
living-room, with the evening &ir coming in through the open door
to the garden; supplicants at the court of an ageing monarch whose
power was symbolic, but was nonetheless power.

John was thelr spokesman. 'Shémon Peres 1s said to be in
favour of the nuclear bomb,! he said slyly, knowing that the old
woman hated Peres.

She paused in the act of 1lighting a clgarette. 'Don't try
to manipulate me,' she snapped. 'If I walk this road with you, it
won't be out of dislike form Shimon and Moshe.'

Another of the visitors said softly: 'Why will it be?!

The old woman inhaled. 'You remember Friday, 14 May 1943,°
she said, and her masculine voice became harsher, the way it did
when she was afraid of sounding sentimental. 'I cried all over
Rothschild Boulevard. I also signed the Scroll of Independence.
My tears are on that scroll, John. It says that the State of
Israel "will rest upon foundations of liberty, justice, and peace,
as envisioned by the Prophets of Israel", And now these generals
want to build bombs that can wipe out the Middle East for a
thousand years? That's not what I've spent my life working for.'

'Youtlre with us, then.'

'Let's look at the practicalities,' she said briskly. 'Can
they make these bombs?!

tItve looked into this, and it's not straizhtforward,'! John
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began., 'The mechanics of the business are simple: anyone who can
H&ﬁg ] conventional homb can make a nuclear bomb., The problem is
the explosive material, nlutonium,.

'Plutoniwn is a by-product of nuclear fission. The uranium
oxide which fuels an ordinary nuclear power station hecomes
exhausted after a few months. The spent fuel is cooled in a
water tank, then transferred to a reprocessing plant where it is
crushed and dissolved in acid. FPlutonium is extracted from the
resulting mixture.

'Now, we have a nuclear reactor, at Dimona in the Negev
Desert. Ve don't have a reprocessing plant, but we could build
one. The problem is that we havenno uranium.'

The old woman sald: 'Wheee do we get the urantum for Dimona,
then?!

"From France., But 1t's suprlied on condition we return the
spent fuel to themfor reprocessing.’

'Other suppliers?!

'"Would impose the same condition. It's part of all the
non-proliferation treaties.’!

'Surely these people at Dimona could siphon off some of the
spent fugkl without anyone noticing,'

'No, Given the quantity of uranium originally supplied, it's
possible to calculate precisely how much plutonium comes out the
other end.'

The ofd woman said: 'Good. So even i1f the Cabinet agrees,
the generals will have troublin< making theilr bobms.'

'T can't see how it can be done without causing an international
scandal,' John said.

The old woman got up to help herself to another drink.

'Let's look at the international consequences,' she sald. 'If we



42

have this bomb, people are going to find out abdut it, sooner or
later. I mean, eventually we're going to use it or threaten to
use 1it, otherwise there's no point in having it. So, what will
be the reaction of the rest of the world?!

'We'd be condemned,' John said.

"We're always condemned. The world is pro-Arab, we know
th&t. What would the Americans do?!

'Stop financing us?!

'T doubt it. The Jewlsh vote 1s too big.'

'People might refuse to sell us arms.'

'So what? The whole point of the bomb is to release us
from that sort of pressure. What I'm asking is: Is there anything
anyone can do?'!

John shrugged. 'As far as I can see, our allies can't do
anything.®

The old woman pointed at him with her cigarette. 'Precisely.
Our allies are powerless. DBut the other slide could do something.
The Russians could give the Arabs a nuclear bomb.'

'Shit, ves. No, walt. They wouldn't trust these lunatics
with nuclear weapons,'

'They might not have to. They could have their own personmel
in Egypt to operate the hardware, like the Americans do in
England.'

Another of the visitors said: 'That's the strongest
argument vet.'!

'"You're right,' sald the old woman. 'The idealistic
argument will carry no weight at Cabinet level. The generals
will brush aside the practical difficulties - these people believe
they can do anything. But this third point 1s a strategic one,

and I think it will convince the Prime Minister.'
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John said: ¥You'll talk to him, then?'

'Sure, ' said the old woman. 'For what it's worth, I1'11 talk
to him. And now, I have to remind you all that I'm a grandmother,
and I'm too old to stay up drinking all night like I used to.!

The visitors stood up. Each of them kissed her, then she
saw them to the fpont door. dJohn was the last, As he left he
sald: 'Wath you on our slide, we can knock this thinz on the head.'

'Dontt count on it,' said the old woman.

Pierre Borg, who was not very sensitive to the atmospherc of a
place, feit the bare emptiness of the Prime Minister's bhuge
residence 1in Jeruslem: it was like a church whose congregation
has dwindled until only the priests are left.

The head of the Mossad was received in the Zitchen and
offered tea. Politicians always confused informality with
Securlity.

Borg began by saying! 'I have some information relevant
to your discussions about nuclear weapons.'

The Prime Minister stared at him. ‘'How did you know about
that?!

Borg stared back, ox-like, and said nothing.

The Prime Minister said: 'Look, I want to know how the most
secret Cabinet debate of the decade has reached your ears.’

'If I relied on official channels of communication, I couldn't
do my job,' Borg said.

'Defence told you,' the Prime Minister said.

Borg shrugged.

'"We'll return to that question. You'd better sav your piece.!

Borg hesit#ted, wondering how to proceed now that he had

given offence. The Prime Minister was & balding, bespectacled man
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in his seventies. His peculiar combination of high ideals and
pragmatism came from his background in the kibbutz: he was the first
genulne kibbutznik to reach the premiership. He was also easily

the worst orator in the Knesset.

