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fission bomb of some sort is
the preparation of a supply of
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purity; the design of the bo1nb
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THERE WAS a time, just once, when they were all together.

They met many years ago, when they were young, before all

this happened; but the meeting cast shadows far across the

decades. 
It was the first Sunday in November, 1947, to be exact; and

each of them met all the others-indeed, for a few minutes they

were all in one room. Some of them immediately forgot the faces

they saw and the names they heard spoken in formal introduc­
tions. Some of them actually forgot the whole day; and when it
became so important, twenty-one years later, they had to pretend
to remember; to stare at blurred photographs and murmur "Ah,
yes, of course," in a knowing way. 

This early meeting is a coincidence, but not a very startling 
one. They were mostly young and able; they were destined to 
have power, to take decisions, and to make changes, each in their 
different ways, in their different countries; and those people often 
meet in their youth at places like. Oxford University. Further­
more, when all this happened, those who were not involved 
initially were sucked into it just because they had met the others 
at Oxford. 

However, it did not seem like an e�peeiall¥ historic meeting at 
the time. It was just another sherry party in a place where there 
were too many sherry parties (and, undergraduates would acid, 
not enough sherry). It was an uneventful occasion. Well, almost. 

Al Cortone knocked and waited in the hall for a dead man to 
open the door. 

The suspicion that his friend ·was dead had grown to a

conviction in the past three years. First, Cortone had heard that 
Nat Dickstein had been taken prisoner. Towards the end of the 
war, stories began to circulate about what was happening to Jews 
in the Nazi camps. Then, at the end, the grim truth came out. 

On the other side of the door, a ghost scraped a chair on the 
floor and padded across the room. 

Cortone felt suddenly nervous. What if Dickstein were disa­
bled, deformed? Suppose he had become unhinged? Cortone had 
never known how to deal with cripples or crazy men. He and 
Dickstein had become very close, just for a few days back in 1943; 
but what was Dickstein like now? 

The door opened, and Cortone said: "Hi, Nat." 
Dickstein 

_
stared at him, then his face split in a wide grin and he 

came out with one of his ridiculous Cockney phrases: "Gawd, 
stone the crows!" 

Cortone grinned back, relieved. They shook hands, and 
slapped e

_
ach other on the back, and let rip some soldierly 

language Just for the hell of it; then they went inside. 

. 
Dickstein's home was one high-ceilinged room of an old house 

m a run-�own part of_ the city. There was a single bed, neatly
made up m army fashion; a heavy old wardrobe of dark wood 
with a �atching dresser; and a table piled with books in front of a

sm�ll window. Cortone thought the room looked bare. If he had
to hvc here he ':ould put some personal stuff all around to make
the �lace look hk� his

_ 
own: photographs of his family, souvenirs 

of Niagara and M1am1 Beach, his high school football trophy. 
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Dickstein said: "What I want to know is, how did you find

me?" 
"I'il tell you, it wasn't easy." Cortone took off his uniform

jacket and laid it on the narrow bed. "It took me most of

yesterday." He eyed the only easy chair in the room. Both arms

tilted sideways at odd angles, a spring poked through the faded

chrysanthemums of the fabric, and one missing foot ha� bee�
replaced with a copy of Plato's Theaetetus. "Can human bemgs sit

on that?" 
"Not above the rank of sergeant. But-" 
"They aren't human anyway." 
They both laughed: it was an old joke. Dickstein brought a 

bentwood chair from the table and straddled it. He looked his 
friend up and down for a moment and said, "You're getting fat." 

Cortone patted the slight swell of his stomach. "We live well in 
Frankfurt-you really missed out, getting demobilized." He 
leaned forward and lowered his voice, as if what he was saying 
was somewhat confidential. "I have made a fortune. Jewelry, 
china, antiques-all bought for cigarettes and soap. The Germans 
are starving. And-best of all-the girls will do anything for a 
Tootsie Roll." He sat back, waiting for a laugh, but Dickstein just 
stared at him straight-faced. Disconcerted, Cortone changed the 
subject. "One thing you ain't, is fat." 

At first he had been so relieved to see Dickstein still in one 
piece and grinning the same grin that he had not looked at him 
closely. Now he realized that his friend was worse than thin: he 
looked wasted. Nat Dickstein had always been short and slight, 
but now he seemed all bones. The dead-white skin, and the large 
brown eyes behind the plastic-rimmed spectacles, accentuated 
the effect. Between the top of his sock and the cuff of his 
trouser-leg a few inches of pale shin showed like matchwood. 
Four years ago Dickstein had been brown, stringy, as hard as the 
leather soles of his British Army boots. When Cortone talked 
about his English buddy, as he often did, he would say, "The 
toughest, meanest bastard fighting soldier that ever saved my 
goddamn life, and I ain't shittin' you." 

"Fat? No," Dickstein said. "This country 1s still on iron 
rations, mate. But we manage." 

"You've known worse." 
Dickstein smiled. "And eaten it." 
"You got took prisoner." 
"At La Molina." 
"How the hell did they tie you down?" 
"Easy." Dickstein shrugged. "A bullet broke my leg and I

passed out. When I came round I was in a German truck."
;ortone looked at Dickstein's legs. "It mended okay?" 
. I was lucky. There was a medic in my truck on the POWtram-he set the bone." 
Cortone nodded. "And then the camp ... " He thought maybehe should not ask, but he wanted to know. 

, Dicks�ein looked away. "It was all right until they found outI m Jewish. Do you want a cup of tea? I can't afford whiskey " "N " C • 
, o. . orto'.1e w1s_hed he had kept his mouth shut. "Anyway, Idon t dnnk _ wh1skey 111 the morning anymore. Life doesn't seemas short as 1t used to." 

Dickstein's eyes �ttFnee back toward Cortone. "They decidedto find out how many times they could break a le • ti 1 
c g 111 1e samep ace and mend it again." 
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"Jesus." Cortone's voice was a whisper.

"That was the best part," Dickstein said in a flat monotone. He

looked away again. . . 
Cortone said, "Bastards." He could not thmk of anythmg else

to say. There was a strange expression on J:?ickstein's f�cc;

something Cortonc had not seen before, sometlung-hc reahze?
after a moment-that was very like fear. It was odd. After all, 1t

I I II I t d.d 't we?"was over now, wasn't it? "Wei , 1e , at eas we won, 1 n 

He punched Dickstein's shoulder. . . 
Dickstein grinned. "We did. Now, what are you domg m

England? And how did you find me?"
"I managed to get a stopover in London on my way back to

Buffalo. I went to the War Office ... " Cortone hesitated. He
had gone to the War Office to find out how and when Dickstein
died. "They gave me an address in Stepney," he continued.
"When I got there, there was only one house left standing in the
whole street. In this house, underneath an inch of dust, I find this
old man." 

"Tommy Coster." 
"Right. Well, after I drink nineteen cups of weak tea and listen 

to the story of his life, he sends me to another house around the 
corner, where I find your mother, drink more weak tea and hear 
the story of her life. By the time I get your address it's too late to 
catch the last train to Oxford, so I wait until the morning, and 
here I am. I only have a few hours-my ship sails tomorrow." 

"You've got your discharge?" 
"In three weeks, two days and ninety-four minutes." 
"What are you going to dolback home? in the Statesf" 
"Run the family business. I've discovered, in the last couple of 

years, that I am a terrific businessman." 
"What business is your family in? You never told me." 
"Trucking," Cortone said shortly. "And you? What is this with 

Oxford University, for Christ's sake? What are you studying?" 
"Hebrew Literature." 
"You're kidding." 

I ✓

"I could write Hebrew before I went to school, didn't I ever tell 
you? My grandfather was a real scholar. He lived in one smelly 
room over a pie shop in the Mile End Road. I went there every 
Saturday and Sunday, since before I can remember. I never 
complained-I love it. Anyway, what else would I study?" /je T/4cup 

::: -1D1� r � � Cortone shrugged. "I don't know, atomic physics maybe, or 
business management. Why study at all?" 

"To become happy, clever and rich." 
Cortone shook his head. "Weird as ever. 
"':'ery f�w. Besides, I'm busy.''':��

, SG# "Liar. You're in love, you 
fool. I can tell. Who is s e?" 

"�e
_
ll, to be honest ... " Dickstein was embarrassed. "She's

bff hn_1tt$. A professor's wife. Exotic, intelligent, the mostbeautiful woman I've ever seen." 
�ortone made � dubious face. "It's not promising, Nat."
I know, but still ... " Dickstein stood up. "You'll sec what Imean." 

"I get to meet-her?" 
"Professor Ashford is giving a sherry party I'm • ·t. d I / . 1 . , • mv1 e . was , /' VJU�� eavmg when �ou got here.,, Dickstein put on his jacket. V A sh�rry party 111 Oxf5;>�d," Cortone saicl/. "Wait till �hey hear

'.
1
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It was a cold, bright morning. Pale sunshine washed the 
cream-colored stone of the city's old buildings. They walked in 
comfortable silence, hands in pockets, shoulders hunched against 
the biting November wind which whistled through the streets. 

• "D • • \ g ""' "Cortone kept muttering, reaming spires , , ,a+t-<'1\ 
There were very few people about, but after they had walked a 

mile or so Dickstein pointed across the road to a tall man with a 
college scarf wound around his neck. "There's the Russian," he 
said. He called: "Hey, Rostov!" 

The Russian looked up, waved, and crossed to their side of the 
street. He had an army haircut, and was too long and thin for his 
mass-produced suit. Cortone was beginning to think everyone 
was thin in this country. 

Dickstein said: "Rostov's at Balliol, same college as me. David 
Rostov, meet Alan Cortone. Al and I were together in Italy for a 
while. Going to Ashford's house, Rostov?" 

The Russian nodded solemnly. "Anything for a free drink." 
Cortone said: "You interested in Hebrew Literature too?" 
Rostov said: "No, I'm here to study bourgeois economics." 
Dickstein laughed loudly. Cortone did not see the joke. 

Dickstein explained: "Rostov is from Smolensk. He's a member 
of the CPSU-the Communist Party of the Soviet Union." 
Cortone still did not see the joke. 

"I thought nobody was allowed to leave Russia," Cortone said. 
Rostov went into a long and involved explanation which had to 

do with his father's having been a diplomat in Japan when the war 
broke out. He had an earnest expression which occasionally gave 
way to a sly smile. Although his English was imperfect, he 
managed to give Cortone the impression that he was condescend­
ing. Cortone turned off, and began to think about how you could 
love a man as if he was your own brother, fighting side by side 
w_ith him, and then he could go off and study Hebrew Literature
and you would realize you never really knew him at all. 

Eventuall}\R.ostov said to Dickstein: "Have you decided yet,
about going to Palestine?" 

Cortone said: "Palestine? What for?" 
Dickstein looked troubled. "I haven't decided." 
"You should go," said Rostov. "The Jewish National Homewill help to break up the last remnants of the British Empire inthe Middle East." 
"Is that the Party line?" Dickstein asked with a faint smile."Ye_s," Rostov said seriously. "You're a socialist-""Of sorts." 
"-and it is important that the new State should be socialist." Cortone was incredulous. "The Arabs are murdering youpeople out there. Jeez, Nat, you only just escaped from thegoedanm Germans+" 

. '.1 have,�'t decided," Dickstein repeated. He shook his headirntably. I don't know what to do." It seemed he did not want totalk about it. 
They w�r_e walking bris_kly._ Cortone's face was freezing, but he• was �erspinng beneath his wmter uniform. The other two beganto discuss a scandal: a man called Mosley-tile na tI • c me mean not ung to Cortone-had been persuaded to enter Oxford in avan _and make a speech at the Martyr's Memorial. Mosley was a�fti�t, he gathered a moment later. Rostov was arguing that themc1dent �roved !1ow social-democracy was closer to Fascism than�ommumsm. D1ckst�in claimed the undergraduates who organ­ized the event were Just trying to be "shocking.,,
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· Cortone listened and watched the two men. They were an odd

couple: tall Rostov, his scarf like a striped bandage, ta�i�g l�ng

strides his too-short trousers flapping like flags; and d1m111ut1ve

Dickst�in with big eyes and round spectacles, wearing a dem�b

suit, looking like a skeleton in a hurry. Cortone was no academic,

but l½e f:ictuea he could smell-em bullshit in any language, and he

knew th;t neither of them was saying what he believed: Rostov

was parroting some kind of official dogma, and Dickstein'� britt!e 

aetaehffi&Rt masked a different, deeper attitude. When D1ckste111 

laughed about Mosley, he sounded like a child laughing after a
nightmare. They both argued cleverly but without emotion: it was 
like a fencing match with blunted swords. 

Eventually Dickstein seemed to realize that Cortone was being 
left out of the discussion and began to talk about their host. 
"Stephen Ashford is a bit �ccentric, but a remarkable man," he 
said. "He spent most of his life in the Middle East. Made a small 
fortune and lost it, by all accounts. He used to do crazy things, 
"like crossing the Arabian Desert on a camel." 

"That might be the least crazy way to cross it," Cortone said. 
Rostov said, "Ashford has a Lebanese wife." 
Cortone looked at Dickstein. "She's-" 
"She's younger than he is," Dickstein said hastily. "He brought 

·her back to England just before the war and became Professor of
Semitic Literature here. If he gives you marsala instead of sherry 
it means you've overstayed your welcome." 

"People know the difference?" Cortone said. 
"This is his house." 
Cortone was half expecting a Moorish villa, but the Ashford 

home was imitation Tudor, painted white with green woodwork. 
The garden in front was a jungle of shrubs. The three young men 
\valked up a brick pathway to the house. The front door was 
open. They entered a small, square hall. Somewhere in the house 
several people laughed: the party had started. A pair of double 
doors opened and the most beautiful woman in the world came 
out. 

Cortone was transfixed. He stood and stared as she came across 
the carpet to welcome them. He heard Dickstein say, "This is my 
friend Alan Cortone," and suddenly he was touching her long 
brown hand, warm and dry and fine-boned, and he never wanted 
to let go. 

She turned away and led them into the drawing room. 
Dickstein touched Cortone's arm and grinned: he had known 
what was going on in his friend's mind. 

Cortone recovered his composure sufficiently to say, "Wow." 
�mall glasses of sherry were lined up with military precision on 

a !1ttle table. She handed one to Cortone, smiled, and said, "I'm
E1la Ashford, by the way." 

Cortone took in the details as she handed out the drinks. Shewas �o1:1pletely unadorned: there was no make-up on herastomshmg face, her black hair was straight, and she wore a whitedress and sandals-yet the effect was almost like nakedness, andC�rtone was embarrassed at thefthoughts that Fushed through hismmd as he looked at her. h. 
He forced himself to turn away and study his surroundings. Ther_o�m h�d the unfinished elegance of a place where people arehvmg �lightly be�ond their means. The rich Persian carpet wasborde_red by a stnp of peeling gray linoleum; someone had beenmendmg the radio, and its innards were all over a kidney table·t�ere were a couple of bright rectangles on the wallpaper wher�. p1ctur�s had been taken down; and some of the sherry glasses didnot quite match the set. There were about a dozen people in theroom. 
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An Arab wearing a beautiful pearl-gray Western suit was

standing at the fireplace, looking at a wooden carving on the

mantlepicce. Eila Ashford called him over. "I want you to meet

Yasif_ Hassan, a friend of my family from home," she said. "He's //' n at Worcester College." 

\J\ /'-/ j/1/' :!I

Hassan said, "I know Dickstein." He shook hands all around. . e.r ru ,,',,a..1r::,Z:.'.:../,-:::;:'il1l
Cortone thought he was fairly handsome, for a .colored guy, f\1�j .,....,....... 

and haughty, th� ,�ay some'o_f them were when they made some �<1 , V:, f;,.L 
money and-germv1ted to white homes. 

�
- u b J f:::

Rostov asked him: "You're from Lebanon?" Ji,,:, J - ..,, 

"Palestine." 
"Ah!" Rostov became animated. "And what do you think of

the United Nations partition plan?" 
"Irrelevant," the Arab said languidly. "The British must leave, 

and my country will have a democratic government." 
"But then the Jews will be in a minority," Rostov argued. 
"They are in a minority in England. Should they be given 

Surrey as a national home?" 
"Surrey has never been theirs. Palestine was, once." 
Hassan shrugged elegantly. "It was-when the Welsh had 

England, the English had Germany, and the Norman French 
lived in Scandinavia." He turned to Dickstein. "You have a sense 
of justicer-91ekstei-n1 what do you think?" 

Dickstein took off his glasses. "Never mind justice. �-just 
. say I want a place to call my own." 

"Even if you have to steal mine?" Hassan said. 
"You can have the rest of the Middle East." 
"I don't want it." 
Rostov said, "This discussionf-gefltle-men, elea-t½j proves the 

necessity for partition." 
IA:t •;,rhicll--p� Eila Ashford offered a box of cigarettes. 

Cortone took one, and lit hers. While the others argued about 
Palesti_ne, Eila asked Cortone, "Have you known Dickstein 
long?" 

"We met in 1943," Cortone said. He watched her brown lips 
close around the cigarette. She even smoked beautifully. Deli­
cately, she picked a fragment of tobacco from the tip of her
tongue. 

"I'm terribly curious about him," she said. 
"Why?" 
"Everyone is. He's only a boy, and yet he seems so old. Then

again, he's obviously a Cockney, but he's not in the least
intimidated by all these upper class Englishmen. But he'll talk
about anything except himself." 

Cortone nodded. "I'm finding out that I don't really know him 
either." ' 

"My husband says he's a brilliant student."
"He saved my life." 
"Go�d Lord." She looked at him more closely, as if she werewonde_nng whether he was just being melodramatic. She seemedto decide in his favor. "I'd like to hear about it." A middle-aged man in baggy corduroy trousers touched hershoul_der and said, "How is everything, my dear?"• "Fme " 1 ·ct "M C , s 1c sai • r. ortone, this is my husband ProfessorAshford." ' 
Cortone said "Ho " . . , w are you. Ashford was a balding man inill-fittm� clothes. Cortone had t¼t least been expecting Lawrenceof Arabia. He thought, maybe Nat has a chance after all.
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Eila said, "Mr. Cortone was telling me how Nat Dickstein

saved his life." � 
"Really!" Ashford said. fre"I-I-m--abett+--i-t--:1-\ . . 
y;;;ortone\ olanced over at Dickstein, now deep m conversation

with Hassa; and Rostov; and noted how the three men displayed

their attitudes by the way they stood: Rostov with his feet ap�rt,

wagging a finger like a teacher, sure in his dogma; _Hassan lean�ng 

against a bookcase, one hand in his pocket, smok1�g, pretendmg

that the international debate about the future of his country was

of merely academic interest; Dickstein with arms folded tightly, 

shoulders hunched, head bowed in concentration, his stance 
giving the lie to the dispassionate character of his remarks. 
Cortone heard The British promised Palestine to the Jews, and the 
reply, Beware the gifts of a thief. He turned back to the Ashfords 
and began to tell them the story(':) . �'1-11;,1 
seemed a long t-ime ago, bttt he weuld never forget it. 

"It was in Sicily, near a place called Ragusa, a hill town," he 
said. "I'd taken a T-force around the outskirts. To the north of 
the town we came on a German tank in a little hollow, on the 
edge of a clump of trees. The tank looked abandoned but I put a 
grenade into it to make sure. As we drove past there was a 
shot-only one-and a German with a machine gun fell out of a 
tree. He'd been hiding up there, ready to pick us off as we passed. 
It was f')ld Nat Dickstein who shot him." 

_ Eila's eyes sparkled with something like excitement, but her 
husband had gone white. Obviously the Professor had no 
stomach for tales of life and death. Cortone thought/ .jf that 
upsets you, pop, I hope Dickstein never tells you any of his

stories. 
"The British had come around the town from the other side," 

Cortone went on. "Nat had seen the tank, like I did, and smelled 
a trap. He had spotted the sniper and was waiting to see if there 
were any more when we turned up. If he hadn't been so damn 
smart I'd be p dead .ft-amtt-1'." 

The other two were silent for a moment. Ashford said, "It's not 
long ago, but we forget so fast." 

Eila remembered her other guests. "I want to talk to you some 
more before you go," she said to Cortone. She went across the 
room to where Hassan was trying to open a pair of doors that
gave on to the garden. 

Ashford brushed nervously at the wispy hair behind his ears. 
"The public hears about the big battles, but I suppose the soldier
remembers those little personal incidents." 
. Cortone nodded, thinking that Ashford clearly had no concep­

tion of what war was like, and wondering if the Professor's youth
had re�lly been as adventurous as Dickstein claimed. "Later, I
took him to meet my cousins-the family comes from Sicily. Wehad pasta and wine, and they made a hero of Nat. We weretogether only for a few days, but we were like brothers youknow?" ' 

"Indeed." 

. "Whe_n I heard he was taken prisoner, I figured I'd never seehim agam." 
"D� you know \Vhat happened to him?" Ashford said. "Hedoesn t say much ... " 
Cortone shrugged. "He survived the camps.""He was fortunate." 
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"\Vas he?" 
Ashford looked at Cortone for a moment, tte5�-t-awG, then

turned away and looked around the room. After a moment he

said,. "This is not a very typical Oxford gathering, you know.

Dickstein, Rostov and Hassan are somewhat unusual students.

You should meet Toby-he's the archetypal undergraduate." I-le

caught the eye of a red-faced youth in a tweed suit and a very

wide paisley tie. "Toby, come and meet Dickstein's comrade-in­

arms-Mr. Cortone." 
Toby shook hands and said abruptly: "Any chance of a tip froJ11.

the stable? Will Dickstein win?" 
"Win what?" Cortone said. 
Ashford explained: "Dickstein and Rostov are to play a chess 

match-they're both supposed to be terribly good. Toby thinks 
you might have inside information-he probably wants to bet on 
the outcome." 

Aft Cortone said was, "I thought chess was an old man's 
game." 

Toby said: "Ah!" rather loudly, and emptied his glass. He and 
Ashford seemed -:,hocked by Cortone's remark _,lttst ther1 a 
little girl, four or five years old, came in from the garden carrying 
an elderly gray cat. Ashford introduced her with the coy pride of 
a man who has become a father in middle age . 

"This is Suza," he said . 
The girl said, "And this is Hezekiah." 
She had her mother's skin and hair; she too would be beautiful. 

Cortone wondered whether she was really Ashford's daughter. 
There was nothing of him in her looks. She held out the cat's paw, 
and Cortone obligingly shook it and said, "How are you, 
Hezekiah?" 

Suza went over to Dickstein. "Good morning, Nat. Would you 
like to stroke Hezekiah?" 

"She's;- very cute ,!-ittle gilt," Cortone said to Ashford_ "I 
have to talk to Nat. Would you excuse me?" !'l'lffi went over to 
Dickstein, who was kneeling down and stroking the cat. 

Nat and Suza -slearl3/ seemed to be pals. He told her, "This is 
my friend Alan." 

"We've met," she said, and fluttered her eyelashes/ -a.He.

Cortone thought/ She learned�from her mother. 
"We were in the war together," Dickstein continued. 
Suza looked directly at Cortone. "Did you kill people?" 
He hesitated/ l-ttett\ "Sure." 
"Do you feel bad about it?" 
"Not too -jhey were p-i'ett,y-bati people.".

. "Nat feels badabout it. That's why he doesn't like to talk about
1t too much." 

D
'T

k
he �id

,
5eell!0d to be th� had got a-Ryt-ltittg out of

1c stem
,._The cat ju�ped_ out of Suza's arms with surprising agility. Shechased after it. Dickstein stood up.

