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To Al Zuckerman

It must be appreciated that the
only difficult part of making a
fission bomb of some sort is
the preparation of a supply of
fissionable material of adequate
purity; the design of the bomb
itself is relatively GASY.y o

—Lncyclopedia Americana
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9999

0001

0002 THERE WAS a time, just once, when they were all together.

0003 They met many years ago, when they were young, before all

0004 this happened; but the meeting cast shadows far across the

ety 0005 decades.

0006 It was the first Sunday in November, 1947, to be exact; and

0007 cach of them met all the others—indeed, for a few minutes they

0008 were all in one room. Some of them immediately forgot the faces

0009 they saw and the names they heard spoken in formal introduc-

0010 tions. Some of them actually forgot the whole day; and when it

0011 became so important, twenty-one years later, they had to pretend

0012 to remember; to stare at blurred photographs and murmur “Ah,

0013 yes, of course,” in a knowing way.

0014 This early meeting is a coincidence, but not a very startling

0015 one. They were mostly young and able; they were destined to

0016 have power, to take decisions, and to make changes, each in their

; 0017 different ways, in their different countries; and those people often

0018 meet in their youth at places like . Oxford University. Further- i~

0019 more, when all this happened, those who werc not involved V

0020 initially were sucked into it just because they had met the others

002t at Oxford.

0022 However, it did not seem like an espeetally historic meeting at o

0023 the time. It was just another sherry party in a place where there  delete

0024 were too many sherry parties (and, undergraduates would add,

0025 not enough sherry). It was an uneventful occasion. Well, almost.

0026

0027

0028 Al Cortone knocked and waited in the hall for a dead man to

0029 open the door.

0030 The suspicion that his friend was decad had grown to a

0031 conviction in the past three years. First, Cortone had heard that

0032 Nat Dickstein had been taken prisoner. Towards the end of the

0033 war, stories began to circulate about what was happening to Jews

0034 in the Nazi camps. Then, at the end, the grim truth came out.

0035 On the other side of the door, a ghost scraped a chair on the

0036 floor and padded across the room.

b Cortone felt suddenly nervous. What if Dickstein were disa-

035 bled, deformed? Suppose he had become unhinged? Cortone had

R never known how to deal with cripples or crazy men. He and

geiy Dickstein had become very close, just for a few days back in 1943;

A but what was Dickstein like now?

0042 The door opened, and Cortone said: “Hi, Nat.”

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

e came out with one of his ridiculous Cockney phrases: “Gawd,

R stone the crows!”

gl Cortone grinned back, relieved. They shook hands, and

i slapped cach other on the back, and let rip some soldierly

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

Wiy Dickstein’s home was one high-ceilinged room of an old house

Pa in a run-down part of the city. There was a single bed, neatly

o0 made up in army fashion; a heavy old wardrobe of dark wood

e with a matching dresser; and a table piled with books in front of a

o small window. Cortone thought the room looked bare. If he had

R to live here he would put some personal stuff all around to make

it the place look like his own: photographs of his family, souvenirs

Z:;‘; of Niagara and Miami Beach, his high school football trophy.
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Dickstein said: “What I want to know is, how did you find
me?”’ _ )

“I’l] 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 hac} bee.n
replaced with a copy of Plato’s Theaetetus. *“Can human beings 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, mcanest bastard fighting soldier that ever saved my
goddamn life, and I ain’t shittin’ you.”

“Fat? No,” Dickstein said. “This country is 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.”

Cortone looked at Dickstein’s legs. “It mended okay?”’

‘-‘I was lucky. There was a medic in my truck on the POW
train—he set the bone.”

Cortone nodded. “And then the camp . . .” He thought maybe
he should not ask, but he wanted to know.
, chks.tem looked away. “It was all right until they found out
I n‘l Jewish. Do you want a cup of tea? I can’t afford whiskey.”
No.”. Cortone wished he had kept his mouth shut.
don’t drink whiskey in the morning anymore. Life d
as short as it used to.”
Dickstein’s eyes tusred back toward Cortone. “They decided

to find out how many times they could break
place and mend it again.”
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oesn’t seem

a leg in the same
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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 think of anth:ng else
to say. There was a strange expression on l?lckstcm S fficc;
something Cortonc had not seen before, something—he reahze.d
after a moment—that was very like fear. It was odd. After all, it
was over now, wasn’t it? ““Well, hell, at least we won, didn’t we?”
He punched Dickstein’s shoulder. o

Dickstein grinned. “We did. Now, what are you doing in
England? And how did you find me?”

“] 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.” /\ v

“What are you going to doLback home? In-the-States?”’ 9 deleie
“Run the family bus.mess. I've discovered, in the last couple of T
years, that I am a terrific businessman.” SO

“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 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 cvery W4
Saturday and Sunday, since before I can remember. I never ,-/
complained—I love it. Anyway, what else would I study?” /fe ( ﬁ“c&?&_f
Cortone shrugged. “I don’t know, atomic physics maybe, or ° Dy X7 7 Rum, (NT2
business management. Why study at all?”

“To become happy, clever and rich.” v /KWM (j

Cortone shook his head. “Weird as cver, s of girls here?” Sl Dicksteinf

Very few. Besides, I'm busy.” SxEettes % was blushing.

""‘“‘V’T'T"VW‘WLML You're in love, you
fool. I can tell. Who is she?” /

“\"Ve.ll, to be honest . . .” Dickstein was embarrassed. “She’s ’!//
M. A professor’s wife. Exotic, intelligent, the most oul °€ feach
beautiful woman I've ever seen.”

Cortone made a dubious face. “It’s not promising, Nat.”

‘I know, butstill . . .” Dickstein stood up. “You’ll sec what I
mean.”

“I get to meet her?”
' Profe-ssor Ashford is giving a sherry party. I'm invited. I was
Jus“t leaving when you got here.” Dickstein put on his jacket.
A sherry party in Oxford,” Cortone saiqé “Wait till they-heas

about this HE-B&#&IQ@‘Q”) ’
R, /\ M . %

out of reach
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It was a cold, bright morning. Pale sunshine washed tl}e
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.
Cortone kept muttering, “Dreaming spires b——-balls\”

There were very few pcople 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 everyonc
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 becn 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
with him, and then he could go off and study Hebrew Literature
and you would realize you never really knew him at all.

EventuallyRostov 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 Home
will help to break up the last remnants of the British Empire in
the Middle East.”

“Is that the Party line?” Dickstein asked with a faint smile.

“Yes,” 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 you
people out there. Jeez, Nat, you only just escaped from the
goddamn Germans—lJ’

. ‘.I haven’t decided,” Dickstein repeated. He shook his head
irritably. “I don’t know what to do_” It seemed he did not want to
talk about it.

They RIe walking briskly. Cortone’s face was freezing, but he
;\c')asdiirusspslr;ngscl;ir;iz:fhahis winter uniform. The other two began

; dl: ‘@ man called Mosley—the name meant
nothing to Cortone—had been persuaded to enter Oxford in a

; 1at the Martyr’s Memorial. Mosle was ¢
w gathered a moment |ater. Rostov was arguing tilmtqlshg
tmeident p.rovcd how social-democracy was closer to Fascism than
F?ommumsm. Dickstein claimed the undergraduates who organ-
1zed the event were just trying to be “shocking.” ¥

606

V4

o :Fqck ;

Fuck.

v 4

Make space

Corrected
by
proofreads w

"_' ‘/

‘ l: M ‘-. -
\% corrected by
g] l / proofreads

delete substitute !

tascist / b

Substitute Fascist



0030
0031
0932
0633
0034
0035
0036

0037

0038, .

0039
0040
0041
0042
0043
0044
0043
0016

" 0047
0048

0049

0050 ,

. 0051

0052 °

0053

0034

0035
0056
| 0057
0038
0059
| onGo
4061
0062

0000

Book Press i (
Ggﬁcy 0006 Take 0001 Version code 02-08

Job 00005928 Oper 00 Key Bd. 80 Date 06/29/79

C.Scan., DN 119, SN 3243, Book Press: Triple, 11/14x26 T.R,,

‘Cortone listened and watched the two men. They were an odd
couple: tall Rostov, his scarf like a striped bandage, ta%dt?g lo.ng
strides, his too-short trousers flapping like flags; and diminutive
Dickstein with big eyes and round spectacles, wearing a dem(.)b
suit, looking like a skeleton in a hurry. Cortone was no academic,
but he-fisused he could smell ottt bullshit in any language, and he
knew that neither of them was saying what he believed: Rostov
was parroting some kind of official dogma, and Dickstein’s brittle
detaehment masked a different, deeper attitude. When Dickstein
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 .’dccentric, 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
walked 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.”

Small glasses of sherry were lined up with military precision on
a little table. She handed one to Cortone, smiled, and said, “I’m
Eila Ashford, by the way.”

Cortone took in the details as she handed out the drinks. She
was completely unadorned: there was no make-up on her
astonishing face, her black hair was straight, and she wore a white
dress and sandals—yet the effect was almost like nakedness, and
C(?rtone was embarrassed at the[thoughts that sushed through his
mind as he looked at her.
ro?ni fl(])gzetdhl:r:z;lrfi;(l)l (:l(lil‘z 1z;way and fs.tudy his surroundings. The
living slightly beyond their rr%ance ?I“la P.lace WhFTC B
S . . cans. . 1¢ rich Persian carpet was

. y astrip of peeling gray linoleum; someone had been
mending the radio, and its innards were all over a kidney table:
therc were a couple of bright rectangles on the wallpaper whcrc,

- pictures had been taken down; and some of the sherry glasses did

not quite match the set. There were about a doz

room. ¢n people in the
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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
at Worcester College.”

Hassan said, “I know Dickstein.” He shook hands all around.

Cortonc thought he was fairly handsome, for a celered-guy,
and haughty, the way seme-ef-them werc when they made some
money and-getinvited to white homes.

Rostov asked him: “You’re from Lebanon?”

“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 eclegantly. “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 justicef-Pieksterm] what do you think?”

Dickstein took off his glasses. “Never mind justice. Lets—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—gen{-le-menreleaflj{ proves the
necessity for partition.”

t—which—pein{ Eila Ashford offered a box of cigarettes.
Cortone took one, and lit hers. While the others argued about
Palestine, 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.”

.?ortone nodded. “I'm Radiag-eut that I don’t really know him,
either.”

“My husband says he’s a brilliant student.”
“He saved my life.”

‘Goo.d Lord.” She looked at him more closely, as if she were
wonde.rmg whether he was just being melodramatic. She seemed
to decide in his favor. “I’d like to hear about it.”

A m1ddle~age.d man in baggy corduroy trousers touched her
shoul.der and said, “How is everything, my dear?”

Fine,” she said. “MTr. Cortone
Ashford.”

Cortone said, “How are you.”

ill-fitting clothes. Cortone had ht
of Arabia. He thought, maybc

, this is my husband, Professor

Ashford was a balding man in
-teast been expecting Lawrence
Nat has a chance after all,
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4 . /o
| Z:;: Eila said, “Mr. Cortone was telling me how Nat Dickstein / \Mj ik p 1 @,
‘ 0002 saved his life.” il e 1 W o 5 /

0003 “Really!” Ashford said. Felt us-about-it= : ) gl n ‘ f)S do/;fﬁji'”'“*!“%ﬁ) ' /-g

0004 \Certone glanced over at Dickstein, now deep 1n conv-crsatlon ) c Me ( Y

0005 with Hassan and Rostov; and noted how the three men displayed kﬁé’ [ortone. Said .

0006 their attitudes by the way they stood: Rostov with his feet apz}rt,

| - wagging a finger like a teacher, sure in his dogma; Hassan lcanfng Delete. “It's riot a lorig story,
| ooos against a bookcase, one hand in his pocket, smoking, pretending Cotorie said.
. oas that the international debate about the future of his country was
et 0010 of merely academic interest; Dickstein with arms folded tightly,
! o011 shoulders hunched, head bowed in concentration, his stance
L o012 giving the lie to the dispassionate character of his remarks.
" ooi3 Cortone heard The British promised Palestine to the Jews, and the

oot reply, Beware the gifts of a thief. He turned back to the Ashfords

0015 and began to tell them the stor)@)ef—&—}ew—and—a-%p.—h—muy

0016 seemed-a-long time-ago;-but-he-would-never-forget-it.

o “It was in Sicily, near a place called Ragusa, a hill town,” he

s getle said. “I’d taken a T-force around the outskirts. To thec north of
0019 the town we came on a German tank in a little hollow, on the
i edge of a clump of trees. The tank looked abandoned but I put a
SRR (P grenade into it to make sure. As we drove past there was a
) 0022 shot—only one—and a German with a machine gun fell out of a
0028 tree. He’d been hiding up there, ready to pick us off as we passed.
0024 It was pld Nat Dickstein who shot him.”
0025 'Eila’s eyes sparkled with something like excitement, but her
0026 husband had gone white. Obviously the Professor had no
0027 stomach for tales of life and dcath. Cortone thought[,izf that

0028 upsets you, pop, I hope Dickstein never tells you any of his

0029 stories.

0030 “The British had come around the town from the other side,”

| o031 Cortone went on. “Nat had seen the tank, like I did, and smelled
| oos2 a trap. He had spotted the sniper and was waiting to see if there
0033 were any more when we turned up. If he hadn’t been so damn
0034 smart I’d be ﬂ dead Halran.”
0035 The other two were silent for a moment. Ashford said, “It’snot  j.1ate  delete
0036 long ago, but we forget so fast.”
| 0037 ~ Eilaremembered her other guests. “I want to talk to you some

0038 more before you go,” she said to Cortone. She went across the

0039 room to where Hassan was trying to open a pair of doors that

0010 gave on to the garden.

0041 Ashford brushed nervously at the wispy hair behind his ears.

0042 ““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 really been as adventurous as Dickstein claimed. “Later, I
took him to meet my cousins—the family comes from Sicily. We
had pasta and wine, and they made a hero of Nat. We were

together only for a few days, but we were like brothers, you
know?”

“Indeed.”

.“When I heard he was taken prisoner, I figured I'd never sece
him again.”

“Do you know what happencd to him?”” Ashford said. “He
doesn’t say much . . .”

‘Cortone shrugged. “He survived the camps.”
He was fortunate.”
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“Was he?” BT / jﬂ

Ashford looked at Cortone for a moment, hesitated, then
turned away and looked around the room. Afte.r a moment he
said, ““This is not a very typical Oxford gathering, you know.
Dickstein, Rostov and Hassan are somewhat unusual students.
You should mecet Toby—he’s the archetypal undergraduate.” He
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—MTr. Cortone.” .

Toby shook hands and said abruptly: “Any chance of a tip from
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.”

Attt Cortone said was, “I thought chess was an old man’s

Substitute confused

game.”
Toby said: “Ah!” rather loudly, and emptied his glass. He and

(A3 N
Ashford seemed shocked by Cortone’s remark —— Just-thed a q&g"d'[ O} g} i
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?” / 2
Suza went over to Dickstein. “Good morning, Nat. Would you \/" ‘ \
like to stroke Hezekiah?” / ﬁ / N
“She’s g very cute ftttepirt,” Cortone said to Ashford — “I v Q q‘l RIS
have to talk to Nat. Would you excuse me?”’ amd went over to  He / ‘5&(
Dickstein, who was kneeling down and stroking the cat. v é{
Nat and Suza sleasly seemed to be pals. He told her, “This is gl \ %

my friend Alan.” ' Roman
“We’ve met,” she said, and fluttered her eyelashes{ and ol S]

Cortone thought/ She learnedfrom her mother. @
“We were in the war together,” Dickstein continued. o Rt '
Suza looked directly at Cortone. “Did you kill people?” ( A)s/ g
He hesitatedl, then| “Sure.” © 4 ikl \N‘
“Do you feel bad about it?” s T Wi ku;l
“Not too --..£h€}’ were P!'eff'}"’bﬂﬂ pCOPIC.”. \)&J / L 1

Substitute wicked

“Nat feels bad about it. That’s why he doesn’t like to talk about i
it too much.” ; l/ \/

The kid seemad-to-be-the<alyanc udwe had got amything out of g\ i /

BN

\ r_: 7

’ - R L il il
Dickstein 3 '
_ fown-upl
The cat jumped out of Suza’s arms with surprising agility. She A then ol tek a f)
chased after it. Dickstein stood up. Qb\\' m&‘ﬂe’f V
“I wouldn’t say Mrs. i ”» :
o y Mrs. Ashford is out of reach,” Cortone said Insert than all the grown-ups put

i ] kg . together.
Wouldn’t you?” Dickstein said. :

“She can’t be more than twenty-five. He’s at least twenty years
older, and I'll bet he’s no pistol. If they got married before the

war, she must have been around seventeen at the time. And they (
don’t exaetly seem affectionate.” @
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«I wish I could believe you,” Dickstein said. E—xcq;(l_}_c was not
as interested as he should have been-Eortone—thoughf. “Come
and see the garden.”

They went through the French doors. The sun was strongc.r,
and the bitter cold had gone from the air. The garden stretched in
a grecn-and-brown wilderness down to the edge of the river.
They walked away from the housc.

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, che:ss n?atch.cs, sherry /-"
parties . . . I might as well be on Mars. My life is doing Ficals,
fighting off the competition, making a few bucks. I was fixing to
offer you a job in my business, Nat} but I guess I'd be wasting my

time.”
“Alan .. .”

“List@), what the hell. We'dpprobably lose toych now—I"m not
exaetly-your-aee letter writer.l\I won’t forget‘[.t.ggu.gh[,_r.ba.l_l_owe
you my life. One of these days you might want to callin the debt.
You know where to find me.”

Dickstein opened his mouth to speak, then they heard the  Substitute much ofa
voices. Insert But

“Oh ... no, not here, not now . ..” It was a woman. Delete

“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 opcned, then the hedge turned a right angle and ran
along the river bank. The voices came clearly from the other side \

of the foliage.
The woman spoke again, low and throaty. “Don’t, damn you, W Scfeal"\-/
o |

-’

Dickstein and Cortone stepped through the gap. o o
W}U’eﬁ Corfone hw—Biﬁmnqsp;cthBkkﬁ%ehHwould.——q M’
Ancver what he saw there. €ortone stared at the two people, A He| ik

then glanced at Dickstein by face was gray wi 1shockljl:l;e;':rj‘4>cs’;‘)ﬁtst‘“"‘1§

faet{ 1goked ilJ\ Cortone iéoke the Couple:— A s ht
. The|woman’ was Eila Ashford.The sKirt o -‘ was
around her waist, her face was flush ith pleasure, and/the-man

%gYasif Hassan.

i _é—ae—lmgeﬁook—zrt—a-l}-.g]
———t——RAY

One

WL was kf“iv:j

—

She was kissing.

THE PUBLIC-ADDRESS system at Cairo airport made a noise like a
doorbell, and then the arrival of the Alitalia flight from Milan was
announced -in Arabic, Italian, French and English. Towfik
el-Masirilv—nox,,effewse,—his—feahmm'cﬁleft his table in the
b'uffet and made his way out to the observation deck. He put on
his sunglasses to look over the shimmering concrete apron. The
Caravelle was already down and taxiing.

Towfik was there because of a cable. It had come that morning ;
from his “uncle” in Rome,[in code. Any business could use : Aond ot had heen
code for international telegrams, provided it first lodged the key
to the code with the post office. Such codes were used more to
save money—by reducing common phrases to single words—than
to keep. secrets. Towfik’s uncle’s cable, transcribed according to
the registered code book, gave details of his late aunt’s will
However, Towfik had another key, and the message he read was:.