Borg decided to offer unadorned facts. He sald: 'A physicist
named Friedrich Schulz visited Cairo in February. He is Austrian,
but he works in the United States. He was apparently on noliday
in Europe, but his plane ticket to Egypt was paid for by the
Egyptian government.'

'A rocket man?' the Prime Minister asked.

'No, sir. His speciality is isotopes. We had him followed,
but he gave the tail the slip and disappeared into the Western Desert
for forty-eight hours,' Borg opened his brilefcasd and toox out
a sheaf of glossy black-and-white photographs. 'These are CIA
satellite pictures of a part of Western Egypt, and they show a
major construction project in the desert.?!

"You think that's where the isotope man went.'

'It's likely. OUr man searched Schulz's apartment and noted
both sand and cement on the clothes.' Borg paused.

'Anvthing else?!

'He found one thing more.' Borg took from his briefcase a
small box made of blue plastic and handediit to the Prime Minister.

The Prime Minlster opened the box and looked &t the little
envelope inside. 'What 1s it?' he said impatiently.

'It's a personnel dosimeter,' Borg said. 'The envelope,
which 1s 1light-tisht, contains a piece of ordinary photosraphic
film. The box is a multiple sandwich of different thicknesses of
metal and plastic. You carry it in your pocket, or pinned to your
lapel or your trouser belt. If you're exposed to radiation, the

film will show fogging when it is developed. The sandwich construction
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enables vou to tell how much radiation you've suffered, and even
the direction it came from.!

The Prime MinAAter's eyes narrowed behind his glasses. 'Who
uses these things?!

'"They're carried, as a matter of routine, by everyone who
visits or works in a nuclear power station.'

'You're telling me that the Arabs are making atom bombs,'
the Prime Minister sald softly.

'"That is my department's evaluation of the data.'

There was a sllence. Through the kitchen window, Borg saw
the outline of a bodyguard pass by on patrol. Borg sipped his tea:
it had gone cold.

The Prime Minister said: 'You realise that the principal
argument against the Defence Ministry's proposal has been that
if we pulld a bomb, the Arabs will too.'

'Yes, sir.!

'And this information invalfdates that argument.’

'Yes, sir.!

The Prime Minister looked at Borg, and smiled thinly. 'I
thought I held that decision in my hAands. I was wrong. You held
it in yours.'

Borg sald nothing.

'"However, there remains the practical question of how we are
to get hold of uranium without causing an international incident.'

'TI may have the answer to that, too,' Borg said; and for the

first time, he smiled.
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Three

The American girl was quite taken with Nat Dicksteiln.

They worxed side by side in a dusty vinevard, weeding and
hoeing, with a light breeze blowing over them from the Sea of
Galilee., Dickstein had taken off his shirt, and worked in shorts
and sandals, with the contempt for the sun which only xd the
clty-born vossess.

He was a thin man, small-boned, with narrow shoulders,

a shallow chest, and knobbly elbows and knees. Karen would watch
him, when she stopped for a rest - he never seemed to need a
break. Strinzy muscles moved llke knotted rope under his brown,
scarred skin. OShe was a sensual woman, and she wanted to touch
those scars with her fingers and ask him how he got them.

Sometines he would look up add catch her watching, and he
would grin, gquite unembarrassed, and carry on working. His face
was repgular and anonyrmous in repose. He had dark eyes behind
round-1snsed, plastic-rimmed spectacles of the kind which Karen's
generation liked because John Lennon wore them. His hatt was dark,
too, and short: Karen would have liked him to grow it. When he
grinned that lopsided grin, he looked younger: though it was hard
to say how 0ld he looked &t any time. He had the strength and
energy of a young man, but she had seen the concentration-canp

tattoo under his wristwatch, so he must be at least forty.

He had arrived at the kibbutz shortly after Karen, in the
summer of 1967. She had core, with her deodorants and her
contracentive pills, lookinz for a place where sheucould live out
hippy ideals without getting stoned twenty-four hours a day. He
had been brouzht here in an ambulance. She assumed he had been

wounded in the Six-Day War, and the other xibbutzniks agreed,
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vagﬁely, that & it was something 1ike that. Karen's welcome had
been friendly but wary: 1In her nhilosophy they saw their own, with
dangerous additions. Nat Dickstein returned lilke a long-lost son.
They clustered around him, fed him soup, and came away from his
wounds with tears in their eyes. i ydhing helk . Him getting better.

His past was vague, with one exception. They all xnew, and
told with relish, the story of his arrival in Israel in 1947,
during the War of Independence.

He had come at the head of a zroup of half a dozen or so
En 1ish Jews, some of them undergraduates from Oxford University,
the rest workinsz-class Londoners. They had gone first to Corsica,
where Dickstein made contact with the local Hafia., He persuaded
them to sell a boatload of sub-machine-guns to the Arabs, and
leak the detalls to him. The deal was done, and the Corsos got
their money. On its way to Beirut, the ship called in to Siclly,
where Dickstein apparently knew people. With the connivance of
some powerful criminals there, Dickstein stole the ship and its
cargo and sailed to Haifa.

None of the boys had ever sailed a dinghy, let alone a
5,000-ton cargo vessel. They steamed into Haifa, vellingz and
throwing their hats into the air, Jjust like students in the varsity
rag; and ploughed head-on into the guay., Afterwards Dickstein
explained that he had looked up in a book how to start the ship,
but the book had not explained how to stop it. The authoritiles
forgave him everything: the arms wers nmore precious than gsold,
guite literally.

He was, of course, just the kind of immigrant that the new

State needed.