'_'I wouldn't say Mrs. Ashford is out of reach," Cortone saidquietly. 
' 

"Wouldn't you?" Dickstein said.
"S�1e can'� be more, than twenty-five. He's at least twenty yearsolder, and I II bet he s no pistol. If they got married before thewar

: 
she must have been around seventeen at the time. And the don t eJmctly seem affectionate .. " Y 
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"I wish I could believe you," Dickstein said. \E-� he was not 
Lr- . · - • ·1-,...,� "Come as interested as he should have beenr �'l��t· 

and see the garden." 
They went through the French doors. The sun was stronge_r,

and the bitter cold had gone from the air. The garden stretched 111

a green-and-brown wilderness clown to the edge of the river. 

They walked away from the house. 
Dickstein said, "You don't much like this crowd." 
"The war's over," Cortone said. "You and me, we live in 

different worlds now. All this-professors, chess matches, sherry 
parties ... I might as well be on Mars. My life is doing deals, 
fighting off the competition, making a few bucks. I was fixing to 
offer you a job in my business,� but I guess I'd be wasting my 
time." 

"Alan ... " 
"Lista:9, what the hell. We�robably lose 

��:;i�
w-I'm not

exactly your ace letter writer.Q won'� forget _ that I owe
you my life. One of these days you might want to call 111 the debt. 
You know where to find me." 

Dickstein opened his mouth to speak, then they heard the 
voices. 

"Oh ... no, not here, not now ... " It was a woman. 
"Yes!" A man. 
Dickstein and Cortone were standing beside a thick box hedge 

which cut off a corner of the garden: someone had begun to plant 
a maze and never finished the job. A few steps from where they 
were a gap opened, then the hedge turned a right angle and ran 
along the river bank. The voices came clearly from the other side 

v/ 
J

of the foliage. 
The woman spoke again, low and throaty. "Don't, damn you, 

v-10 • • I" I 
I 
Ii\ 

Sc..l-e.ctM • 
I 

Dickstein and Cortone stepped through the a . 
- • or one ""'""'" • �would
� n re. stared at the two ; ½

eo
i

l
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�'0
'-�rrc:l@�then -il.J::�@ld e was gray r 

asif Hassan. 
Hkl--He--1 ' 
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THE PUBLIC-ADDRESS system at Cairo airport made a noise like a doorbell, and then the arrival of the Alitalia flight from Milan wasannou�c.ed - in Arabic, Italian, French and English. Towfikel-Mas1nH.g.t, gf eeurse, his real 11ame4left his table in theb�ffet and made his way out to the observation deck. He put onl11s sunglasses to look over the shimmering concrete apron. TheCaravelle was already down and taxiing. 
Tow�k was there because of a cable. It had come that morninofrom his " 1 " • R I ; 0 

. unc e . 111 ome,l\1n code. Any business could use acode for mternational telegrams, provided it first lodged the key to the code with the post off· S 1 1ce. uc 1 codes were used more to save money-by reduc· 1 . mg common p uascs to smgle words-than to keep_ secrets. Towfik's uncle's cable, transcribed according tothe registered code book, gave details of his late aunt's will However, Towfik had anothe k ct 1 r ey, an t 1e message he read was: 
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OBSERVE AND FOLLOW PROFESSOR FRIEDRICH

SCHULZ ARRIVING CAIRO FROM MILAN WEDNES­

DAY 28 FEBRUARY 1968 FOR SEVERAL DAYS. AGE 51.
HEIGHT 180 CM WEIGHT 150 POUNDS HAIR WHITE 

EYES BLUE NATIONALITY AUSTRIAN COMPANIONS
1 / WIFE ONLY. V 

The passengers began to file out of the aircraft, and Towfik 
eetceted his mai1 almost immediately. There was only one tall, 
lean white-haired man on the flight. He was wearing a light blue 
suit, a white shirt and a tie[and carrying a plastic shopping bag 
from a duty-free store and a camera. His wife was much shorter, 
and wore a fashionable mini-dress andlblonde wig. As they 
crossed the airfield they looked about them and sniffed the warm, 
dry desert air the way most people did the first time they 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 small crowd of 
people waiting just beyond the customs barrier. 

He did a lot of waiting. That was something they did not teach 
you-how to wait. You learned to handle guns, memorize maps, 
break open safes and kill people with your bare hands, all in the 
first six months of the training course; but there were no lectures 
in patience, no exercises for sore feet, no seminars on tedium. 
And it was beginning to seem like There is something wrong here;
beginning to seem Lookout lookou1/ beginning to-

There was another agent in the crowd. 
Towfik's subconscious hit the fire alarm while he was thinking 

about patience. The people in the little crowd, waiting for 
relatives and friend and business acquaintances 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 four children, two men in the 
traditional striped cotton galabiya robes, a businessman in a dark 
suit, a young white woman, a chauffeur with a sign saying FORD 
MOTOR COMPANY, and-

And a patient man. 
Like Towfik, he had dark skin and short hair and wore a 

European-style suit. At first glance he seemed to be with the
middle-class family-just as Towfik would seem, to a casual
observer, to be with the businessman in the dark suit. The other
agent �toed nonchalantly, with his hands behind his back, facing
the exit from the baggage hall, looking unobtrusive. There-was a
streak of paler skin alongside his nose, like an old scar. J-Ie
touch_ed it, once, in what might have been a nervous gesture, then
put his hand behind his back again. 

The question was, had he spotted Towfik?
Towfik turned to the businessman beside him and said, "Inever un�erstand why this has to take so long." J-Ie smiled, andspoke quietly, so that the businessman leaned closer to hear himand _ smiled back; and the pair of them looked like acquaintanceshavmg a casual conversation. 

. The businessman said, "The formalities take longer than theflight." 

. Towfik stoic another glance at the other agent. The man stood111 the same pos_ition, watching the exit. He had not attempted anycam�u�age. Did that mean that he had not spotted Towfik? Orwas it Just that he had second-guessed Towfik by cl ·ct· I . , ec1 111g t 1at apiece of camouflage would give him away?
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The passengers began to emerge, and Towfik realized there

was nothing he could do, either way. He hoped the people the

agent was meeting would come out before Professor Schulz._ 
It was not to be. Schulz and his wife were among the first Itttle

knot of passengers to come through. 
The other ��nt approached them and shook hands.

Of coursi, �1e agent was there to meet Schulz. 
Towfik watched while the agent 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 ?n

sunglasses and a white cotton cap. Now he would not be ea�1ly
recognizable as the man who had been waiting at the meetmg
point. . .. 

He figured the agent would have parked m a no-wa1tmg zone 
right outside the main entrance, so he drove that way. 

_
He was 

right. He saw the porters loading the Schulz baggage mto the

boot of a five-year-old gray Mercedes. He drove on. 
He steered his dirty Renault onfo the main highway/ which ran 

from Heliopolis, where the airport was, to Cairo. He drove at 60 
kph and kept to the slow lane. The gray Mercedes p

_
ass�d �1im_ 

two
or three minutes later, and he accelerated to keep 1t w1tlun sight.
He memorized its number, as it was always useful to be able to 
recognize the-opposition's cars. 

The sky began to cloud over. As he sped down the straight, 
palm-lined highway, Towfik considered what he had found out so 
far. The cable had told him nothing about Schulz except what the

man looked like and the fact that he was an Austrian professor. 
The meeting at the airport meant a great deal, though. It had 
been a kind of clandestine VIP treatment. Towfik had the agent 
figured for a local: everything pointed to that-his clothes, his 
car, his style of waiting. That meant Schulz was probably here by 
invitation of the government, but either he or the people he had 
come to see wanted the visit kept secret. 

It was not much. What was Schulz professor of? I-Ie could be a 
banker, arms manufacturer, rocketry expert or cotton buyer. I--Ie

might even be with Al Fatah, but Towfik could not quite 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 young and 
inexperienced, for this surveillance. It was even possible that the

whole thing was yet another training exercise. 
They entered Cairo on the Shari Ramses, and Towfik closed 

the gap between his car and the Mercedes until there was only
one vehicle between them. The gray 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 into a
residential street near the Officers' Club and stopped outside anapartment block with a jacaranda tree in the garden. Towfikimmediately took a right turn and was out of sight before thedoors of the other car could open. He parked, jumped out, andwalked back to the corner. He was in time to see the agent andthe Schulzes disappear into the building followed by a caretakerin galabiya struggling with their luggage. 

Towfik looked up and down the street. There was nowhere aman could convincingly idle. He returned to his car, backed itaround the corner and parked between two other cars on thesame side of the road as the Mercedes.
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Half an hour later the agent came out alone, got into his car,

and drove off .•
Towfik settled down to wait.

It went on for two days, then it broke.
Until then the Schulzes behaved like tourists, and seemed to

enjoy it. On the first evening they had dinner in a nightcl�b and
watched a troupe of belly-dancers. Next day they did the
Pyramids and the Sphinx, with lunch at Groppi's and dinner at
the Nile Hilton. In the morning on the third day they got up early
and took a taxi to the mosque of Ibn Tulun.

Towfik left his car near the Gayer-Anderson Museum 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 baladi 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 fountain behind
windows of iron lace, and studied the baroque relief around its
walls. He moved on up the street, still within sight of the
tea-shop, and spent some time buying four misshapen giant
tomatoes 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 sometimes behind.
Frau Schulz bought slippers and a gold bangle, and paid too much
for a sprig of mint from a half-naked child. Towfik got far enough
in front· of them to drink 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 souq

specializing in saddlery. Schulz glanced at his wristwatch and
spoke to his wife-giving Towfik the first faint tremor of
anxiety-and then they walked a little faster until they emerged
at Bab Zuweyla, the gateway to the original walled city.

For a few moments the Schulzes were obscured from Towfik's
view by a donkey pulling a cart loaded with Ali-Baba jars, their
mouths stoppered with crumpled paper. When the cart passed,
Towfik saw that Schulz was saying goodbye to his wife and getting
into an oldish gray Mercedes.

,Towfik cursed under his breath.
The car door slammed and it pulled away. Frau Schulz waved.

Towfik read the license plate-it was the car he had followed
from Heliopolis-and saw it go west then turn left into the Shari
Port Said.

Forgetting Frau Schulz, he turned around and broke into a run.
They had bee� walking for about an hour, but they had

covered only a mile. Towfik sprinted through the saddlery souq

�nd the street market, dodging around the stalls and bumping
mto robe? men _a�d women in black, dropping his bag of
tomatoes m a  colhs1on with a Nubian sweeper, until he reached
the museum and his car.

. He dropp�d !nto_ th� driver's seat, breathing hard and grimac­
mg at �he pam 1_n his side. He started the engine and pulled away
on an mterception course for the Shari Port Said. 

The _traffic w�s light, so when he hit the main road he guessed
he n_1ust be behmd the Mercedes. He continued southwest/ over
the island of Roda and the Giza Bridge on to the Giza R�'ad.
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Schulz had not been deliberately trying to shake a tail, Towfik

decided. Had the professor been a pro he would have lost Towfik

decisively and finally. No, he had simply been taking a morning

walk through the market before meeting someone at a landmark.

But Towfik was sure that the meeting place, and the walk

beforehand, had been suggested by the agent.
They might have gone anywhere, but it seemed likely they

were leaving the city--otherwise Schulz could simply have taken

a taxi at 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 gray road, and nothing either side but
yellow sand and blue sky. 

He reached the Pyramids without catching the Mercedes. Here 
the road forked, leading north to Alexandria or south to Faiyum. 
From where the Mercedes had picked up Schulz, this would have 
been an unlikely, roundabout route to Alexandria; so Towfik 
plumped for Faiyum. 

When.at last he saw the other car it was behind him, coming up 
very fast. Before it reached him it turned right off the main road. 
Towfik braked to a halt and reversed the Renault to the turnoff. 
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 might obscure it 
under a layer of sand. The agent in the Mercedes was sure to 
realize he was being followed. If he were a good agent, the sight 
of the Renault might even trigger memories of the journey from 
Heliopolis. 

This was where the training broke clown, and all the careful 
c�mouflage and tricks of the trade became usel<(s; and you had to 
simply 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 
going, and if you could not manage that you were no use at all. 

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

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

0 

Sixty kil�meters on, deep in the desert and beginning to worry
about gettmg gasoline, he reached a tiny oasis village at a
crossroads. A few scrawny animals grazed in sparse vegetation
around a muddy pool. A jar of fava beans and three Fanta cans
on a makeshift table outside a hut signified the local cafe. Towfik
got out of the car and spoke to an old man watering a bony
buffalo. 

"Have you seen a gray Mercedes?" 
T�e peasant stared at him blankly, as if he were speaking aforeign language. 
"Have you seen a gray car?" 
The old man brushed a large 

nodded, once. 
black fly off his forehead and 

"When?" 
"Today." 

" 
Th_at was pr�b�bly as precise an answer as he could hope for.Which way did 1t go?" 
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The old man pointed west, into the desert. 

Towfik said, "Where can I get petrol?" 
The man pointed east, toward Cairo. 
Towfik gave him a coin and returned to the car. He started the

enoin·e and looked again at the gasoline gauge. He had enough

fu;l to get back to Cairo, just; if he went farther west he would 

run out on the return journey. 
He had done all he could, he decided. Wearily, he turned

th;rRenault around and headed back toward the city. 

Towfik did not like his work. When it was dull he was bored, and 
when it was exciting he was frightened. But they had told him that 
there was important, dangerous work to be done in Cairo, and 
that he had the qualities necessary to a good spy, and that there 
were not enough Egyptian Jews in Israel for them to be able just 
to oo out and find another one with all the qualities if he said no; 
so, of course, he had agreed. It was not out of idealism that he 
risked his life for his country. It was more like self-interest: the 
destruction of Israel would mean his own destruction; in fighting 
for Israel he was fighting for himself; he risked his life to save his 
life. It was the logical thing to do. Still, he looked forward to the 
time-in five years? Ten? Twenty?-when he would be too old 
for field work, and they would bring him home and sit him behind 
a desk, and he could find a nice Jewish girl and marry her and 
settle down to enjoy the land he had fought for. 

Meanwhile, having lost Professor Schulz, he was following the 
wife. 

She continued to see the sights, escorted now by a young Arab 
who had presumably been laid on by the Egyptians to take care of 
her while her husband was away. In the evening the Arab took 
her to an Egyptian restaurant for dinner, brought her home, and 
kissed her cheek under the jacaranda tree in the garden. 

The next morning Towfik went to the main post office and sent 
a coded cable to his uncle in Rome: 

SCHULZ MET AT AIRPORT BY SUSPECTED LOCAL 
AGENT. SPENT TWO DAYS SIGHTSEEING. PICKED UP 
BY AFORESAID AGENT AND DRIVEN DIRECTION 
QATTARA. SURVEILLANCE ABORTED. NOW WATCH­
ING WIFE. 

He was back in Zamalek at nine A.M. At eleven-thirty he 
6f>ServeEI Frau Schulz on a balcony, drinking coffee, and was able 
to figure out which of the apartments was the Schulzes'. 

By lunchtime the interior of the Renaulfad become very hot. 
Towfik ate an apple and drank tepid beer from a bottle. 

Professor Schulz arrived late in the afternoon, in the same gray Mercedes. He looked tired and a little rumpled,(a middle-agedman who has travelled too far. He left the car and went into thebuilding without looking back. After dropping him, the agent
?rove past the Renault and looked straight at Towfik for anm_stant. There was noth!ng Towfik could do about #ttttJ--se--I-wtftetl hard 1tot to allow 1t tO-Worry biro, and askeci-h-i-tnself theeniCia�. 

Where had Schulz been? It had taken him most of a day to getthere, T�wfik speculated; he had spent a night, a full clay and asecond mght there;keveral possibilities: the desert road went allthe way to Matruh on the Mediterranean co·ist· there . . c , wc1s <1turn-off to Karkur Toh! in the far south· w1"th a cJ1a f d. , , , ngc o car an a desert �mde. they could even have gone to a re11clezvous 011 theborder with Libya. 
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At nine P.M. the Schulzes came out again. The Professor

looked refreshed. They were dressed for dinner. They walked a

short distance and hailed a taxi. 
Towfik made a decision. He did not follow them. 

/ 
He. got out of the car and entered the garden of the building. 

1 
V/

He stepped o{to the dusty lawn and found a vantage point behind 
V a bush from where he could see into the hall through the open 

t k \� front door. The NubianAwas sitting on a low wooden bench, ·A care." er 

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-foote?, up the 

staircase. 
He had three Yale-type skeleton keys, but none of them fitted 

the lock of apartment three. In the end he got !e door open with a 
piece of bendy plastic broken off a college set-square. 

He entered the apartment and closed the door behind him. 
It was now quite dark outside. A little light from a streetlamp 

came through the unshaded windows. Towfik drew a small 
flashlight from his trousers pocket, but he did not�switch it on! 

The apartment was large and airy, with white-painted walls and 
English-colonial furniture. It had the sparse, chilly look of a place 
where nobody actually lived. There was a big drawing room_,. a 
dining room, three bedrooms and a kitchen. After a quick 
general survey Towfik started snooping 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 woman past her 
prime: bright prints, sequined gowns, turquoise and orange and 
pink. The labels were American. Schulz was an Austrian

national, the cable had said, but perhaps he lived in the USA. 
Towfik had never heard him·speak. 

On the bedside table were a guide to Cairo in English, a copy 
of Vogue and a reprinted lecture on isotopes. 

So Schulz was a scientist. 
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 evidently had his 

passport and wallet in his pocket. The airline labels had been

removed from the matching 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 shoe�, and on the 
trouser cuffs he found small dusty gray smears which might have 
been cement. In the breast pocket of the rumpled jacket was a blue plas�ic cont�iner, about one-and-a-half inches square, very slender. It contained a light-tight envelope of the kind used to protect photographic film. 

Towfik pocketed the plastic box. 
Th_e airline labels from the luggage were in a waste basket inthe httle _ hall. The Schulzes' address was in Boston, Massachu­setts, which probably meant that the Professor taught at Harvard,MIT or one of the many lesser universities in the area. Towfik didso�e rapid arithmetic. Schulz would have been in his twentiesdunng World War Two: he cou�d easily be one of the Germanrocketry experts who went to the USA after the war. 
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"Oh remarkably well." 
The; seemed not to have much more to say to each othe�.

Dickstein would have liked to ask what had happened to Hassan s

family in Palestine, how his affair with Eila Ashfo:d had ended,

and why he was driving a sports car; but he was afraid the answers

might be painful, either for Hassan or for himself.

• d?" 
Hassan asked, "Are you marne . 
"No. Yo�?" 
"No." 

"How odd," Dickstein said. . .. . 
Hassan smiled. "We're not the type to take on respons1b1ht1es,

you and I." . . . . . "Oh, I've got responsibilities," Dickstein said, thmkmg of the
orphan Mattie who had not yet finished Treasi�re !�land.

"But you have a roving eye, eh?" Hassan said w�th a �mk . . 
"As I recall, you were the ladies' man," D1ckstem said 

uncomfortably. 
"Ah, those were the days." 
Dickstein tried not to think about Eila. They reached the 

airport, and Hassan stopped the car. 
Dickstein saidJ '"Thank you for the lift." 
Hassan swiveled around in the bucket seat. He stared . at 

Dickstein. "I can't get over this," he said. "You actually look 
younger than you did in 1947." 

Dickstein shook his hand. "I'm sorry to be in such a rush." He

got out of the car. 
"Don't forget-;--eall me next time you're here," Hassan said. 
"Goodbye." Dickstein closed the car door and walked into the 

airport. 
Then, at last, he allowed himself to remember. -

The four people in the chilly garden were still for one long 
heartbeat. Then Hassan's hands moved on Eila's body. Instantly 
Dickstein and Cortone moved away, through the gap in the hedge 
and out of sight. The lovers never saw them. 

They walked toward the house. When they were well out of 
earshot Cortone said, "Jesus, that was hot stuff." 

"Let's not talk about it," Dickstein said. He felt like a man
J who, looking backward over his shoulder, ha� walked into a � . lamppost: there was pain and rage, and nobody to blame but

himself. 
Fortunately the party was breaking up. They left without

speaking to the cuckold, Professor Ashford, who was in a cornerdeep in conversation with a graduate student. They went to theGeorge for lunch. Dickstein ate very little but drank some beer.Cortone said, "Listen, Nat, I don't know why you're getting sodown in the mouth about it. I mean, it just goes to show she'savailable, right?" 
"�," Dickstein said, but- of eottrse did not mean it. 

/ 

, I 

✓ 

The bill came to more than ten shillings. Cortone paid it. v V Dickstein walked him to the railway station. They shook handssoler:nnly, .and Cort�ne got on the train.
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Soon after this he w/nt to Palestine, although not just because

of Eila. 
In the next twenty-one years he never had a womanfbut that, 

too, ,�,as not entirely because of Eila. -

Yasif Hassan drove away from Luxembourg airport in a black 
rage. He could picture, as clearly as if _it w�re yest�rday, the

young Dickstein: a pale Jew in a cheap smt, thm as a girl, alw�ys 
standing slightly hunched as if he expected to be flogged, star�ng 
with adolescent longing at the ripe body of Eila Ashford, argmng 
doggedly that his people would have Palestine whether the Ar�bs 
consented or not. Hassan had thought him ridiculous, a child. 
Now Dickstein lived in Israel, and grew grapes to make wine: he

had found a home, and Hassan had lost one. 
Hassan was no longer rich. He had never been fabulously 

wealthy, even by Levan tine standards, but he had always had fine 
food, expensive clothes and the best education, and he had 
consciously adopted the manners of Arab aristocracy. His 
grandfather had been a successful doctor who set up his elder son 
in medicine and his younger son in business. The younger, 
Hassan's father, bought and sold textiles in Palestine, Lebanon 
and Transjordan. The business prospered under British rule, and 
Zionist immigration swelled the market. By 1947 the family had 
shops all over the Levant and owned their native village near 
Nazareth. 

The 1948 war ruined them. 
When the state of Israel was declared and the Arab armies 

attacked, the Hassan family made the fatal mistake of packing 
their bags and fleeing to Syria. They never came back. The

warehouse in Jerusalem burned down; the shops were destroyed 
or taken over by Jews; and the family lands became "adminis­
tered" by the Israeli government. Hassan had heard that the 
village was now a kibbutz. 

Hassan's father had lived ever since in a United Nations 
refugee camp. The last positive thing he had done was to write a 
letter of introduction for Yasif to his Lebanese bankers. Yasif had 
a university degree and spoke excellent English: the bank gave 
him a job. 

He applied to the Israeli government for compensation underthe 1953 Land Acquisition Act, and was refused. 
He visited his family in the camp only once, but what he sawthere stayed with him for the rest of his life. They lived in a hutmade of boards and shared the communal toilets. They got nospecial treatment: they were just one amono thousands offamilies without a home, a purpose or a hope. T� see his father,who had been a clever, decisive man ruling a large business with afirm. hand, reduced now to queuing for food and wasting his lifeplaying backgammon, made Yasif want to throw bombs atanyth.iug Israeli, includin§ school buses. 
The women fetched water and cleaned house much as always,but t_he men_ shuffi�d aro�nd in secondhand clothes, waiting fornothing, their bodies getting flabby while their minds grew dull.Teenagers strutted and squabbled and fought with knives the�e ':as nothing ahead of them but the prospect of their Ii�shnvehng to nothing in the baking heat of the sun. The camp smelled of sewage and despair. Hassan neverreturned to visit, although he continued to write to his mother.I:e had escaped the trap, and if he was deserting his father well his father had helped him do it, so it must kuve been- wl;at h�wanted. ,Qr 60 he-tried to CtltWtt1cc hitttscl-f: 
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· He ..m�1-gGG-t-e-beeetne a modest success as a bank clerk. 1:e

had intelligence and integrity, but his upbringing did not fit him

for careful, calculating work involving(shuffling o� memo�anda

and keeping of records in triplicate. Besides, his heart was

� elsewhere. 
He never ceased to resendbitterly\vhat had been taken from 

himrttHd his-famil�, and carried his hatre? througl� life _like a 

secret burden. Whatever his logical mind might tell him, his soul 
said hciabandoned his father in time of need, and the guilt fed his 
-hatred of Israel. Each year he expected the Arab armies to 
destroy the Zionist invaders, and each time they failed he grew 
more wretched J and more angry. 