QA
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Insert it had been
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(ortone would neves 5-or3e.\’ what he Saw
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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

WIFE ONLY.

The passengers began to file out of the aircraft, and Towfik
deteeted his man 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 sorc feet, no seminars on tedium.
And it was beginning to seem like There is something wrong herey
beginning to seem Lookout [ookoul/ 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

. Moror ComMPANY, 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 stood 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. He
touched 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, “I
never understand why this has to take so long.” He smiled, and
spoke quietly, so that the businessman leaned closer to hear him
and smiled back; and the pair of them looked like acquaintances
having a casual conversation.

.The businessman said, “The formalities take longer than the
flight.”
: Towfik stole another glance at the other agent. The man stood
in the same position, watching the exit. He had not attempted any
camouflage. Did that mean that he had not spotted Tow(ik? Or

was it just that he had second-guessed Towlik, by deciding that a
plece of camouflage would give him away?
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The passengers began to cmerge, 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 little
knot of passengers to come through.

The other agent approached them and shook hands.

Of course. éle agent was there to mect Schulz.

Towfik wafched 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 9n
sunglasses and a white cotton cap. Now he would not be easjlly
recognizable as the man who had been waiting at the meeting
point. "y

He figured the agent would have parked in a no-waiting zone
right outside the main entrance, so he drove that way. He was
right. He saw the porters loading the Schulz baggage into the
boot of a five-year-old gray Mercedes. He drove on.

He steered his dirty Renault oﬁfo 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 passed him two
or three minutes later, and he accelerated to keep it within 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? He could be a
banker, arms manufacturer, rocketry expert or cotton buyer. He
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
Me.rcedc::s. However, two minutes later the other car turned into a
residential street near the Officers’ Club and stopped outside an
:dpartm'ent block with a jacaranda trec in the garden. Towfik
immediately took a right turn and was out of sight before the
doors of the other car could open. He parked, jumped out, and
:;:z:];e? back t(? the COIT.ICI‘. He was in time to see the agent and
: C 1u.lzes disappear into the building followed by a caretaker
In galabiya struggling with their luggage.
m;O::Voﬁlll(lciocook;\int? and down the street. There was nowhere a

ngly idle. He returned to his car, backed it

around' the corner and parked between two other cars on the
same side of the road as the Mercedes,
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0005: Half an hour later the agent came out alone, got into his car,
0002 and drove off.
0003 Towfik settled down to wait.
0004
0005
. ondks It went on for two days, then it broke.
i Until then the Schulzes behaved like tourists, and seemed to
8008 enjoy it. On the first evening they had dinner in a nightclub and
ot watched a troupe of belly-dancers. Next day they did the
oo 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.
0013 Towfik left his car near the Gayer-Anderson Museum and
ot followed them. They took a perfunctory look around the mosque
9t and headed cast on the Shari al-Salibah. They were dawdling,
dote looking at fountains and buildings, peering into dark tiny shops,
0017 watching baladi women buy onions and peppers and camel’s feet
0018 at street stalls.
0019 They stopped at a crossroads and went into a tea-shop. Towfik
0020 crossed the street to the sebeel, a domed fountain behind
0021 windows of iron lace, and studied the baroque relief around its
0022 walls. He moved on up the street, still within sight of the
0023 tea-shop, and spent some time buying four misshapen giant
0024 tomatoes from a white-capped stallholder whose feet were bare.
0025 The Schulzes came out of the tea-shop and turned north,
0026 following Towfik, into the street market. Here it was easier for
0027 Towfik to idle, sometimes ahead of them and sometimes behind.
0028 Frau Schulz bought slippers and a gold bangle, and paid too much
0029 for a sprig of mint from a half-naked child. Towfik got far enough
0030 in front of them to drink a small cup of strong, unsweetened
0031 Turkish coffee under the awning of a café called Nasif’s.
0032 They left the strect market and cntered a covered soug
0033 specializing in saddlery. Schulz glanced at his wristwatch and
0034 . spoke to his wife—giving Towfik the first faint tremor of
0035 ~anxiety—and then they walked a little faster until they emerged
0036 at Bab Zuweyla, the gateway to the original walled city.
0037 For a few moments the Schulzes were obscured from Towfik’s
9938 view by a donkey pulling a cart loaded with Ali-Baba jars, their
0039 mouths stoppered with crumpled paper. When the cart passed,
oy Towfik saw that Schulz was saying goodbye to his wife and getting
0w into an oldish gray Mercedes.
0042 Towfik cursed under his breath.
i The car door slammed and it pulled away. Frau Schulz waved.
wn Towfik read the license plate—it was the car he had followed
P from Heliopolis—and saw it go west then turn left into the Shari
e Port Said.
oL Forgetting Frau Schulz, he turned around and broke into a run.
% They had been walking for about an hour, but they had
' g covered only a mile. Towfik sprinted through the saddlery sougq
gy and the street market, dodging around the stalls and bumping
bl into robed men and women in black, dropping his bag of
i tomatoes in a collision with a Nubian sweeper, until he reached A
A the museum and his car. / —
ki He dropped into the driver’s seat, breathing hard and grimac- 4 v
B ing at the pain in his side. He started the engine and pulled away e
s on an interception course for the Shari Port Said. 0l \
[tk The traffic was light, so when he hit the main road he guessed s :
eae he must be behind the Mercedes. He continued southwest‘f, over ﬂ VAlhd!
- the island of Roda and the Giza Bridge on to the Giza Road. ‘
: Corrected by
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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 Tow.ﬁk
decisively and finally. No, he had simply been taking a morning
walk through the market before meeting somcone 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 scemed 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 sidc 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 down, and all the careful
camouflage and tricks of the trade became uselc(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 might be their
destination.

Sixty kilometers on, deep in the desert and beginning to worry
about getting 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 café. Towfik

got out of the car and spoke to an old man watering a bony
buffalo.

“Have you seen a gray Mercedes?”

The peasant stared at him blankly, as if he were speaking a
foreign language.

“Have you seen a gray car?”

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

“When?”

“Today.”

Th.at was probably as precise an answer as he could hope for
“Which way did it 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
engine and looked again at the gasoline gauge. He had enough
fuel 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
tha’Renault 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 go 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 cleven-thirty he
ebserved 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 RenaulEﬁad 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,La middle-aged
man who has travelled too far. He left the car and went into the
building without looking back. After dropping him, the agent
firove past the Renault and looked straight at Towfik for an
m'stant. There was nothing Towfik could do about that [ so-he
tm:f%-hafd-11t.7t*-t~o-aﬂaw—it4&wgpny.him,_and_askcd—h-itm*e+f~%he
erucialquestiag.

Where had Schulz been? It had taken him most of a day to get
there, Towfik speculated; he had spent a night, a full day and a
second night thcre;Ascveral possibilities: the desert road went all
the way to Matruh on the Mediterranean coast; there was a
turn-off to Karkur Tohl in the far south; with et

a change of car and
a desert guide they could even have :
. gone to a rendezvous
border with Libya. Hines

Tyiple, 11/14x26 T.R., 606
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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. 4

Hc’ got out of the car and entered the garden of thc. bunldlrlg.
He stepped orifo the dusty lawn and found a vantage point behind
a bush from where he could see into the hall through the open
front door. The Nubian(was sitting on a low wooden bench,
picking his nose.

Towfik waited.

Twenty minutes later the man left his bench and disappeared

into the back of the building.
Towfik hurried through the hall and ran, soft-footed, up the

staircase.

He had three Yale-type skeleton keys, but none of them fitted
the lock of apartment three. In the end he got ie door open with a
piece of bendy plastic broken off a college sct-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 notg_c_:ﬂg\?itch 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 lecturc 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 shoes, 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 plastic container, 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.

The airline labels from the luggage were in a waste basket in
the little hall. The Schulzes’ address was in Boston, Massachu-
setts, which probably mcant that the Professor taught at Harvard
MIT or 01.1e of the many lesser universities in the arca. Towfik dic;
somF rapid arithmetic. Schulz would have been in his twenties
during World War Two: he could easily be one of the German
rocketry experts who went to the USA after the war.

Make space
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Or not. You did not have to be a Nazi to work for the Arabs.

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

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

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

The night was cool. Later in the year the air would be warm
and fragrant with the blossom of the jacaranda tree in the garden
below. The city traffic snored in the distance. It reminded Towfik
of his father’s apartment in Jerusalem. He wondered how long it
would be before he saw Jerusalem again.

He had done all he could here. He would look again at that
foolscap pad, to see whether Schulz’s pencil had pressed hard
enough to leave an impression on the next page. He turned away
from the parapet and crossed the balcony to the French windows
leading back into the drawing room.

He had his hand on the door when he heard the voices.

Towfik froze.

“I’'m sorry, honey, I just couldn’t face another overdone
steak.”

“We could have eaten something, for god’s sake.”

The Schulzes were back.

Towfik rapidly reviewed his progress through the rooms:
bedrooms, bathroom, drawing room, kitchen . .. he had re-
placed everything he had touched, except the little plastic box.
He had to keep that anyway. Schulz would have to assume he had
lost it.

If Towfik could get away unseen now, they might never know
he had been there.

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

It had been his first burglary, and he felt pleased. It had gone as
smoothly as a training exercise, even to the early return of the
occupant and sudden exit of spy by prearranged emergency
fogte. He grinned in the dark. He might yet live to see that desk
job.

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

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

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

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

He jammed on the brakes and looked into the back seat, and
then he knew, with unbearable sadness, that he would never see
Jerusalem again.

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

oA N
Drive on,” the man said in Arabic,

“but not quite so f
please.” - o

Insert new paragraph who...?
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What is your name?
Towfik el-Masiri.

Describe yourself. :
Age twenty-six, five-foot-nine, one hundred and eighty

pounds, brown eyes, black hair, Semitic features, light brown

>R xR

skin.

Who do you work for?

I am a student.

What day is today?

Saturday.

What is your nationality?

Egyptian.

What is twenty minus seven?

: Thirteen.

The above questions are designed to facilitate fine calibration of the
lie detector.

You work for the CIA.

No. (TRUE)

The Germans?

No. (TRUE)

Israel, then.

No. (FALSE)

You really are a student?

Yes. (FALSE)

Tell me about your studies.

I'm doing chemistry at fAd=Azhaf. (TRUE) I'm interested in
polymers. (TRUE) I want to be a petrochemical engineer.
(FALSE)

What are polymers?

Complex organic compounds with long-chain molecules—the
commonest is polythene. (TRUE)

What is your name?

I told you, Towfik el-Masiri. (FALSE)

The pads attached to your head and chest measure your
pulse, heartbeat, breathing and perspiration. When you tell
untruths, your metabolism betrays you—you breathe faster,
sweat more, and so on. This machine, which was given to us
by our Russian friends, tells me when you are lying. Besides, I
happen to know that Towfik el-Masiri is dead. Who are you?
: (no reply)

: The wire taped to the tip of your penis is part of a different

machine. It is connected to this button here. When I press the
button—

A: (scream)

Q: —an electrical current passes through the wire and gives you
a shock. We have put your feet in a bucket of water -to
improve the efficiency of the apparatus. What is your name?

A: Avram Ambache.

The electrical apparatus interferes with the functioning of the lie
detector.

Q: Have a cigarette.
A: Thank you.

Q: Believe it or not, I hate this work. The trouble is, people who

like it are never any good at it—you need sensitivity, you

know. I'm a sensitive person . . . I hate to see pcople suffer.
Don’t you?

ZRZRZR20Q
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: So am I. Now, then, tell me
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A: (no reply)
Q;

You're now trying to think of ways to resist me. Please don’t
bother. There is no defense against modern techniques
of . . . interviewing. What is your name?

Avram Ambache. (TRUE)

Who is your control?

I don’t know what you mean. (FALSE)

Is it Bosch?

No, Friedman. (READING INDETERMINATE)

It is Bosch.

Yes. (FALSE)

No, it’s not Bosch. It’s Krantz.

Okay, it’s Krantz—whatever you say. (TRUE)

How do you make contact?

I have a radio. (FALSE)

You’re not telling me the truth.

(scream)

How do you make contact?

A dead-letter box in the faubourg.

You are thinking that when you are in pain, the lie detector

“will not function properly, and that there is therefore safety in

torture. You are only partly right. This is a very sophisticated
machine, and I spent many months learning to use it properly.
After I have given you a shock, it takes only a few moments to
readjust the machine to your faster metabolism; and then I
can once more tell when you are lying. How do you make
contact?

: A dead-letter—(scream)

Ali! He’s kicked his feet free—these convulsions are very
strong. Tie him again, before he comes round. Pick up that
bucket and put more water in it.

(pause)

Right, he’s waking, get out. Can you hear me, Towfik?
(indistinct)

What is your name?

(no reply)

A little jab to help you—

(scream)

—to think.

Avram Ambache.

What day is today?

Saturday.

What did we give you for breakfast?

Fava beans.

What is twenty minus seven?

Thirteen.

What is your profession?

I'm a student. No don’t please and a spy yes I’'m a spy don’t
touch the button please oh god oh god—

How do you make contact?

Coded cables.

Have a cigarette. Here . . . oh, you don’t seem to be able to
hold it between your lips—Ilet me help . . . there.

Thank you.

Just try to be calm. Remember
truth, there will be no pain.
(pause)

Are you feeling better?
Yes.

, as long as you’re telling the

about Professor Schulz. Why
were you following him?

Triple, 11/14x26 T.R.,

606
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I was ordered to. (TRUE)

By Tel Aviv?

Yes. (TRUE)

Who in Tel Aviv?

I don’t know. (READING INDETERMINATEE)

: But you can guess.

Bosch. (READING INDETERMINATE)

Or Krantz?

Perhaps. (TRUE)

Krantz is a good man. Dependable. How s his wife?

Very well, I—(scream)
His wife died in 1958. Why do you make me hurt you? What

did Schulz do?

Went sightseeing for two days, then disappeared into the
desert in a gray Mercedes.

And you burglarized his apartment.

Yes. (TRUE)

What did you learn?

He is a scientist. (TRUE)

Anything else?

American. (TRUE) That’s all. (TRUE)

Who was your instructor in training?

Ertl. (READING INDETERMINATE)

That wasn’t his real name, though.

I don’t know. (FALSE) No! Not the button let me think it was
just a minute I think somebody said his real name was
Manner. (TRUE)

Oh, Manner. Shame. He’s the old-fashioned type. He still
believes you can train agents to resist interrogation. It’s his
fault you’re suffering so much, you know. What about your
colleagues? Who trained with you?

FLOREOPD202>0 > Q?Q?Q?@?Q?Q?

Q

I never knew their real names. (FALSE)
Didn’t you?
(scream)
Real names.
Not all of them—
Tell me the ones you did know.
(no reply)
(scream)
The prisoner fainted.
(pause)
Q: What is your name?
A: Uh . .. Towfik. (scream)
Q: What did you have for breakfast?
A: Don’t know.
Q: What is twenty minus seven?
A: Twenty-seven.
Q: What did you tell Krantz about Professor Schulz?
A: Sightseeing . . . Western Desert . . . surveillance
aborted .
Q: Who did you train with?
A: (no reply)
Q: Who did you train with?
A: (scream)
Q: Who did you train with?
A:

Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of
death—

()

o Se Z{,
oo 7
\ /

/w.fjc 4

\um.'s 1.4—-'

o) »
’ P
O ¥} y
\ 4%
-‘ < q



49999
0001
0002
0003
0004
0005
0006
0007
0008
0009
0010
0011
0012
0013
0014
0015
0016
0017
0018
0019
0020

0021

0030
0031
0032
0033
0034
0035
0036
0037
0038
0039
0040
0041
0042
0043
0044
0045
0016
0047
00418
0049
0050
0051
0052
0053
0054
0055
0056
0057
0058
0059
0060

0000

Job 00005928 Oper 00 Key Bd. 80 Date 0G/29775 W ..o o6

Book Press . ;
Ggﬁcy 0021 Take 0001 Version code 02-08

C.Scan., DN 119, SN 3943, Book Press: Triple,

Q: Who did you train with?
A: (scream)
The prisoner died.

When Kawash asked for a meeting, Pierre Borg went. There was
no discussion about times and places: Kawash sent a message
giving the rendezvous, and Borg made sure to be there. Kawash
was the best double agent Borg had ever had, and that was tlTat.

The head of the MOSS&dHﬁ%&F&—}rﬁﬁ-ﬁgﬁfﬁe—ﬁfgﬁﬂmmol.d
stood at one end of the northbound Bakerloo Line platform in
Oxford Circus Subway station, reading an advertisement for a
course of lectures in Theosophy, waiting for Kawash. He had no
idea why the Arab had chosen London for this meeting; no idea
what he told his masters he was doing in the city; no idea, even,
why Kawash was a traitor. But this man had helped the Israelis
win two wars and avoid a third, and Bord needed him.

Borg glanced along the platform, looking for a high brown
head with a large, thin nose. He had an idea he knew what
Kawash wanted to talk about. He hoped his idea was right.

Borg was very worried about the Schulz affair. It had started
out as a piece of routine surveillance, just the right kind of
assignment for his newest, rawest agent in Cairo: a high-powered
American physicist on vacation in Europe decides to take a trip to
Egypt. The first warning sign came when Towfik lost Schulz. At
that point Borg had stepped up activity on the project. A
freeclance journalist in Milan who occasionally made inquiries for
German Ingelligence had established that Schulz’s air ticket to
Cairo had been paid for by the wife of an Egyptian diplomat in
Rome. Then the CIA had routinely passed to the Mossad a set of
satellite photographs of the area around Qattara which seemed to
show signs of construction work—and Borg had remembered that
Schulz had been heading in the direction of Qattara when Towfik
lost him.

Something was going on, and he did not know what, and that
worried him.

He was always worried. If it was not the Egyptians, it was the
Syrians; if it was not the Syrians it was the Fedayeen; if it was not
his enemies it was his friends and the question of how long they
would continue to be _his friends. He had a worrying job. His
mother had once said, “Job, nothing—you were born worrying,
like your poor father—if you were a gardener you would worry
about your job.” She might have been right, but all the same,
paranoia was the only rational frame of mind for a spymaster.

Now Towfik had broken contact, and that was the most
worrying sign of all.

Maybe Kawash would have some answers.

A train thundered in. Borg was not waiting for a train. He
began to read the credits on a movie poster. Half the names were
Jewish. Maybe I should have been a movie producer, he thought.

The train pulled out, and a shadow fell over Borg. He looked
up into the calm face of Kawash.

The Arab said, “Thank you for coming.” He always said that.
Borg ignored it/he never knew how to respond to thanks. He

said, “What’s new?”’

“I'had to pick up one of your youngsters in Cairo on Friday.”

“You had to?”

“Military Intelligence were bodyguarding a VIP, and they
spotted the kid tailing them. Military don’t have operational

personnel in the city, so they asked my department to pick him
up. It was an official request.”
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an “God damn,” Borg said feelingly. “What happened to him?” ;
0002 “I had to do it by the book,” Kawash said. He looked very sad.

0003 “The boy was interrogated and killed. His name was Avram

0004 Ambache, but he worked as Towfik el-Masiri.”

0005 Borg frowned. “He told you his real name?”’

0006 “He’s dead, Pierre.” ;
Borg shook his head irritably: Kawash always wanted to linger

over personal aspects. “Why did he tell you his name?”’
«“We're using the Russian equipment—the electric shock and
the lie detector together. You're not training them to cope with

0007
0008

0009

0010

0011 it.”

0012 Borg gave a short laugh. “If we told them about it, we’d never

0013 get any,(recruits. What else did he give away?”