In 1957 he began to work for Egyptian Intelligence. 
He was not a very important agent, but as the bank expanded 

its European business he began to pick up the occasional tidbit, 
both in the office and from general banking gossip. Sometimes 
Cairo would ask him for specific information about the finances of 
an arms manufacturer, a Jewish philanthropist, or an Arab 
millionaire; and if Hassan did not have the details in his bank's 
files he could often get them from friends and business contacts. 
He also had a general brief to keep an eye on Israeli businessmen 
in Europe, in case they were agents� Whiel-i was why he had 
approached Nat Dickstein and pretended to be friendly. 

Hassan thought Dickstein's story was probably true. In his 
shabby suit, with the same round spectacles and the same 
inconspicuous air, he looked exactly like an underpaid salesman 
with a product he could not promote. However, there was that 
odd business in the Rue Dicks the previous night: two youths, 
known to the police as petty thieves, had been found in the gutter 
savagely disabled. Hassan had got all the details from a contact 
on the city police force. Clearly they had picked on the wrong sort 
of victim. Their injuries were professional: the man who had 
inflicted them had to be a soldier, a policeman, a bodyguard ... 
or an agent. After an incident like that, any Israeli who flew out 
in a hurry the next morning was �t:trcly, worth checking up on. 

Hassan drove back to the Alfa Hotel and spoke to the desk
clerk. "I was here an hour ago when one of your guests was
checking out," he said. "Do you remember?" 

"I think so, sir." 
Hassan gave him two hundred Luxembourg fra�cs. "Would

you tell me what name he was registered under?" 
"Cert�inly, sir." The clerk consulted a file. "Edward Rodgers,from Science International magazine." 
"Not Nathaniel Dickstein?" 
The clerk shook his head patiently. 
"Would you just see whether you had a Nathaniel Dickstein from Israel, registered at all?" 

'
"Certainly•" The clerk took several minutes to look through awa� of papers. Hassan's excitement rose. If Dickstein hadregistered under a false name, then he was not a winesalesman-so wha_t else could he be but an Israeli agent? Finallythe clerk closed l11s file/ looked up. "Definitely not sir.,, "Th k "H ' 

. an you. assan left. He was jubilant as he drove back to�Is office: he had used his wits and discovered somethinoimportant. As soon as he got to his desk he composed a message�
SUSPECTED ISRAELI AGENT SEEN HERE. NAT DICK­STEIN ALIAS ED RODGERS. FIVE FOOT SIX SMALLBUILD, DARK HAIR, BRO WN EYES AGE. ABO
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He. encoded the message, added an extra code word at its top

and sent it by telex to the bank's Egyptian headquarters. It would

never get there: the extra code word instructed the Cairo post

office to reroute the telex to the Directorate of General Investiga-

tions. 
Sending the message was an anticlimax, of course. There would

be no reaction, no thanks from the other end. Hassan had

nothing to do but get on with his bank work, and try not to

daydream. 
fhtt Cairo called him on the phone. 
It had never happened before. Sometimes they sent him cables, 

telexes, and even letters, all in code, of course. Once or twice he 
had met with people from Arab embassies and been given verbal 
instructions. But they tlfltl never phoned. His report must have 
caused more of a stir then he\ti-\anticipated. 

The caller wanted to know more about Dickstein. "I want to 
confirm the identity of the customer referred to in your message," 
he said. "Did he wear round spectacles?" 

"Yes." 

"Did _he speak English with a Cockney accent? Would you 
• recognize such an accent?"

"Yes, and yes." 
"Did he have a number tattooed on his forearm?" 
"I didn't see it today, but I know he has it ... I was at Oxford 

University with him, years_ ago. I'm quite sure it� hirrr"
"You know him?" There was astonishment in the voice from 

Cairo. "Is this information on your file?" 
"No, I've never-" 
"Then it should be," the man said angrily. "How long have you 

been with us?" 
"Since 1957." 

. "That �xplains it ... those were the old days. Okay, now
listen. _This_ man is a very important ... client. We want you to
stay with him twenty-four hours a day, do you understand?" 

"I can't," Hassan said miserably. "He left town." 
"Where did he go?" 
::i dropped him at the airport. I don't know where he went." 
Then find out:. Phone the airlines, ask which flight he was on.,

and call me back m fifteen minutes." 
"I'll do my best-�' 
"I'm_not in�ere_sted in your best,"

L 
the voice from Cair4said� "Iwant his destmation, and I want it before he gets there. Just bes�re you call me in fifteen minutes. Now that we've contactedhim, we must not lose him again." 

"I'll get on to it right awayf" said Hassan, but the line wasdead before he could finish the sentence. 
He �radled the phone. True, he had got no thanks from C • .

but th b 
airo,is was etter. Suddenly he was important, his work wasurgent,_ they were depending on him. He had a chance to dosometh�ng for the Arab cause, a chance to strike back at last.� He picked up the phone again and .eega+r calling the airlines.
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NAT ·DICKSTEIN chose to visit a nuclear power station in France
simply because French was the only European language he spoke 
passably well, except for English, but England was not �art of 
Euratom. He traveled to the power station in a bus with an 
assorted party of students and tourists. The countrysi?e slip�ing
past the windows was a dusty southern green, �ore l

_i
ke Galilee 

than Essex, which had been "the country" to Dickstem as a boy. 
He had traveled the world since, getting on planes as casually as 
any jet-setter, but he could remember the time when h_is horizons 
had been Park Lane in the west and Southend-on-Sea m the east. 
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He could also remember how suddenly those horizons 
receded_,when he began to try to think of himself as a ma , after 
his bar mitzvah and the death of his father. Other boys f his age 
saw themselves getting jobs on the docks or in t•ftewlftll;;..marrymg

local girls, finding houses within a quarter of a mile of their 
parents' homes and settling down; their ambitions were to breed 
a champion greyhound, to see West Ham win the Cup Final, to 
buy a motor car. Young Nat thought he might go to California or 
Rhodesia or Hong Kong and become a brain surgeon or an 
archaeologist or a millionaire. It was partly that he was cleverer 
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than most of his contemporaries; partly that to them foreign 
languages were alien, mysterious, a school subject like algebra 
rather than a way of talking; but mainly the difference had to do 
wit!1 being Jewish. Dickstein's boyhood chess partner, Harry 
�h1eseman, was brainy and forceful and quick-witted, but he saw 
himself as a working-class Londoner and believed he would 
always be one. Dickstein knew-although he could not remem-
ber anyone actually telling him this-that wherever they were 
born, Jews were able to find their way into the greatest 
universities, to start new industries like motion pictures, to 
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becomelsuccessful bankers and lawyers and manufacturers; and if

they could not do it in the country where they were born, they

would move somewhere else and try again. It was curious, 

Dickstein thought as he recollected his boyhood, that a people 

who had been persecuted for centuries should be so convinced of 

their ability to achieve anything they set their minds to - Jike, 

when they needed nuclear bombs, they went out le-gel them.fhe 
tradition was a comfort, but it gave him no help with the ways and 
means. -

The power station loomed in the distance·. As the bus got 
closer, Dickstein realized that the reactor was going to be bigger 
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than he had imagined. It occupied a ten-story building. Somehow 
he had imagined the thing fitting into a small room. 

The external security was on an industrial, rather than military, 
level. The premises were surrounded by one high fence, not 
electrified. Dickstein looked into the gatehouse while the tour 
guide went through the formalities: the guards had only two 
closed-circuit television screens.// could get fifty men inside the 
compound in broad daylight without the guards noticing a·nything 
amiss,�. It was a bad signf it meant they had other 
reasons to be confident. 

He left the bus with the rest of the party and walked across the 
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tar-macadamed parking lot to the reception building. The place 
had been laid out with a view to the public image of nuclear 
energy: there were well-kept lawns and flower-beds and lots of 
ne�Iy planted trees; everything was clean and natural, white­
p�mted. and smokeless. Looking_ back toward the gatehouse, 
Dick�te�n ·saw a gray Opel pull up on the road. One of the two 
me� m it_ got �ut and �poke to the se�urity guards, who appeared 
to give d1rect1ons. Inside the car, something glinted briefly in the 
sun. 

Dicksteinj_followed the tour party into the lounge. There in a 
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glass case was a rugby football trophy won by the power station's 
team. An aerial photograph of the establishment hung on the 
wall. Dickstein stood in front of it, imprinting its details on his 
mind, idly figuring out how he would raid the place while the back 
of his mind worried about the gray Opel. 

They were HieH led around the power station by four hostesses 
in smart uniforms. Dickstein was not interested in the massive 
turbines, the space-age. control room with its banks of dials and 
switches(or the water-intake system de�igned to s�ve the fish and
return them to the river. He wondered 1f the men m the Opel had 
been following him, and if so, why. 
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He was enormously interested in the delivery bay. He asked 
the hostess, "How does the fuel arrive?" 

"OJ trucks," she said archly. Some of the party giggled 
nervously at the thought of uranium running around the country­
side on trucks. "It's not dangerous," she went on as soon as she 
had got the expected laugh. "It isn't even radioactive until itts[fed 
into the atomic pile. It is taken off the truck straight into the 
elevator and up to the fuel store on the seventh floor. From there, 
everything is automatic." 

"What about checking the quantity and quality of the consign­
ment?" Dickstein said. 
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"This is done at the fuel fabrication plant. The consignment is 
sealed there, and only the seals are checked here." 

"Thank you." Dickstein nodded, .fesling, pleased. The system 
was not quite as rigorous as Mr. Pfaffer of Euratom had claimed. 
O�e/ two schemes -HGW began to take vague shape in Dickstein's 
mmJ. 

�hey saw the reactor loading machine in operation. Worked
entirely by remote control, it took the fuel element from the store 
to the reactor, lifted the concrete lid of a fuel channel, removed 
the spent element, inserted the new one, closed the lid and 
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dum?ed the used element into a water-filled shaft which led to th coolmg ponds. e

The. hoste�s, speaking perfect Parisian French in an oddlyseductive voice said "Tl , 
' ' 1e reactor has three thousand fuelchannels, each channel containing eight fuel rods. The rods la tfour to seven years Tl l ct· • s 

. • . ie oa mg machme renews five channel •
each operation." 

' s 111 

They went on to see the cooling ponds. Under twenty feet. ofwater the s�en� fuel elements were loaded into pannets, thcn­cool, but still highly radioactive-they were locked into fift lead flasks, two hundred clements to a fl k f 
l y-ton

d .1 
' as , or transport by roadan ra1 to a reprocessing plant.
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0001 As the hostesses served coffee and pastries in the lounge 
0002 Dickstein considered what he had learned. It had occurred to him 
0003 thatt_since plutonium was ultimately what was wanted, he might 
000-1 steal used fuel. Now he knew why nobody had suggested it. It 
0005 would be easy enough to hijack the truck-he could do it 
0006 singlehanded-but how would he sneak a fifty-ton lead flask out 
0001 of the country and take it to Israel without anyone noticing? 
ooos Stealing uranium from inside the power station was no more 
0009 promising an idea. Sure, the security was flimsy-the very fact 
0010 that he had been permitted to make this reconnaissance, and had 
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everi been given a guided tour, showed that. But fuel inside the 
station was locked into an automatic, remote-controlled system. 
The only way it could come out was by going right through the 
nuclear process and emerging in the cooling ponds; and then he 
was back with the problem of sneaking a huge flask of radioactive 
material through some European port. 

There had to be a way of breaking into the fuel store, Dickstein 
supposed; then -e-He could manhandle the stuff into the elevator, 
take it down, put it on a truck and drive away; but that would 
involve holding some or all of the station personnel at gunpoint 
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for some time, and his brief was to do this thing surreptitiously. 
A hostess offered to refill his cup, and he accepted. Trust the 

French to give you good coffee. A young engineer began a talk on 
nuclear safety. He wore unpressed trousers and a baggy sweater. 
Scientists and technicians all had a look about them, Dickstein 
had observed: their clothes were old, mismatched and comfort­
able, and if many of them wore beards, it was usually a sign of 
indifference rather than vanity. He thought it was because in their 
work, force of personality generally counted for nothing, brains 
for everything, so there was no point in trying to make a good 
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visual impression. But perhaps that was a romantic view of
science_ 

He did not pay attention to the lecture. The physicist from the
Weizmann Institute had been much more concise. "There "is no
such thing as a safe level of radiation," he had said. "Such talk
°:akes you _think of radiation like water in a pool: if it's four feet
high you're safe, if it's eight feet high you drown. But in fact
r�diation levels are much more like speed limits on thehighway-thirty miles per hour is safer than eighty, but not assafe_ as twenty, and the only way to be completely safe is not toget m the car."_ 
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Dickstein turned his mind back to the problem+stealing

uranium. It was the requirement of secrecy that defeated every

pJ..an he -eeultl d�·ctun u_p. �ay�e the _whole thing was dcr?med t?
fifi+. After all, 1mposs1ble 1s 1mposs1ble, he thought - No, 1t 
was too soon to say that. He went back to first principles. 

He would have to take a consignment in transit: that much was 
clear from what he had seen today. Now, the fuel elements were 
not checked at this end, they were fed straight into the system. 
He could hijack a truck, take the uranium out of the fuel 
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elements, close them up again, reseal the consignment and bribe 
or frighten the truck driver to deliver the empty shells. The dud 
elements would gradually find their way into the reactor, five at a 
time, over a period of months. Eventually the reactor's output 
would fall marginally/ Jhere would be an investigation/ le�ts 
would be done -j>erhaps no conclusions would be reached 
before the empty �ements ran out and new, genuine fuel 
elements went in, causing output to rise again. Maybe no one 
would understand what had happened until the duds were 
reprocessed and the plutonium recovered was too little, by which 
time-four to seven years later-the trail to Tel Aviv would have 
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0001 gone cold -i!3ut they might find out sooner ind there w�s st1 

0002 the problem of getting the stuff out of the country�t1ll, h_e

0003 had the outline of one possible scheme, and it mooG-lHIH feel a bit
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more cheerful. 
The lecture ended. There were a few desultory questions, then 

the party trooped back to the bus. Dickstein sat at the back. A 
middle-aged woman said to him, "That wa� my seat," and he 
stared at her stonily until she went away. 
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Driving back from the power station, Dickstein kept looking 
out of the rear window. After about a·mile the gray Opel pulled V 

/
out of a turn-off and followed the busf .aflcl Dickstein's cheerful- 0 

0012 ness vanished. 
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0003 He had been spotted. It had happened either here or in 
000-1 Luxembourg, probably Luxembourg. The spotter might have 
0005 been Yasif Hassan-no reason why he should not be an agent-
0006 or someone else. They must be following him out of general 
0001 curiosity because there was no way-was there?-that they could

0008 know what he was up to. All he had to do was lose them. 
0009 He spent a day in and around the town near the nuclear power 
0010 station, traveling by bus and taxi, driving a rented car, and

0011 walking. By the end of the day he had identified the three
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vehicles-the gray Opel, a dirty little flatbed truck, and a German 
Ford-and five of the men in the surveillance team. The men
looked vaguely Arabic, but in this part of France many of the
criminals were North African: somebody might have hired local
help. The size of the team explained why he had not -Hotiecd the
surveillance earlier. They ha<;} beenfontinually\able'to switch carsand personnel. The trip to the power station, a long there-and­back journey on a country road with very little traffic, explainedwhy the team had finally blown themselves. 

L..f'\ 

The next day he drove out of town and oqto the Highway. The T
Ford followed him_ for a few miles, then the gray Opel took over.
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There were two men in each car. There would be two more in the
flatbed truck, plus one at his hotel. 

The Opel was still with him when he found t • • • • 
• · _ pedestrian bridge over the road in a place

where there were no turnoffs from the highway for four or five 
miles in either direction.(pickstein pulled over to the �h�ulder, 
stopped the car, got out and lifted the hood. He looked inside for 
a few minutes. The gray Opel disappeared up ahead, and the 
Ford went by a� later. The Ford would wait at the next 
turnoff, and the Opel would come back on the opposite side of 
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0001 the road to see what he was doing. That was what the textbook 
0002 prescribed for this situation.(!?ickstein hoped these people would [ 
0003 follow the book, otherwise his scheme would not work. 
0004 He took a collapsible warning triangle from the trunk of the car 
0005 and stood it behind the offside rear wheel. 
ooos The Opel went by on the opposite side of the highway. 
ooo; They were following the book. 
0008 Dickstein began to walk. 
0009 When he got off the highway he caught the first bus he saw and 
0010 rode it until it came to a town. On the journey he spotted each of 
0011 the three surveillance vehicles ·at different times. He allowed 
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himself to feel a little premature triumph: they were going for it. 
He took a taxi from the town and got out close to his car but on

the wrong side of the,highway. The Opel went by, then the Ford
pulled off the road a couple of hundred yards behind him.

. Dickstein began to run. 
�1n good condition after his months of outdoor work in thekibbutz/ �e sprinted to the pedestrian bridge, ran across it andraced along the_ shoulder on the other side of the road. Breathingh�rd and sweating, he reached his abandoned car in under threeminutes. 
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One of the men from the Ford had got out and started to follow

him.L-r-frow he realized he had bee� tak_en in: The For� moved off.

The man ran back and jumped mto 1t as 1t gathered speed and

swung into the slow lane. . . 
Dickstein got into his car. The surveillance vel11cles were now

on the wrong side of the highway and would have to go all the

way to the next junction before they could c�oss over and come

after him. At sixty miles per hour the round tnp would take them
ten minutes, which meant he had at least five minutes start on
them. They would not catch him. 
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He pulled away, heading for Paris, /pleased with his smaH 
#;iGter:rJ Consideting the magnituaeofi1is mission, he would tafre 
watever be could get never mind the size, 01 pcrmaRcnce, of 

-it-;-

There was �omething-close to--genuiRe\ panic in Moscow when 
they heard about the -f;Q callee-Arab atom bomb. 

The Foreign Ministry panicked because they had not heard of it 
earlier, the KGB panicked because they had not heard about it 
first, and the Party Secretary's office panicked because the last 
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thing they wanted was another who's-to-blame row between the 
Foreign Ministry and the KGBfthe previous one had made life 
hell in the Kremlin for eleven months. 

Fortunately, the way the Egyptians chose to make their
revelation allowed for a certain amount of covering of rears. The
Egyptians wanted to make the point that they were not diplomati­
cally ?bliged to tell their all_ies about this secret project, and the
techmcal help they were asking for was not crucial to its success.
Their attitude was "Oh, by the way, we're building this nuclearreactor in order to get some plutonium to make atom bombs toblow Israel off the face of the earth, so would you like to give us a

II 
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hand, or not?" The message, trimmed and decorated with 
ambassadorial niceties, was delivered ( in the manner of an 
afterthoughti at the et�d of a routine meeting bet�veen the 
Egyptian Ambassador m Moscow and the deputy chief of the 
Middle East desk at the Foreign Ministry. 

The d�puty chief who received the message considered very 
carefully what he should do with the information. His first duty, 
naturally, was t9 pass the news to his chief, who would then tell 
the Secretary. However, the credit for the news would go to his 
chief, who would also not miss the opportunity for scoring points 
off the KGB. Was there a way for the deputy chief to gain some 
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advantage to himself out of the affair? 

He knew that the best way to get on in the Kremlin was to put 
the KGB under some obligation to �self/ a-Htljle was now in a 
position to do the �B a big favor. If he warned them of the 
Egyptian Ambassador:s message, they would have a bit ef time to 
get ready to pretend they knew all about the Arab atom bomb 
and were about to reveal the news themselves. 

He put on his coat, thinking to go out and phone his 
acquain�nce in }!1e :IWB from a call box in �he-e¥cnt hts 2-'rn 
phone � tapped/ th�lrealized how silly that would 'rfe/ � 
flH1 he was going to call the KGB, and it was� who tapped 
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people's phoned;(he took off his coat and used his office phone. 
The KGB de� man he talked to was equally expert at working 

the Cfatis. system. In the new KGB building on the· 
M scow ring road, he kicked up a huge fuss. First he called his 
b . ss's secretary and asked for an urgent meeting in fifteen

mutes. He carefully avoided speaking to the boss himself. He 
fired off half a dozen more noisy phone calls, and sent secretaries 
and messengers scurrying about the building to take memos and 
collect files. But his master stroke was the agenda. It so happen�d 
that the agenda for the next meeting of the Middle East political 

� O.t\y wo./ " SD
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He put on his coat, thinking to go out and phone his acquaintance in the KGB from a call box in case his own phone were tapped - 
then he realised how silly that would be, for he was going to call the KGB, and it was they who tapped people's phones anyway; so 
he took off his coat and used his office phone. 
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committee had been typed the previous clay and was at this

moment being run off on a duplicating machine. He got the

agenda back and at the top of the list added a n�w item: "��cent

Developments in Egyptian Armaments-Special Report, fol­

lowed by his own name in brackets. Next he ordered the new 

agenda to be duplicated, still bearing the previous day's date, and 

sent around to the interested departments that afternoon by 
hand. 

-Gftey when he had made certain that half Moscow would 
associate his name and no one else's with the news, he went to see 
his boss. __,_ 

The same day a much less striking piece of news came in. As 
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part of the routine exchange of information between Egyptian 
Intelligence and the KGB, Cairo sent notice that an Israeli agent 
named Nat Dickstein had been ieet1tified in Luxembourg and was 
now under surveillance. Because of the circumstances, the report 
received. less attention than it deserved. There was only one man 
in the KGB who entertained the mildest suspicion that the two 
items might be connected. 

His name was David Rostov. 

0011 David Rostov's father had been a minor diplomat whose career 
0012 was stunted by a lack of connections, particularly secret service 
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co�nections. Knowing this/ the son, with the remorseless logic 
which was to characterize his decisions all his life, joinec;I what 
was then called the NKVD, later to become the KGB. 

He had already been an agent when he went to Oxford. In 
those idealistic times, when Russia had just won the war and the 
exte�t of �he �t�Iin purge was not comprehended, the great 
Engh�h umvers1t1es had been ripe recruiting-grounds for Soviet 
Intelligence. Rostov had picked a couple of winners one of · 
w?om �as still sending secrets from London in 1;68. Nat 
D1ckstem had been one of his failures. 
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Young Dickstein had been some kind of socialist, Rostov 
remembered, and his personality was suited to espionage: he was 
withdrawn, intense and mistrustful. He had brains, too. Rostov 
recalled debating the f\/Iiddle East with him, and with Professor 
Ashford and Yasif Hassan, in the green-and-white house by the 
river. And the Rostov-Dickstein chess match had been a hard­
fought affair. 

But Dickstein did not have the light of idealism in his eyes. He 
had no evangelical spirit. He was secure in his convictions, but he 
had no wish to convert the rest of the world. Most of the war 
veterans had been like that. Rostov would lay the bait-"Of 

Book Press 

Galley 0077 Take 0001 Version code 02-08 
Job 00005928 Oper 00 Key Bd. 80 Date 07/02/79 
C.Scan., DN 119, SN 3243, Book Press: Triple, l l/14x26 T.R., 606

9999 

0001 course, if you really want to join the struggle for world socialism, 
0002 you have to work for the Soviet Union"-and the veterans would 
0003 say "Bullshit." 
000-1 After Oxford Rostov had worked in Russian embassies in a · 
0005 series of European capitals-Rome, Amsterdam, Paris. He never 
0006 got out of the KGB and into the diplomatic service. Over the 
0001 years he came to 'realize that he did not have the breadth of 
0008 political vision to become the great statesman his father wanted 
0009 him to be. The earnestness of his youth disappeared. He still 
0010 thought, on balance, that socialism was probably the political 
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system_ of th: future; bu_t this credo no longer burned inside him{He beheved m commumsm the way most people believed in God: 
he would not be greatly surprised or disappointed if he turned out
to be wrong, and meanwhile it made little difference to the way
he lived. 

In his maturity he pursued narrower ambitions with ifanything, greater energy. He became a superb technicia� amaster of the devious and cruel skills of the intelligence ga�e­and-equa� important in the USSR as well as the West-h;lear�ed how to .·�anipula�e the bureaucracy so as to gainmaximum i=eeegmtle-s for his triumphs. 
The First Chief Directorate of the KGB was a kind of Head

I • 
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Office responsible for collection and analysis of information.

Most �f the field agents were attached to the Second Chief

Direc.torate, the largest department of the KGB, which was

involved in subversion, sabotage, treason, economic espionage ✓ 
and any internal police work considered politically sensitive. The ✓ 
Third Chief Directorate, which had been called Smersh until that

\ / \ / name� a -geed deai of embarrassing publicity in the �o-r &t 

West, did counter-espionage and special operations! and� em- � J/r � 
ployed some of the bravest, cleverest, nastiest agents m the 

V 
world. 

Rostov worked in the Third, and he was one of its stars.
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He held the rank of colonel. He had gained a. medal for
liberating a convicted agent from a British jail called Wormwood 
Scrubs. Over the years he had also acquired a wif�, two children 
and a mistress�ametl Olga, twenty years his junior, a blonde 
Viking goddess from Murmansk and the most exciting woman he 
had ever met. He knew she would not have been his lover without 
the KGB privileges that came with him; all the same he thought 
she loved him. They were alike, and each knew the other to be 
coldly ambitious, �l-1i0f\ somehow� made their passion all the 
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mor� frantic. There was � no l-enger aR;t passion in his
m�rnag%. ?ut there were oth_er things+affection, companion­
ship, stab1hty and the fact that Mariya was still the only person in 
th�. world who could make him laugh helplessly, convulsively, 
until he fell down. And the boys: Yuri Davidovitch, studying at 
Moscow State University and listening to smuggled Beatles 
reco:ds;

_ 
and Vladi�ir Davidovitch, the young genius, already

cons1de1�d a potential world champion chess player. Vladimir
had applied for a place at the prestigious Phys-Mat School No. 2,

and _Rostov was sure he would succeed: he deserved the place on
ment, and a colonel in the KGB had a little influence too. 
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Rostov had risen high in the Soviet meritocracy, but he

reckoned he could go a little higher. His wife no longer ha� to

queue up in markets with the hoi polloi-sh� �hopped at t�e

Beryozka stores with the elite-and they had a big apartment m

Moscow and a little dacha on the Baltic; but Rostov wanted a

chauffeur-driven Volga limousine, a second dacha at a Black Sea

resort where he could keep Olga, invitations to private showings

of decadent western movies, and treatment in the Kremlin Clinic

when old age began to creep up on him. 
His career was at a crossroads. He was fifty this year. He spent 
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about half his time behind a desk in Moscow, the other half in the 
field with his own small team of operatives. He was already older 
than any other agent still working abroad. From here he would go 
in one of two directions. If he slowed up, and allowed his past 
victories to be forgotten, he would end his career lecturing to 
would-be agents at KGB school No. 31 r in Novosibirsk, Siberia. 
If he continued to score HetabJ:e points in the intelligence game, 
he would � promoted to a totally administrative job, becQme

appointed to one or two committees, and begin a challenging­
but safe-career in the organization of the Soviet Union's 
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intelligence effort-and then he would get the Volga limousine V 
and the Black Sea dacha . 

Sometime in the next two or three years he would need to pull � 
off anotherf coup. When the news about Nat Dickstein came in k �rt4 

h a-I-le· · e l • ' � e w: 1:nnselL.to \-Vfttl� whether this might ..ft6't- be his • �6f\�t<ecl 
eppo1=tt:1mty. • 

c.�c.e.. f 
. He had watched Dickstein's career with the nostalgic fascina- V tlon of a mathematics teacher whose brightest pupil has decided 

to go to art school. While still at Oxford he had heard stories 
��o.ut the stolen boatload of guns, and as a result had himself 
mihated Dickstein's KGB file. Over the years additions had been
mad� to the file by himself and others, based on occasional
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sightings, rumors, guesswork and good old-fashioned espionage. 
The file made it clear that Dickstein was now one of the most 
formidable agents in the Mossad. If Rostov could brin his head 
horn on a platter, the future would be assure . 

ut Rostov was a careful operator. When he was able to pick 
his targets, he picked easy ones. He was no death-or-glory man: 
quite the reverse. One of his more _important talents was the 
ability to become invisible when chancy assignments were being 
handed out. A contest between himself and Dickstein would be 
uncomfortably even. 

He would read with interest any further reports from Cairo on 
what Nat Dickstein was doing in Luxembourg; but he would take 
care not to get involved. 

He had not� this far by sticking his neck out. 

The forum for discussion of the Arab bomb was the Middle East 

I 

political committee. It could have been any one _of eleven or 

/ twelve Kremlin committees/ the same factions were represented, ,___, for v 
on all the interested committees[and(would have said the same� � -t\ey 
things/ and the result would have been the same, because this !/;{ / i/
issue was big enough to override factional considerations. \ 

The committee had nineteen members, but two were abroad, 
one was ill and one had been run over by a truck on the day of the 
meeting. It made no difference. Only three people counted: one 
from the Foreign Ministry, one KGB man and one man who 
represented the Party Secretary. Among the supernumeraries 
were David Rostov's boss, who collected all the committee 
memberships he could just on general principlci, and Rostov 
himself, acting as aide. (It was by signs such as this that Rostov 
knew he was being considered for the next promotion.) 

The KGB was against the Arab bomb, because the KGB's 
power was clandestine and the bomb would shift decisions into 
the overt sphere and out of the range of KGB activity. For that 
very reason the Foreign Ministry was in favor-the bomb would 
give them more work and more influence. The Party Secretary 
w�s against, because if the Arabs were to win decisively in the
Middle East, how then would the USSR retain a foothold there? 
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The discussion opened with the reading of the KGB report/

"Recent Developments in Egyptian Armaments." Rostov could 

imagine exactly how the one fact in the report had been spu_n out

with a little background gleaned from a phone call to Cairo_, a

ood deal of guesswork and much bullshitl_into a screed which

�ook twenty minutes to read. He had done that kind of thing
himself more than once. 

A Foreign Ministry underling then stated, at so�e length, his

interpretation of Sovieet policy in the Middle East. Whatever the

motives of the Zionist settlers, he said, it was clear that Israel had
survived only because of the support it had received from
Western capitalism; and capitalism's purpose had been to build a
Middle East outpost from which to keep an eye on its oil
interests. Any doubts about this analysis had been swept away by
the Anglo-Franco-Israeli attack on Egypt in 1956. Soviet policy
was to support the Arabs in their natural hostility to this rump of
colonialism. Now, he said, although it might have been
imprudent-in terms of global politics-for the USSR to initiate

Arab nuclear armament, nevertheless once such armament had
• commenced it was a straightforward extension of Soviet policy to
support it. The man talked forever. 

Everyone was so. bored by this interminable statement of the
obvious that the discussion thereafter became quite informal: so
much so, in fact, that Rostov's boss said, "Yes, but,�.amn-rt, we
can't give atom bombs to thoseklunatics." 

"I agree," said the Party Secretary's man, who was also

chairman of the committee. "If they have the bomb, theyfll
probably use it. � ½hat will force the Americans to attack the
Arabs, with or without nukes-I'd say with. Then the Soviet
Union has only two options: let down its allies, or start World
War Three." 

"Another Cuba," someone muttered. 
The man from the Foreign Ministry said, "The answer to that

might be a treaty with the Americans under which both sides
agree that in no circumstances will they use nuclear weapons in
the Middle East." If he could get started on a project like that, his
job would be safe for twenty-five years. 

The KGB man said, "Then if the Arabs dropped the bomb,
would that count as our breaking the treaty?" 

A woman in a white apron entered, pulling a trolley of tea, and
the committee took a break. In the interval the Party Secretary's
man stood by the trolley with a cup in his hand and a mouth full of
fruitcake and told a joke. "It seems there was a captain in the
KGB whose stupid son had great difficulty understanding the
concepts of the Party, the Motherland, the Unions and the
People. The captain_ told the boy to think of his father as the
Party, his mother as the Motherland, his grandmother as the
Unions and himself as the People. Still the boy did not under­
stand. In a rage the father locked the boy in a wardrobe in the
parental bedroom. That night the boy was still in the wardrobe
when the father began to make love to the mother. ·The boy,
watching through the wardrobe keyhole, said, "Now I under­
stand! The Party .rapes the Motherland while the Unions sleep
and the People have to stand and suffer!" 

. 
Everyb�dy roared with laughter. The tea-lady shook her head

m mock disgust. Rostov had heard the joke before. 
When the committee went reluctantly back to work, it was the

Party Secr�tary's man who asked the crucial question. ''If we
r�fuse to g1:'e the Egyptians the technical help they're asking for 
will they sttll be able to build the bomb?"

'
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The KGB man who had presented the report said, "There is 

not enouoh information to give a definite answer, sir. However, I

have tak:O background briefing from one of our scientists on this 
point� and it seems that to build a crude nucl�ar bomb is act�ally 
no more difficult, technically, than to bmld a conventional 
bomb." 

The Foreign Ministry man� said, "I think we must assume

that they will be able to build it without our help, if perhaps more 
slowly." 

"I can do my own guessing," the chairman said sharply. 
"Qf couFSe," said the Foreign Ministry man, chastened. 
The KGB man continued, "Their only serious problem would 

be to obtain a supply of plutonium. Whether they have one or 
not, we simply do not know." 

David Rostov took@ll this(in'with great interest. In his opinion 
there was only one decision the committee could possibly take. 
The chairman now confirmed his view. 

"My reading of the situation is as follows," he began. "If we 
help the Egyptians build their bomb, we continue and strengthen 
our existing Middle East policy, we improve our influence in 
Cairo, and we are in a position to exert some 1+-npo1tant control 
over the bomb. If we refuse to help, we estrange ourselves from 
the Arabs, and we).leave a 13otcnthrl situation in which they still 
have a bomb but we have no control over it." 

The Foreign Ministry man said, "In other words, if they're 
going to have a bomb anyway, there had better be a Russian 
finger on the trigger." 

The chairman threw him a look of irritation, and continued, 
"We might, then, recommend to the Secretariat as follows: the 
Egyptians should be given technical help with their nuclear 
re�ctor project, such help always to be structured with a view to 
Soviet personnel gaining ultimate control of the weaponry." 

Rostov permitted himself the lH-R+ of a satisfied smile: it was the
conclusion he had expected. 

The Foreign Ministry man said, "So move."
The KGB man said, "Seconded." 
"All in favor?" 
They were all in favor. 
The committee proceded to the next item on the agenda. 
It was not until after the meeting that Rostov was struck by thisthought: if the Egyptians were in fact not able to build their bombunaided-for lack of uranium, for instance-then they had done a very expert job of bluffing the Russians into giving them thehelp they needed. 

-

�ost?v �red- his family, in small doses. The advantage ofhis kmd of Job was that by the time he got bored with them-andit was rothar boring, living with children-he was off on anothertrip abroad, and by the time he came back he was missing them
enough to put up with them for a few more months. He was fondo! Yuri, the elder boy, despite his cheap music and contentiousviews abou.t dissident poets; but Vladimir, the younger, was theapple of his eye. As a baby Vladimir had been so pretty thatpeople thought he was a girl. From the start Rostov had taughttl�e boy games of logic, spoken to him in complex sentences discusse_d with him the geography of distant countries, th�mechanics o: �ngines[and the workings of radios, flowers, watertaps and p�ht1cal parties. He had come to the top of every classhe was put into-although now, Rostov thought, h� might find hisequals at Phys-Mat No. 2. 
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Rostov knew he was trying to instill in his son some of the
ambitions he himself had failed to fulfill. Fortunately this meshed
with the boy's own inclinations: he knew he was clever, he li�ed
being cl/ever, and he wanted to be a &Hf)erief-m-afl. The only tl11�g
he balked at was the work he had to do for the Young Communist
League: he thought this was a waste of time. Rostov had often
said, "Perhaps it is a waste of time, but you will never get
anywhere in any field of endeavor unless you also make progress
in the Party. If you want to change the system, you'll have to get
to the top and change it from within." Vladimir accepted this and
went to the Young Communist League meetings: he had inherit­
ed his father's if½eluct1tblo logic. 

Driving home through the rush-hour traffic, Rostov looked
forward to a dull i/ pleasant evening at home. The four of them
would have dinner together, then watch a television serial about
heroic Russian spies outwitting the CIA. He would have a glass of
vodka before bed. 

Rostov parked in the road outside his home. His building was
occupied by senior bureaucrats, about half of whom had small
Russian-built cars like his, but there were' no garages. The
apartments were spacious by Moscow standards/ Yuri and
Vladimir had a bedroom each, and nobody had to sleep in the
living room. 

There was a row going on when he entered his home. He heard 
Mariya's voice raised in anger, the sound of something breaking,(
and a shout; then he heard Yuri call his mother a� name.
Rostov flung open the kitchen door and stood there, briefcase
still in hand, facelblack as thunder. 

• Mariya and Yuri confronted one another across the kitchen
tablej $he was in ap � rage and close to hysterical
tears, he was full of� adolescent resentment. Between
them was Yuri's guitar, broken at the neck. Mariya has smashed
it, Rostov thought instantly; then, a moment later: but this is not
what the row is about. 

They bothJmmediatelyJ appealed to him� 
_"She_broke my guitarf��e has brought disgrace on the family

with this decadent music+ 
At which p6tflot Yuri again called his mother the same �ae-

n�m� 
Rostov dropped his briefcase, stepped forward and slapped the

boy's face. 
Yuri rock�d ba�kward wit� �h� force of the blow, /his cheeks

reddened with pam and humiliation. The son was af tall as hisfather, and broader: Rostov had not struck him like this since theboy �ecame � man. Yuri struck back immediately, his fistshootmg out: if the blow had connected it would have knockedRostov cold. Rostov moved quickly aside with the instincts ofmany years' training and, as gently as possible, threw Yuri to thefloor. 
"Leave the house," he said quietly. "Come back when you'reready to apologize to your mother." 
Yuri_ scrambled to his feet. "Never!" he shouted/� went outslammmg the door. r r""'f , 

, 
Rostov took off his hat and coat and sat down at the kitchen

�
able. He :cmoved the broken guitar and set it carefully on theoor. Manya poured tea and gave it to him: his hand was shakin as he took the cup. Finally he said, "What was that all about?"
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They both appealed to him immediately. 
"She broke my guitar!" Yuri said.
Mariya said: "He has brought disgrace upon the family with this decadent music." 
Then Yuri called his mother the same foul name again. 
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"Vladimir failed the exam." 

T.R., 606

"Vladimir? What has that to do with Yuri's guitar? What exam

did he fail?" 
[1For the Phys-Mat. He was rejected." 

� Rostov stared at her dumbly. 
("I was so upset, and Yuri laughed-he's_ a little jealo�s, yo_u

know, of his younger brother-and then 'he started pl�y1�g _th�s
western music and I thought it could not be that Vladimir islt!t

' 

clever enough, it must be that his family hashlt\enough i_nfluenc�,
perhaps we� considered unreliable because of Yun and h�s
opinions and his music -I know this is foolish, but I broke his 
ouitar in \mY momentary ttpset and . . \" 
0 

Rostov was no longer listening. Vladimir rejected? Impossible. 
The boy was smarter than his teachers, much too smart for 
ordinary schools, they could� handle him. The school for 
exceptionally gifted children was the Phys-Mat. Besides, the boy 
had said the examination was not difficult, he thought he had 
scored one hundred percent, and he always knew how he had 
done in examinations. 

"Where's Vladimir?" Rostov asked his wife. 
"In his room." 
Rostov went along the corridor and knocked at the bedroom 

door. There was no answer. He went in. Vladimir was sitting on 
the bed, staring at the wall, his face red and streaked with tears. 
A "What did you score in that exam?" 

Vladimir looked up at his fathet "One hundred percent," he 
said. He handed over a sheaf of papers. "I remember the 
questions. I remember my answers. I've checked them all

twice+no mistakes. And I left the examination room five 
minutes before the time was up." 

Rostov turned to leave. 
"Don't you�me?" /... 

[ 
. �'Yes, of course I do," Rostov told himt rt.vent into the
hvmg room, where the phone wa� 

<"He called the school. The head teacher was still at work.
['Vladimir got full marks in that test," Rostov said. 

The head teacher spoke soothingly. "I'm sorry, Comrade 
Colonel. Many very talented youngsters apply for places here-" 

"Did they all get one hundred percent in the exam?"
"I'm afraid I can't divulge-" 
"You know who I am," Rostov saici/. "You know I can findout." 1:. 
"Comrade Colonel, I like you and I want to have your son inmy school. Ple�se don't make trouble for yourself by creating as�orm about this. If your son would apply again in one year'stime, he w�uld have an excellent chance of gaining a place." People did not warn KGB officers against making trouble forthemselves. Rostov began to understand. "But he did score fullmarks." 
"Several applicants scored full marks in the written paper-""Tha�� you," Rostov said/ aAfl-..hung up. 
T�1e h_vmg room was dark, but he did not put the lights on. Hesat m his a�mchair, thinkingk� �1e head teacher could easilyl�ave �old him that all the applicants had scored full marks; buthes ?id not come easily to people on the spur of the moment,evasmns were easier. -B:m�he-knew\ to question the results wouldcreate trouble 

-
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So. Strings had been pulled. Less talented young_sters had

gained places because their fathers had used more mfluence.

Rostov refused to be angry. Don't get a-R-g.r-y at the system, he told

himself/ use it. 
He had some strings of his own to pull.
He picked up the phone and called his boss, Feliks. 

Voront�ov,

at.J:tts. home. Feliks sounded a little odd, but Rostov ignored 1�.as

he told Feliks that his son had been turned down for the

p���:�ry to hear that," Vorontsov said. "Still, not everybody

can get in." 
It was not the expected response. Now Rostov paid attention to

V 

Vorontsov's tone of voice. "What makes you say that?"
�� 'o"t��id-J

d ,, ) 
i "My son was accepte . 

Rostov was silent for a moment. He had not known that 
Feliks's son had even applied. The boy was smart, but not half as 
clever as Vladimir. Rostov pulled himself together. "Then let me 
be the first to congratulate you." 

"Thank you," Feliks said awkwardly. "What did you call 
about, though?" 

"Oh ... look, I won't interrupt your celebration. It will keep 
until morning." 
• "All right. Goodbye."

Rostov hung up and put the phone gently down on the floor. If 
the son of some bureaucrat or politico had got into the school 
because of string-pulling, Rostov could have fought itf tvery­
one's file had something nasty in it. The only kind of person he 
could not fight was a more senior KGB man. There was no way 
he could overturn this year's awards of places. 

So, Vladimir would apply again next year. But the same thing 
could happen again. Somehow, by this time next year, he had to 
get into a position where the Vorontsovs of this world could not 
nudge him aside� next year he would handle the whole thingt.: e:: differently. He would call on the head teacher's KGB file, for a 

\)I\ start. He would get the complete list of applicants and work on i 

any who might be a threat. He would have phones tapped and �:�>:; / 
mail opened to find out who was putting on the pressure. 

V. But first he had to get into a position of strengt,i. And now JN he h / � 
/ realized that his €Sftt11nt.-y about his career so far had been <:.oMpl'-'Ut\c.y c,1 HH6fi:l�. If they could do this to him, his star must-ttet be-in the e.rro,-.�t.> I� <J1 <1 l

� fading� fast. .'4} (J1? 
That coup which he was so casually scheduling for some time in

v' � ✓ the next two or three years had to be brought forward.
v. / 1 _ r /Hew.as s_iHins in th� dark living room, planning his first moves; ;Lq, t 0 v 

v
v

, 
. 

G,liett Ma�1ya came m� and sat beside him, not speaking. She [ (1 J.. l\ f te.r ct \\J h, \ e..
brought him food on a tray and asked him if he wanted to watchTV. He shook his head and mu the foe�e. A little later, shewent "':.01,r�1,, to b_ed._ 

Yun came m at midnight, a little drunk. He entered the livingroom and switched on the light/ surprised to sec his father sittingthere. He took a frightened step back.
Ro_stov s�ood up �nd looked at his elder son, remembering thegrowmg pams of l11s own teenage years, the misdirected anger,t�1e clear, narrow vision of right and wrong, the quick humilia-tions and the slow acquisition of knowledge. "Yuri," he said, "Iwant to apologize for hitting you."
Yuri burst into tears. 
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Rostov put an arm around his broad shoulders and led,, h
im

toward his room. "We were both
_ 

wrong, yo� and I,, l�e

conti�1ued. "Your mother, too. I'm gomg away agam soon/ I ll t1y

to bring back a new guitar." . 
He wanted to kiss his son, but they had gotten hke Westerners,

afraid to kiss. Gently, he pushed him into the .bedroom and
closed the door on him. 

Going back to the livin roomlhe reali �at �is plan: ha
_
d 

� •11 the last few minute 1/ ha�cle�1ed m_to shape m h�s
mind. He sat in the arm c rnir again, this time with a soft pencil
and a sheet of paper, and began to draft a memorandum. 

TO: Chairman, Committee for State Security 
FROM: Acting Chief, European Desk 
COPY: Chief, European Desk 
DATE: 24 May 1968 
Comrade Andropov: 

My department chief, Feliks Vorontsov, is absent today and I 
feel that the following matters are too urgent to await his return. 

An agent in Luxembourg has reported the sighting there of the 
Israeli operative Nathaniel ("Nat") David Jonathan Dickstein, 
alias Edward ("Ed") Rodgers, known as The Pirate. 

Dickstein was born in Stepney, East London, in 1925, the son 
of a shopkeeper. The father died in 1938, the mother in 1951. 
Dickstein joined the British Army in 1943, fought in Italy, was 
promoted sergeant and taken prisoner at La Molina. After the 
war he went to Oxford University to read Semitic Languages. In 
1948 he left Oxford without graduating and emigrated to 
Palestine, where he began almost immediately to work for the 
Mossad. 
• At first he was involved in stealing and secretly buying arms for

the Zionist state. In the Fifties he mounted an operation against 
an Egyptian-supported group of Palestinian freedom fighters 
based in the Gaza Strip, and was personally responsible for the 
booby-trap bomb which killed Commander Aly. In the late 
Fifties and early Sixties he was a leading member of the
assassination team which hunted escaped Nazis. He directed the
terrorist effort against German rocket scientists working for
Egypt in 1963-4. 

On his file the entry under "Weaknesses" reads: "None
known." He appears to have no family, either in Palestine or

. elsewhere. He is not interested in alcohol, narcotics or gambling.
He has no known romantic liaisons, and there is on his file aspeculation that he may be sexually frozen as a result of being thesubject of medical experiments conducted by Nazi scientists. I, personally, knew Dickstein intimately in the formative years1947-8, when we were both at Oxford University. I played chesswith him. I initiated his file. I have followed his subsequent careerwit� special_ interest. He now appears to be operating in theternt�ry which has been my specialty for twenty years. I doubt ifthere 1s anyone among/your committee who is as well qualified asI am to oppose this formidable Zionist operative.