0014 “Nothing we didn’t know. He would have, but I killed him

0015 first.” <

oot “You killed him?” Yoo

0017 I conducted the interrogation, in order to make sure he did

0018 not say anything important]’ these interviews are taped now, and

0019 the transcripts filed. We're learning from the Russians.” The

0020 sadness deepened in the brown eyes. “Why—would you prefer

0021 that I should have someone else kill your boys?” i

0022 Borg stared at him, then looked away. Once again he had to |

0023 steer the conversation away from the sentfimental. “What did the

0024 boy discover about Schulz?”

0025 “An agent took the Professor into the Western Desert.”

0026 “Sure, but what for?”’ :

0027 “I don’t know.”

0028 “You must know, you’re in Egyptian Intelligence!” Borg

0029 {ought-te- control his irritation. Let the man do things at his own

0030 pace, he toI(himself; whatever information he’s got, he’ll tell.

0031 “I don’t know what they’re doing out there, because they’ve set

0032 up a special group to handle it,” Kawash said. “My department

0033 isn’t informed.”

0034 “Any idea why?”

0035 The Arab shrugged. “I'd say they don’t want the Russians to

0036 know about it. These days Moscow gets everything that goes

0037 . through us.”

0038 Borg let his disappointment show. “Is that all Towfik could

0039 manage?”’

0040 Suddenly there was anger in the soft voice of the Arab. “The

0041 kid died for you,” he said.

0042 “I’ll thank him in heaven. Did he die in vain?”’

0043 “He took this from Schulz’s apartment.” Kawash drew a hand

0044 from inside his coat and showed Borg a small, square box of blue

0045 plastic.

0046 Borg took the box. “How do you know where he got it?”

0047 “It has Schulz’s fingerprints on it. And we arrested Towfik right

0048 after he broke into the apartment.”

0019 Borg opened the box and fingered the light-proof envelope. It

0050 was unscaled. He took out the photographic negative.

0051 The Arab said, “We opened the envelope and developed the

0052 film. It’s blank.”

0053 With a deep sense of satisfaction, Borg reassembled the box

0054 and put it into his pocket. Now it all made sense- now he

0033 understood; now he knew what he had to do. A train, came in

0056 “You want to catch this one?” he said. ;

0057 Kawash frowned slj .S :

0038 edge of the platform af ltlltulz ’trr;?r? Stcod a;ilcnt,da?d mOV.Cd e

0059 He boarded, and stood just inside Igp _a“ “t b d?OIS fESDe
side. He said, “I don’t know what

0060 on earth the box is.”
0000



99949
0001
0002
0003

0004

0005

0006

0044
0045
0016
0047
0018
0049
0050
0051
0052
0033
0054
0055
0056

0000

. Pr 5 4
é‘iﬁ‘gy“‘“'ézzg Take 0001 Vcrsilon;3 Ocodlg [Oz'gg/zo/m \/
< = 7 () I((:, 1}( _ ate o = -
~]C()IS)C2200.§)N28 l(l) )usgr 3243), Book Press: Triple, 11/14x26 T.R., 606 2?" S /

ettt

great

Borg thought, You don’t like me, but I think you’re just ﬁnf:'.
He smiled thinly at the Arab as the doors of the subway train

began to slide shut. “I do,” he said.

Two

THE AMERICAN GIRL was quite taken with Nat Dickstein.

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

He was a thin man, small-boned, with narrow shoulders, a
shallow chest, and knobby elbows and knees. Karen would watch
him when she stopped for a break—which she did often, although
he never seemed to need a rest. Stringy muscles moved like
knotted rope under his brown, scarred skin. She was a sensual
woman, and she wanted to touch those scars with her fingers and
ask him how he got them.

Sometimes he would look up and catch her staring, and he
would grin, unembarrassed, and carry on working. His face was
regular and anonymous in repose. He had dark eyes behind
cheap round spectacles of the kind which Karen’s generation
liked because John Lennon wore them. His hair was dark, too,
and short: Karen would have liked him to grow it. When he
grinned that lopsided grin, he looked younger; though at any time
it was hard to say just how old he might be. He had the strength
and energy of a young man, but she had seen the concentration-
camp tattoo under his wristwatch, so he could not be much less
than forty, she thought.

He had arrived at the kibbutz shortly after Karen, in the
summer of 1967. She had come, with her deodorants and her
contraceptive pills, looking for a place where she could live out
hippy ideals without getting stoned twenty-four hours a day. He
had been brought here in an ambulance. She assumed he had
been wounded in the Six Day War, and the other kibbutzniks
agreed, vaguely, that it was something like that.

His welcome had been very different from hers. Karen’s
reception had been friendly but wary: in her philosophy they saw
their own, with dangerous additions. Nat Dickstein returned like
a long-lost son. They clustered around him, fed him soup and
came away from his wounds with tears in their eyes.

If Dickstein was their son, Esther was their mother. She was
t_he oldest member of the kibbutz, Karen had said, “She looks
I1k‘e Golda Meir’s mother,” and one of the others had said, “I
think she’s Golda’s father,” and they all laughed affectionately.
She u-sc-ad a walking-stick, and stomped about the village giving
unsghmted advice, most of it very wise. She had stood guard
outside Dickstein’s sickroom chasing away noisy children, waving

her stick and threatening beatings which even the children knew / |

would never be administered. "

[ |
| ¥4

Dicfkﬁtein had recovered very quickly. Within a few days he
was sitting out in the sun, peeling vegetables for the kitchen and

telling easthy jokes to the older children. Two weeks later he w

ing ea vas  valqar {
working in the fields, and soon he was laboring harder than all but
the youngest men.

substitute vulgar
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His past was vague, but Esther had told Karen the story of his
arrival in Israel in 1948, during the War of Independence.

Nineteen-forty-cight was part of the recent past for Esther. She
had been a young woman in London in the first two decadc:f of
the century, and had been an activist in half a doz-cn l'fldlcal
left-wing causes from suffragism to pacifism before emigrating FO
Palestine; but her memory went back further, to pogroms in
Russia which she recalled vaguely in monstrous nightmare
images. She had s?!t under a fig tree in the heat of the day,
varnishing a chair she had made with her own gnarled hands, and
talked about Dickstein like a clever but mischievous schoolboy.

“They were eight or nine of them, some from the university,
some working men from the East End. If they ever had any
money, they’d spent it before they got to France. They hitched a
ride on a truck to Paris, then jumped a freight train to Marseilles.
From there, it seems, they walked most of the way to Italy. Then
they stole a huge car, a German army staff car, a Mercedes, and
drove all the way to the toe of Italy.” Esther’s face was creased in
smiles, and Karen thought[ She would love to have been there
with them.

“Dickstein had been to Sicily in the war, and it seems he knew
the Mafia there. They had all the guns left over from the war.
Dickstein wanted guns for Israel, but he had no money. He
persuaded the Sicilians to sell a boatload of submachine guns to
an Arab purchaser, and then to tell the Jews where the pickup
would take place. They knew what he was up to, and they loved
it. The deal was done, the Sicilians got their money, and then
Dickstein and his friend stole the boat with its cargo and sailed to
Israel!”

Karen had laughed aloud, there under the fig tree, and a
grazing goat looked up at her balefully.

“Wait,” said Esther, “you haven’t heard the end of it. Some of
the university boys had done a bit of rowing, and one of the other
lot was a docker, but that was all the experience they had of the
sea, and here they were sailing a five-thousand-ton cargo vessel
on their own. They figured out a little navigation from first
principles: the ship had charts and a compass. Dickstein had
looked up in a book how to start the ship, but he says the book
did not tell how to stop it. So they steamed into Haifa, yelling and
wavi.ng and throwing their hats into the air, just like it was a
varsity rag—and ploughed straight into the dock.

“They were forgiven instantly, of course—the guns were more
precious than gold, literally. And that’s when they started to call
Dickstein ‘The Pirath" < ‘

.He did not look much like a pirate, working in the vineyard in
his baggy shorts and his spectacles, Karen thought. All the same,
he was attractive. She wanted to seduce him, but she could not
ﬁgurn:a out how. He obviously liked her, and she had taken care to
let him know she was available. But he never made a move.
Perl?aps he felt she was too young and innocent. Or maybe he was
not interested in women.

His voice broke into her thoughts. “I think we’ve finished.”

She looked at the sun: it was time to £0.
much as me.” ;

“I'm used to the work. I’ve been here, on and o
years. The body gets into the habit.”

They walked back toward the village as the sky turned purple

and yellow. Karen said: “What else do you do—when you’re not
here?é

“You’ve done twice as

ff, for twenty
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“Olh . . . poison wells, kidnap Christian children.”

Karen smited. : .

Dickstein said, “How does this life compare with California?”’

“This is a wonderful place,” she told him. “I think there’s a lot
of work still to be done before the women are genuinely equal.”

“That seems to be the big topic at the moment.”

“You never have much to say about it.”

“Listen, I think you're right; but it’s better for people to take
their freedom rather than be given it.”

Karen said, “That sounds like a good excuse for doing

nothing.”

Dickstein smiled.

As they entered the village they passed a young man on a pony,
carrying a rifle, on his way to patrol the borders of the settlement.
Dickstein called out, “Be careful, Yisrael.” The shelling from the
Golan Heights had stopped, of course, and the children no longer
had to sleep underground; but the kibbutz kept up the patrols.
Dickstein had been one of those in favor of maintaining vigilance.

“I’m going to read to Mottie,” Dickstein said.

“Can I come?”

“Why not?” Dickstein looked at his watch. “We’ve just got
time to wash. Come to my room in five minutes.”

They parted, and Karen went into the showers. A kibbutz was
the best place to be an orphan, she thought as she took off her
clothes. Mottie’s parents were both dead—the father blown up in
the attack on the Golan Heights during the last war, the mother/a
year carlier in a shootout with Fedayeen. Both had been close
friends of Dickstein. It was a tragedy for the child, of course; but
he still slept in the same bed, ate in the same room, and had
almost one hundred other adults to love and care for him—he was
not foisted oth,o unwilling aunts or aging grandparents or, worst
of all, an orphanage. And he had Dickstein.

When she had washed off the dust Karen put on clean clothes
and went to Dickstein’s room. Mottie was already there, sitting
on Dickstein’s lap, sucking his thumb and listening to Treasure
Island in Hebrew. Dickstein was the only person Karen had ever
met who spoke Hebrew with a Cockney accent. His speech was
cven more strange now, because he was doing different voices for
the characters in the story: a high-pitched boy’s voice for Jim, a
deep snarl for Long John Silver, and a half whisper for the mad
Ben Gunn. Karen sat and watched the two of them in the yellow
electric light, thinking how boyish Dickstein appeared, and how
grown-up the child was.

Wh.en the chapter was finished they took Mottie to his
dormitory, kissed him goodnight, and went into the dinindroom.
Karen thought/ If we continue to go about together like this,
everyone will think we’re lovers already.

They sat with Esther. After dinner she told them a story, and
there was a young woman’s twinkle in her eye. “When I first went

to Jerusalem, they used to say that if you owned a feather pillow
you could buy a house.” :

Dickstein willingly took the bait. “How was that?”’

“You could sell a good feather pillow for a pound. With that
pound you could join a loan society, which entitled you to borrow
ten pounds. Then you found a plot of land. The owner of the land
would take ten pounds deposit and the rest in promissory notes.
Now you were a landowner. You went to a builder and said,

uild a house for yourself on this plot of land. All I want is a
small flat for myself and my family”
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9999

0001

They all laughed. Dickstein looked toward the door. Karen ’
0002 followed his glance and saw a stranger, a stocky ma

n in his forties

0003 with a coarse, fleshy face. Dickstein got up and WCl.lt to him.

0004 Esther said to Karen, “Don’t break your heart, child. That one

0005 is not made to be a husband.” _ . , \

0006 Karen looked at Esther, then back at the doorway. Dicksten - .o oo p oo o

0007 had gone. A few moments later she heard the sound of a car \j'

0008 starting up and driving away.

0009 Esther put her old hand on Karen’s young one, and squeezed. q

0010 Karen would never see Dickstein again.

0011 /

0012

0013 Nat Dickstein and Pierre Borg sat in the back seat of a big black "

0014 Citroé}\Borg’s bodyguard was driving, with his machine-pistol A ©

0013 lying on the front seat beside him. They traveled through the SUbStgte n.

0016 darkness with nothing ahead but the cone of light from the A\Nq.t-

0017 headlamps.| Dickstein was afraid. :

0018 He had never come to see himself the way others did, as a Substitute Nat

0019 competent, indeed brilliant, agent who had proved his ability to

0020 survive just about anything. Later, when the game was on and he

0021 was living by his wits, grappling at close quarters with strategy

0022 and problems and personalities, there would be no room in his

0023 mind for fear; but now, when Borg was about to brief him, he had \;_,-“

0024 no plans to make, no forecasts to refine, no characters to assess. | et

002 He knew only that he had to turn his back on peace and simple  Substitute terrible Al preandanie

0026 hard work, the land and the sunshine and caring for growing

0027 things; and that ahead of him there were sexious risks), lies and

0028 pain and bloodshed and, perhaps, his death. So he sat in the

0029 corner of the seat, his arms and legs crossed tightly, watching

0030 Borg’s dimly lit face, while fear of the unknown knotted and

0031 writhed in his stomach and made him nauseous.

0032 In the faint, shifting light, Borg looked like the giant in a fairy

0033 story. He had heavy!\features: thiek lips, broad cheeks, and

0034 protruding eyes shadowed by thick brows. As a child he had been

0035 told he was ugly, and so he had grown into an ugly man. When he

0036 was uneasy—Ilike now—his hands went continually to his face,

0037 covering his mouth, rubbing his nose, scratching his forehcadLin a

0038 subconscious attempt to hide his unsightliness. Once, in a relaxed

0039 moment, Dickstein had asked him, “Why do you yell at

0040 everybody?” and he had replied, “Because they’re all so ged-

0041 dama handsome.”

0042 :RhﬁgLusueLknew-whaH&ﬁguag@r{e-&se-\vhethy—sp&ke?Bng

0013 was French-Canadian originally, and-found Hebrew a struggle.

0044 Dickstein’s Heb§§\VfW§s/:gBod and his French only passable.

0045 T

0046 Dickstein had worked under Borg for ten years, and still he did \ / L)

0047 not featty like the man. He felt he understood Borg’s troubled, 9] " . .!:

i unhappy nature; and he respected his professionalism and his Delete L A

0049 obsessiqnal devotion to Israeli Intelligence; but in Dickstein’s " ¥

W L e S Al Pt
J i , but Dickstein .

0052 resented thalJié 0T B | T e T e e A e i /

1088 He retaliated by playing Borg’s tactics back against him. He ‘

0054 would refuse to say where he was going, orflie about it. He never Lhe would

0035 checked in on schedu}e while he was in the field: he simply called Insert he would

o o SCI‘.)t messages with peremptory demands. And he would

0057 sometimes conceal from Borg part or all of his game plan. This

0058 prevented Borg from interfering with schemes of his own, and it

0059 was also more s.ccure—for what Borg knew, he might be obliged

0060 to tell_t{.) pOlltl.ClanS, and what they knew might find its way to the

0061 opposxtl.on. Dickstein knew the strength of his position—he was

0062 responsible for many of the triumphs which had distinguished

0000
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9999
Borg’s carcer—and he played it for all it was worth.

0001 : l
The Citroén roared through the Arab town of Nazareth—

0
:zzs deserted now, presumably under curfew—and went on into the .,-/ i
0004 night, heading for Tel Aviv. Borg lit a thin cigar and began to - -‘F';
0003 speak. . s el |
0006 “ After the Six-Day War, one of the bright boys in the Ml.mstry . ;’ M
0007 of Defense wrote a paper entitled #The Inevitable Destruction of 7; ' A

0008 Isracl?” The argument went like this. During .the War of i 4 B
0009 Independence, we bought arms from Czechoslovakia. When the

0010 Soviet bloc began to take the Arab side, we turned to France, and

0011 later West Germany. Germany called off all deals as soon as the

0012 Arabs found out. France imposed an embargo after the Six-Day

0013 War. Both Britain and the United States have consistently

0014 refused to supply us with arms. We are losing our sources one by

0015 one.

0016 “Suppose we are able to make up those losses, by continually

0017 finding new suppliers and by building our own munitions

0018 industry: even then, the fact remains that Israel must be the loser

0019 in a Middle East arms race. The oil countries will be richer than

0020 us throughout the foreseeable future. Our defense budget is

0021 already a terrible burden on the national economy whereas our

0022 enemies have nothing better to spend their billions on. When

0023 they have ten thousand tanks, we’ll need six thousand; when they

0024 have twenty thousand tanks, we’ll need twelve thousand: and so

0025 on. Simply by doubling their arms expenditure every year, they

0026 will be able to cripple our national economy without firing a shot.

0027 “Finally, the recent history of the Middle East shows a pattern

0028 of limited wars about once a decade. The logic of this pattern is

0029 against us. The Arabs can afford to lose a war from time to time.

0030 We can’t: our first defeat will be our last war.

0031 “Conclusion: the survival of Israel depends on our breaking

0032 out of the vicious spiral our enemies have prescribed for us.”

0033 Dickstein nodded. “It’s not a novel line of thought. It’s the

0034 usual argument for#peace at any pricqs:"\l should think the bright

0035 boy got fired from the Ministry of Defense for that paper.”

0036 “Wrong both times. He went on to say, ‘We must inflict, or

0037 have the power to inflict, permanent and crippling damage to the

0038 next Arab army that crosses our borders. We must have ar

0039 weapons.’ "’

0040 Dickstein was very still for a moment; then he'let out his breath

0041 in a long whistle. It was one of those naked; devastating ideas that

0042 seemsLobvmus‘-—l-f—Jng-h&emn.g_}as soon as it has been said. It

0043 hange cverything. He was silent for a while, digesting the

0044 implications. His mind turned with questions. Was it technically ‘eemed/ t//
0043 feasible? Would the Americans help? Would the Isracli Cabinet

0046 aplprovhe it? Would the Arabs retaliate with their own bomb? [1sert completely Roman
0047 What he said was, “Bright bov j ini i

5 e pa,pcr-”g y in the Ministry, hell. That was Substitute teemed
0049 “No comment,” said Borg.

0050 “Did the Cabinet adopt it?”

0051 “There has been a long debate. Certain elder statesmen argued

0052 Fhat they had not come this far to sce the Middle East wipec‘i: out

0053 In a nuclear holocaust. But the opposition faction relied mainly

0054 on the argument that if we have a bomb, the Arabs will get one

0035 too, and we will be back at square one. As it turned out, that was

0036 their big mistake.” Borg reached into his pocket and took out a

0057 small plastic box. He handed it to Dickstein.
0000
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Dickstein switched on the interior light and examined the box.
It was about an inch and a half square, thin, and blue in color. It
opened to reveal a small envelope made of heavy light-proof
paper. “What’s this?”” he said. . e

Borg said, “A physicist named Friedrich Schulz YlSlth Cairo in
Fcbrﬁary. He is Austrian but he works in the United Stz?tes. He
was apparently on holiday in Europe, but his plane ticket to
Egypt was paid for by the Egyptian government. ;

«] had him followed, but he gave our boy the slip and
disappeared into the Western Desert for forty-eight hours. We
know from CIA satellite pictures that there is a major construc-
tion project going on in that part of the desert. When Schulz came
back, he had that in his pocket. It’s a personnel dosimeter. The
envelope, which is light-tight, contains a picce of ordinary
photographic film. You carry the box in your pocket, or pinned,(or
trouser belt. If you’re exposed to radiation, the film will show

o your lapel \/
K Y //,V/;J/ _
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fogging when it’s developed. Dosimeters are carried, as a matter Hiaei e lapel
of routine, by everyone who visits or works in a nuclear power :
station.” 7
Dickstein switched off the light and gave the box back to Borg. V
“You’re telling me the Arabs are already making atom bombs,”
he said softly. e l‘ﬂ'/ Boc Spoke. umsmril\/
“That’s the-idea.”/ CLANENY | id : :
“So the Cabinet gave Dayan the go-ahead to make a bomb of owaly -
his own.”
“In principle, yes.” Substitute right

“How so?”