_
I the�eforc. re_

commend that you assign me to discoyer whatDic�stem\S,tj����-�� and, if appropriate, to stop him.(signed) ' ---

' I 
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TO: Acting Chief, European Desk FROM: Chairman, Committee for State SecurityCOPY: Chief, European Desk
DATE: 24 May 1968 
Comrade Rostov: 
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Your recommendation is approved.
(signed)
Yuri Andropov.

TO: · Chairman, Committee for State Security
FROM: Chief, European Desk 
COPY: Deputy Chief, European Desk
DATE: 26 May 1968
Comrade Andropov: 

I refer to the exchange of memoranda which took place
between yourself and my deputy, David Rostov, during my
recent short absence on State business in Novosibirsk.

Naturally I agree wholeheartedly with Comrade Rostov's
concern and your approval thereof, although I feel there was no
-Elemenstrated reason for his haste.

As a field agent Rostov does not, of course,-petceive mattG-r.s in
quite the same broad perspective as his superiors, and �
surprisingl-y there is one aspect of the situation which he failed to
bring to your attention.

The current investigation of Dickstein was initiated by our
Egyptian allies, and indeed at this moment remains exclusively
their undertaking. For political reasons I would not recommend
that we brush them aside without eue considerati0t1, as my
-eeputy Rostov seems to i=€commene-. At most, I feet we should
offer them our cooperation.

Needless to say, this latter undertaking, involving as it would
international liaison between intelligence services, �

13ritttdy be handled at chief-of-desk level rather than deputy-chief
level.

(Signed)
Feliks Vorontsov.

TO: Chief, European Desk
FROM: Office of the Chairman, Committee for State Security
COPY: Deputy Chief, European Desk
DATE: 28 May 1968
Comrade Vorontsov:

Comrade Andropov has asked me to deal with your memoran­
dum of 26 May. 

He agrees that the political implications of Rostov's scheme
���t �e �aken into account, but he is unwilling to leave the
imttahve m E�yptian hands while we -emy "cooperat<tf' I have
now spoken with our allies in Cairo, and they have agreed that
Rost?: should command the team investigating Dickstein on
conditmn that one of their agents serves as a full member of the
team. 

(Signed) 
Maksim Bykov, personal assistant to the Chairman.

(penciled addendum) 
Feliks: Don't bother me with this again until you've got aresult. \I und0rstand ytmr concern that Ros� wants your job and unless you shape up I'm going to give it to him. Yuri. '

TO: Deputy Chief, European Desk 
FROM: Of�ce of the Chairman, Committee for State Securit COPY: Chief, European Desk Y
DATE: 29 May rg68 
Comrade Rostov: 

th 
C

�
o �1.as _no�v non�ina:ed the agent to serve with your team ine ,c s�em i�v�st1gat1on. He is in fact the .agent who firstspotted D1ckste111 m Luxembourg. His name is Yasif Hassan.

/V/ 
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(Signed) . 
Maksim Bykov, personal assistant to the Chairman. 

�When he gave lectures at the trammg school, Pierre Borg

would say, "Call in. Always call in. Not just when you need

something, but every day if possible. We need to know what 

you're doing-and we may have vital information for yo�." T�e,n 

the trainees went into the bar and heard that Nat D1ckstem s 

motto was: "Never call in for less than S 100,000." 

Borg was angry with Dickstein. Anger came easily to him, 
especially when he did not know what was happening. Fortuna�e­
ly/anger rarely interfered with his judgment. He was angry with 
Kawash, too. He could understand why Kawash had wanted to 
meet in Rome-the Egyptians had a big team here, so it was easy 
for Kawash to find an excuse to visit-but there was no reason 
why they should meet in aLdamn bathhouse. 

Borg eecam& angry by sitting in his office in Tel Aviv, 
wondering and worrying about Dickstein and Kawash and the 
others, waiting for messages, until he began to think they would 
not call because they did not like him; and so he � 
and broke pencils and fired his secretary-� bathhouse in 
Rome, for god's sake-the place was bound to be full of queers. 
Also, Borg did not like his body. He slept in pajamas, never went 
swimming, never tried on clothes in shops, never went naked 
except to take a quick shower in the morning. Now he stood in 
the steamroomLwearing around his waist the la_rgest towel he 
could find, conscious that he was white except for his face and 
hands, his flesh softly plumpiwith a pelt of graying hair across his 
shoulders. 

-Ne-\¥ ge-m.ade 9\tt Kawash. The Arab's body was lean and dark 
b�own, \Vith very little hair. Their eyes met across the steamroom 
and, like secret lovers, they went side by side, not looking at one 
another, into a private room with a bed. 

Borg was relieved to get out of public view /impatient to hear 
Kawash's news. The Arab switched on the device that made the 
bed vibrate/ jts hum would swamp a listening device, if there� 
one. The two men stood close together and spoke in low voices. 
Embarrassed, Borg turned his body so that he was facing away
from Kawash and had to speak over his shoulder. 

"I've got a man into Qattara, " Kawash said. 
"Formidable," Borg said, pronouncing it the French way in his 

great relief. "Your department isn't even involved in the 
project. 'f 

"I have a cousin in Military Intelligence." 
"Well done. Who is the man in Qattara?"
"Saman Hussein, one of yours." 
::Good,[good. :"'hat did �1e fi�d?" 
�he construction work 1s fimshed. They've built the reactorh?usi�g, plus an administration block, staff quarters, and anai��tnp. They're much f�rther ahead than anyone imagined."What about the reactor itself? That's what counts." "They're ,working ?n it now. It's hard to say how long it willtake-there s a certam amount of precision work." "Are they going to be able to manage that?/1 mean, all thosecomplex control systems ... " /.._ 

"The controls don't need to be sophisticated, I understand.You slow tl�e speed of the nuclear reaction simply by pushinO'metal rods mto the atomic pile. Anyway' there's been a no the�development. Sa�an found the place crawling with Russians./ Sonow I guess they II have all the fancy electronics they need.,}\
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Bar sat on the chair• forgetting the bathhouse and the 1-/
/J l hy ta; cl .

vibrnti�g bed and his soft white body. "This is .,,.,,y-bad newsf" l . !i1 ' / _v
"There's worse. Dickstein is blown." 

/ th cl. tr c., k
Borg stared at Kawasly. "Blown?" he said as if he did not know

A
, ul\ Us I,\ 

what the word meant. "Blown?" 
"Yes." 
Borg felt furious and despairing by turns. After a moment he

said, "How did he manage that .. -�" . ,, 
"He was recognized by an agent of ours m Luxembourg. 

"What was he doing there?" 
"You should know." 
"Skip it." 
"Apparently it was just a chance meeting. The agent is called

Yasif Hassan. He's small fry-works for a Lebanese bank and
keeps an eye on visiting Israelis. Of course, our people recog­
nized the name Dickstein-" 

"He's using his real name?" Borg said incredulously. It got 
worse and worse. 

"I don't think so," Kawash said. "This Hassan knew him from 
way back." 

Borg shook his head .seftly. "You wouldn't think we were the 
Chosen People, with our luck." 

"We put Dickstein under surveillance and informed Moscow," 
Kawash continued. "He lost the surveillance teamf quickly, of 
course, but Moscow is putting together a big effort to find him 
again." 

Borg put his chin in his hand and stared without seeing at the 
erotic frieze on the tiled wall. It was as if there were a world-wide 
conspiracy to frustrate Israeli policy in general and his plans in 
particular. He wanted to give it all up and go back to Quebec; he 
wanted to hit Dickstein over the head with a blunt instrument; he 
wanted to wipe that imperturbable look off Kawash's handsome 
face. 

He made a gesture of throwing something away. ( "Se- !J1e 
Egyptians are well ahead with their reactor; the Russians are 
helping them; Dickstein is blown; and the KGB has put a team on 
him. We could lose this race, do you realize that? �0

they1\ have a nuclear bomb and we won't. And do you think 
they'll use it?" He· had Ka wash by the shoulders now, shaking
him. "They're your people, you tell me, will they drop the bomb
on Israel? You bet your ass they will+"

� �t rritk

I_ / "Stop shouting," Kawash said calmly. He detached Borg's
hands from his shoulders. "There's a long road ahead before one

/ �-
side or the other has SQme out on tGf>." WlJI'\ i Borg turned away. 11 v h 

11 , 

"Y 'II l h ,eQ ··' ( l---' / 1 �1 / f,,,ou 1ave to contact Dickstein and warn him," Kawash V 
said. "Where is he now?" _/ 
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[ �the surveillance team in France/Dickstein returnedto Luxembourg by road, guessing they would have set a twcnty�four-houia-day watch for him at Luxembourg airport.
�nd, �mce they_h�d the n�mbcr of his rented car, he stopped offm Pans to turn 1t m and lure another from a ctiff�rent company.
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So- the only consequence of Rostov's error was that he would

be forced to work with the wretched Arabs.

-Bti+ that was bad enough. Rostov had his own little team, Nik

Bunin �nd Pyotr Tyrin, and they worked well together. And

Cairo was as leaky as a sieve _ half the stuff that went through

them got back to Tel Aviv. 
The fact that the Arab in question was Yasif Hassan might. or

/ 
might not help-�ostov remembered Hassan ve:y �: a :ich 0

kid, indolent and haughty, smart enough but wtth no dnve,
shallow politics, and too many clothes. His wealthy father had got V V \./,,.

him into Oxford, not his brains; and Rostov resented that more
now than he had then. Still, knowing the man should make it 
easier to control him. Rostov planned to start by making it clear 
Hassan was essentially superfluous, and was on the team for 
purely political reasons. He would need to be very clever about 

/ / / what he told Hassan and what he kept secret+say too little, and O /, / 
Cairo would bitch to Moscow; too much, and Tel Aviv would be V

:f 

� f v 
able to frustrate his every movef �� jt was damned � l � 

V _ 1 ./ 
awkward, -a,,+ he had only himself' to blame for ff. � • V n 1-lJnderstaHdabl;i ,he was uneasy about the whole affair by the v l1" 1 

[1" 4l_; h (5'· d( . ,time he reached Luxembourg(!-Ie�e-f!.�����!Un from Athens, having !/ 
. / - f

changed iaen'tities twice and planes three times since Moscow. v be / .. , 11: too'· .&.1 :, l;tt!e. f ,ec�1-1.t ion <.o.u. te.,�Hazing, but1 if you came direct from Russia, the local intclli- n� "'rt\-, 

gence people �eed t0 make a note of your arrival and keep an 'SorM.�;Mt.S M.Q.cl� f J kept J

eye on you, whie-k could be a nuisance. o.t\c\ t'-'o.t / / 
There was nobody to meet him at the airport, of course. He 

took a taxi to· his hotel.(!-Ie had told Cairo he would be using the [ 
name David Roberts. When he checked into the hotel under that 
name, the desk clerk gave him a message. He opened the 
envelope as he went up in the lift with the porter. It said simply 
"Room 179." 

He tipped the porter, picked up the room phone and dialed 
179. A voice said, "Hello?"

"I'm in 142. Give me ten minutes, then come herd."
"Fine. Listen, is that-" J. 
"Shut upf (No names. Ten minutes."
"Of course, I'm sorry, I-" 
Rostov hung up. What kind of idiots was Cairo hiring now?

The_ kind that us<tyour real name over the hotel phone system,
obviously. It was ·going to be even worse than hek}l feared.

There was a t�me when he would have been over-professional,
[t�rned out t�e hghts and sat watching the doorway with a gun in
his hand until th� other man arrivecJk Nowadays he consideredthat �o.rt of behavior to be obsessive and left it to the actors in thetelevision shows. Elaborate personal precautions were not his style_, not anyfii1ore. He did not even carry a gun, in case customs T ,/, 
�ffic1als searched his luggage at airports. But there were precau­tions and precautions, weapons and weapons: he did have one ortwo KGB gadgets subtly concealed-iocluding an electric tooth­br_u�h that gave out a hum calculated to .jam listening devices, ammiature Polaroi� camera(and a bootlace garrote. � 
. He unpacked hts small case quickly. There was very little in. it+a safety . razor, the toothbrush, two American-made wash- () '/ and-wear shirts and a change of underwea1· I-Jc m d I . If . • a e 11mse adnnk fr�m the room bar -scotch whiskey was one of the perksof workmg abroad. After exactly ten minutes there was a knockon the door. Rostov opened it, and Yasif Hass�n came in.
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•• 
I "H ?" Hassan smiled broad y. ow are you. 

"I-iow do you do," said Rostov, and shook his hand. 
l l b ?" "It's twenty years . . .  10w rnve you een. 

"Busy." 
"That we should meet again, after so long, and because of 

Dickstein+" 
"Yes. Sit down. Let's talk about Dickstein." Rostov sat, 

JHassan followe� "Bring me up to date," Rostov teld h�. "Y.ou 
spotted Dickstein, then your people picke� him up again at Nice 
airport. What happened next?" . 

"He went on a guided tour of a nuclear power station, then 
shook off the tail," Hassan said. "So we've lost him again." 

Rostov shook hittteae. "\Ve'll have to do better than that." 
Hassan smiled-a salesman's smile, Rostov thought-and said, 

"If he wasn't the ealiber of agent whoW bound to spot a tail and 
lose it, we wouldn't be •SO concerned about him, would we?" 

Rostov ignored that. "Was he using a car?" 
"Yes. He hired a Peugeot." 
"Okay. What do you know about his movements before that, 

when he was here in Luxembourg?" 
Hassan spoke briskly, trying to tak6-o-a Rostov's businesslike 

air. "He stayed at the Alfa Hotel for a week under the name.Ed 
Rodgers. He gave as his address the Paris bureau of a magazine 
called Science International. There is such a magazine/ they do 
have a Paris address, but it's only a forwarding address for mail; 
they do use a freelance called Ed Rodgers, but they haven't heard 
from him for over a year." 

Rostov nodded. ';,K typical Mossad cover story. Nice and tight. 
Anything else?" 

"Yes. The night before he left there was an incident in the Rue 
Dicks. Two men were foundLsavagely beaten. It had the look of a 
professional job-neatly broken bones, you know the kind of 
thing. The police aren't doing anything about it/ fhe men were 
known thieves, thought to have been lying in wait close to a 
homosexual nightclub." 

"Robbing the queers as they come out?" 
"That's the general idea. Anyway, there's nothing to connect

Dickstein with the incident, except that hefs{capable of it and[was
here at the time." 

''f!tnough for a strong presumption_ Do you think Dickstein
is a homosexual?" 

"It's possible, but Cairo says there's nothing like that in his file,so he must have been very discreet about it all these years+" "And therefore too discreet to go to queer clubs while he's onassignment. Your argument is fttt.her self-defeating, isn't it?" A trace of anger showed in Hassan's face. "So what do youthink?" ( 
"My guess is that he had an informant who\s-a{ queer." Hestood up and began to pace the room. He felt he had made therigh� start with Hassan, but enough was enough_ no point inmakmg the man surly. It was time to case up a little. "Let'sspeculate for a moment. Why would he want to look around. anuclear power station?" 

( "We-Hi Jhe Israelis have been on bad terms with the Frenchsince the six-Day War. De Gaulle cut off the supply of arms.Maybe the Mossad plans some retaliation . . like blowino upthe reactor?" 0 
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Rostov shook his head. "Even the Israelis aren't that irrespon-
• b • L b ?" 

sible: Besides(why then would Dickstem e m uxcm ourg. 

�-hae-HG-ieett.

Rostov sat down again. "What is there, here in Luxembourg?

What makes it an important place? Why is your bank here, for

example?" . . 
"It's an important European capital. My bank ts here because_

the European Investment Bank is here. But there arc also several

Common Market institutions-in fact, there's a European Center

over on the Kitch berg." 
"Which institutions?" 

606 I 

V itvc 
r-

� • 7 
kf\oW�"W�o 

\ 

"The Secretariat of the European Parliament, the Council of
Ministersiand the Court of Justice. Oh, and Euratom." � 

Rostov stared at Hassan. "Euratom?" 
"It's short for the European Atomic Energy Community, b�t 

everybody-" 
"I know what it is," Rostov said. "Don't you see the 

connection? He comes to Luxembourg, where Euratom has its 
_headquarters, then he goes to visit a nuclear reactor." 

Hassan shrugged. "An interesting hypothesis -What's that 
you're drinking?" 

"Whiskey. Help yourself. As I recall, the French helped the 
Israelis build their nuclear reactor. Now they've probably cut off 
their aid. Dickstein may be after $Orne en.1ei:ttf scientific secrets." 

Hassan poured himself a drink and sat down again. "How shall 
/ v/

we operate, you and I? My orders are to cooperate with you+" 0 
{ ) lJ ✓ t/"My team is arriving this evening," Rostov said] � was 0 'le 

thinking: Cooperate, hell-you'll follow my orders. He said, ".I 
always use the same two men-Nik Bunin and Pyotr Tyrin. We \/ •. ,,, operate very well together. They know how I like things done. I / 
want you to work with them, do what they say-you'll learn a /( / ✓ 
-good deat; they're very good agents+" lbt 0 

/ "And my people+" . , C:> _ 
"We won't need them much longer," Rostov said briskly. "A 

small team is best. Now, our first job is to make sure we see 
Dickstein if and when he comes back to Luxembourg."

"I've got a man at the airport twenty-four hours a day." 
"He'll have thought of that, he won't fly in. We must cover etty 

tik�l)' spots. He might go to Euratom ... "
"The Jean-Monnet building, yes." 
"We can cover the Alfa Hotel by bribing the desk clerk, but he

won't go back there. And the nightclub in the Rue Dicks. Now,
then, you said he hired a car." 

"Y • F es, m ranee." 
"He'll have dumped it by now-he knows that you kno\.v thenumber. I want you to call the rental company and find out where

�t was left • which may tell us what direction h�'s travelingm_ ----lhosc_ow has put hi� p�otograph on the wire, so our peoplewill be "fookmg out for htm m every capital city in the world."Rostov finished his drink. "We'll catch him/ ¢ne wa oranother. " �r: \ f Y 
"Do you really think so?" � 
"I'�e played chess with him, I know how his mind works. Hisopemn� moves are routine, predictable; then suddenly he doess?methmg _completely un�xpecte.d, usually something highlynsky. You Just have to wait for him to stick out his neck-thenyou chop his head off." 
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new paragraph   substitute"Very well." 
new paragraph insert quotation marks
substitute a comma  substitute an o
delete
insert Hassan asked
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� � w�
l
~l�f�p 1-iassan said, "As I recall, you lost that chess match.". . � �osto-.s \�r::$5,_,, j I ,) 

�.J.1GG-H-is-anneyaooe. "That ,vas a ga-ft-1e-;-t-h-tS-tS--refl- . "\/ ,_ :\ th\S'\ ,� ce.o.\
ll"\. q ( II\ • e. \ ) 

fJ (.A. I life.'' . '&---
We did u • t add tlL'lt-ll1e stakes incl\lCled h is--c:>wn hl'e • 

\ i�e 1 " i,. e s ._; cl . /

There are two kinds of shadow/+pavement artist� and bull­
dogs. Pavement artists regard the business �f sha�owmg people
as a skill of the highest order, comparable with act mg or cellu

_
lar

biophysics or poetry. They are perfectionists, capa�le of bemg
almost invisible. They have wardrobes of unobtrusive clothes,
they practice blank expressions in front of their mirrors, they
know --scores- of tricks with shop doorways and bus queues,
policemen and children, spectacles and shopping bags

_ 
an.dhedges. They despise the bulldogs, who think that shadowmg�s 

the same as followin� and trail the mark the way a dog follows its 
master. 

h Nik Bunin was a bulldog.L!-Ie was �,oui:ig.aoo-U1-u�, the�
whoLbecomes either a policeman or a criminal, depending on h

_
is

luck. Luck had brought Nik into the KGB: his brother, back m
Georgia, was a dope dealer, runnmg hashish from Tbilisi to
Moscow University (where it was consumed by-among
others-Rostov's son Yuri). Nik was officially a chauffeur,
unofficially a bodyguard, and even more unofficially a full-time
professional ruffian. 

It was Nik who spotted The Pirate. 
Nik was� under six feet tall, and very broad. He wore a

leather jacket across his wide shoulders. He had short blond hair
and watery green eyes, and he was embarrassed about the fact
that at the age of twenty-five he still did not need to shave every
day. 

At the nightclub in the Rue Dicks they thought he was cute as 
hell. 

He came in at seven-thirty, soon after the club opened, and sat 
in the same corner all night, drinking iced vodka with lugubrious 
relish,kwatching. Somebody asked him to dance, and he told the 
manlin bad French Jto piss off.1 When he turned up the second 
night they wondered if he was a jilted lover lying in wait for a 
showdown with his ex. He had about him the air of what the gays 
called rough trade, what with those shoulders and the leather 
jacket and his dour expression. 

Nik knew nothing of these undercurrents. He had been shown 
a photograph of a man and told to go to a club· and look out for the man; so he memorized the face, then went to the club and looked. It made little difference to him whether the place was a whorehouse or a cathedral. He liked occasionally to get the chance to beat people up, but otherwise all he asked was reoular 0 pa� and two days off every week to devote to his enthusiasms, which were vodka and coloring books. 

When Nat Dickstein came into the nightclub, Nik felt no senseof excitement. When he did well, Rostov always assumed it wasbecause he had scrupulously obeyed precise orders, and he wasgenerally right. Nik watched the mark sit down alone order adri��• -be served and sip his beer. It looked like he, 'too, waswaiting. 
Nik went to the phone in the lobby and called the hotel. Rostovanswered. 

/ �/ ✓ 
�() 

V. 

_/ J rt/ 
a lat\e-

✓

Rostov gave a wolfish grin. "Yes, but this is 
real life," he said. 

delete and substitute a colon

substitute dozen
insert someone
substitute a young thug
substitute type of man
insert always

substitute a little

insert just
transpose

substitute get
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"This is Nik. The mark just came 
"Good/ What's he doing?" 
"\,Vaiting." 
"Good. Alonef" 

T.R.,
/

606 
V .. I

''Yes.'' · 0 � � with him and call me if he docs anythmit'Y 
�/ - /

:'Sure." 
G, , • � j�vpt / )"I'm sending Pyotr do\::vn. He' 1 wait outside. If the mark l�aves u.�- l/1/)¥c� v�v'fl7 V 

Ithe club you follow him, dou ing with Pyotr. The Arab will. be
�f :

/ 
'/ 

[ 
i�'' 

[llr 
.s-k • 1t Itls a . .. wait a

I ll "o �e.:\ with you in a car, well bac • r . t1 Mi�"' � �y · � . . .  it's a green Volkswagen hatchback. -\All ngh'l ge\
/ V ,,. 

back to him now." . . . V 
Nik hung up and returned to his table, not lookmg at Dickstem

� ✓ as he crossed the club�. 
/ 

v 

A few minutes later a well-dressed, good-looking man of about 
pl} forty came into the club. He looked around, t.hen ':alk�d past

, } J j"' // DicksteinJs table and went to the bar. Nik saw Dickstem pick up a ' Y 
/ piece of paper from the table and put it in his pocket. It was all J( w� � 1 

1/ very discreet: only someone[carefully observing Dickstein would � w �.L. / • d CU\V 'nlr\CI /' know somethmg had happen: . 
. 1 J 

/ Nik went to the phone agam. . . . . (/ l "A queer came in and gave him somethmg-it looked hke a 
(/ 

,j' / ... 
ticket," he told Rostov. hike "/ J Mo.ybe _ 7_� ,'tlfo. theater tickef" 

� ( v� ��4-� � -:u-c 
"Don't know." -"fL� /1 .•. ,-�

� "Did they speak?" 
� � , �) -"No, the queer just dropped the ticket on the table as he went J 

( by. They didn't even look at each other." 
1 "All right. Stay with it. Pyotr should be outside by now." 

tG 
1 

1/ , / "Wait," Nik said. "The mark just came into the lobby. lJ-e's 1 �o 0� • . .  1/· V 
/ �

.l.
j � / thqt \ Who.t ;+ WO. s,?going to the desk . . .  he's handed over the ticket,t\it was a ;. 

cloakroom ticket." 
"Stay on the line, tell me what happens." Rostov's voice was ✓ /. }

-fia.t-calm. y aea.dly 
"The guy behind the counter is 

leaves a ti?+-" 
"It's a delivery. Good." 

giving him a briefcase/ he 0 / � /� lG.
"The mark is leaving the club." 

V "Follow him." 
"Shall l_ge( the briefcase?" V5"Q.tV!\ 
"No, I don't wantJ.to show ourselves until we know what he's £U.S 

4-<{1 doing, just find out where he goes[and stay low,t 

✓ 4'. � � · A.{,,,/"/ 
Nik hung up/ gave the cloakroom attendant some notes/ "I 0 �l/ , s��\,: have to rush, this will cover my billl" -ana J.hen he went up the "6l � V - . __ v .... a.-;:;.-staircase after Nat Dickstein. - v--

v .v_.,........-
{O�t on t?e street it was a bright sm:r1mer eve�ing/Lfeople� to.,vl -lhete. wttt. pl:�ty of � 
1 makmg their way_ to restaurants and cmemas or JUSt strolling. Nik '\'(.� Jv .. ., 

n
'r(') lo-14-<(looked left and nght, then saw the mark on the opposite side of � od/-.Y <L,ufl the road, 6Gffl{} fifty yards away. He crossed over and followed. � t/ rv lo.o.r� r..h;::e.· ; Dickstein was walking quickly, looking straight ahead, carrying ·/

� ;;the briefcase under his arm. Nik plodded after him for a couple of ✓-

·/
blo�ks.(j� Dickstein looked back he would see some distance ( V 1A<it1.j this ti Me, 1 
behmd }um a man who had also been in the nightclub, and hewould begin to wonder if he were being shadowed. Then Pyotr l . came alongside Nik, touched his arm(and went on ahead. Nik I,.. V 
dropped back to a position from which he could see Pyotr but notDickstein. If Dickstein\now�looked again� he would not see Nik

� 
�and l�e would _not_ recognize Pyotr. It was very difficult for;( mark tj_J✓ ✓" to smff-em this kmd of surveillance/ but of courseJ..thc longer the U) I /;__distance�hc mark was shadowed, the more men were needed to v

k
c. , . 1.' , /k • \O( W�,c..t'\ � l/ eep up the regular switches.
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Aftet another half mile the green Volkswagen pulled t� �he - / � /- V /.

·b ·bes1'de Nik/-atte Yasif Hassan leaned across from the dnvmg 2--1. -V/ '5:""'r/JCUI 
• d "Get- • " '1 � 

seat and opened the door. "�orders," he sat : 1�· 
qot iY'\to the 

Niklfflttl and Hassan steered back toward the mghtclub m the tJ 
r 

\/ V 
✓ 

Rue Dicks. 
"You did very well," Hassan said. 

/ / Nik ignored this. . ii R-"We want you to go back to the club, pick out the delivery man� A u�\S<l� Jaid.
and Tullow him home�" A 

"Colonel Rostov said this?" 
"Yes." 
"Okay." 
Hassan stopped the car close to the club. Nik went in. He stood 

in the doorway, looking carefully all .at)e-ttt the club. 
The delivery man had gone. 

The computer printout ran to more than one hundred pages. 
Dickstein's hem1 sank as he flicked through the prized sheets of 
paper he had worked so hard to -get. None of it_ made sense.

He returned to the first page and looked agam. There were a 

,/ 

, I 

--profusi0,1:1 of jumbled numbers and letters. Could it be in code? 
/ ,11 d• ffi Po� (. Drtku.watNo-this printout was used every day by the or mary o ce-

't h d lb be. fo.irly ✓:•·Y M\r 
workers of Euratom\ Don't mdke it w01se than it was, he told, So I a. 

tr�r(.�. / • ,,...-------------- Y) ,c.ks t-ti" <.ot\te.t\ 
fi.imself. 

t All right \ He saw "U23t5"He knew that to be an isotop 
of uranium. Another group of letters and numbers was 
"180KG"-.:..one hundred and eighty kilograms. "r 7F68" would 
be a date, the seventeenth of February this year. Gradually the 
lines of computer-alphabet letters and numbers began to yield up 
their meanings: he found place-names from various European 
countries, words such as "TRAIN" and "TRUCK" with distanc­
es affixed next to them, and names with suffixes "SA" or "INC," 
indicating companies. Eventually the layout of the entries 
became clear: the first line gave the quantity and type of material,
the second line the name and address of the sender, and so on.

J.Ie was-feeling better;---ang read on with growing comprehen­
sion and a sense of achievement. About sixty consignments were
listed in the printout. There seemed to be three main types: large
quantities of crude uranium ore coming from mines in South
Africa, Canada and France to European refineries; fuel
elements-oxides, uranium metal or enriched mixtures-moving
from fabrication plants to reactors; and spent fuel from reactorsgoing for reprocessing and disposal. There were a few non-standard shipments, mostly of plutonium and transuraniumelements extracted from spent fuel and sent to laboratories inuniversities and research institutes.

Dickstein's head ached and his eyes were bleary by the time hefound what he was looking for. On the very last page+ -0at11rally=t-there was one shipment headed "NON-NUCLEA�He had been briefly told, by the Rehovot physicist with theflowered tie� about the non-nuclear uses of uranium and itscompounds in photography, in dyeing, as coloring agents for glassand ceramics and as industrial catalysts. Of course the stuffalways had the potential for fission no matter how mundane andinnocent its use, so the Euratom regulations still applied'.However, Dickstein thought it likely that in ordinary industrialchemistry the security would be less strict.

J 

.
' 

t.. 

Substitute a period. Delete
Substitute jump

substitute got into the car

insert , Hassan said. substitute a 
comma

substitute around

substitute lot of 

, so it had to be fairly easily 
comprehensible Dickstein concentrated.

substitute His spirits lifted. He

delete
delete
insert a comma
proofreader caught
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The .entry 011 the last page referred to two hundred tons of

yellowcake, or crude uranium oxide. It was in Belgium_, at� m�tal

refinery in the countryside near the Dutch border, a site licensed

for storage of fissionable material. The refinery was owned by t.hc

Societe Generale de la Chimie, a mining conglomerate with

headquarters in Brussels. SGC had sold the yellowcake to a

German concern called F.A. Pedler of Wiesbaden. Pedler

planned to use it for "manufacture of uranium compounds_,

especially uranium carbide, in commercial quantitie€' Dic�stem
rememberea that the carbide was a catalyst for the production of
synthetic ammonia. 
f... /t seemedr-4hough� that Pedler .�

 not g�ing t?, w�rk �he
uranium themselves, at least not uutially. D1ckstem s mte1 est
sharpened as he read that they had not applied for their own 
works in Wiesbaden to be licensed, but instead for permission to 
ship the yellowcake to Genoa by sea. There it was to undergo 
"non-nuclear processing" by a company called Angeluzzi e 
Bianco. 

By@/ The implications struck Dickstein instantly: the load 
would be passed through a European port by someone else.[He 
read on _ Transport would be by railway from SGC's refinery 
to the docks at Antwerp. There the yellowcake would be loaded 
oqto the motor vessel Caparelli for shipment to Genoa. The short 
journey from the Italian port to the Angeluzzi e Bianco works 
would be made by road. 

For the trip the yellowcake-looking like sand but yellower­
would be packed into five hundred and sixty 200-liter oil drums 

J 

�0..-�" � I 
[. \. I 

0/� 

✓ 

with heavily sealed lids. The train would require eleven cars, the 

/ ship would carry no other cargo for this voyage, and the Italians "\ would use six trucks for the last leg of the journey. 
I It was the sea journey that excited Dickstein+through the Q 

English Channel, across the Bay of Biscay, down the Atlantic 
coast of Spain, through the Strait of Gibraltar and across one / thousand miles of the Mediterranean. 

{ A .geea Eleal• could go wrong '8-Yef that distance. \�t 

Journeys on land wer� straigl�tforwa.rd, controlled//... train left 0 l � Iat noon one day and arnved at e1ght-th1rty the following morning; /a truck traveled on roads that always carried other traffic
1 

including police cars; a plane was continually in contact witl� \/ j 1someone or other on the ground. But the sea �was <; ..... I 
unpredictable, ':ith its own laws-a trip could take ten days or

J twenty, there mrght be storms and collisions and enoine trouble 
/ unscheduled ports of call and sudden changes of dire�tion. Hijack
✓ J/ I(

a.?lane an� the whole world� it on television an hour later; w;u\cl se.e.. 
\ htJack a ship, and no one would know about it for days, weeks, ✓, // -maybe forever. 

. . 

� 

per�f<; The sea
?
;:as the mev1�able choici Hijack the Caparelli . . . I for T�

e.. f.·r1Je. ,ri) ic.k�reif\ ThOIA.Qkt on Ithen what ·A.. e Co arelli would proba ly have its own derricks A "L u 
But transferring a cargo a ea-c ild be cl D. k . • w�� � <owi"-Cf tn�\.ls,o.tfw\ �,..J. � \tW\\t \l\o.t

. �ancy. 1c 'Stem looked -M v . J .... . •u.. • on the printout for the proposed date O I N '"t. \t1lu.t.ol\ ,0 t\,� fCe>'aleM w�s w1 u\1V\ .Tc--vo-¥-age: ovember. That was bad. There might be storms-even the � .. ,., .... ean hi� ftQ..t1-. •
could blow up a gale in November What the ? {"�

H

'--1� {Tr�Mft.r tke. (\(Joh �e. �f)lJ o� th�
Caparelli and sail her to Haifa ? It w

.
ould �� har� 

.
t d

a e
k
over t

i 1
e 

pirq,te... Shi('�
h · 1 . • 1-• o oc a slo en s ip secret y' even in top-security Israel.

Dickstein glanced at his wristwatch. It was past midnioht. He / i ./ began to undress for bed H 1 1 
� v 

. T/, • e neec ec to know more about the Coparelh: .vier tonnage ho • 
1
61' w many ffi4k-e crew, present where a- h .. 1bouts, who owned her' and if possible her layout To . I ' / would o t I d • m01 row 1e

, / V ·
I .. gLl

o -�n on. You could find out alme&t anything about (il V s 11ps at oyd s of London. '\Jf 

substitute 
recalled
insert However, 
insert i
delete
substitute were

substitute Roman!
new paragraph
substitute a period

substitute a colon

substitute lot
substitute in
substitute a colon
substitute a

delete

substitute would
substitute see
substitute perhaps

Insert for The Pirate. 
Insert new paragraph 
Dickstein thought on, with 
growing enthusiasm and a 
sense that the solution to 
his problem was within 

his reach. Insert 
Transfer the cargo to 
the hold of the pirate 
ship?substitute h   delete

delete



t)..,; 

I 
· 1e. C.t� w"s �t. i��v:��lt. <.ho� for 1\e. P,rQ.te. •

U 1c.k1t<.<" �kt M , wit\. t•"''"j t,.!l,...1io.l"' W o. lCA/ll� f\-.._t -fl,_

Solu.1-i... t. l..11 r,.�\tM WO.I ..;.K,;., t..:1 ,,_._J.,_ • IJ..iJ .. <� tt..e. (�o.reu ; • • • -it..,,. 

) ..-
7 I (l' 

w\..o.t . l(O.At{-,.r ti-.� lo.�I> t. r1-.. l,..lA �[- �-- p\10.k 1\..\f • fu \Ar� I 

Wcm\J. f ,�ab(1 "�"t ik OWf'\ tAe.rriJ<.s •

The seas was the inevitable choice for the Pirate.
Dickstein thought on, with growing enthusiasm and a sense that the solution to 
his problem was within his reach. Hijack the Coparelli... then what? Transfer 
the cargo to the hold of the private ship? The Coparelli would probably have it's 
own derricks. 
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There was something else he needed to know: who w�s [._/I ✓
following him around Europe? Th_ere had �een a-l-a-1:ge te_am 111 bij 

. f 
France. Tonight as he left the mghtclub 111 the Rue Dicks . a 

� ✓ V/ ./ 

thuooishlt .. � face had been behind him. He had suspected a tail, 
/ ; !/ 

00 y-ryp'"l • ·ct th �,,. b l·j ._/ / /but the face had disappeared--c01nc1 ence, or ano er '"'TS" 
V V 

team? It/_depended on whether i:rassan was in the game. He could
/.... 

k (q lher 
,Y 

make inquiries about thatitoo, 111 England.
, <Jl / 

He wondered tteettt how to travel. If somebody had picked up ✓ 
his scent tonight he ought to take some precautions tomorrow. ✓ 
Even if the thugoish face were nobody, Dickstein had to make +� J {._.:, · "if O\ \ �Cll 
sure he was not� at Luxembourg airport.

He picked up the phone and dialed the desk. When the clerk
answered, he said, "Wake me at six-thirty, please."

"Very good, sir." / 
He hung up and got into bed. At last he had a definite 

target-f-the Caparelli. He did not yet have a plan, but h� knew_..at
-least in outline what had to be done. Whatever other difficulties
eame up, the combination of a non-nuclear consignment and a 
sea journey was irresistible. 

0 <Jlv / 
✓•

�����...,.....:::�_:;, .f1/' l""'"i�.J.:---.r.c

He turned out the light and closed his eyest-It had bee� a good 
day. 

\-David Rostov had always been a condescending bastard, and r v·.
he had not improved with age, 1Yasif Hassanfthought'. "What you Lf\ / tf

� 

probably don't realize ... " he would say with a patronizing 
{ I smile/ IJ.nd, "We won't need your people much longer-a small Q / : I l/

;;team is better_,, 4\nd, "You can tag along in the car and keep d). "" &' 
out of sight_,, ;{nd now, "Man the phone while I go to the 

1

(i) f � I tr✓ 
Embassy." -[Hassan had been prepared to work under Ros- � [ v�//.
tov's orders as one of the team, but it seemed his status was m 0 l/' •• //
lower than that. It was, to say the least, insulting to be considered V I/ { \fl
inferior to� Nik Bunin. (). ""At\ � ke.

� Rostov had some justification. It was not that Tu� t,o�l,\t. w&..\ J�

the Russians were smarter than the Arabs; but the KGB was 
✓/ ·undoubtedly a larger, richer, more powerful and more profes-

[ � 

/I sional organizatio. n than Egyptian Intelligence.r�o1 j1stifiee OF c, f ✓ i/ / 
� Hassan <:leeided he had no choice but t��uffer Rostov's 9J g") • / IT V �atfOH-i�ing eekavio�. Cairo was delighted to have the KGB o.."ttitucle,/ /.. J\J\t;fitd o( f\O 

hunting one of the Arab world's greatest enemies. If Hassan were ,X y(/ ✓ l/ ,to complain, +H�e he rather than Rostov who would be HlW, , V' ✓-, taken off the :ase � Rostov -eHght ts remember, thought 0 / [ � ""'.�\d Hassan, that 1t was the. Ara�s V.:ho had first spotted Dickstein/1i) { v V /
/
V

�.there_would be no mvesttgatton at all had it not been for l,}i.s 

� 

MY 
/ V

ongma� d1scovery-�nd -at-th�me time he wanted to win 0 [ All the.. Sa.Me JRostov s respectJ to have the Russian confide in
. 
him, discuss Q) ';;;�. 7 developments, -s&Hei+ his opinion. He would� have to �/ � //prove to Rostov that h� was a competent and professional ag�_p,t, / 

• '
-at lea� the equal of Nik Bunin and Pyotr Tyrin+ e��'/ 1 O /

The phone rang. Hassan picked it up hastily. "Hello?" v / "Is the other one there?" It was Tyrin's voice."He's out. What's happening?"
Tyrin hesitated. "When will he be back?"
"I don't know, " Hassan lied. "Give me your report.""Okay. The client got off the train at Zurich."
"Zurich? Go on." 
"He took a taxi to a bank, entered and went down into thevault. This particular bank has safe-deposit boxes. He came outcarrying a briefcase." 
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On his first evening in Luxembourg he went to the discr�et

nightclub· in the Rue Dicks and sat alone, sipping beer, waiting

for Stiffcollar to come in. But it was the fair-haired friend who

arrived first. He was a younger man, perhaps twenty-five or

thirty, broad-shouldered and in good shape underneath his

maroon double-breasted jacket. He walked across to the booth

they had occupied last time. He was graceful, like a dancer:

Dickstein thought he might be the goalkeeper in a soccer team.

The booth was vacant. If the couple met here every night it was
probably kept for them. 

The fair-haired man ordered a drink and looked at his watch.

He did not see Dickstein observing him. Stiffcollar entered a few
minutes later. He wore a red V-necked sweater and a white shirt

with a button-down collar. As before, he went straight to the
table where his friend sat waiting. They greeted each other with a
double handshake. They seemed h�ppy. Dickstein prepared to
change th�. 

He called a waiter. "Please take a bottle of champagne to that 
table, for the man in the red sweater. And bring me another 
beer." 

The waiter brought his beer first, then took the champagne in a 

• 1/ --
5\,�jte, -fk.lr worlcA / 

bucket of ice to Stiffcollar's table. Dickstein saw the waiter point ✓ him out to the couple as the donor of the champagne. When they 
� 

1 

looked at him , he raised his beer glass in a toast, and smiled. . 
/ /,Stiff�ollar _recogni�ed him and looked miserable. Jw0 fle.J ✓ ,;;' / j 

V 

D1ckstem left hts table/_went to :he cloakroonx-a-He washed his &nq I� tt7 I / 

face/;. After a couple of mmutes St1ffcollar's friend came in. The A, ki\l,� t,i\\e ✓ \/ //
young man combed his hair, waiting for a third man to leave the 

/ _ / "'h / room/Jhenl5poke to Dickstein. � ,:!: J e_/ •
"Myfriend wants you to leave him alone." l/ <./-- L,./"" '--' (e

/.. "Let him tell me so himself." k Vicbtci" jttve o. f\ttsty SIV\c • 

. "You're a journalist, aren't you? What if your editor-;¥aS to wtr� { , / 
hear that you come to places like this?" 

"I'm freelance." 
The young man came closer. He was five inches taller than i {/

V 
Dickstein and at least thirty pounds heavier. "You're to leave us I 
r;;t;:;;;)J,, � � , f i 

l\t- � o.icl 0

��-" ri "Why are you doing this? What do you want?" / / / · 
'?'m not interested in you, pretty boy. You'd better go home / / (/:' while I talk to your friend." ' Q 
"D ,,1, d h 

/ - tkt. YbUC\j M�t\�z_ "'- j-amn you, -'an e grabbed the lapels of Dickstein's jacket in /\ £ -
� 

one large hand/ drew back his other arm and made a fist. He 0 H� /
never landed the punch. --, 

With his fingers Dickstein poked the oun man in the eyes. \/ 
1 r

,,, I 

The blo�d �ead reflexive! jerked back and to the side. Dickstein �' f1 j stepped ms1de the swinging arm and hit him in the sklmaek very belly vhard. The breath rattled out of him and he doubled o t ' . , ,,,,., ./' 
a n· k . ver, urnmg . v· v--- ../ 

b 
��Y- tc stem punched him once again, very precisely on the 

v-"" L. '-../I / T
n ge of the nose. j-A-stui-�piRg sounot blood spurted/ th� young SoMt.�j St\�,eAj aNl 0 =man�olla�sed on\Q the tiled floor. � 

1 gi t./ _ D1ckstem went out quickly, straightening his tie/on ti . I V 
I.. [ It wo.1 tM�j�-

the club the cabaret had begun and ti G 
� _1e ':ay. n i A �Nl St/\co1h,f\l\ h,s �qir

• • c 1e erman gmtanst was 
v I\ J 

smomg a song about a ga r • , ,,,, 
1 f b A 

' y po iceman. Dickstein pa
. 
id his bill and vi Ve t. s he went he saw Stiffcollar, looking� uru:.e,t k' ' 11·. • J way to the cloakroom. 

,,v ' ma mg ts Worr1e. \,../° 

?n .the street it was a mild summer night but Dick ·t • /, sh1venng H lk d ..Q,tot....,.. 
, s cm was 

! 
I d b• 

e wa e a �hort way, then went into a bar and l,ttk Vore ere randy. It was .-.I nois I k ./ . . - •
on the countc o· k 

:l\ Y_ sm� y�.pk1<;& with a television set kl��•11,-;;;;m;1
Sat f . h 

r. ic stem earned his drink to a corner table and � '" 5 acmg t e wall. c 
� .. 

L ! _.,.,.......,,� 
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Tl fi ht in the cloakroom would not be reported to the police.ie g · S .ff II It would look like a quarrel over a lover, and neither t1 �o ar
/ nor the club management would want to bring that sort of thm� to

l/- '-
official notice. Stiffcollar would take his friend to a doctor, saymg

<i/ 
,. 

he had walked into a door gr takeH an--aeeieen·ttt-Hitlt.
¾� J Dickstein drank the brandy and fflftfittgee to 6�o� shivering. ?f re.J 

There was he thought, no way to be a spy without doing things V 
/ 

✓
A 

J 
ooos 
0009 

0010 

0011 

like this � $nd there was n_o way to be_ a nation, _in thi� world, 0 E:a 
�/

V 
without having spies. And without a nat10n Nat D1ckstem could

�� /4
tocJ

not-<Wer feel safe. . _ � ✓• "� 0 '8 rM'1f eu

It � did not seem possible to live honorably. Even if he gave V . \ 4)/ :1 / 
up this profession, others would become spies and do Hiis SElllle Vevl

� th< / sr--r A0012 

\eJ--
0013 Fett-en werk on his behalf, wmd, was almost as bad. N-0 help-ff),£ � ncl. t q 

. 
1\. ,, 1,. • 

7 
• • 

1..· 1·J: -----..d ti t..d <i7 Y Lo.J. o ln•e u1c.�S\e1V\ 
OOH 

✓ 0015

l'i-Hyou had to be\i-R=1woral to survive m ttt1s1xe ••• ano1cn nq o , a rJ 

recctlled that a Nazi camp doctor called Wolfgang had said much 
/ [�t'ho.c\ aet,decl�lol\� o.�o l
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the sameJ \Mid shut out the memOTy. There. ':'as, afte1 all, 1t 0 l , "'-r
fflffexence ... \ Q-Ie left the bar and went mt� the street, [ �ttr \,tt �0.1 not o.�o�\- 1'� .
heading for Stiffcollar's home. He had to press his advantage <1M wio� , �iJ- (l\,Ov..t W1M1�
while the man ���St--vttltneratrte. He reached the narrow 

1 l c. �hi\ 1\-ie.ie. wae.-
. ��Q 0Jl��. 

cobbled street within a few minut d sto<?d guard opposite the . J � + �-\ '°' 'jo..vf-old terraced house. There was no light in attic window. . t"iMtS w\\tf\ � r \ OSbf Y· 
The night became cooler as he waited. He bega1 pace up �lM M �6 \C\.T\O t\ • 

and down. European weather was dismal . At this time O :---;--.... � a
tMof•\;�ed /

Israel would be glorious-flong sunny days and warm nights, hard �I / Wo.. 
X . 

physical work by day/ companionship and laughter in the ..,.c1 / 
{,/ ', 

,if�l 

evenings. Dickstein wished he could go home. t 
l-

'f' 

At last Stiffcollar and his friend returned. The friend's head I/ 
was wrapped in bandages, and he was obviously having trouble 
seeing: he walked with one hand on Stiffcollar's arm, like a blind 
man. They stopped outside the house while Stiffcollar fumbled 
for a key. Dickstein crossed the road and approached them. They 
had their backs to him, and his shoes made no noise. 