“There are some practical difficulties. The mechanics of the
business are simple—the actual clockwork of the bomb, so to
speak. Anyone who can make a conventional bomb can make a
nuclear bomb. The problem is getting hold of the explosive
material, plutonium. You get plutonium out of an atomic reactor.
It’s a by-product. Now, we have a reactor, at Dimona in the
Negev Desert. Did you know that?”

FYesi

“I’'s our worst-kept secret. However, we. don’t have the
equipment for extracting the plutonium from the spent fuel. We
could build a reprocessing plant, but the problem is that we have
no uranium of our own to put through the reactor.”

“Wait a minute.” Dickstein frowned. “We must have uranium,
to fuel the reactor for normal use.”

“Correct. We get it from France, and it’s supplied to us on
condition we return the spent fuel to them for reprocessing, so
they get the plutonium.”

“Other suppliers?”’

“Would impose the same condition—it’s part of all the nuclear
non-proliferation treaties.”

Dickstein said, “But the people at Dimona could siphon off
some of the spent fuel without anyone noticing.”

“No. Given the quantity of uranium originally supplied, it’s

possible to calculate precisely how much plutkdium comes out the on /

other end. And they weigh it very carefully—it’s expensive stuff.”
So the problem is to get hold of some uranium.”

Insert Borg spoke unnecessarily loudly.

\{ Proofreader caught
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“Right.” ‘ ; .
“And the solution?” Substitute The s‘olutl is, you're
“Wow’rd going to steal jt.” The solution is, You're

/\Dickstcin looked out of the window.

' | The moon came out, W ¥
revealing a flock of sheep huddled in a corner of a field, watched )‘\[ ¥
ORVA

by an Arab shepherd with a staffl-a Biblical scere. So this was
t'hc game: stolen uranium for the land of milk and honey. Last
time it had been the murder of a terrorist leader in Da:naSCL{S' the Colon
time before, blackmailing a wealthy Arab in Monte Carl;) to ,stop
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him funding the Fedayeen.
Dickstein’s feelings had been pushed into the background

while Borg talked about politics and Schulz and nuclear reactors.
Now he was reminded that this involved Aim; and the fear came
back, and with it a memory. After his father died the family had
been desperately poor, and when creditors called, Nat had been
sent to the door to say Mummy was out. At the age of thirteen, he
had found it unbearably humiliating, because the creditors knew
he was lying, and he knew they knew, and they would look at him
with a mixture of contempt and pity which pierced him to the
quick. He would never forget that feeling—and it came back, like
a reminder from his unconscious, when somebody like Borg said
something like, “Little Nathaniel, go steal some uranium for your
motherland.”

To his mother he had always said, “Do I have to?”” And now he
said to Pierre Borg, “If we’re going to steal it anyway, why not
buy it and simply refuse to send it back for reprocessing?”’

“Because that way, everyone would know what we’re up to.”

“Se?”

“Reprocessing takes time—many months. During that time
two things could happen: one, the Egyptians would hurry their
program; and two, the Americans would pressure us not to build
the bomb.”

“Oh!” It was worse. “So you want me to steal this stuff without
anyone knowing that it’s us.”

“More than that.” Borg’s voice was harsh and throaty.
“Nobody must even know it’s been stolen. It must look at if the
stuff has just been lost. I want the owners, and the international
agencies, to be so embarrassed about the stuff disappearing that
they will hush it up. Then, when they discover they’ve been
robbed, they will be compromised by their own coverlup.”

“It’s bound to come out cventually.”

“Not}-ene-hepes{ before we've got our bomb.”

They had reached the coast road from Haifa to Tel Aviv, and
as the car butted through the night Dickstein could see, over to
the right, occasional glimpses of the Mediterranean, glinting like
jewelry in the moonlight. When he spoke he was surprised at the

-tene- of weary resignation in his voice. “How much uranium do
we need?”

“T.hey want twelve bombs. In the yellowcake form—that’s the
uranium ore—it would mean about a hundred tons.”

“I'won’t be able to slip it into my pocket.” Dickstein frowned.
“What would all that cost if we bought it?”

“Something over one million U.S. dollars.”

‘,‘(And you think the losers will just hush it up?”

“If it’s done right.”

“How?”

“That’s your job, Pirate.”

“I’'m not so sure it’s possible,” Dickstein said.

_“It’S got to be. I told the Prime Minister we could pull it off. I
laid my career on the line, Nat.”

“Don’_t talk to me about your bleeding career.”

Dl s o e
& ¢ smoke out. His

sudden hostility had. nothing to do with Borg’s clumsy personal
I";lzgg?: ;:;;t t'\(\;z\fatr)c/lplgiﬂq()f\;]]e miln’s inability to ux‘]derst.and how
sudden vision of mushro.om ]Iat dmd ekl DU .was :
oA Bolathy et andc ouds over Je'rusalem and Cairo, of
vineyards beside the Sea of Galilee

blighted by fallout, the Middle East was : .
> as asted bv fire :
deformed for generations. y fire, its children
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He said, I still think peace is an alternative.”

Borg shrugged. “I wouldn’t know. I don’t get involved in
politics.”

“Bullshit.”

Borg sighed. “Look, if they have a bomb, we have to have one
too, don’t we?”

“If that was all there was to it, we could just hold a press
conference, announce that the Egyptians are making a bomb, and
let the rest of the world stop them. I think our people want the
bomb anyway. I think they're glad fer the excuse.”

“And maybe they’re !” Borg said. “We can’t go on
fighting a war every few years—one of these days we might lose

bR

one.

“We could make peace.”

Borg snorted. “You're so damned naive.”

“If we gave way on a few things—the Occupied Territories, the
Law of Return, equal rights for Arabs in Israel—"

“The Arabs have equal rights.”

Dickstein smiled mirthlessly. ‘Fou’rd so-damned naive.”

“Listen!” Borg made an effort at self-control. Dickstein
understood his anger: it was a reaction he had in common with
many Israelis. They thought that if these liberal ideas should ever
take hold, they would be the thin edge of the wedge, and
concession would follow concession until the land was handed
back to the Arabs on a plate/ “Listen,” Borg said again. “Maybe
we éhou@sell our birthright for a mess of potfage. But this is the
real world, and the people of this country won’t vote for
peace-at-any-price; and in your heart you know that the Arabs
aren’t in any great hurry for peace either. So, in the real world,
we still have to fight them; and if we're going to fifht them}-ia-
diplomacy-arin battle] we’d better win; and if we’re to be sure of
winning, you’d better steal us some uranium.”

Dickstein said[ “The thing I dislike most about you is, you’re
usually right.”

Borg wound down his window and threw away the stub of his
cigar. It made a trail of sparks on the road, like a firework. The
lights of Tel Aviv became visible ahead: they were almost there.

Erorg said, “You know, with most of my people I don’t feel
obliged to argue politics every time I give them an assignment.
They just take orders, like operatives are supposed to.”

. “I don’t believe you,” Dickstein said. “This is a nation of
idealists, or it’s nothing.”

“Maybe.”

“I once knew a man called Wolfgang. He used to say, #1 just
take orders”” Then he used to break my leg.”

“Yeah,” Borg said. “You told me.”

W-hen a company hires an accountant to keep the books, the first
thing he does is announce that he has so much work to do on the
over.all di.rcction of the company’s financial policy that he nceds
to hire a ]u-nior accountant to keep the books. Something similar
happens with spies. A country sets up an intelligence service to
find out how many tanks its neighbor has

kept, and before you can say MIIIS the
announces th

and where they are
e intelligence service
at 1t 1s so busy spying on subversive clements at

home that a separate service ijs needed to deal with milit

intelligence. ary
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So it was in Egypt in 1955. The country’s fledgling intelligence
service was divided into two directorates. Military Intelligence
had the job of counting Israel’s tanks; General Investigations had
all the glamor.

The man in charge of both these directorates was called the
Director of General Intelligence, just to be confusing; and he was
supposed—in theory—to report to the Minister of the Interior.
But another thing that always happens to spy departments is that
the Head of State tries to take them over. There are two reasons
for this. One is that the spies are continually hatching lunatic
schemes of murder, blackmail and invasion which can be terribly
embarrassing if they ever get off the ground, so Presidents and
Prime Ministers like to keep a personal eye on such departments.
The other reason is that intelligence services are a source of
power, especially in unstable countries, and the Head of State
wants that power for himself.

So the Director of General Intelligence in Cairo always, in
practice, reported either to the President or to the Minister of
State at the Presidency.

Kawash, the tall Arab who interrogated and killed Towfik/and
subsequently gave the personnel dosimeter to Pierre Borg,
worked in the Directorate of General Investigations, the glamor-
ous civilian half o[ the service. He was an intelligent and dignified
man of great integrity, but he was also deeply religious—to the
point of mysticism. His was the solid, powerful kind of mysticism
which could support the most unlikely—not to say bizarre—
beliefs about the real world. He adhered to a brand of Christiani-
ty which held that the return of the Jews to the Promised Land
was ordained in the Bible, and was a portent of the end of the
world. To work against the return was therefore a sin; to work for
it, a holy task. Which was why Kawash was a double agent.

The work was all he had. His faith had led him into the secret
life, and there he had gradually cut himself off from friends,
neighbors, and—with exceptions—family. He had no personal
ambitions except to go to Heaven. He lived ascetically, his only
earthly pleasure being to score points in the espionage game. He
was a geed-deat like Pierre Borg, with ene difference: Kawash
was happy.

{Xt p_resent, though, he was troubled. So far he was losing
po.mts in the affair which had begun with Professor Schulz, and
thl.S depressed him. The problem was that the Qattara project was
ben‘{g run not by General Investigations but by the other half of
the intelligence cffort—Military Intelligence. However, Kawash
had fasted and meditated, and in the long watches of the night he
had developed a scheme for penetrating the secret project.

b Dt o e e, Mo Vorked s b offs o
22 : ntelligence—the body which coordinat-
?T?Oxligiirgrltnht:::lieaﬁz ;m(:) General Investigations. Assam was

s b sh, l.!t Kawash was smarter.
Shi ne;n;:g:e:;t Pm ;th(? back room of a small3 di.rty
e bills 1 in the heat of the day, drinking
They looked alike in thf;ir li IOWII_lg tObz'lCCO Lo U ies
es. Kawash wanted to use Ag ]-twelght el L
had devised a plausible | §sa1n 2 find O.Ut about Qattara. He

plausible line of approach which he thought Assam
would go for, but he knew he had to g ol
delicately in order to win Assam’ Ry
imperturbable self despite thc:1 : S}.Ipport, e é}pp.eared s tsud]
, anxiety he felt inside.
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He began by seeming to be very direct. “My cousin, do you
know what is happening at Qattara?”

A rather furtive look came over Assam’s handsome face. “If
you don’t know, I can’t tell you.” ‘ /
Kawash shook his head, as if Assam had misunderstood him. /

“I don’t want you to reveal secrets. Besides, I can guess wh.at the Thi l
project is.”” Mhich--efcourse{ was a lie. “What bothers me 1s that 15
Maraji has control of it.”

“Why?”

“For your sake. I'm thinking of your career.”

“I’m not worried—"

“Then you should be. Maraji wants your job, you must know

that.”
The café proprietor brought a dish of olives and two flat loaves

of pita bread. Kawash was silent until he went out. He watched
Assam as the man’s natural insecurity fed on the lie about Maraji.

Kawash continued, “Maraji is reporting directly to the Minis-
ter, I gather.”

“I see all the documents, though,” Assam said defensively.

“You don’t know what he is saying privately to the Minister.
He is in a very strong position.”

Assam frowned. “How did you find out about the project,
anyway?”’

Kawash leaned back against the cool concrete wall. “One of
Maraji’s men was doing a bodyguarding job in Cairo and realized
he was being followed. The tail was an Israeli agent called
Towfik. Maraji doesn’t have any field men in the city, so the
bodyguard’s request for action was passed to me. I picked Towfik
up.™

Assam snorted with disgust. “Bad enough to let himself be
followed. Worse to call the wrong department for help. This is
terrible.”

“Perhaps we can do something about it, my cousin.”

Assam scratched his nose with a hand heavy with rings. “Go
on.”

“Tell the Director about Towfik. Say that Maraji, for all his
considerable talents, makes mistakes in picking his men, because

he is young and inexperienced by comparison with someone such /

substitute this

as yourself. Insist that you should have charge of personnel for
the Qattara project. Then put a man loyal to us into a job there.”

forward. “The Director will be grateful to you for having -
discovered this area of slackness in a top-security matter. And
you will be able to keep track of everything Maraji does.”
“This is a very good plan,” Assam said. ‘T will speak to the
Director today. I'm grateful to you, cousin.”
Kawash had one more thing to say—the most impor

. , el L.
thing—and he wanted to say it at the best possible momefit. It Iﬂg A VI J
would wait a few minutes, he decided. He stood up! /. 3

" ; said, é : 1n /
Haven’t you always been(7y) patron?”’ : [lw
They went arm-in-arm out into the heat of the city. Assam said A 3
€6 - T :

And I will find a suitable man immediately.”
Ah, yes,” Kawash said, as if that reminded him of another

small detail. “I have a man who would be ideal. He is intelligent,

resourceful, and very discreet—and the son of my late wife’s
brother.”

Assam nodded slowly. “I see.” '
The taste of success was in Kawash’s mouth. He leaned () ///J substitute and
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Assam’s eyes narrowed. “So he would report to you, too.”
: & 9
Kawash looked hurt. “If this is too much for me to ask . . .

He spread his hands in a gesture of resignation.
“No,” Assam said. “We have alwaysb..as-ymmaﬂ helped one

another.”
They reached the corner where they parted company. Kawash

struggled to keep his feeling of triumph from showing in his face.
“I will send the man to see you. You will find him completely

reliable.”
“So be it,” said Assam.

Pierre Borg had known Nat Dickstein for twenty years. Back in
1948 Borg had been sure the boy was not agent material, despite
that stroke with the boatload of rifles. He had been thin, pale,
awkward, unprepossessing. But it had not been Borg’s decision,
and they had given Dickstein a trial. Borg had rapidly come to
acknowledge that the kid might not look much but he was smart
as helt. He also had an odd charm that Borg never understood.
Some of the women in the Mossad were €razy about him—while
others, like Borg, failed to see the attraction. Dickstein showed
no interest either way—his dossier said, “Sex life: none.”

Over the years Dickstein had grown in skill and confidence,
and now Borg would rely on him more than any other agent.
Indeed, if Dickstein had been more personally ambitious he
could have had the job Borg now held.

Nevertheless, Borg did not see how Dickstein could fulfill his
brief. The result of the policy debate over nuclear weapons had
been one of those asinine political compromises which bedeviled
the work of all civil servantsj they had agreed to steal the uranium
only if it could be done in such a way that nobody would know, at
least for many years, that Israel had been thief. Borg had fought
the decision—he had been all for a sudden, swift piece of
buccaneering and to hell with the consequences. A more
judicious view had prevailed in the Cabinet; but it was Borg and
his team that had to put the decision into effect.

There were other men in the Mossad who could carry out a
prescribed scheme as well as Dickstein—Mike, the head of
Special Operations, was one, and Borg himself was another. But
there was nobody else to whom Borg could say, as he had said to
Dickstein{ This is the problem—go solve it.

The two men spent a day in a Mossad safe house in the town of
Ramat Gan, just outside Tel Aviv. Security-vetted Mossad
employees made coffee, served meals, and patrolled the garden
with revolvers under their jackets. In the morning Dickstein saw
a young physics teacher from the Weizmann Institute at Rehovot.
The scientist had long hair and a flowered tie, and he explained
the c.hemistry of uranium, the nature of radioactivity and the
wm:kmg of an atomic pile with limpid clarity and endless
pa.tlence. After lunch Dickstein talked to an administrator from
I?nnona about uranium mines, enrichment plants, fuel fabrica-
'tIOl‘l wo'rks, storage and transport; about safety rules and
International regulations; and about the International Atomic
Enc_:rgy A}gency, the U.S. Atomic Energy Commission, the
United Kingdom Atomic Energy Authority, and Eur

In the evening Borg and Dickstein had dinner to
was on a halfhearted diet, as usual:
skewered lamb and salad, but he drank most of the bottle of red

Isracli wine. His excuse was that he was calming his nerves so that
he would not reveal his anxiety to Dickstein

atom.

gether. Borg
he ate no bread with his
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After dinner he gave Dickstein three keys. “There are spare
identities for you in safety-deposit boxes in London, Brussels and
Zurich,” he said. “Passports, driving licenses, cash and a weapon
in each. If you have to switch, leave the old documents in the

b

box.
Dickstein nodded. “Do I report to you or Mike?”

Borg thought } You never report anyway, you bastard. He said,
“To me, please. Whenever possible, call me direct and use the
jargon. If you can’t reach me, contact any embassy and use the
code for a mecting—TI’ll try to get to you, wherever you are. As a
last resort, send coded letters via the diplomatic bags.”

Dickstein nodded expressionlessly: all this was routine. Borg
stared at him, trying to read his mind. How did /e feel? Did he
think he could do it? Did he have any ideas? Did he plan to go
through the motions of trying it and then report that it was
impossible? Was he really convinced the bomb was the right thing
for Israel?

Borg could have asked, but he would have got no answers.

Dickstein said, “Presumably there’s a deadline.”

“Yes, but we don’t know what it is.”” Borg began to pick onions
out of the remains of the salad. “We must have our bomb before
the Egyptians get theirs. That means your uranium has to go on
stream in the reactor before the Egyptian reactor goes operation-
al. After that point, everything is chemistry—there’s nothing
either side can do to hurry subatomic particles. The first to start
will be the first to finish.”

“We need an agent in Qattara,” Dickstein said.

“I’'m working on it.”

Dickstein nodded. “We must have -guite-a man in Cairo.”

This was not what Borg wanted to talk about. “What are you
trying to do, pump me for information?” he said crossly.

“Thinking aloud.”

There was silence for a few moments. Borg crunched some
more onions. At last he said, “T've told you what I want, but I've

leftiall the decisions about how 1o get itw{”,

“Yes, you have, haven’t you.” Dickstelirstood up. “I think I'll
go to bed.”

“Have you got any idea where you’re going to start?”’
Dickstein said, “Yes, I have. Goodnight.”

Three

NAT DICKSTEIN never got used to being a secret agent. It was the
continual deceit that bothered him. He was always lying to
p‘eople, hiding, pretending to be someone he was not, surrepti-
t:ou§ly following people and showing false documents to officials
at airports. He never ceased to worry about being found out, He
had- a daytime nightmare in which he was surrounded suddenly by
policemen who shouted, “Youwre a spy! You're a spy!” and took
him off to prison where they broke his leg.

He was uncasy now. He was at the Jean-Monnet building in
Luxembourg, on the Kirchberg Plateau across a narrow river
valley from the hilltop city. He sat in the entrance to the offices of
the Euratom Safeguards Dj rectorate, memorizing the faces of the
employees as they arrived at work, He was waiting to see ‘a ress
officer called Pfaffer but he had intentionally come mucli too
early. He was looking for weakness. The disadvantage of this

ploy was that all the staff got to see his face[\too; but he had no
time for subtle precautions.
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Pfaffer turned out to be an untidy young man \Yith an
expression of disapproval and a battered brown briefcase.
Dickstein followed him into an equally untidy office and acccp_ted
his offer of coffee. They spoke French. Dickstein was accredited
to the Paris office of an obscure journal called Science Internation-
al. He told Pfaffer that it was his ambition to get a job on

Scientific American. >
Pfaffer asked him, “Exactly what are you writing about at the

moment?”’

“The article is called ‘MUES; » Dickstein explained in Englishi
«AVaterial Unaccounted For?™” He went onf “In the United
States radioactive fuel is continually getting lost. Here in Europe,
I’m told, there’s an international system for keeping track of all
such material.”

“Lrue,” Pfaffer said. “The member countries hand over
control of fissile substances to Euratom. We have, first of all, a
complete list of civilian establishments where stocks are held—
from mines through preparation and fabrication plants, stores,
and reactors, to reprocessing plants.”

“You said #civilian”’ establishments.”

“Yes. The military are outside our scope.”

“Go on.” Dickstein was relieved to get Pfaffer talking before
the press officer had a chance to realize how limited(Dickstein’s
knowledge was-es these subjects.

“As an example,” Pfaffer continued, ‘“take a factory making
fuel elements from ordinary yellowcake. The raw material
coming into the factory is weighed and analyzed by Euratom
inspectors. Their findings are programmed into the Euratom
computer and checked against the information from the inspec-
tors at the dispatching installation—in this case, probably a
uranium mine. If there is a discrepancy between the quantity that
left the dispatching installation and the quantity that arrived at
the factory, the computer will say so. Similar measurements are
made of the material leaving the factory—quantity and quality.
These figures will in turn be checked against information supplied
by inspectors at the premises where the fuel is to be used—a
nuclear power station, probably. In addition, all waste at the
factory is weighed and analyzed.

“This process of inspection and double-checking is carried on
up to and including the final disposal of radioactive wastes.
Finally, stocktaking is done at least twice a year at the factory.”

.“I see.” Dickstein looked impressed and felt desperately
discouraged. No doubt Pfaffer was exaggerating the efficiency of
the system—but even if they made half the checks they were
supposed to, how could anyone spirit away one hundred tons of
yellc.)wcake without their computer noticing? To keep Pfaffer
talking, lfe said, “So, at any given moment, your computer knows
the lo.cat_lon of every scrap of uranium in Europe.”

“Within the member countries—France, Germany, Italy,

Belg?um, the Netherlands and Luxembourg. And it’s not just
uranium, it’s all radioactive material.”

“What about details of transportation?”

“All have to be approved by us.”

Dickstein closed his notebook.
Can I see it in operation?”

That woulc.ln’t.be up to us. You’d have to contact the atomic
energy a}utllorlty in the member country and ask permission to
visit an installation. Some of them do guided tours.”

“It sounds like a good system.

11/14x26 T.R.,
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L 2
“Can you let me have a list of phone numbers?

“Certainly.” Pfaffer stood up and opened a filing cabinet. :

Dickstein had solved one problem only to be confronted with
another. He had wanted to know where he could go to find out
the location of stockpiles of radioactive material, and he now had
the answer: Euratom’s computer. But all the uranium the
computer knew about was subject to the rigorous_n?oniforing
system, and therefore extremely difficult to steal. Sitting in the
untidy little office, watching the smug Herr Pfaffer rummage
through his old press releases, Dickstein thoughti If only you

606
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knew what’s in my mind, little bureaucrat, you’d have a blue fit; substitute comma

and he suppressed a grin and felt a little more cheerful.

Pfaffer handed him a cyclostyled leaflet. Dickstein folded it and
put it in his pocket|-sayiag, “Thank you for your help.”

Pfaffer said, ““Where are you staying?”’

“The Alfa, opposite the railway station.” ‘

Pfaffer saw him to the door. “Enjoy Luxembourg.”

“TIl do my best,” Dickstein said, and shook his hand.

The memory thing was a trick. Dickstein had picked it up as a
small child, sitting with his grandfather in a smelly room over a
pie shop in the Mile End Road, struggling to recognize the
strange characters of the Hebrew alphabet. The idea was to
isolate one unique feature of the shape to be remembered and
ignore everything else. Dickstein had done that with the faces of
the Euratom staff.

He waited outside the Jean-Monnet building in the late
afternoon, watching people lecave for home. Some of them
interested him more than others. Secretaries, messengers and
coffee-makers were no use to him, nor were senior administra-
tors. He wanted the people in between: computer programmers,
office managers, heads of small departments, personal assistants
and assistant chiefs. He had given names to the likeliest ones,
names which reminded him of their memorable feature: Dia-
mante, Stiffcollar, Tony Curtis, No-nose, Snowhead, Zapata,
Fatbum.

Diamante was a plump woman in her late thirties without a
wedding ring. Her name came from the crystal glitter on the rims
of her spectacles. Dickstein followed her to the car park, where
she squeezed herself into the driving seat of a white Fiat 500.
Dickstein’s rented Peugeot was parked nearby.

She crossed the Pont-Adolphe, driving badly but slowly, and
went about fifteen kilometers southeast, finishing up at a small
village called Mondorf-les-Bains. She parked in the cobbled yard
of a square Luxembourgeois house with a nail-studded door. She
let herself in with a key.

'The \'fillage was a tourist attraction/with lit4 thermal springs.
chk-stem slung a camera around his néck and wandered about,
passing Diamante’s house several times. On one pass he saw,
through a winc.iow, Diamante serving a meal to an old woman.

The b.aby I?mt stayed outside the house until after midnight,
when Dickstein left.

- dS:rci:thz;c:) Bf:rn zrtl ;?1?::22;:& She wz-ls a spinster living with her
= mother’s__’and 3 rnor poor—t e house was pl"obably
parently without vices. If Dickstein had

been a-diffcrent kind of man he might have seduced her, but
otherwise there was no way to get at her.
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9999 ;
0001 He went back to his hotel disappointed and frustrated—

0002 unreasonably so \— he had made the best guess he could on the
information he had. Nevertheless he felt he had spent a day

0003 ; :
skirting the problem andeas impatient to get to grips with it so he

0003 could stop worrying vaguely and start worrying specifically.

0006 He spent three more days getting nowhere. He drew blanks

0007 with Zapata, Fatbum and Tony Curtis.

0008 But Stiffcollar was perfect.

0009 He was about Dickstein’s age, a slim, elegant man in a dark

0010 blue suit, plain blue tieiand white shirt with starched collar. Hi;

o dark hair, a little longer than was usual for a man of his age, was

0012 graying over the ears. He wore handmade shoes.

0013 He walked from the office across the Alzette river and uphill

0014 into the old town. He went down a narrow cobbled street and

0013 entered an old terraced house. Two minutes later a light went on

0016 in an attic window.

0017 Dickstein hung around for two hours.

0018 When Stiffcollar came out he was wearing close-fitting light

0019 trousers and an orange scarf around his neck. His hair was

0020 combed forward, making him look younger, and his walk was

0021 jaunty. ;

0022 Dickstein followed him to the Rue Dicks, where he ducked

0023 into an unlit doorway and disappeared. Dickstein stopped

0024 outside. The door- was open but there was nothing to indicate

0023 what might be inside. A bare flight of stairs went down. After a

0026 moment, Dickstein heard faint music.

0027 Two young men in matching yellow jeans passed him and went

0028 in. One of them grinned back at him and said, “Yes, this is the

0029 place.” Dickstein followed them down the stairs.

0030 It was an ordinary-looking nightclub with tables and chairs, a

0031 few booths, a small dance floor and a jazz trio in a corner.
b oos2 Dickstein paid an entrance fee and sat at a booth, within sight of

0033 Stiffcollar. He ordered beer.

He had already guessed why the place had such a discreet air,
and now, as he looked around, his theory was confirmed: it was a
homosexual club. It was the first club of this kind he had been to,
and he was mildly surprised to find it so unexceptional. A few of
the men wore light make-up, there were a couple of outrageous

ueens camping it up by the bar, and a very pretty girl was
0040 holding hands with an older woman in trousers; but most of the
0041 customers were dressed normally by the standards of peacock
and there was no one in drag.

Stiffcollar was sitting close to a fair-haired man in a maroon
double-breasted jacket. Dickstein had no feelings about homo-

uals as suchy, he-sympathized-with- =

0036
0037
0038

> 0039

0046 ; nhe—caﬂed"themsctvé‘s“**gay“%a-nd—werwheerml-ly
-"Utf"'('w D\—pfemamus,. He was not offended when people supposed--
0018 wrongly-that he might be homosexual because he was a
0019 bachelor in his early forties. To him, Stiffcollar was just a man
0050 who worked at Euratom and had a guilty secret.
0031 He listened to the music and drank his beer, A waiter came
0032 across and said, “Are you on your own, dear?” ‘
0033 Dickstein shook his head. “I’m waiting for my friend.”
0054 : A guitarist replaced the trio and began to sing vulgar folk songs
0055 in G-erman. Dickstein missed most of the jokes, but the rest of the
0036 audience roared with laughter. After that several couples danced.

0057 Dickstein saw Stiffcollar put his hand on his companion’s knee.

0000
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KHC got up and walked across to their booth.
“Hello,” he said cheerfully, “didn’t I see you at the Euratom

office the other day?”

Stiffcollar went white. “I don’t know . . .

Dickstein stuck out his hand. “Ed Rodgers,” he said, giving the
name he had used with Pfaffer. “I'm a journalist.”

Stiffcollar muttered, “How do you do.” He was shaken, but he
had the presence of mind not to give his name.

“I've got to rush away,” Dickstein said. “It was nice to see

7

2

you.
“Goodbye, then.”
Dickstein turned away and went out of the club. He had done

all that was necessary, for now: Stiffcollar knew that his secret

was out, and he was frightened.
Dickstein walked toward his hotel, feeling grubby and

ashamed.

He was followed from the Rue Dicks.

The tail was not a professional, and made no attempt at
camouflage. He stayed fifteen or twenty steps behind, his leather
shoes making a regular slap-slap on the pavement. Dickstein
pretended not to notice. Crossing the road, he got a look at the
tail: a large youth, long hair, worn brown leather jacket.

Moments later another youth stepped out of the shadows and
stood squarely in front of Dickstein, blocking the pavement.
Dickstein stood still and waited, thinkingi What the hell is this?
He could not imagine who could be tailing him already, nor why
anyone who wanted him tailed would use clumsy amateurs from
off the streets.

The blade of a knife glinted in the strect light. The tail came up
behind.

The youth in front said, “All right, nancy-boy, give us your
wallet.”

Dickstein was deeply relieved. They were just thieves who
assumed that anyone coming out of that nightclub would be easy
game.

“Don’t hit me,” Dickstein said. “I’ll give you my money.”” He
took out his wallet.

“The wallet,” the youth said.

Dickstein did not want to fight them; but, while he could get
more cash easily, he would be greatly inconvenienced if he lost all
his papers and credit cards. He removed the notes from the wallet

and offered them. “I need my papers. Just take the money, and I
won’t report this.”

The boy in front snatched the notes.
The one behind said, “Get the credit cards.”

.The one in front was the weaker. Dickstein looked squarely at
hlm{ “Why don’t you quit while you’re ahead, sonny?”” Then he
walked forward, passing the youth on the outside of the
pavement.

Leather shoes beat a brief tattoo as the other rushed Dickstein,
and .then there was only one way for the encounter to end. ’

Dickstein spun abount, grabbed the boy’s foot as he
kick, pulled and twisted[and broke the boy’s ankle. A

The one with the knife came at Dickstein then. He danced
back, kicked the boy’s shin, danced back, and kicked again. The
bo.y lu.nged with the knife. Dickstein dodged and kicked I;im a
third time in exactly the same place. There was a noise like a bone

snapping, and the boy was-down-to—join-the-other.

aimed a

Triple, 11/14x26 T.R.
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|
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|
substitute a colon

Ouf\d Saio\, /
substitute apd said,

<1 pain and e\l down.
Insert the kid shouted with pain and

fell down.

tell down I

Substitute fell down
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ZZZT Dickstein stood for a moment looking at the t\.vol(muggcrs. He }"\J “’Af\ Insert/lmured
G felt like a parent whose children had pushed hlm. L‘lﬂtll he was 4 Aot S
0003 obliged to strike them.[Why did you make me do it? Th.e)-/ were 1 /ﬁ s Insert He thought:

| 0004 children: about seventeen, he guessed. They were plsd v1.c‘10}ls—‘~— S
0003 they preyed on homosexuals; but that was exactly what Dickstein (/
0006 had been doing this night.
0007 He walked away. It was an evening to forget. He decided to
0008 leave town in the morning. ;
0009 '/’
0010 A
| oo When Dickstein was working he stayed in his hotel room as much g |
0012 as possible to avoid being seen. He might have -become a l.leavy heen | “Substitute been
0013 drinker, except it was unwise to drink during an operation— / / ,
0014 alcohol blunted the sharp edge of his vigilance—and at ot‘her ﬂ Lot { ‘ oAt /]
0013 times he felt no zeat need of it. He spent a geed-deal of time
0016 looking out of windows or sitting in front of a flickering television
0017 screer% He did not walk around the streets, did not sit in hotel
0018 bars, did not even eat in hotel restaurants—he always used room
0019 sera/Dice.ﬁ.Put re were limits to t:qé pregautions even-he-eottd
0020 take Iﬂe e be invisible. in the lobby of the Alfa
0021 Hotel in Luxembourg he bumped into someone who knew him.
0022 He was standing at the desk, checking out. He had looked over substitute colon h delete capitalize I
0023 the bill and presented a credit card in the name of Ed Rogers, and
0024 he was waiting to sign the American Express slip when a voice
0025 behind him said in English, “My God! It’s Nat Dickstein, isn’t
0026 it2 ! : . - .
0027 It was the moment he dreaded. Like every agent who used
0028 cover identities, he lived in constant fear of accidentally coming
0029 up against someone from his distant past who could unmask him.
0030 It was his nightmare of the policemen who shouted, “You're a the ]
0031 spy!” and it was the debt-collector saying, “But your mother is in, g
0032 I just saw her, through the window, hiding under the kitchen substitute the
0033 table.”
0034 Like every agent he had been trained for this moment. The rule
0035 was simple: Whoever it is, you don’t know him. They made you
0036 practice in the school. They would say, “Today you are Chaim
0037 Meyerson, engineering student,” and so on; and you would have
0038 to walk around and do your work and be Chaim Meyerson; and
0039 ‘then, late in the afternoon, they would arrange for you to bump
0040 into your cousin, or your old college professor, or a rabbi who =
0041 knew your whole family. The first time, you always smiled and \
0042 said “hello,” and talked about old times for a while, and then that H
0043 evening your tutor told you that you were dead. Eventually you i A
0044 learned to look old friends straight in the eye and say, ‘“Who the Copitalze
0045 hell are you?”
0046 Dickstein’s training came into play now. He looked first at the
0047 desk clerk, who was at that moment checking him out in the name
0048 of Ed Rodgers. The clerk did not react: presumably either he did
0019 not understand, or he had not heard, or he did not care.
0050 A hand tapped Dickstein’s shoulder. He started an apologetic
0051 smile and turned around, saying in French, “I’'m afraid you’vg got
0052 the wrong—"
S i e e e i it 0 e
, s kissing Yasif Hassan.

0055 “It is you!” said Yasif Hassan.
S et ol ot o s gy
0058 for an instant, and his tr’xininy 5:21rblago, PICkStcm lost control
0059 biggest mistak’c of his cargcr -I=I-G—S{—a—rg esc:gi S b e
0060 pe < . : Ty
0000 Cg - S— = Az 5‘.___:_" ﬁﬂ, Stq(ed {(\ Sko&l M

he Said : “‘.‘Ch;['sT‘..

, .
Mq sfan .
He stared in shock, and he said: "Christ. Hassan."
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Hassan smiled, and stuck out his hand, and said,. “How. . .

long . . . it must be . . . more than twenty years{” Y / g e
Dickstein shook the proffered hand mechanically, qnshéﬂy ;‘, CIgS Llundere 3 l /

conscious ef-his-blunder, and tried to pull himself together. “It | Ahat he had

must be,” he muttered. “What are you doing here?” substitute that he had blundered
“I live here. You?”
“I'm just leaving.” Dickstein decided the only thing to do was /

get out, fast, before he did himself any more harm. The clerk \/

handed him the credit-card form and he scribbled “Ed Rodgers™
on it. He looked at his wristwatch. “Damn, I've got to catch this

plane—]—” :
“My car’s outside,” Hassan said. “I’ll take you to the airport.

We must talk.”
“I’'ve ordered a taxi . . . g
Hassan spoke to the desk clerk. “Cancel that cab—give this to substifpc aictiad

the driver for his trouble.” He handed over some coins. 5 {
' in said, “I really am in a rush-" :
DleSte ) y _l_ ('— \ ) delete Capitalize C

O ! substitute a period

”

“Wely come on, theni -ané Hassan picked up Dickstein’s case Y] bttt

and went outside.
Feeling helpless, iadeed foolish and incompetent, Dickstein ql

L\

c

followed. \//

They got into a battered two-seater English sports car. S~—
Dickstein studied Hassan as he steered the car out of a no-waiting
zone and into the traffic. The Arab had changed, and it was not
just age. The gray streaks in his mustache, the thickening of his
waist, his deeper voice—these were to be expected. But some-
thing else was different. Hassan had always seemed to Dickstein
to be the archetypal aristocrat. He had been slow-moving,
dispassionate and faintly bored when everyone else was young
and excitable. Now his hauteur seemed to have gone. He was like
his car: somewhat the worse for wear, with a rather hurried air.
Still, Dickstein had sometimes wondered how much of his g
upper-class appearance was cultivated. delete l/ §

Resigning himself to the consequences of his teeo—human S
mistake, Dickstein tried to find out the extent of the damage. He efrol // )
asked Hassan, ‘“You live here now?” substitute error 4,

“My bank has its European headquarters here.” =

So, maybe he’s still rich, Dickstein thought. “Which bank is
that?”

“The Cedar Bank of Lebanon.”

“Why Luxembourg?”’

“It’s a considerable financial center,” Hassan replied. “The
European Investment Bank is here, and they have an internation-
al stock exchange. But what about you?”’

“I. li-v_e in Israel. My kibbutz makes wine—I’m sniffing at the
possibilities of European distribution.”

“Taking coals to Newcastle.”

“I'm beginning to think so.”

“Perhaps I can help you, if you’re coming back. I have a lot of
contacts here. I could set up some appointments for you.”

Thank you. I'm going to take you up on that offer.” If the
worst came to the worst, Dickstein thought, he could alw
the appointments and sell some wine,

=~ (14 . .
' .Hassan sal(;i’, SO, n(.)w your home is in Palestine and my home
1s In Europe.” His smile was forced, Dickstein thought.

How is the bank doing?” Dickstein asked, wondering whether

“my bank” had meant “the bank I own” o
¢ r “the bank I manaee”
or “the bank I work fotg’\ ank I manage

ays keep

transpose
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“Oh, remarkably well.”
They seemed not to have much more to say to cach other.

Dickstein would have liked to ask what had happened to Hassan’s
family in Palestine, how his affair with Eila Asthfd 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.

Hassan asked, “Are you married?”

“No. You?”

“No.” _

“How odd,” Dickstein said.