Stiffcollar opened the door, turned to help his friend/and saw 
Dickstein. He jumped with shock. "Oh, god+" J.:. 

The friend said, "What is it? What is it?" 
0036 "It's him." V v 

0031 "I have to talk to you j" Dickstein said/ 
/ / ITT�e.J..,, � 003s "�all the police,. sa� the friend. 0 ' 

J 0039 Stiffcollar took his fnend's arm and began to lead him through
/ 00-10 the door. Dickstein put out a hand and stopped them. "� r<>ll'II MvE- to " "- - /411 � let me in{I'll create a scene in the street.'t e walked into k; ht,. tfA.icl • "Otke.rw,·�� v

', 0042 the house ahead of them and started up the stairs. / / 
00·11 After a moment's hesitation, they followed/�he three [s ·U Ill✓ .1 < 11 /in 'l\ �\<e...

I ..... ___ 1· b d h • � �U<6\Q.( S�la. K� ooH �wi -w�1 c 1m e t e sta1rs to the top. Stiffcollar unloc -ed the door . W ooH ✓ o� the attic flat, a�d th�y went in. Dickstein looked around. It was ou.r �f'-� W\t,�a.�l� lA.l\hl h� �t,ts w 
oo-rn bigger than he 1magmed, and very elegantly decorated with kt.. wo.."'-� • 1 n
oo-li !,. 6.N! pe_riod furnitur�, st�·iped _ wallpaper,Lmany plants and pictures. \\ B1,1,.\- w"'-�t lot� �t Wo..1\1 •
00-18 

/ :t1ffc

1

�ll�r �u

h
t l11s fne1�d m a chair, then took a cigarette from a l' (, ll WA -./fl\\ ll'\ 6.. M,��te 1 \\ oof;/ / ox, 1t it wit a table l��hter �ncl �ut it in his friend's mouth. They � 

� b 
sat close together, wa1tmg for Dickstein to speak. �,t\tsftlv'\ ��'� ·

sr«in �OJ\- "I'm a journalist+" A 
00;;2 Stiffcollar interrupted, "Journalists interview people, they
0053 don't beat them up." 
oor.-1 "I didn't beat him up. I hit him twice."
oo5s "Why?" 
oosti "He attacked me, didn't he tell you?"
0051 "I don't believe you[" 

• 

0000 ' I 
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It �l'.d l\6t H.w. pos,�b(e to live, hol\orcibly. Eve" i(- he. 30.ve u.f th'°� 

f<bhs�io" J � Wo1A.lJ bU.OMt. Spies a.NA d.o e.�l Ot'\ kiS he ho.lf 
1 

a.NJ �J-
Wll\ alMo�t- �� po.,d • '/ou.. �a.J f-o be. l:>ru:l tb u�e... O,c.ksrcir\ re.ta.Uec! 'tlQ.J 
Q Ncri.i <O.Mp Mc.hi c.oJle.c.\ Wolf-�o."� "DJ i�,cl M�c1 °tt\.e. Sa.Me .

ke_ �<tel. 16
1 

a.�o J. t c\clt.J. ¼ha.I- lilt- w .. s 1161- o.� ,ut- n3 � I- "...,i "''"", , 

b1.1. I- 4 �•� t wiMii a.nil lo1ii - f 1-i(l tkre. wde. ti =s w �e" fut-

p � ,to So f �� 30.ve. hiM 1\o U)i\\Gl�+;G" . 

He. ld+ Kt bCl( o.rul WtrJ ti\+� � stre�t , �ed� for s nffibHlt'J

hoM� He. katl fl> f rcss hes o.dv�"' ta.3e. w-h,le rt..� MD.I\ w�s tAeMo-tct l, Jed 

He.. fea.c.heJ 

V 
Stif�ullQ.f took his Jritrul 's ci.(M 1u1<l b�"" -h, [._..,i �; .. -«-��� 11.e. cleat • O,tlott,'A

,, ,, "0� 

V
ru.r 0\4.t � h<U\tl (l,ul sb,ppecl 1\tM , �O(,l Ill helve.. ti) l�r Mt. ;;\ J ht.. SG\,c.l • e.,wCJe 

� I � c.u.Q,te. � \ttt\e lt\ the. .shet.r" 
11 

( 
A U 

)r,{feol\Cl( S°'lcl ·{ �t 
1 
{{ l\\,ke 6Uf liVtl M.-\ttr4�le.. CM\hi "'e.. jttl w�oJ- he. 

\,,Jt\f\t}w I\ 

�\ D I ,�
1J '-'t- "'�t d6e.S he. W�I\. 1" • 

·�:�n ta ,. � l),-.,k.sr�;.. SQ.id • He. lo.)QlkeJ l11fo -tt..e "'M"' �heo.d
Dt ""'-tM. o.M d·41 tlG\ � �e. sht,r s . 

Arre., a. MOMtAt
1
J he��to.tie�J "thty fol\owe.d . 

Re. f..r ee Mtt\ di M �eJ ile_ ({--q_irr fo Ae. top . s /;ff ll>u V 1.<11. loth.d

l 

--...,,,.> 

It did not seem possible to live honorably. Even if he gave up this profession, others would become spies and evil on his behalf, and that was almost as 
bad. You had to be bad to live. Dickstein recalled that a Nazi camp doctor called Wolfgang had said much the same. 
He had long ago decided that life was not about right and wrong, but about winning and losing. Still there were times when that philosophy gave him no 
consolation. 
He left the bar and went into the street, heading for Stiffcollar's home. He had to press his advantage while the man was demoralised. He reached

Stiffcollar took his friend's arm and began to lead him through the door. Dickstein put out a hand and stopped them. "You'll have to let me in," he said. 
"Otherwise I'll create a scene in the street."
Stiffcollar said: "He'll make our lives miserable until he gets what he wants."
"But what does he want?" Dickstein said. He walked into the house ahead of them and started up the stairs.
After a moment's hesitation, they followed.
The three men climbed the stairs to the top. Stiffcollar unlocked
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"How much time would you like to end arguing about it?"

"None." 
"Good. I want a story about Eurau m. A good story-my

career needs it. Now, then, one possib lity is the pre:al_ence of
homosexuals in positions of res onsibility w1thm the
organizationf" 

--"Yoe're-a-leusy bastard," said Stiffc . . 
)§e������:K·," Dickstein �-""1�ffietrtg·m-wa-rdly 

at-t1-1�eletl-raffta-ef-his-jftrgm\. "Ho,�ever, I'll drop the story if I
b 

" 

✓ 

get a etter one. . . . 
Stiff collar ran a hand across his gray-tipped hair, and D1ckstem 

1!_ ?(. , noticed that he wore clear nail polish. "I think I understand this," 
� 1f) he said. 

, / / ,/ /"What? What do you understand?" said his friend. 
f / "He wants information." . . . f;1 ( fl"That's �acHy right," said Dickstein/ � Stiffcollar � 0 

was looking somewhat relieved. Now was the time to be a little Si1 V
friendly, to come across as a human being, to let them think that 
things might not be so bad after all. Dickstein got up. There was 
whiskey in a decanter on a highly polished side table. He poured 
small shots into three glasses as he said, "Look, you're vulnerable 
and I've picked on you, and I expect you to hate me for that/ f3ut 
I'm not going to pretend that I hate you. I'niusing you, and that's 
all there is to it. Except that I'm drinking your booze as well." He 
handed them drinks and sat down again. 

There was a pause, then Stiffcollar said, "What@it that you 
want to know?" 

"Well, now." Dickstein took the tiniest sip of whiskey: he 
hated the taste. "Euratom keeps records of all movements of 
fissionable materials into , out of and within the member coun-
tries, right?" 

"Yes." 
"To be more precisejbefore anyone can move an ounce of � / uranium from A to B he has to ask your permission."
"Yes." 
"Complete records are kept of all permits given."
"The records are on a computer." 

0040-----------

"I know. If asked, the computer would print out a list of allfuture uranium shipments for which permission has been given." "It does, regularly. /A{ list is circulated once a month within the <==���=t��,;:-, 
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office+" 
"Splendid," said Dickstein. "All I want is that list." There was a long silence. Stiffcollar drank some whiskey.Dickstein left his alone_ the two beers and one large brandyhe had already drunk this evening were more than he normallytook in a fortnight. 
::':hat �o you want the list for?:' ihe friend said/ I m gomg to check all the shipments in a given month. Iexpect to be able to prove that what people do in reality bearslittle or no relation to what they tell Eura tom."Stiffcollar said, "I don't believe you."
The man was not stupid, Dickstein thouoht. He shrugged."What do you think I want it for?"

0 

"I don't know. You're not a journalist. Nothing you've said hasbeen true+" 
"It �akes no di�erence, docs it?�Bclieve what you like. You'�cno choice but to give me the list."

\.,/ 

0 .! ,/ ✓"
/. i),J.it.i" �••d/ 

Quite so
said.
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insert Dickstein said. 
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"I have " Stiffcollar said. "I'm going to resign the job."

"if you 'do," Dickstein said slowly, "I will �re-ttncl-ntm\ beat

your friend to a pulp." . . l /
"We'll go to the policei" the fnend smd.

' _ I/_ . 
1 

"I would go away," Dickstein said. "Perhaps for a year. But I
� • k II 

would come back. And I'd find you. And I �k'l-HlHtee xour face 7ef'1 (\e.41\y I YO(,\ . 

will be unrecognizable �n I'm finishe�." � � l ..,.__,_._

✓/
'/-

Stiffcollar stared at Dicksteiq. "What €9 you?" . 
• 

� • 
...r:, 

"It really doesn't ma,t,
ier what I am, does it? You know I can do

� 
✓ 

L � ' Y \/what I threaten -t<:H:le. 
rr(e_ " fr·ff 'l <ti 5<l nt-:-He. -/. rc, .. :a---11-.J buried his face in his hands. es, ,. ' '0 

.... .. -,,,.-;�J l 
/

, v � · • d l t / tAJl-t'·"" ...,....,..✓ '::J { 
Dickstein let the silence •lnnld-. St1ffcollar was corn ere , C\� � 

, �� 'J L-/ . h J ... l, � at\O\ 
helples� There was only one thi�g he could do, -w+uelr e was now.

Ki' realizin� Dickstein let him take his time. It was several moments k 'S lr

before Dickstein spoke a.gattI. � 1 V
"The printout will be bulky," he said gently. 
Stiffcollar nodded without looking up. 
"Is your briefcase checked as you ·1eave the office?" 
He shook his head. 
"Are the printouts supposed to be kept under lock and key?" 

� "NoJ" �:��i?_ �,.e_a_�i�- "this informati?n ,!s not classified. It's
merely' confidential, not to be made public. 

"Good. Now, you'll need tomorrow to think about the 
details-which ·copy of the printout to take, exactly what you'll 

J ./ 
tell your secretary, and so on. The day after tomorrow you will 
bring the printout home. You'll find a note from me waiting for 
you. The note will tell you how to deliver the document to me." 
Dickstein smiled f}-le.asant��- "After that, you'll 
probably never see rne again." 
�"By god, I hope so." ��IA{�

Dickstein stood up. "You'd rather not be bothered by phone 
calls for a while," he said. He found the telephone and pulled the 
cord out of the wall/ Ule-H�went to the door and opened it. 

The friend looked at the disconnected wire. His eyes seemed to 
be recovering.t'Are you afraid he'll change his mind?" 

Dickstein said, "You're the one who should be afraid of that." 
He went out, closing the door softly behind him. 

Lifef...,a&-they sa-yl is not a popularity contest, especially in the
KGB. David Rostov was now very unpopular with his 4ief an,..d
with all those in the section(loyal to his..emef: Feliks Vorontsov
was boiling with anger at the way he had been bypassed: from
now on he would sttrely do � he could to destroy-Ehtvtd­
Rostov. 

Rostov had anticipated this. He did not regret his decision to
go for broke on the Dickstein affair. On the contrary, he wasrather glad. He was already planning the finely stitched, stylishly

v✓ 
(i) ( � I 

cut dark blue English suit he would buy when he got his pass for Section roo on the third floor of the GUM department store in /Moscow. t/v W�at he did regret was leaving� a loophole for Vorontsov � { to-3tnke oacl� Hom , , , _be should�( course\ have thought of the� C!Y � Egyptians and their rehction. That was the trouble with the V '.' \/Arabs, they were so clumsy and useless that you tended to ignore them as a force in the intelligence world. Fortunately YuriAndropov, head of_the KGB and confidante of Leonid Brezhnev, had seen what Fehks Vorontsov was trying to do, namely win
�ack control of the Dickstein project; and he had not permitted
It. 

v 

✓ 

7 









Dickstein went cold with shock. His  mouth dropped open. He staggered slightly, and put a hand against the wall to steady himself. His face 
creased into a frown of astonishment. 

It was she, and she was still twenty-five years old.

In a voice full of incredulity, Dickstein said, "Eila..?"





Delete 
Capitalize the M

Insert a comma

Insert Thank you.
Substitute Do go
Insert: it never occurred to her that a shoe 
repairer would do well in a depression. 
Insert He gave that little smile again. 
Insert Suza asked
Substitute a period
Capitalize the T
Delete
Insert but
Insert ruffians

Delete





Susbstitute had

Delete 
Capitalize the Y
Delete

Substitute a period

Substitute a period and she

Delete   Capitalize the I   Substitute a child

Substitute a period
Insert Then 
Substitute t
Substitute only a sense of intrigue and a trace 
of guilt

Substitute suddenly remembered
Substitute . He had
Substitute had
Insert a comma
Insert softly, 
Delete

Substitute informed
Susbstitue a period
Capitalize the W





touching him. There was no doubt that she had the same physical magnetism as her mother: there was that something about her which filled 
men with desire to possess her, a desire not su much like lust as greed; the need to own such a beautiful object, so that it would never be taken 
away. Dickstein was old enough now to know how false such desires were, and to know that Eila Ashford would not have made him happy. But 
the daughter seemed to have something the mother had lacked, and that was warmth. Dickstein was sorry he would never see Suza again. Given 
time, he might...



Substitute a period
Capitalize the I
Delete

Delete 
Capitalize the W

Substitute
was

Substitute a colon
Insert but
Substitute deep
Delete
Substitute Quite embarrassed
Delete

Delete    Capitalize the S

Delete
Delete
Capitalize the D

Delete
Substitute was    Substitute around
Delete

Insert had
Delete
Delete

New paragraph
Insert wearily

Substitute cannabis

Substitute colon

Substitute just
Delete

Substitute and then 

Substitute consumed    Substitute lust
Delete                              Delete
Insert eventually





Insert Pierre Insert in

Remove space  Delete  Insert with the patience 
of spies   Insert a comma

Substitute secrets     Substitute informants 

Substitute a period
Delete
Substitute get hold of
Insert spies
Substitute stuff
Delete
Insert a comma
Substitute and 

Substitute said
Substitute a period
Substitute It
Insert a comma
Substitute a period
Delete
Substitute a period
Substitute a comma
Transpose
Substitute said,

Substitute
said

Insert "Love?" Nik said with scorn in his voice. Rostov did not reply. 



Delete

Substitute a period

Substitute said:     Substitute a period

Substitute a period   Delete

Delete  Insert new paragraph Rostov hissed: "Not 
yet."

Delete   Insert , perhaps
Delete

Insert "Damn it."

Substitute said

Substitute answered

Delete    Substitute guess they won't
Delete  Capitalize the W

Insert new paragraph "Quite." 
Delete    Delete
Substitute said

Insert "Rostov said." Capitalize
the S

Substitute a period
Substitute He

Insert Hassan said,
Delete
Substitute Certainly

New paragraph
New paragraph Rostov
Substitute a period
Substitute He

Substitute He said: "Now!"
Substitute a period
Insert he
Substitute suit
Delete





"Don't hurt him, I'lll go," said the older man. He stepped out of the house.
His friend said, "The hell you will!"
Rostov thought: Damn.
The younger man struggled in Nik's grip then tried to stamp on Nik's 
foot. Nik stepped back a pace and hit the boy in the kidney with his right 
fist. 
"No, Pierre!" the older one said, too loud.





There was a silence. Tyrin spoke over his shoulder. "Want me to head out of town, look for a quiet spot?"
"Wait," Rostov said.
The older man said: "I'll tell you."
"Just drive around town," Rostov told Tyrin. He look at the Eurotom man. "So, tell me." 





This much was obvious, Rostov thought, so ti was best to allay Hassan's suspicions by agreeing vehemently. "It would be a 
completely characteristic Mossad move to just go out and steal the uranium they need," he said. "That's exactly how those people 
think. They have this backs-to-the-wall mentality which enables them to ignore the niceties of international diplomacy."

Rostov was able to guess a little farther than







Substitute a colon

Substitute polite

Substitute a colon    Substitute an h

Delete

Delete

Substitute relish

Delete

Substitute said

Delete

Delete

Insert a comma

Substitute you   Delete

Substitute scorn

Delete   Capitalize T   Substitute likely to appeal to 
a swinging    Insert embattled

Delete

Substitute suddenly

Substitute for

Insert "

Substitute she said, and then she thought for a minute.

Remove space   Substitute s



Substitute a colon

Substitute a colon 
Substitute an o

Substitute an a    Delete
Delete

Substitute weird

Insert and
Insert and 

Remove space
Insert Nat

Delete

SPACE

NEW 
SCENE
BEGINS

Delete   Capitalize the W

New paragraph

Substitute Dickstein   Substitute like 

Delete

Insert understood  Substitute 
disappointed    Substitute a semi-
colon   Substitute an a  Substitute 
just

Delete    Delete   Capitalize the B  Delete  
Substitute a preiod

Insert a comma   Insert a comma

Delete
Substitute a colon

Substitute a comma

Delete   Capitalize T   Delete
Substitute big,  Insert brown   Insert and   
Substitute a colon    Capitalize W

Substitute a semi-colon



Insert : it ran through her like the first tingle 
of a cannabis high

Substitute a comma

Insert an explanation point

Substitute a colon   Substitute an h

Insert a comma   Substitute for
Insert a semi-colon   Substitute b

Substitute speak of it    Substitute and said,
Substitute a period

Substitute , saying, 

Insert a comma

Substitute expect
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Th.en he jerked, and Suza bent and closed her mouth over his
penis, and he said, "Oh,Ino,@/" in rhythm with hi� spasms, and
then it was(over and he t-H-FHed-a-way-from hc1 ,mtl-enee-as--t-h-01:1-gh
-he-weB-ld never sto�. 

I. . • II • l I · 1- O.t\J I I' / /
\- She kissed his tears,�old him 1t was a ng 1t, over anc ove1 .._ v" 
again. Slowly he calmed down, and eventuallyl5eemed to sleep � he.. •

for a few minutes. She lay there watching his face as the tension
seeped away and he became peaceful. Then he opened his eyesj 
"Why did you do�ttt-y�?" 

t the time s 1e rn not un erstood exactly why, but now she 
thought she did. 'I could have given you a lecture," she said. "I 
could have told y u �hat the �hing to b� asha�dof: that

:E
ybody - 1as � fantas,e ......_-f_ _ __ 

ave remi-Hcled you that you were rc,r&;J to do what you
• �ave your own life bat to save theits( � �?a.I� !tayt

argued with you, but it wouldn't have made any difference. I ha 
_ / w-w--y�� , oo. 
v 

He touched her cheek, then leaned forward and kissed her lips. 
/ "Where did you get this wisdom���" _ , c�;\� � 

t,/, "It isn't wisdom, �r genero�it;q jt's love." • §1 i / f 
( Jrf.e held her very tightly and kissed her land after a while they 1 /

lhet\. f\ 
made love, �imply, iteoderl}'i hardly speaking, without confes-- k ift"f ✓
sions or dark fantasies or bizarre lusts, giving and taking pleasure 
with the familiarity of an old couple who know each other very 

<f) �veil/ �nd afterward they went to sleep/ full of A-41� peace and ; / Q / fl 
JOy. 

�Rostov was bitterly disappointed with the Euratom printout. � k DtXvicA 
( After he and Py_otr Tyrin h_ad spent hours ooping�tt out, it became �t.t\'i�L) a';(t..cl 

clear that the l_1st of consignments was very long ..j-ndeed. They � / � 
could not possibly cover every� target. The only way/ � V V.✓ 
� t_h�y co�ld di_scover whic� ?ne would be hit was to pick 'n 1/_ / ,,., (J . ..__��� )up D1ckstem s trail agam.�.h6mg this(Jtiassan's mission to [ <fl Yo.�J -

/ 
.,, 

Oxford �cnly te� much greater importance. ihUU\fO'" ���""Me.cl v 
VThey waited for the Arab to call. At ten o'clock Nik Bunin

l who enjoyed sleep the way other people enjoy�! sex-, went t� � �l.\f\b11.1hil\� l./ i/ 
bed. Tyrin stuck it out until midnight, then he too retired. ✓ Ro�tov'� phone finally rang at one A.M. �e�grabbed the phone, i_ J"'"Pd M i� ��h tt.t'\t4'then waited a few moments before speaking m order to composehimself.[_Yes?" 

[ Hassan's voice came three hundred miles along the internation-- 1al telephone cables. "I did it. The man was I-iere. Two days ago." \Rostov clenched a fist in%excitement. ".Geott: What a pieceof luc.k." 
"What now?" 

J:'Now�he knows that we know."
"Yes. Shall I come back to base?"
"I d_on't think so. Did the professor say how long the man plansto be m England?" 
"No. I asked the question directly. The professor didn't know/the man didn't tell him." 
"He �vouldn't." Rostov frowne{ "First thing the man has todo now is r�port that he's blown. That means he has to contact hisLondon of11cc." 

I 
) - -
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"Perhaps he already has." 
� ✓

"Yes, but he may want a meeting. This man takes �hr8:¥&
Precautions and precautions take time. All right, leave 1t with 

' 
?" me. I'll be in London later today. \,Yhere are you now. 

"I'm still in Oxford. I came straight here off the plane.- I can't
get back to London until the morning." 

"All right. Check into the Hilton and I'll contact you there
around lunchtime." 

"Check. A bientot."

"Wait." 
"Still here." 
"Don't do anything on your own initiative,[Yfait until I get

there. You've done well, don't-mess it ur+" 
Hassan hung up.
Rostov sat still for a moment, wondering whether Hassan was

planning some piece of foolishness or simply resented being told
not to mes��- The latter, he decided. Anyway, there was no
damage he could do over the next few hours.(}le turned his
H1oughts back to Dickstein. The man would not give them a
second chance to pick up his trail. pie had to move fast; and he
had to move now. He put on his jacket, left the hotel and took a
taxi to the Russian Embassy. 

He had to wait some timefand identify himself to four different -�
people�before they would-asmit him-in the middle of the night.� ler
The duty operator stood at attention when Rostov entered the 

{ .,- t,..-- {/'communications room. Rostov said, "Sit down/ Jhere's work to 0 1111 
do. Get the London office first." _... 

The operator picked up the scrambler phone and began to call
the Russian Embassy in London. Rostov took off his jacket and
rolled up his sleeves. 

The operato1� said, "�omrade Colonel David R_ostov will speak
V to the most senior secunty officer there." He motioned Rostov to

/ pick up the extension. 
.JJ t •ddt eJ"Colonel Petrov." I l lt wo.c. Jt\.t Votl'C. or o. Mt t-i 

"Petrov, I need some help,'/ Rostov said without preamble. � t/ /"An Israeli agent named Nat Dickstein is believed to be in )J 
England." \.:_./

"Yes, we've had his picture sent to us in the diplomatic ,.
pouch-but we weren't notified he was thought to be here." J 

'� think he may contact his embassy. I want you to put all � Lis re.A•
known Israeli legals in London under surveillance from dawn today." 