Hassan smiled. “We’re not the type to take on responsibilities,
you and I.”

“Oh, I've got responsibilities,” Dickstein said, thinking of the
orphan Mottie who had not yet finished Treasure Island.

“But you have a roving eye, eh?”” Hassan said with a wink.

“As I recall, you were the ladies’ man,” Dickstein said
uncomfortably.

“Ah, those were the days.”

Dickstein tried not to think about Eila. They reached the

7

proofreader
caught

airport, and Hassan stopped the car. @ /
-/

Dickstein said} ““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—call me next time you’re here,” IHassan said.

“Goodbye.” Dickstein closed the car door and walked into the

insert comma

airport.
Then, at last, he allowed himself to remember. —— @

delete

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
carshot Cortone said, “Jesus, that was hot stuff.”

“Let’s not talk about it,” Dickstein said. He felt like a man
who, looking backward over his shoulder, hagi walked into a S
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 corner
deep in conversation with a graduate student. They went to the
George for lunch. Dickstein ate very little but drank some beer.

Cortone said,
down in the mouth about it. I mean

. . , it just goes to show she’s
available, right?”

subsitute s

“Listen, Nat, I don’t know why you’re getting so /

“ g . \ % substitute yes
Sure,” Dickstein said, but ef-eemsse did not mean it. ’ es €| substitute he

.'Ihc bill came to more than ten shillin
Dickstein walked him to the railwa

solemnly, and Cortone got on the train.
Dickstein walked in the park for several |
the cold, trying to sort out his feelings/
himself he was not envious of Hassan, nor d
nor disappointed in his hopes, beeattse he had never been

l;;)pef.ul. He was shattered, fhough aniLhad no words to say why,
¢ wished pery-mueld he had somebodyfhe could talk e about it. Q]

gs. Cortone paid it.

10urs, hardly noticing S/
and-failing. He told @l

substitute for

delete insert he

deletes substitute to whom
delete

L

y station. They shook hands Substitute period Substitute he failed

7~ b S
Pe failed. I knf.wl

isillusioned with Eila| % subsistute knew
ok
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Soon after this he w#nt to Palestine, although not just because substitute ;

ef Tt
S/ delete
of Eila. I /
In the next twenty-one years he never had a woman—f»but that, @ W

too, was not entirely because of Eila. —

Yasif Hassan drove away from Luxembourg airport in a black
rage. He could picture, as clearly as if .it wc?rc yestc?rday, the
young Dickstein: a pale Jew in a cheap suit, thin as a girl, alwgys
standing slightly hunched as if he expected to be flogged, star!ng
with adolescent longing at the ripe body of Eila Ashford, arguing
doggedly that his people would have Palestine whether the Arabs
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 Levantine 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 Isracl 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 under
the 1953 Land Acquisition Act, and was refused.

He visited his family in the camp only once, but what he saw
there stayed with him for the rest of his life. They lived in a hut
madv'a of boards and shared the communal toilets. They got no
SpC(Eli}l treatment: they were just one among thousands of
families without a home, a purpose or a hope. To see his father,
who had been a clever, decisive man ruling a large business with a
ﬁrm.hand, reduced now to queuing for food and wasting his life
playing backgammon, made Yasif want to throw bombs at
Baything Israeli-includiag school buses.

The women fetched water and cleaned house much as always,
but t.he men shuffled around in secondhand clothes, waiting for
nothing, their bodies getting flabby while their minds grew dull.
Teenagers strutted and squabbled and fought with knives —_
thc.rc v..fas nothing ahead of them but the prospect of their lives
shriveling to nothing in the baking heat of the sun.
crumed 1o, sihosgh e S Hasan never
e i e ;hc % ¥ nued to W.I'llC Eo his mother.

P, and if he was deserting his father, well,

his father had helped him do it, so it ;
’ must hawe-been wi
wanted. .Orse-he-tried-to-comvinee-hins r ' what he

delete




9999
0001
0002
0003

000+

0006
0007
0008
0009
0010
0011

0012

002
0025
0026
0027
0028
0029
0030
0031
0032
0033
0034
0035
0036
0037
0038
0039
0040
0041
0042
0043
0044
0045
0046
0047
0048
0049
0050
0051
0052
0053
0054
0055
0056
0057
0058
0039

0000

Book Press _ :
Galley 0043 Take 0001 Verston code 02-0{3‘ .
Job 00005928 Oper 00 Key Bd. 80 Date 06/29/79

C.Scan., DN 119, SN 3243, Book Press: Triple, 11/14x20 T.R.,

'He -managed-te-become a modest success as a bank clerk. He
had intelligence and integrity, but his upbringing did not fit him
for careful, calculating work involving(shufﬂing of memoranda
and kecping of records in triplicate. Besides, his heart was
decisively elsewhere. s

He never ccasedéwitterly\what had been taken .from
him j-and-his—farmity;~and carried his hatred through life like a
secret burden. Whatever his logical mind might tell him, his soul
said he{\abandoned 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| 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 dectails 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}~-WhieH 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
onthe 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 susely 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 francs. “Would
you tell me what name he was registered under?”

“Certainly, sir.” The clerk consulted a file. “Edward Rodgers,
from Science International magazine.”

“Not Nathaniel Dickstein?”
The clerk shook his head paticntly.
“Would you just see whether you had a Nathaniel Dickstein
from Israel, registered at all?” ’
“Certainly.” The clerk took several minutes to look through a
wac.i of papers. Hassan’s excitement rose. If Dickstein had
registered under a false name, then he was not a wine
salesman—so what clse could he be but an Israeli agent? Finall
the clerk closed his file/looked up. “Definitely not, sir.” ’
.“Thank you.” Hassan left. He was jubilant as he drove back to
!ns office: he had used his wits and discovered somethine
Important. As soon as he got to his desk he composed a mcssage.c

SUSPECTED ISRAELI AGENT SEEN HERE. NAT DICK.
%TEIN ALIAS ED RODGERS. FIVE FOOT SIX, SMALL
UILD, DARK HAIR, BROWN EYES, AGE ABOUT 40.

it ; ,//
%
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g] : _/ delete
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substitute and

substitute was
insert much

delete
transpose
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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. I.t would
never get there: the extra code word instructed the Cairo [?ost
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.

But 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 had never phoned. His report must have
caused more of a stir then heldlanticipated.

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 forcarm?”

“Ididn’t see it today, but I know he has it . . . I was at Oxford
University with him, years ago. I'm quite sure itfqhimz.”

“You know him?”’ There was astonishment in the voice from
Cairo. “Is this information on your file?”

“No, I've never—" y

“Then it should be,” the man said angrily. “How long have you
been with us?”

“Since 1957.”

“That explains 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 in fifteen minutes.”

“I'll do my best—’

“I’m.not interested in your best,” the voice from Cairo(—s;i(_j? “I
want his destination, and I want it before he gets there. Just be
sure you call me in fifteen minutes. Now that we’ve contacted
him, we must not lose him again.”

“I’ll get on to it right away—f—” said Hassan, but the line was
dead before he could finish the sentence,

He cradled the phone. True, he had got no thanks from Cairo:
but this was better. Suddenly he was important, his work wa;
urgent, they were depending on him. He had a chance to do
something for the Arab cause, a chance to strike back at last

He picked up the phone again and begas calling the airlinc.s.
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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 part of
Euratom. He traveled to the power station in a bus with an
assorted party of students and tourists. The countryside slipping
past the windows was a dusty southern green, morc like Galilee

. : ; inti
than Essex, which had been “the country” to Dickstein as a boy. L
He had traveled the world since, getting on planes as casually as ) }/
any jet-setter, but he could remember the time when his horizons V\I;;\
/M 2

had been Park Lane in the west and Southend-on-Sea in 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 map{aftcr
his bar mitzvah and the death of his father. Other bowf his age
saw themselves getting jobs on the docks or in t} sy marrying
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 sec 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
archacologist 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
with being Jewish. Dickstein’s boyhood chess partner, Harry
Chieseman, 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 ncw industries like motion pictures, to
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become[,successful bankers and lawyers and manufacturers; and if
they could not do it in the country where they were born,.lhey
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 — like,
when they needed nuclear bombs, they went out toget them.’E‘he
tradition was a comfort, but it gave him no help with the ways and
mMeans. ——

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.[l could get fifty men inside the
compound in broad daylight without the guards noticing anything
amiss{-he—theugh{. It was a bad sign—/—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
newly planted trees; everything was clean and natural, white-
painted and smokeless. Looking back toward the gatchouse,
Dickstein'saw a gray Opel pull up on the road. One of the two
men in it got out and spoke to the security guards, who appeared
to give directions. Inside the car, something glinted briefly in the
sun.

Dicksteinlfollowed 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
tcam. 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. g}
They were then 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 designed to save the fish and |
return them to the river. He wondered if the men in the Opel had L/
been following him, and if so, why. selitaconing

delete

|
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He was enormously interested in the delivery bay. He asked \\ ) \
the hostess, “How does the fuel arrive?” i

“O)( trucks,” she said archly. Some of the party giggled “! substitute n
nervously at the thought of uranium running around the country-
side on trucks. “It’s not dangerous,” she went on as soon asshe | [i
had got the expected laugh. “It isn’t even radioactive until it}g fed ‘Sl A\
into the atomic pile. It is taken off the truck straight into the substitute s%l /‘/
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.” ﬂ V t
V/

delete -

“Thank you.” Dickstein nodded, feeliig- plcased. The system
was not quite as rigorous as Mr. Pfaffer of Euratom had claimed.

One({ two schemes few began to take vague shape in Dickstein’s or l g?
mind. \/
They saw the reactor loading machine in operation. Worked W
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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dumped the used elementinto a water-filled shaft which led to the
cooling ponds.

The hostess, speaking

! . perfect Parisian French in an oddly
seductive voice, said,

“The reactor has three thousand fuel
channels, cach channel containing eight fuel rods. The rods last
four to seven years. The loading machine renews five channels in
cach operation.”
They went on to see the cooling ponds. Under twenty fect'of
water the spent fuel clements were loaded into pannets, then
cool, but still highly radioactive—they were locked into ,ﬁfty-to_n

lead flasks, two hundred clements to
N a flask, for tra
and rail to a reprocessing plant. nsport by road
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As the hostesses scrved coffee and pastries in the lounge
Dickstein considered what he had learned. It had occurred to him
thatj\sincc plutonium was ultimately what was wanted, he might
stcal used fuel. Now he knew why nobody had suggested it. It
would be easy enough to hijack the truck—he could do it
singlehanded—but how would he sneak a fifty-ton lead flask out
of the country and take it to Israel without anyone noticing?

Stealing uranium from inside the power station was no more
promising an idea. Sure, the security was flimsy—the very fact
that he had been permitted to make this reconnaissance, and had

/
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even been given a guided tour, showed that. But fucl 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 snecaking 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 efte 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
indifferencc rather than vanity. He thought it was because in their
work, force of personality gencrally counted for nothing, brains
for everything, so there was no point in trying to make a good

Book Press

Galley 0058 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, 11/14x26 T.R

visual impression. But perhaps that was a romantic view of
SCIENCE, e

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
makes 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
ra.ldiation levels are much more like speed limits on the
highway—thirty miles per hour is safer than eighty, but not as

safc. as twenty, and the only way to be completely safe is not to
get in 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
plan he eotid-dream up. Maybe the whole thing was doomed tf)
%t After all, impossible is impossible, he thought —— No, it
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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clements, 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 ata
time, over a period of months. Eventually the reactor’s output
would fall marginally/ there would be an investigation tests
would be done _perﬁaps no conclusions would be reached
before the empty clements 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 scven years later—the trail to Tel Aviv would have
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gone cold — EBut they might find out sooner/gnd there was still
the problem of getting the stuff out of the country,_‘@tlll, h.c
had the outline of one possible scheme, and itsnade-him-feet a bit
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 was my seat,” and he
stared at her stonily until she went away.

Driving back from the power station, Dickstein kept looking
out of the rear window. After about a'mile the gray Opel pulled
out of a turn-off and followed the bus[aﬁd Dickstein’s cheerful-

ness vanished.
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He had been spotted. It had happened either here or in
Luxembourg, probably Luxembourg. The spotter might have
been Yasif Hassan—no reason why he should not be an agent—
or someone else. They must be following him out of general
curiosity because there was no way—was there?—that they could
know what he was up to. All he had to do was lose them.

He spent a day in and around the town near the nuclear power
station, traveling by bus and taxi, driving a rented car, and
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 netieed the
surveillance carlier. They had been Eontinually&a_b'l—é‘ to switch cars
and pf:rsonnel. The trip to the power station, a long there-and-
back journey on a country road with very little traffic, explained
why the team had finally blown themselves.
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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 Opcl was still with him when he found ¢

where there were no turnoffs from the highway for four or five
miles in either direction@ickstcin pulled over to the shoulder,
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-mement later. The Ford would wait at the next
turnoff, and the Opel would come back on the opposite side of
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the road to see what he was doing. That was what the textbook
prescribed for this situation.@ickstein hoped these people would
follow the book, otherwise his scheme would not work.

He took a collapsible warning triangle from the trunk of the car
and stood it behind the offside rear wheel.

The Opel went by on the opposite side of the highway.

They were following the book.

Dickstein began to walk.

When he got off the highway he caught the first bus he saw and
rode it until it came to a town. On the journey he spotted each of
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.

un good condition after his months of outdoor work in the

L

He wa$

é = \
:/

raced along the shoulder on the other side of the road. Breathing

hard and sweating, he reached his abandoned car in under three
minutes.
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One of the men from the Ford had got out and started to follow
him.LPFow he realized he had been taken in. The Ford moved off.
The man ran back and jumped into it as it gathered speed and
swung into the slow lane.

Dickstein got into his car. The surveillance vehicles were now
on the wrong side of the highway and would have to go all the
way to the next junction before they could cross over and come
after him. At sixty miles per hour the round trip 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-smatt
Metory)-Censidering-thenragaitude of s mmisston; - he-woutd take
whatever he_could-get—never-mind-the-size;-or-permanence;of
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There was pemething-clase-to-genuine| panic in Moscow when

they heard about the se-ealled- Arab atom bomb.
The Foreign Ministry panicked because they had not heard of it

carlier, the KGB panicked because they had not heard about it Substitutea godaliighty™/

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 KGB-;Lthc 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 werc not diplomati-
cally obliged to tell their allies about this secret project, and the
technical help they were asking for was not crucial to its success.
Their attitude was “Oh, by the way, we’re building this nuclear
reactor in order to get some plutonium to make atom bombs to
blow Israel off the face of the earth, so would you like to give us a
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hand, or not?” The message, trimmed and decorated with
ambassadorial niceties, was delivered[\in the manner of an
afterthought/ at the end of a routine meeting between the
Egyptian Ambassador in Moscow and the deputy chicf of the
Middle East desk at the Forcign Ministry.

The deputy chief who received the message considered very
carefully what he should do with the information. His first duty,
naturally, was to 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 bagsclf/ anéahe was now in a
position to do the &8 a big favor. If he warned them of the
Egyptian Ambassador’s message, they would have a-bitef 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
acquaintance in the B from a call box in the-event his qwn
phone w%&tappe | th n(rcalizcd how silly that would %Dc[ 1@!:1-

gt he was going to call the KGB, and it was who tapped

Book Press
Galley 0072 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, 11/14x26 T.R.,

people’s phone ;[\he took off his coat and used his office phone.
The KGB desk man he talked to was equally expert at working

the cratie system. In the new KGB building on the-
MpPscow ring road, he kicked up a huge fuss. First he called his

ss’s secretary and asked for an urgent meeting in fifteen
inutes. 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 happened
that the agenda for the ncxt meeting of the Middle East political
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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 day 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 new item: “Recent
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.

-Onty 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 identifiert in Luxembourg and was
now under surveillance. Because of the circumstances, the report
reeeived 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.

David Rostov’s father had been a minor diplomat whose career
was stunted by a lack of connections, particularly secret service
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connections. Knowing this/ the son, with the remorseless logic
which was to characterize his decisions all his life, joined 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
extent of the Stalin purge was not comprehended, the great
English universities had been ripe recruiting-grounds for Soviet
Intelligence. Rostov had picked a couple of winners, one of
whom was still sending secrets from London in 1968. Nat
Dickstein had been one of his failures.
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Young Dickstein had been some kind of socialist, Rostov
rcmembered, and his personality was suited to cspionage: he was
withdrawn, intense and mistrustful. He had brains, too. Rostov
recalled dcbating the Middle 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
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course, if you really want to join the struggle for world socialism,
you have to work for the Soviet Union”’—and the veterans would
say “Bullshit.”

After Oxford Rostov had worked in Russian embassies in a-

series of European capitals—Rome, Amsterdam, Paris. He never
got out of the KGB and into the diplomatic service. Over the
years he came to realize that he did not have the brecadth of
political vision to become the great statesman his father wanted
him to be. The carnestness of his youth disappecared. He still
thought, on balance, that socialism was probably the political
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system of the future; but this credo no longer burned inside hi
He believed in communism the way most pcople 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, if
anything, greater cnergy. He became a superb technician, a
master of the devious and cruel skills of the intelligence gan’1e°
and—equaf important in the USSR as well as the West—hé
learned how to manipulate the burcaucr
maximum reeegnition for his triumphs.

The First Chief Directorate of the KGB was a kind of Head

acy so as to gain

°
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Office, responsible for collection and analysis of informatio.n.
Most of the ficld agents were attached to the Second Chief
Directorate, 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 generated a gooed-deal of embarrassing publicity in the
West, did counter-espionage and special operations[\and[\em-
ployed some of the bravest, cleverest, nastiest agents in the

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 wife, two children
and a mistress/named 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, hiel, somehow had made their passion all the
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more frantic. There was kesftmnly no lenger-anal passion in his
marriag% but there were other things+{-affection, companion-
ship, stability and the fact that Mariya was still the only person in
the 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
records; and Vladimir Davidovitch, the young genius, already
considered 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
merit, 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 had to
queue up in markets with the hoi polloi—shc §l10pped at tl}e
Beryozka stores with the elite—and they had a big apartment 1n
Moscow and a little dacha on the Baltic; but Rostov wanted a
chauffeur-driven Volga limousine, a sccond dacha at a Black Sea
resort where he could keep Olga, invitations to private showings
of decadent western movies, and treatment in the Krcmlin 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. 311 in Novosibirsk, Siberia.
If he continued to score aetabte points in the intelligence game,
he would get promoted to a totally administrative job, become
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 tien he would get the Volga limousine
and the Black Sea dacha.

Sometime in the next two or three years he would need to pull
off another[coup. When the news about Nat Dickstein came in,
he &dlewed-himnselfto—wondes| whether this might -aet be his
OpportuRity.

He had watched Dickstein’s career with the nostalgic fascina-
tion of a mathematics teacher whose brightest pupil has decided
to go to art school. While still at Oxford he had heard stories
about the stolen boatload of guns, and as a result had himself
initiated Dickstein’s KGB file. Over the years additions had been
made 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 onc of the most
formidable agents in the Mossad. If Rostov could briﬁLhis head
on a platter, the future would be assured.

gut 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-get this far by sticking his neck out.
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The forum for discussion of the Arab bomb was the Middle East ‘./
political committee. It could have been any one of eleven or
twelve Kremlin committees { the same factions were represented For‘ /
on all the interested committees(and(would have said the same /é ’ H“Y
things‘{ and the result would have been the same, because this <~}
issue was big enough to override factional censiderations.
The committee had nineteen members, but two were abroad, ?ubStitute a comma for
one was ill and one had been run over by a truck on the day of the ~ !nsertacomma
. ) insert they
meeting. It made no difference. Only three people counted: one 1 titute a semicolon
from the Foreign Ministry, one KGB man and onc 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 principlg, and Rostov 5[
himself, acting as aide. (It was by signs such as this that Rostov
knew he was being considered for the next promotion.) inserts

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
was 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 rcading of the KGB report,”

“Recent Developments in Egyptian Armaments.” Rostov could
imagine exactly how the one fact in the report had been spun out
with a little background gleaned from a phone call to Calro., a
good deal of guesswork and much bullshit/\into a screed wh}ch
took twenty minutes to read. He had done that kind of thing
himself more than once.

A Foreign Ministry underling then stated, at some length, his
interpretation of Soviect 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-Isracli 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, damn-tt, we
can’t give atom bombs to those|lunatics.”

“I agree,” said the Party Secretary’s man, who was also
chairman of the committee. “If they have the bomb, theyfll
prebably usc it. And that 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
ffuitcake 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
Pcople. 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 ragc 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!”

Everybody roared with laughter. The tea-lady shook her hcad
in mock disgust. Rostov had heard the joke before.

When the committee went reluctantly back to work, it was the
Party Sccretary’s man who asked the crucial question. “If wc
refuse to give the Egyptians the technical help they’re asking for,
will they still be able to build the bomb?”’
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The KGB man who had presented the report s:aid, “There is
not enough information to give a definite answer, sir. I-.Iowevcr,.I
have taken background bricfing from one of our sc1ent1§ts on this
point, and it seems that to build a crude nucle’ar bomb is act}lally
no more difficult, technically, than to build a conventional
bomb.”

The Foreign Ministry man thea 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.cousse,” 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@l_l_iisﬁﬁ‘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 tmportant control
over the bomb. If we refuse to help, we estrange ourselves from
the Arabs, and weLleave a potenttal situation in which they still
have a bomb but we have no control over it.”

The Forcign 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
reactor projcct, such help always to be structured with a view to
Soviet personnel gaining ultimate control of the weaponry.”

Rostov permitted himself the hiat 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 this
thought: if the Egyptians were in fact nor able to build their bomb
unaided—for lack of uranium, for instance—then they had done

a very expert job of bluffing the Russians into giving them the
help they needed.

5

Rostov eppreeiated his family, in small doses. The advantagc of
his kind of job was that by the time he got bored with them—and
it weas—rather-boring, living with children—he was off on another
trip 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 fond
o.f Yuri, the elder boy, despite his cheap music and contentious
views about dissident poets; but Vladimir, the younger, was the
apple of his eye. As a baby Vladimir had been so prctty that

people thought he was a girl. From the start Rostov had taught

tl}e boy gamecs of logic, spoken to him in complex sentences
discussed with him tl :

. : 1¢ geography of distant countries, the
mechanics of ‘cngmes[.and the workings of radios, flowers, water
taps and political partics. He had come to the top of every class

he was put into—although now, Rostoy th : :
) 10ught, h ] :
equals at Phys-Mat No. . g ¢ might find his
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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 liked
being clfever, and he wanted to be a superior-man. The only thing
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 cndeavor 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 ineluetable logic.

Driving home through the rush-hour traffic, Rostov looked
forward to a dull if 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 werc'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 bad- name.
Rostov flung open the kitchen door and stood there, briefcase
still in hand, face[black as thunder.

‘Mariya and Yuri confronted one another across the kitchen
table| $he was in ajfl unaeenstomad rage and close to hysterical
tears, he was full of rightcews 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 both,immediately|appealed to him!

“She broke my guitar]”l&t{e has brought disgrace on the family
with this decadent music}-

At-whieh-peint Yuri again called his mother the same -bad
ngme;, :

Rostov dropped his briefcase, stepped forward and slapped the
boy’s face.

Yuri rocked backward with the force of the blow,(his cheeks
reddened with pain and humiliation. The son was as tall as his
father, and broader: Rostov had not struck him like this since the
boy l?ecame a man. Yuri struck back immediately, his fist
shooting out: if the blow had connected it would have knocked
Rostov cold. Rostov moved quickly aside with the instincts of

Ir]nany years’ training and, as gently as possible, threw Yuri to the
oor.

“Leave the house,” he said quietly.
rcady to apologize to your mother.”

Yuri. scrambled to his feet. “chcr!” he shoutcd;_aﬁe{ went out
slamming the door. :

Rostov took off his hat and coat and sat down at the kitchen
table. He .rcmovcd the broken guitar and set it carcfully on the
floor. Mariya poured tea and gave it to him: his hand was shakin
as he took the cup. Finally he said, “What was that all about‘?”g

“Come back when you’re
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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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“V]adimir failed the exam.” .
«Vl]adimir? What has that to do with Yuri’s guitar? What exam

did he fail?”

[‘for the Phys-Mat. He was rcjected.”

Rostov stared at her dumbly.

“] was so upset, and Yuri laughed—he, a little jealous, you
know, of his younger brother—and then the started playing this
western music, and I thought it could not be that Vladimir isfet
clever enough, it must be that his family hasitl enough influence,
perhaps we}se) considered unreliable because of Yuri and his
opinions and his music ——I know this is foolish, but I broke his
guitar in\my-mementary-upsetand——{"

Rostov was no longer listening. Vladimir rejected? Impossible.
The boy was smarter than his teachers, much too smart for
ordinary schools, they couldfd 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.
£ “What did you score in that exam?”

Vladimir looked up at his fathes. “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®elievéyme?” £

“Yes, of course I do,” Rostov told him! End[went into the
lixing room, where the phone was. >
C He called the school. The head teacher was still at work.

E‘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 saic% “You know I can find
out.”

“Comrade Colonel, I like you and I want to have your son in
my school. Please don’t make trouble for yourself by creating a
s.torm about this. If your son would apply again in one year’s
time, he would have an excellent chance of gaining a place.”

People did not warn KGB officers against making trouble for
themselves. Rostov began to understand. “But he did score full
marks.”

“Several applicants scored full marks in the wr

“Thank you,” Rostov said[ and-hung up.

T!lc living room was dark, but he did not put the lights on. He
sat in his armchair, thinking|+hat the head teacher could célsily

l?ave fold him that all the applicants had scored full marks; but
lies fhd not come casily to pcople on the s ke
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create trouble
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So. Strings had been pulled. Less talented young.sters had
gained places because their fathers had used more influence.
Rostov refused to be angry. Don’t get angey at the system, he told
himself use it.

He had some strings of his own to pull.
He picked up the phonc and called his boss, Feliks Vorontsov,

at kis home. Feliks sounded a little odd, but Rostov ignored itlas
ho—told—Feliks—that—his—son—had—been Turncd down—for—the
Phys-Mat-

“I'm sorry to hear that,” Vorontsov said. “Still, not everybody
can get in.”

It was not the expected response. Now Rostov paid attention to
Vorontsov’s tone of voice. “What makes you say that?”

A “My son was accepted.”

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 burcaucrat or politico had got into the school
because of string-pulling, Rostov could have fought it| ﬁvcry-
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 asich&n&gext year he would handle the whole thing
differently. He would call on the head teacher’s KGB file, for a
start. He would get the complete list of applicants and work on
any who might be a threat. He would have phones tapped and
mail opened to find out who was putting on the pressure.

But first he had to get into a position of strengty!. And now & he
realized that his eertainty about his career so far had been
sistakes. If they could do this to him, his star must et be-ia-the
ascendancy-but fading fand) fast.

That coup which he was so casually scheduling for some time in
the next two or three years had to be brought forward.

He was-smmg in the dark living room, planning his first moves/
whesn Ma.nya came inLand sat beside him, not speaking. She
brought him food on a tray and asked him if he wanted to watch
TV. He shook llis_l-lefl_cj__g_rlg_ put the-feed-aside-A-titttcater;she
went woress &ly 10 Ded.

Yuri came.in at mrdmight, a little drunk. He entered the living
room and switched on the light]surprised to sece his father sitting
there. He took a frightened step back.
the clear, narrow vision of rj lg s mlSdlre'ClCd poas 2

) ght and wrong, the quick humilia-

tions and the slow acquisition of knowledge. ““Yuri,” he said. “J
want to apologize for hitting you.” ’
Yuri burst into tears.
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Rostov put an arm around his broad shoulders and led him
toward his room. “We were both wrong, you and [, he
continued. *Your mother, too. I'm going away again soon{ I'll try

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

afraid to kiss. Gently, he pushed him into the bedroom and
closed the door on him. _ .
Going back to the living;ooml\hg’r_@liégg&hgy{us plans had

somehewy(n the last few minutegy hardened into shape in his
mind. He sat in the arm chair 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 repbrted the sighting there of the
Isracli 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
celsewhere. He is not interested in alcohol, narcotics or gambling.
He has no known romantic liaisons, and there is on his file a
spe(.:ulation that he may be sexually frozen as a result of being the
subject of medical experiments conducted by Nazi scientists.

I, personally, knew Dickstein intimately in the formative years
19.47—&?, whf:n we were both at Oxford University. I played chess
:::31 hslpn;.dlalln;t:?;cr-:ss?isglce .nI have followed his subsequ-ent f:areer
territory which has b(;en m 2“’ z{prears iy aae th.e
there is anyone amon [youi’cgecm' sy tWC:!nly it d.o‘ubt i
et by fé;rmidabl mn?ltt(-.:e who is Z:!S well qualified as

¢ Zionist operative.

I therefore recommend that you assign me to discover what

- - < b b

5 *ﬁhh““‘-_p
David Rostov.
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Your recommendation is approved.
(signed)
Yuri Andropov.

TO: - Chairman, Committee for State Security Subsgtute gOOd.
. substitute see things
FROM: Chicf, European Desk Skl
COPY: Deputy Chief, European Desk delete
DATE: 26 May 1968 substitute a second thought delete

Comrade AndropOV' delete substitute think we can delete
substitute ought to

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

Naturally I agree wholeheartedly with Comrade Rostov’s A
concern and your approval thereof, although I feel therc was no A / \ /
-demenstrated reason for his haste. e . ‘H\h\uS !

As a field agent Rostov doces not, of course,perceive-matiers in Q;Ll \j J

quite the same broad perspective as his superiors, and se-net
surpristagly 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 reccommend {
that we brush them aside without due-censideration, as my ¢ sewnd +L°“JH
deputy Rostov seems to recommend. At most, +-feet we should ﬂ think we can
offer them our cooperation.

Needless to say, this latter undertaking, involving as it would }
international liaison betwcen intelligence services, weootd#ppro= 0“3"\1 to
-priatety be handled at chief-of-desk level rather than dcputy-chief ﬂ
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
must be taken into account, but he is unwilling to leave the q/
initiative in Egyptian hands while we onty “cooperatqf? I have “‘U’JY / el
now spoken with our allies in Cairo, and they have agreed that  sybstitute merely
Rostov should command the team investigating Dickstein on  transpose

condition 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 a L

result. \I-%{lefs{ﬁnd-youf-eeﬁeem—mﬁ’c-ﬁnsteq wants your job And ktep ey B iR KDS‘M“—.“Q/
and unless you shape up I’'m going to give it to him. Yuri. ’
substitute And keep an eye on Rostov -- he

TO: Deputy Chief, European Desk
FROM: Office of the Chairman, Committee for St
COPY: Chief, European Desk
DATE: 29 May 1968
Comrade Rostov:

Cairo has now nomin
the Dickstein investiga
spotted Dickstein in Lu

ate Sccurity

ated the agent to serve with your tcam in
tion. He is in fact the agent who first
xembourg. His name is Yasif Hassan.
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(Signed) .
Maksim Bykov, personal assistant to the Chairman.

-When he gave lectures at the training 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 you.” Tl.1en
the trainees went into the bar and heard that Nat Dickstein’s
motto was: “Never call in for less than $100,000.”

Borg was angry with Dickstein. Anger came ecasily to him,
especially when he did not know what was happening. FortunaFe-
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 rcason
why they should meet in aLdamn bathhouse.

Borg beeame 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 became—angty
and broke pencils and fired his secretary ——|A 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 steamroomL\vearing around his waist the largest towel he
could find, conscious that he was white except for his face and
hands, his flesh softly plump(with a pelt of graying hair across his
shoulders.

-New he made-eut Kawash. The Arab’s body was lean and dark
brown, with very little hair. Their eyes met across the steamroom
and, like sccret 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 ‘its hum would swamp a listening device, if there was
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.’}

“I have a cousin in Military Intelligence.”

“Well done. Who is the man in Qattara?”

“Saman Hussein, one of yours.”

“Good,/good. What did he find?”

“T.he construction work is finished. They’ve built the reactor
h'ou51.ng, plus an administration block, staff quarters, and an
airstrip. They’re much fyrther ahead than anyone imagined.”

:‘What about the reactor itself? That’s what counts.”

“They’re working on it now. It’s hard to say how long it will
tal‘ce—thcre’s a certain amount of precision work.”
‘Are they going to be able to manage that?(l mean, all those
complex control systems . . .”
Yoflslco\iogzéols don’t need to be sophis.ticated, I understand.
peed of the nuclear reaction sim
metal rods into the atomic pile. Anyway,
development. Saman found the pl
now I guess they’l}

ply by pushing
there’s been another
acc crawling with Russians./So
have all the fancy electronics they need.’

606
(-___ 7’
L
delete
S| \/
V
9od {
sl o
Ne
D‘f MAO\/ Y
G

insert god
substitute got

substitute got mad
new paragraph
substitute a period

insert a comma
insert a comma
delete

capitalize H
substitute saw

substitute and

substitute
were

proofreader caught
delete

\‘//'
2 insert good,
| goool ’
substitute a
al
" l”’/’// 1 B m
605 Wor\d Uf.cl ; insert "Borg
l\ wondered."

B

/\“ @ora Sa\'(;: " Oh, fuck." [“

insert "Borg said: "Oh, fuck."

new paragraph "



9049
0001
0002
0003
0004
0005
0006
0007
0008
0009
0010
0011
0012
0013
0014
0015
0016
0017
0018
0019
0020
0021
0022
0023

0024

0045
0016
0047
0048

0049

0051

Ou52
4053
0034
0035
0056

0000

Book Press . (
Cak 02-08

Jalley 0094 Take 0001 Version code 3

?o;)c 0005928 Oper 00 Key Bd. 80 Datc 06/29/79

'‘C.Scan., DN 119, SN 3243, Book Press: Triple, 11/14x26 "T.R.

Borg sat on the chair, forgetting thf: .bathhouse and tl},e
vibrating bed and his soft white body. “This is-vesy-bad newsf- (

“There’s worse. Dickstein is blown.” : .

Borg stared at Kawashy. «“Blown?”’ he said as if he did not know
what the word meant. ‘“Blown?”

“Yes.’,
Borg felt furious and despairing by turns. After a moment he

said, “How did he manage that . . .E”

“He was recognized by an agent of ours in 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 peoplc 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 seftty. “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 teaquuickly, of
course, but Moscow is putting together a big effort to find him
again.”

Borg put his chin in his hand and stared without secing at the
erotic frieze on the tiled wall. It was as if therc 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.L“Se- the
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? And-fwedo
they’\ have a nuclear bomb and we won’t. And do you think
they’ll use it?”” He had Kawash 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%”

“Stop shouting,” Kawash said calmly. He dectached Borg’s
hands from his shoulders. “There’s a long road ahead before onc

side or the other has come-eut-on-tep.”
Borg turned away.

(X3 ’ o : &
. Yf)‘u 11 hav.c«: to contact Dickstein and warn him,” Kawash
said. “Where is he now?”

l—dﬁt-kﬂew,’—’said-h'}&ehie f,—th&head-eélsr-aeﬁﬂﬂélﬁgcntm

(X3

=
=

LY

{ of"\-—\[’ LDMf\P.TCl\ :

the surveillance team in France / Dickstein returned
to Luxembourg by road, guessing they would have set a
twcnty?four-houxta-day watch for him at Luxembourg airport
And, since they had the number of his rented car, he stopped of.f
In Paris to turn it in and hire another from a different compa
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"Fucked if I know,"
said Pierre Borg.
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So-the only consequence of Rostov’s error was that he would
be forced to work with the wretched Arabs.

But that was bad enough. Rostov had his own little team, Nik
Bunin and Pyotr Tyrin, and they worked well together. And
Cairo was as lcaky 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 —|Rostov remembered Hassan very weH: a rich
kid, indolent and Raughty, smart enough but with no drive,
shallow politics, and too many clothes. His wealthy father had got
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

Cairo would bitch to Moscow; too much, and Tel Aviv would be \/ g.[
/[‘ 4|

able to frustrate his every move{ﬂ%-q»&s&ien{, it was damned
awkward,but he had only himself to blame for it.

Fnderstandably| he was uneasy about the whole affair by the
time he reached Lux’embourgD-Ield;ﬂgv_gﬁi_i n from Athens, having
changed identities twice and planes’thrce times since Moscow.
Yomazing.-bufl if you came direct from Russia, the local intelli-
gence people teaded-ta-maie a note of your arrival and keep an
eye on you, whiek could be a nuisance.

There was nobody to meet him at the airport, of course. He
took a taxi to his hotel.EIc 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 hcri'.”

“Fine. Listen, is that—"

“Shut up[LNo names. Ten minutes.”

“Of course, I'm sorry, I—"

Rostov hung up. What kind of idiots was Cairo hiring now?
The kind that us¢| your real name over the hotel phone system,
obviously. It was going to be even worse than heldl feared.

There was a time when he would have been over-professional,

[turned out the lights and sat watching the doorway with a gun in
his hand until the other man arrived, Nowadays he considered
that sort of behavior to be obsessive and left it to the actors in the
television shows. Elaborate personal precautions were not his
style, not anﬁﬁore. He did not even carry a gun, in case customs
qfﬁcials scarched his luggage at airports. But there were precau-
tions and precautions, weapons and weapons: he did have one or
two KGB gadgets subtly concealed—including an electric tooth-
br‘us-h that gave out a hum calculated to Jam listening devices, a
miniature Polaroid cameraLand a bootlace garrote. ’

. He unpacked his small case quickly. There was very little in
1t+a safety razor, the toothbrush, two American-made wash-
an'd-wear shirts and a change of underwear. He made himself a
drink from the room bar —_scotch whiskey was one of the perks
of working abroad. After exactly ten minutes there was a knock

on the door. Rostov opened it, and Yasif Hassan came in
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Hassan smiled broadly. “How are you?”
“How do you do,” said Rostov, and shook his hand.

“I’s twenty years . . . how have you been?”

“Busy.”

“That we should meet again, after so long, and because of
Dickstein-"

“Yes. Sit down. Let’s talk about Dickstein.” Rostov sat,
Hassan followec}é “Bring me up to date,” Rostov teld-him. “You
spotted Dickstein, then your people picked 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 sheek-hishead. “We’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 whols 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-take—oa 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 burcau of a magazine
called Science International. There is such a magazinc] 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. ‘‘Xtypical 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 found/savagely 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[ fhc 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 hejs|capable of it and/was
here at the time.”

' ‘[Fnough for a strong presumption —__ Do you think Dickstein
1s 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 on
assignment. Your argument is rather self-defeating, isn’t it?”

A trace of anger showed in Hassan’s face.
think?” {

My guess is that he had an informant whols—a{ queer.” He
s.tood up anc} began to pace the room. He felt he had made the
right start with Hassan, but enough w
r‘nakmg the man surly. It was time to case up a little. “Let’s
speculate for a moment. Why would he want to look around a
nuclear power station?”’