"Hang on, Rostov," said Petrov with a half laugh. "That's a lot of manpower." 
k "Don't be stupid. You've got hundreds of men, the Israelis �:*t1'm-;1,j.J;..;lt§"-l:e,i,;;.�f�l���only �ave a dozen or two." 

"Sorry, 1Rostov, I can't mount an operation like that on yoursay-so." 
Rostov wanted to get the man by the throat. "This is urgent+""Let me have the proper documentation, and I'm at your

✓ 
disposal." 

"By then he'll be somewhere else+" ! / ( ;·"Not my fault, comrade." 
R��tov s�a;med the phone down/ "Bloody Russians/ 1foever do , fll.oovs, �"o �C\.id ; /any_t 1mg w_1t out six sets of authorization. Get Moscow, tell them 

to f:md Feliks Vorontsov and patch him through to me whereverhe 1s." 

\_...,, 
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The operator got busy. Rostov drummed his fi�gcrs on t_hc

desk{ Petrov ,,,as Rrobably an old soldie�- close to ret1re�entl'•mth

no ·�bition for anything but his pension. There wei e .fur- too

many men like that in the KGB. • 
. 

A few minutes later the sleepy voice of Rostov's boss, Feliks,

came on the line. "Yes, who is it?" 
"David Rostov. I'm in Luxembourg. I need some backing. I

think The Pirate is about to contact the Israeli Emb2ssy m
London and I want their legals watched." 

"+hett call London." 
"I did. They want authorization." 
"Then apply for it." 
"For god's sake, Feliks, I'm applying for it now!" 

. "There's nothing I can do at this time of night. Call me m the
morning." 

. "What is this? Surely you can-" Suddenly Rostov reahzed
what was happening. He controlled himself with an effort. "All 
right, Feliks. In the morning." 

"Goodbye." 
"Feliks ___!' 
"Yes?" 

,_,

"I'll remember this." 
The line went dead. 
"Where next?" the operator asked. 

� "Keep the Moscow line open. Give me a minute to think." He
might have guessed he would get no help from Feliks. The old 
fool wanted him to fail on this mission, to prove that he, Feliks, 
should have been given control of it in the first place. It was even 

/ 

possible that Feliks was pally with Petrov in London and had , / 1
/ 

unofficially told Petrov not to cooperate. V [ fu fl..M �ov L �nly one thing�o do. It was a dangerous course of action and � The.le. Wl>.S O i r 
might well get him pulled off the case-in fact it could even be / ;t / vV vvVwhat Feliks was hoping for. �l he couldf½!t\ complain if the Bl.\+ no 

� stakes were high -�r-ftH.i he � who had raised [ f0,z:--t w"s 1 �
them -[!:re thought for a minute{ about£how he should do it/il [_ i or iwo A c ly 0 vt/l,-'-
1he1'(said, "Tell Moscow to put me through to Yuri Andropov'q J.. �e. ✓ v 1 ,
apartment at number twenty-six Kutuzov Prospekt." The opera-
tor raised his eyebrows-it was probably the first and last time he
would be instructed to get the head of the KGB on the
phone-but he said mothing. Rostov waited, fidgeting. "I bet it
isn't like this working for the CIA," he muttered.

The operator gave him the sign, and he picked up the phone. A
voice said, "Yes?" 

�ost?v raised his voic1 _"Your na�e and rank("
MaJor Pyotr Eduardov1tch Scherb1tsky."

"This is Colonel Rostov. I want to speak to Andropov. It's anemergency, and if he isn't on this phone within one hundred andtwenty seconds you'll spend the rest of your life building dams inBratsk, do I make myself clear?" 
"Yes, colonel. Please hold the line."
A moment later Rostov heard the deep, confident voice of YuriAndropov, one of the most powerful men in the world. ·"Youcertainly managed to panic young Ecluardovitch, David."
"I had no alternative, sir.1 
"All right, let's have it. It had better be good."
"The Mossad are after uranium.( I think The Pirate is inEngland. He may contact his embassy. I want surveillance on theIsraelis there, but� old fool -Rtlfflea Petrov m London isgiving me the runaround."

1, . I ,,. 
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"I'!l talk to hin�" 
"Thank you, sir." 
"And, David?" 
"Yes'?" ,, 
"It was geed. for your sake, I hope it ,vas-good eneugh-. 

There was a click as Andropov hung up. Rostov laughed

tmeasily as -some ef the tension drained out of him, a�d he

thought/ Let them do their worst-Dickstein, Hassan, Fehks-I
can handle them. 

"Success?" the operator asked with a smile. 
"Yes," Rostov saidl-a-A-tl-heped he was righ/. � 

Eight 

IT WASkA WRENCH for Dickstein to leave Suza in _the mornin�
He was still . . . ktunned \was the 11.1ord _fot--ttl . . . at eleven

A.M., sitting in the window of a restaurant m the Fulham Road 
waiting for Pierre Borg to show. He had left a message with 
airport information at Heathrow telling Borg to go to a cafe 
opposite the one where Dickstein now sat. He thought he was 
likely to stay � for a long time, maybe permane­
ntly. 

He had awakened at six o'clock, and .fuk a moment of panic 
wondering where he was. Then he saw Suza's long brown hand 
lying on the pillow beside his head, curled up like a small animal 
sleeping, and the night had come FushiA-g back, and he could 
hardly believe his good fortune. He thought he should not wake 
her, but suddenly he could not keep his hands off her body. She 
opened her eyes at his touch, and they made love playfully, 
smiling at one another, laughing sometimes, and looking into 
each other's eyes at the moment of climax. AA-orward they fooled 
around in the kitchen, half-dressed, making the coffee too weak 
and burning the toast. 

He- \vanted to stay there forever. 
Suza had picked up his undershirt with a cry of horror. "What's

this?" 
"My undershirt." 
"Undershirt? I forbid you to wear undershirts. They're old­

fashioned and unhygienic and they'll get in the way when I want
to feel your nipples." / 

Her expression was so lecherous that he -l:iad to laugh. "All• ht " h "d "I ' ng , e sa1 . won t wear them. �ly dirty
�- '' 

"Good." She opened the window and threw the undershirt outinto the street, and he laughed all over again.
J. "But you mustn't wear trousers}"-hs--&1-k-l;

"Why not?" 
It was his turn to leer. 
"But all my trousers have flys." 
"N d " l ·ct "N o goo , 1e sa1 . o room to maneuver _ "
And-aft like that. 
They acted as if they had just invented sex. The only faintlyunhappy moment came when she looked at his scars and askedhow l�e got them. "We've had three wars since I_ went to Israel,"he said. It was the truth, but not the whole truth.

tV 
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i "What made you go to Israel?"
"Safety." 

T.R.,

"But it's just the opposite of safe there.". . 
"It's a different kind of safety." He said this �t-made

�-™I to explain it, then(changed his mind - he

� her to know all about him. "There had to be a place

where nobody could say, 'You're different, you're not_ a human

being, you're a Jew,' where nobody could bre�k my wmdows ��
experiment on my body just because I'm Jewish. You see •••

She had been looking at him with that clear-eyed, frank gaze of
hers and he had struggled to tell her the whole truth, without
evasions, without trying to make it look better than it was. "It
didn't matter to me whether we chose Palestine or Uganda or
Manhattan Island-wherever it was, I would have said, 'That
place is mine,/ and I would have fought with my lifo to keep it.
That's why I never try to argue the moral right( and wrongi...of the 
establishment of Israel. AbstFacts like justice and fair play never 
entered into it.fer me. After the war·. -� well, the suggestion that 
the concept of fair play had any role in international politics 
seemed like � � si�k jokt I'm not pre�e�ding this is an
admirable attitude, I'm Just tellmg you how 1t 1s for me. Any 

// 
t<>otl-. �,J �._; l I 

vv 

v 

other place Jews live-New York, Paris, Toronto-no matter 
how good it is, how assimilated they are, they never know how 

V long it's going to last, how soon,the next crisi�will come'that can Lf1 
conveniently be blamed on them. In Israel I know that whatever 
happens, I woQ't be a victim of that. So, with that problem out of / 
the way, we can get on and deal with the realities that arc part of / /
everyone's life�planting and reaping, buying and selling, fight- 0 
ing and dying. That's why I went, I think .. . Maybe I didn't see 

/ 

/ 

I 

it all so clearly back then-in fact, I've never put it into words like o."ywv.y this-but that's how I fel�" A ' . . / V . 
After a moment Suza said, "My father ��that Israel itself is �ol�S the ,0f'"' 0 

I I 

now a racist society." 
{ [ (\ ✓ V V

"That's what a--H:}t of the young r,et)J:)k say J b.i:id I suppos� the. �O\t"�s �t.CS 0
,!J1ey've got a point. lf�e-41 ... " T � v , /' � � � 

She looked at him, waiting. 
/ "If you and I had a child, theykij refuse to classify him as Wol1ld �

Jewish. Heft\ be a second-class citizen. But I don't think that sort wo'-'\(\ I
of thing will last forever. At the moment the religious zealots are

/ v-powerful in the government _ it's inevitable, Zionism was a 0 <fl v V v' 
re_ligious movement. -Bttt �s the nation matures� that fi f\ 

. / _will fade away. The -rel-ig.ious. laws are already controversial. f�te.i V 
We're fighting th�m, and\in the end FZe'l1 wiil." V / �She came to him and put her head on his shoulder, and they

L/' '- { '--·// held each other without speaking. He b� that she did� ;,I\ ,i(tf\c..e./ kt\t\.\J l\ot 
'feall;' care about Israeli politics/ lRft� it was the mention of a son�() g-} 1 ,0 / that had moved her. ---.- n 

Sitting in the restaurant window, remembering, he knew that
L.-

l-,,""" (/-he wanted -to k�� Suza in his Iifek and he wondered what he � 1' a\w"ys

/ , / would do 1f she refused to go to ��. How weule he-c-heew \,Jh\l� wo� \� �(... 3 ive. ur, I/ �� Israel or Suza? /... TI "'- 'H� d.id f\01 1,"'ow -�___. 1 

He_ watched. the street. It was typical June weather: raining 
/ steadily and elttlfy. _The familiar red b�1ses and black cabs swished \ \\;te. tole! Vup and down, buttmg throu�h the ram, splashing in thcfpuddles -k t\-.t..

on the road. A country of his own, a woman of his own-I-ma be ()he could have both. 
y 

I should be so lucky. 

n _ - '· n . _. 

/ 

\ 



9!1!19 

0001 

0002 

0003 

0004 

0005 

0006 

0007 

0008 

0009 

0010 

OOll 

' 0012 

0013 

001-1

'
0015 

0016 

0017 

0018 

0019 

0020 

0021 

0022 

0023 

002·1 

0025 

0026 

0027 

0028 

0029 

0030 

0031 

0032 

0033 

0034 

0035 

0036 

0037 

0038 

0039 

0040 

0041 

0042 

00-13

0041 

00:1;; 

00-16/

,r'7 
00-18

0049 

0050 

0051 

0052 

005:i 

0051 

00:'>5 

0056 

oo.;, 

0058 

0000 

ouuK rrcss • • 
l 02 08 Galley 0134 Take 0001 Version coc e

_ -06/29/79 J
C
ob

S 
00005D

9
N
2810lfcrszo 3J�5 t�·oi

o 
Pr�s•��

c 
Triple, l l/l4x26 T.R., 606. can,, 1 9, , 

A cab drew up outside the cafe opposite, and Dickstein t�nsed, 

leanino closer to his window and peering through the ra1�. He 

recogcized the bulky figure of Pierre Borglln a dark short r�mcoat 

and a trilby haticlimbing out of the cab. He did not recogmze the 

:econd man, who got out and paid the driver. The two men went 

into the cafe. Dickstein looked up and down the road. . 
A gray Mark II Jaguar had stopped on a double yell�w hne fi_fty 

yards from the cafe. Now it reversed and backed mto , a side 
street parking on the corner within sight of the cafe. The 
passe�ger got out and walked toward the cafe. . 

Dickstein left his table and went to the phon,e boot� m the
restaurant entrance. He could still see the cafe opposite. He 
dialed its number. 

"Yes?" 
"Let me speak to Bill, please." 
"Bill? Don't know him." 
"Would you just ask, please?" 
"Sure. Hey, anybody here called Bill?" A pause. "Yes, he's 

coming." 
After a moment Dickstein heard Borg's voice. "Yes?"
"Who's the face with you?" 
"Head of London Station. Do you think we can trust him?" 
Dickstein ignored the sarcasm. "One of you picked up a

shadow. Two men in a gray Jaguar." 
·"We saw them." 
"Lose them." 
"Of course. Listen, you ·know this town-what's the best

way?" 
"Send the Head of Station back to the Embassy in a cab. That 

should lose the Jaguar. Wait ten minutes, then take a taxi to ... " 
Dickstein hesitated, trying to think of a quiet street not too far 
away_ "To Redcliffe Street. I'll meet you there." 

"Agre ea." 
Dickstein looked across the road. "Your shadow is just going 

into your cafeJ,, 1 . . A 1 

HetRtitl�:ent back to his window seat and watched. The �-/' 
l-::i '- \../ \..,/" other man came out of the cafe, opened an umbrella�nd stood at rr•

the curb looking for a cab. The tail had either recognized Borg at v 

. .... 

the airport or had been following the Head of Station for some 
t � other reason.(A taxi pulled up. When it Ieft,;t gray Jaguar came � It «,d n� / t.. a.t.1out of the side street and followed. Dickstein left the restaurant 

_..,, } and hailed a cab for himself. Taxi drivers make out well -eff of o.o ] e.l,\-t 
spies, he thought. 

He told the cabbie to go to Redcliffe Street and wait. After eleven minutes another taxi entered the street and Borg got out. "Flash your lights," Dickstein said/ ':that's the man I'm meeting._jBorg saw the lights and waved acknowledgment. As he was paying, a third taxi entered the street and stopped. Borg spotted it. 
The shadow in the third taxi was waiting to see what happened.Borg realized this, and began to walk away from his cab.Dickstein told his driver not to flash his lights again. 
Borg walked past them. The tail got out of his taxi, paid thedriver and walked after Borg. When the tail's cab had gone Borg turned, came back to Dickstein's cab,[ got in. Dickstein said, ( aC\cl"Okay, let's go." They pulled away, 'teaving the tail on the pavement looking for another taxi. It was a quie.t street/ he would Onot find one for five or ten minutes. 

Insert a comma
Insert a comma

Substitute a period
Substitute okay
Substitute tail
Insert He hung up.
Delete
Insert a comma
Insert It did not make any difference. 
Substitute the

Substitute do
Substitute out
Substitute a period
Capitalize the T

Insert and

Substitute colon



9999 

0001 

0002 

000:1 

0004 

0005 

OOOG 

0007 

0008 

0009 

0010 

0011 

0012 

0013 

0014 

0015 .. 
001G 

0017 

0�18 

0019 

0020 

0021 

0022 

0023 

002'1 

0025 

002G 

0027 

0028 

0029 

0030 

0031 

00:12 

0033 

003·1 

0035 

0036 

0037 

0038 

0039 

00�0 

00·11 

00-12

00-13

OOH 

OOH 

0046 

0047 

00�8 

OO·l!l 

0050 

0051 

00:i2 

0053 

0051 

0055 

0056 

0057 

0058 

00.�!J 

nook Press . 02 08 Galle o I 35 Take 0001 V ers1on code - . 9 
.... 

b 60005928 0 Jer 00 Key Bd. 80 Date 06/_9/ /9 . 
J

o 
. DN l 1 � SN 324-3, Book Press: Triple, I l/l 4x2b 

C.Sc,m., 1 , 

Bo_rg said,. "Net--ootl." 
Q.iootein-did.n 't a o�. 

.b The driver said "What -tfle-lre-H was all that aboutk" 
, " 

"Don't worry," Dickstein told him. "We're secret agents. 

The cabbie laughed. "Where to now-MI5?" 
"The Science Museum." 
Dickstein sat back in his seat/lsmiled at Borg. "\,Vell, -e-1-a Bill, 

lhow the hell are you?" 
'°' Borg frowned at him. "What have you got to be so -ettf:l'lfle0 
cheerful about?" 

They did not speak again in the_ cab, and Dickstein realized he
had not-feally prepared himsel(for this meeting. He should have 
decided in advance what he wanted from Borg and how he was 
going to get it. 

� What do I want? The an�wer came up out of the back of his 
mind/ hit him like a slap. I want to give Israel the stuff of the 
bomb-and then I �ant to go� 

He turned away from Borg. Rain streaked the cab window like 
tears. He was suddenly glad they could not speak because of the 
driver. On the pavement were three coatless hippies, soaking 
wet, their faces and hands upturned to enjoy the rain. If I could

do this, if I could finish this assignment, I could rest. 

The thought made him unaccountably happy. He looked at 
Borg and smiled. Borg turned his face to the window. 

They reached the museum and went inside. � .!)1ey stood in 
front of a reconstructed dinosami Borg said, "I'� thinking of 
taking you off this assignment." 

Dickstein nodded, fighting--ffi kee� deWR- his alarm, -trying te 
�hiflk --t Hassan must be reporting to Cairo, and Borg's man in 
Cairo must be getting the reports and passing them e-R- to Tel 
Aviv_ "I've discovered I'm blown," he told Borg. 

"I knew that weeks ago," Borg said. "If you'd keep in "touch 
you'd be up-to-date on these things." 

"If I kept in touch I'd be blown more often."
Borg grunted and walked on. He took out a cigar, and

Dickstein said, '.'No smoking in here." Borg put the cigar away. 
"Blown is nothing," Dickstein said. "It's happened to me half a 

dozen times. What counts is how much they know." 
"You were i-aentifiee by this Hassan, who,ekeurse knows you

from years back. He's working with the Russians now." 
"But what do they know?" 

"You've been in Luxembourg and France."
"That's not much." 
"I realize it's not much. I know you've been in Luxembourg 

and France too, and I have no idea what you did there." 
"So you'll leave me in," Dickstein said, and looked hard at 

Borg. 
"That depends. What have you been doing?" 

r 
\ 

v v  

v •v

i\,;nki"j fo.1t./ 

( Dickstein continued looking at Borg_ the man had become A 11 Wdl. 11 

fidgety, not knowing what to do with his hatds now that he could not smoke. The bright lights on the displays illuminated his bad V l,/' 

c�mple�ion: -aAA his . troubled face was like a -Rloonscapc. � � fqve.\ po.tk;"�D1ckstem needed to Judge very carefully how much he told Borg+enough to give the impression that a great deal had been O · / 
achieved; not so much that Borg would think he could get-fHs-t- � t/ V 

j (V
any etlIBr man to operate� ... plan_ "I've picked a consion- O.t\c�I O i�'s 0 / ment of uranium for us to steal," he began. "It's going by ship ✓ (/ ./ 
���; .. 

Antwerp to Genoa in November. -1--intefld to hijack' the 
\ '

"" 3.,"j , �
\ 
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. I •• \hit I_ " se.eMe.J. � f ro.x'� •

I Borg -leek-ecl both pleased and -l:1-HC-asy at the audacity of the >-. ·cl . V . 0001 /\ • c.l r � 1-k. �o.• • ,. , 
0002 -netiett.k''How the hell will you keep that secret?" ' 

/
eC\ t t . . l ·tt-\e., , / 

. ·0003 "I'm workino onj{." Dickstein decided to tell Borgla(bit more.··�t J.. Jvst t Qrt o.liln\j _ 
1 • 

{/ 
• • 

000.1 "I have to visir°Lloycl's, here in London. I'm hoping the ship will 

0005 turn out to be one of a series of identical vessels-I'm told most 

0006 ships are built that way. If I can buy an identical vessel, I can 
/ / ooo; switch the two somewhere in the Mediterranean - " 

� / 
' • •• 0008 Baro rubbed his hand across his close-cropped hair twice/ then � I

,/ 
ooo9 pulled bat his ear. "I don't see+" 0 ' 

1 /
,,-

0010 "I haven't figured out the details yet, but I'm sure this is the
l / l ' / , c. ""c1.e.s ti "e. y 

I 0011 only way to do the thing�ecretly, the w��a-nt-it." 
/c / a ,. v;;_ o\.\t 

0012 "'Hiefl get on with it, w-it-h the details." Sti °'"' f'� '-' 

-• �1/ "But you're thinking of pulling me out." 
t 

j "'"----,__ Borg tilted his _h
ead from one side to the ?the( "If I put a� l ) 4 1dwe. i

! r.on experienced man m to replace you, he may be�� too__.. �e"mdl 0 

. � 0016 "And if you put in an unknown he won't be experienced." 
Cl ✓ /

001; � Plus, � I'm really not sure there is anyone, 1 � [ 
0018 experienced or otherwise, who has a Ghan�u-H-ifl.g this off C.<V'i p l.\ll_ j � VJ

/
· V

0019 �}3-t�- And there-was.something else�ich Dicksteir\ 4p5'frc��o4 is j you 
0020 -eicln't know. £. dol'\ 1 t / � 

l :./ 0021 They stopped in front of a model of a nuclear reactor.ft We've k "Wtll ! 11 i) ,t,ksteir\ s�;cl ·
0022 had a report from Qattaraj,/!--Berg said. '/The Russians are 0/ n 

. I 
. 

0023 helping them now. We're�Hl:l�u-R .. I I can't afford delay, iV\ <>. ku.<ry 
I 

O.-dts�e,,.. • _/
' 

002-1 and changes of plan cause delay." /. . � /

, ... 

0025 "Will November be soon enough?" v
,,. 

. Vi .L. 
, 

002G Borg considered-it. "Just," he said/ �me to a decision. (} (:)} �t \e.tMtd to �" _, 1 / � 
002; "All right, I'm leaving you in/-et1-t vou'll have to take evasive 0 « X .;......- l v / � � 
0028 

0029 

0030 

action." 
Dickstein g�nned/and:e-ven slapped Borg on the ba�k. "You're h broctdly <Jl :/

a -k'-tte pal, Pierre. ban t you worry now. I'll run rmgs around • fl'-"""' _________ _ 
0031 them." 

f -' / / _/
oo�;., Borg lef}ked at him. "Just what is it with you?� g0t-re,ligi·01 , rowl\�C\ 

003:1·--"'•"""'..,·'01"'taneeft!ling'1.And efHHe-yt>tt-please stop grinning'(" '/ 6\A �r\ 
1t

003-1 "It's seeing you that does it. Your face is like a tonic. Your 
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sunny disposition is infectious. When you smile, Pierre, the whole 
world smiles with you." 

"You're crazyk" said Borg. 
�-in-a-way,-ef--eettt--se,tte-\�. 

� Pierre Borg -mtgltt-k� vulgar, insensitive, �ven at times 
malicious,(but he was not stupid. "He may be a bastard " -seme 

-&�, "but he's a cl ever bastard." ���-t� _!? y the time they_ parted company he knew that something importa�t had changed m Nat Dickstein's life. 
He thought about it, walking back to the Israeli Embassy atNo. 2 Palace Green in Kensington. In the twenty years sincethey\ei first met, Dickstein had hardly changed. It was still onlyrarely t�at the for_ce of the man showed through. He had alwaysbeen qmet and withdrawn; he continued to look like an out-df­wo�k ba�k clerk; and, except for occasional flashes of rathercymcal wit, he was still dour. 
Until today. 

,J 

__/ 

J: 

\_, I

., .. 
4 

·: .. .;,'. �. --
,,.fJ�56 

At first he had been his usual self-brief to the point ofrudeness
.' 

But toward the end he had come on like the stereo­typed chlfpy cockney f parrow in a Hollywood movie. 
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