L WetH the Israclis have been on bad terms with the French

;tlnce the six-Day War. De Gaulle cut off the supply of arms.
aybe the Mossad plans some rctaliation .
the rcactor?”

“So what do you

as cnough —— no point in

. . like blowing up
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Rostov shook his head. “Even the Israclis aren’t that irrespon-
sible. Besides{\why then would Dickstein be in Luxembourg?”

Hassan-had-ne-iden.

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 is 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 Kitchberg.”

“Which institutions?”’ :
“The Secretariat of the Europcan Parliament, the Council of

Ministers[and the Court of Justice. Oh, and Euratom.”

Rostov stared at Hassan. “Euratom?”

«“It’s short for the European Atomic Energy Community, but
everybody—"

“] 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 ome-erueial scientific secrets.”

Hassan poured himself a drink and sat down again. “How shall
we operate, you and I? My orders are to cooperate with you--"

“My team is arriving this evening,” Rostov said; fnrd) was
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-deal; they’re very good agents|— ot ©

“And my people-”

“We won’t need them much longer,” Rostov said briskly. “A
small team is best. Now, our first job is to make surc 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 any
fikely 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.”

“Yes, in France.”

“He’ll have dumped it by now—he knows that you know the
pumber. I want you to call the rental company and find out where
%t was left—which may tell us what direction he’s traveling
in .\%oscow has put his photograph on the wire, so our people
will be Tooking out for him in every capital city in the world.”

Rostov finished his drink. “We’ll catch him/ (ne way or
another.” He

“Do you really think so?”” {

“I"ve played chess with him, I know how his mind works. His
openmg moves are routine, predictable; then suddenly he does
something completely unexpected, usually something highly

risky. You just have to wait for him to stick out his neck—then
you chop his head off.”
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Hassan said, *“As I recall, you lost that chess match.” Rosfoq %O" g Al iute

Rostovrestrained-his-annoyance— That-wasa gamer thisisveal
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Yk “Yes, ot Thisis (ea)

Hc_dida’i,.add_tlmt—&he-stakes-imludeé-wmﬁfe. \&e, % B Sk o

b v
There are two kinds of shadowﬁ—/—pavement artists and bull- gl D '
dogs. Pavement artists regard the business of shadowing people

as a skill of the highest order, comparable with acting or cellular

biophysics or poetry. They are perfectionists, capable of being Vi
almost invisible. They have wardrobes of unobtrusive clothes, / '
they practice blank expressions in front of their mirrors, they P ; !

ozZen

know =seeres of tricks with shop doorways and bus quecues,
policemen and children, spectacles and shopping bags and S%'DM
hedges. They despise the bulldogs, who think that shadowingLis A Y . s
the same as followin% and trail the mark the way a dog follows its P U
master. L th { '\‘ﬁe ?O? M"'\/
Nik Bunin was a bulldog.E-Ie was young-and-thuggish, thesest =~ @ JoUn g )
who}\becomes either a policeman or a criminal, depending on his alwu\p /

luck. Luck had brought Nik into the KGB: his brother, back in : '

! . ] il substitute dozen
Georgia, was a dope dealer, running hashish from Tbilisi t0 ;;sert someone
Moscow University (where it was consumed by—among substitute a young thug
others—Rostov’s son Yuri). Nik was officially a chauffeur, §ub8titutetYP60fman
unofficially a bodyguard, and even more unofficially a full-time nsertalways

professional ruffian. ,
\_/// { l’////,

v
-~

It was Nik who spotted The Pirate. 4

Nik was fust under six feet tall, and very broad. He worc a a little
leather jacket across his wide shoulders. He had short blond hair
and watery green cyes, 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.

substitute a little

He came in at seven-thirty, soon after the club opened, and sat v
in the same corner all night, drinking iced vodka with lugubrious Y4
relish,/\watching. Somebody asked him to dance, and he told the J“d’k
manyin bad French|to piss off. When he turned up the second Ve

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 pays \nsertjust
called rough trade, what with those shoulders and the leather " "SPo%
jacket and his dour expression.

Nik knew nothing of these undercurrents. He had been shown
a photograph of a man and told to g6 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 regular
pay and two days off every week to devote to his enthusiasms
which were vodka and coloring books. ’

th.:n Nat Dickstein came into the nightclub, Nik felt no sense
of excitement. When he did well, Rostov always assumed it was V4
because he had scrupulously obeyed precise orders, and he was
ge'nerally right. Nik watched the mark sit down alone, order a
drink, be served and sip his beer. It looked like he ,too was P-T{
waiting. ; , 2

Nik went to the phone in the lobby and called the hotel Rostoy Substitute ge
answered. :
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P “This is Nik. The mark just came ifi.” | " said Restov, /

003 “Good/ What’s he doing?” '

whe “Waiting.” /
v “Good. Alone?”

0003 “Yes.” e PS“Q/ ;g

0008 “Sure.” ' ' , i
| o000 “I’m sending Pyotr down. Hell wait outside. If the mark lcavesCﬁ;’W’;-/ -f/#/”(@" /

E 00t the club you follow him, doulfling with Pyotr. The Arab will'be w3 7{ i
l 0011 with you in a car, well back i . It}s a...walta ‘Q%P{ i [ua ay- : C@T
! o moment . . . it’s a green Volkswagen hatchback.{.Au..;.igm{_ge‘ Mminare Y
0013 back to him now.” 0 \j/ .
0014 Nik hung up and returned to his table, not looking at Dickstein g] L/
0015 as he crossed the club fleor. 1/
0016 A few minutes later a well-dressed, good-looking man of about / 1
0017 forty came into the club. He looked around, then walked past ,! (1/ ~
0018 Dickstein{s table and went to the bar. Nik saw Dickstein pick up a \/
0019 picce of paper from the table and put it in his pocket. It was all
0020 very discreet: only someone[carefully observing Dickstein would KW\"° i
0021 know sesething had happened. am(ﬂ'\ina I
0022 Nik went to the phone again. ' |
0023 “A quecr came in and gave him something—it looked like a 4
002+ ticket,” he told Rostov. Like l/q{ May[ge / A
0025 ‘XA& theater ticke(t?” AN : . 92
0026 “Don’t know.” C = ' .
ot “Did they speak?” :
0028 “No, the queer just dropped the ticket on the table as he went j
0029 by. They didn’t even look at cach other.”
0030 “All right. Stay with it. Pyotr should be outside by now.” ‘K/
0031 “Wait,” Nik said. “The mark just came into the lobby.llfe’s AH"J‘{O'\ ﬁ/ . \/
0032 going to the desk . .. he’s handed over the ticket,[\it was a [ that's w at it was,
0033 cloakroom ticket.” :
0034 “Stay on the line, tell me what happens.” Rostov’s voice was ‘/./ /
0035 -fat-calm. dead lY
0036 “The guy behind the counter is giving him a briefCase/ he G){ I‘i
0037 leaves a tip—,'—” ! >
0038 “It’s a delivery. Good.” @
0039 “The mark is leaving the club.” %
0040 “Follow him.” Ao %
0011 “Shall I get the briefcase?” Vs“"d’d"ﬁ;-
0042 ‘.‘No, I don’t want{to show ourselves until we know what he’s ,( us "</
0043 doing, just find out where he goes/\and stay low.t\’ /,\ 2 Go l( ‘
0044 Nik hung up{ gave the cloakroom attendant some notes] “I l-i/l s /’
0015 have to rush, this will cover my billl” and then he went u 2 “é] 3 0\[\'\3 !
/ : : il p the «6|'9) Ter
0046 staircase after Nat Dickstein. 4 et _._.‘f..ﬁ/ v
0017 09t on the street it was a bright summer evening Lf’eople and there wtre pfmh{ of f’/
0018 making their way to restaurants and cinemas or just strolling. Nik : /‘ ntell) (/Q*) J45 /OM{
0049 looked left and right, then saw the mark on the opposite side of e 0 /A
0030 the r-oad, some fifty yards away. He crossed over and followed. g—] e W}:U /of:% (%J: //5
0031 chkstcin was walking quickly, looking straight ahead, carrying N /
0052 the briefcase under his arm. Nik plodded after him for a couple of i
0053 bloc‘ks.LIf Dickstein looked back he would sce some distance [ Daaring This ﬁme, i/
0054 behind him a man who had also been in the nightclub, and he j
0055 would begin to wonder if he were being shadowed. Th,cn Pyotr
0056 came alongside Nik, touched his arm[‘and went on ahead. Nik /’\ l/
0057 dr.Oppcc? back to a position from which he could see Pyotr bl;t not
uu_i,s Dickstein. If Dickstein\erookcd again® he would not sec Nik
0039 and l?e would not recognize Pyotr. It was very difficult for 4 mark Pte
4060 tc.) sniff eut this kind of surveillance| but of coursthhc longer ‘the /( /\
0061 dlstanccl\thc mark was shadowed, the more men were n gl :d ,
Q02 keep up the regular switches. 5 S LW which -
0000
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After another half mile the green Volkswagen pulled t(? Fhe 1 ﬂ/ \// :
curb beside Nik{-aﬁd Yasif Hassan leaned across .froT the .drl’\:'mg 0 ) Qjﬁ l . h\ /-
seat and opencd the door. “New-orders,” he sald: Get in. & o‘{ ke i / \;Q‘*’

Nikdid] and Hassan stecred back toward the nightclub in the \

/

: ‘ . LA
Rug Diglc ” g Subsifibiongpeiot Delbs] o pop, got into the car
“You did very well,”” Hassan said. Substitute jump
Nik ignored this. . _ 5 . /
“We want you to go back to the club, pick out the delivery manl[/\ Hessan de ) ’
and Tallgw i home} ) l‘ - insert , Hassan said. substitute a
“Colonel Rostov said this?” comma
‘GYeS.” "
“Okay.” . . \/f
Hassan stopped the car close to the club. Nik went in. He stood and/
in the doorway, looking carefully all abeut the club. ' ;
The delivery man had gone. substitute aroun
The computer printout ran to more than one hundred pages. T IR jﬁ\,, )
Dickstein’s heart sank as he flicked through the prized sheets of \S;/ ,‘.‘= ¥ Gt ; )
paper he had worked so hard to-get. None of it made sense. hoe <. i : - — V4l

" i B i
/A TSt [
o

He returned to the first page and looked again. There were a /\-’ S i S
-profusien of jumbled numbers and letters. Could it be in code? let of subjxitute lot of e
No—this printout was used every day by the ordinary office- + had b be fm‘fl\l \673.’@ meukem
workers of Euratom [-Pen’t-makc-it-worsc-than-it-was; he-tofd y fo f M

himself (/__\~ Bl ek Dickgtein wr\t.en”“k?'d' )
FAl-right— ] He saw “U23ig’\HC knew that to be an isotopec—so+ 0 be fairly easily "

< Vi Sl O group of letters and numbers was comprehensible Diclistgir} concentrated.
“180KG”—one hundred and eighty kilograms. “17F68” would .
be a date, the seventeenth of February this year. Gradually the e | /\
lines of computer-alphabet letters and numbers began to yield up L%
their meanings: he found place-names from various European
countries, words such as “TRAIN” and “TRUCK” with distanc- o
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. “ (
-He-was-feeting-better~and read on with growing comprehen- H\‘s Tif;h H'M . Y
sion and a sense of achievement. About sixty consignments were
listed in the printout. There seemed to be three main types: i (e B
quantities of crude uranium ore coming from mines in South
Africa, Canada and France to European refineries; fuel
clements—oxides, uranium metal or enriched mixtures—moving
from fabrication plants to reactors; and spent fuel from reactors
going for reprocessing and disposal. There were a few non-
standard shipments, mostly of plutonium and transuranium
clements extracted from spent fuel and sent to laboratories in
universities and research institutes. \/‘-
Dickstein’s head ached and his cyes were bleary by the time he ;
found what he was looking for. On the very last page—- ﬂ \(\
—-naturally-{ there was one shipment headed “NON-NUCLEAI(g’\ y \S\&,\“
He had been briefly told, by the Rehovot physicist with the / b
flowered tieLabout the non-nuclear uses of uranium and its /1\ V.
compounds in photography, in dyeing, as coloring agents for glass
and ceramics and as industrial catalysts. Of course the stuff
always had the potential for fission no matter how mundane and  delete

innocent its use, so the Euratom regulations still applied, — delete
However, Dickstein thought it likely that in ordin Inserfigyoiumy

chemistry the security would be less strict. progfreader caught

ary industrial
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The .entry on the last pagc referred to two Iu}ndrcd tons of
yellowcake, or crude uranium oxide. It was in Belglum., at a metal
refinery in the countryside near the Dutch border, a site licensed
for storage of fissionable material. The refinery was owned by t.hc
Société 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 com;')ound‘s,
especially uranium carbide, in commercial quantitiegy’ Dickstein
remembered that the carbide was a catalyst for the production of

synthetic ammonia.

A ft scemed|-theughy that Pedler was not going to work the
uranium themselves, at least not initially. Dickstein’s interest

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 ¢
Bianco.

By @/ The implications struck Dickstein instantly: the load
would be passed through a European port by someone elsc.[He
read on —, Transport would be by railway from SGC’s refinery
to the docks at Antwerp. There the yellowcake would be loaded
oﬂfo the motor vessel Coparelli for shipiment to Genoa. The short
journey from the Italian port to the Angeluzzi ¢ Bianco works
would be made by road.

For the trip the yellowcake—Ilooking like sand but yellower—
would be packed into five hundred and sixty 200-liter oil drums
with heavily sealed lids. The train would require cleven 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.

It was the sea journey that excited Dickstcin—l—through the
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 geed-deal could go wrong eves that distance.

Journeys on land were straightforward, controlled/,?( train left
at noon one day and arrived at eight-thirty the following morning;
a truc'k traveled on roads that always carried other traffic,
including police cars; a plane was continually in contact with
someone or othe'r on the ground. But the sca p—zhewsaalwas
T g e e o v
unschellulcd ports of call and suadnd e -engl-ne tro%l.ble,

: en changes of direction. Hijack
ii})z:::ll?ea asrlll(ijpth:n:l::)leor\:,eo:ld gaw it on telcvis:ion an hour later;
; vould know about it for days, weeks,

-haybe forever.

The sea was the inevitable choicd|/Hiiack the elli
then wllat?A'Ihc\Cblqgfc*lli would proba@ﬂyjhavc its cﬁfﬁ (éi’cerlgcks .
But transferring a cargo atsea-cauld be chancy. Dickstein looke;i
on the printout for the proposed dat\é\ii‘f'thc‘voyagc: November
That was bad. There might be storms—even tllc.l\;l\(éclﬁ?:'rpﬂxlcar;
could blow up a gale in November. What, then? Take ovc‘r tl?
C(?pare[[i and sail her to Haifa? It would be hard to dock a stolen
shxp.sccrclly, cven in top-security Israel.
: Dickstein glanced at his wristwatch. It was past midnight. He
Ceoglgjlanret[(l)i:undrcss for bed. He needed to know more about the
bouts, who owned her, and if possible her layou
would go to London. You could f
ships at Lloyd’s of London,

t. Tomorrow he
nd out aimest anything about
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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 necded to know: who was
following him around Europe? There had l?een a-arge team in
France. Tonight as he left the nigl?tclub in the Rue chks.a
thuggishjtypd facc had been behind l.nn?. He had suspected a tail,
but the face had disappearcd——commdcn.cc, or another farge
team? Itdependcd on whether Hassan was in the game. He could
make inquiries about that/too, in England. .

He wondered abeut how to travel. If somebody had picked up
his scent tonight he ought to take some prccaut‘ions tomorrow.
Even if the thuggish face were nobody, Dickstein had to make
sure he was not deteeted 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—[—the Coparelli. He did not yet have a plan, but he knew-at
least in outline what had to be done. Whatever other difficulties
eane.up, the combination of a non-nuclear consignment and a
sea journey was irresistible.

He turned out the light and closed his cycsl—k-haé—beefi a good
day.

¥]

David Rostov had always been a condescending bastard, and
he had not improved with age,Yasif Hassanﬁhough-t\. “What you
probably don’t realize . . .” he would say with a patronizing
smile! .I}lnd, “We won’t need your people much longer—a small
team is better —_” And, “You can tag along in the car and keep
out of sight — And now, “Man the phone while I go to the
Embassy.”_._[Hassan had been prepared to work under Ros-
tov’s orders as one of the tcam, but it seemed his status was far
lower than that. It was, to say the least, insulting to be considered
inferior to +helikes-of Nik Bunin.

Warse he ksresw Rostov had some justification. It was not that
the Russians were smarter than the Arabs; but the KGB was
undoubtedly a larger, richer, more powerful and more profes-
sional organization than Egyptian Intelligence. Potjustiied-or
freY Hassan deeided~he had no choice but to suffer Rostov’s
patrenizing—behaviey. Cairo was dclighted to have the KGB
hunting onc of the Arab world’s greatest enemies. If Hassan were
to complain, #—weutd-be he rather than Rostov whe would be

taken off the casc -%“‘“i Rostov eught-te remember, thought

that there would be no investigation at all had it not been for his

original discovery —(.And-at-the same-time he wanted to win ©) [ All the §

Rostov’s respect} to have the Russian confide in him, discuss
developments, selieit his opinion. He would #{ have to
prove to Rostov that he was a competent and professional agent,
<t-least the equal of Nik Bunin and Pyotr Tyrin+{- eacily /

The phone rang. Hassan picked it up hastily. “Hello?”

“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 nie 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 the

vault. This particular bank has safe-deposit boxes. He came out
carrying a briefcase.” '

11/14x26 T.R.
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29949 .
0001 On his first evening in Luxembourg he went to the discreet

0002 nightclub in the Rue Dicks and sat alone, sippiqg beer., waiting
for Stiffcollar to comc in. But it was the fair-haired fricnd who
arrived first. He was a younger man, perhaps twenty-five L
thirty, broad-shouldered and in good shapc underneath his
maroon double-breasted jacket. He walked across to the booth
they had occupicd last time. He was graceful, like a dancer:
Dickstein thought he might be the goalkecper in a soccer team.
0009 The booth was vacant. If the couple met here every night it was

0010 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 !
0013 minutes later. He wore a red V-necked sweater and a white shirt A/
/ v

0014 with a button-down collar. As before, he went straight to the \(/\/C
l /
[/

0003
0004
0005
0006
0007

0003

00!l

0012

0015 table where his friend sat waiting. They greeted each other with a
0016 double handshake. They seemed happy. Dickstein prepared to hafter Hair wotlo\/
0017 -shange-that.
0018 He called a waiter. “Please take a bottle of champagne to that Vs
s table, for the man in the red sweater. And bring me another
0%k beer.”
0021 The waiter brought his beer first, then took the champagne in a
0022 bucket of ice to Stiffcollar’s table. Dickstein saw the waiter point g/
0023 him out to the couple as the donor of the champagne. When they
0024 looked at him, he raised his beer glass in a toast, and smiled. m
0025 Stiffcollar recognized him and looked miserable. \/M B “/
0026 Dickstein left his table / went to the cloakroonyaad washed his and I /OR Hg/ \/
0027 face( After a couple of minutes Stiffcollar’s friend came in. The [ ; killing time
0028 young man combed his hair, waiting for a third man to leave the Y / = i\e
0029 room/ ’t‘hcn[spoke to Dickstein. (©) ;-I: A
2 74 /

0030 “My friend wants you to leave him alone.” N ot smile .
0031 (“Let him tell me so himself.” (D“kﬁm e
0032 -“You’re a journalist, aren’t you? What if your cditor +was to WC“’-(
0033 hear that you come to places like this?”
0034 “I’'m freelance.”
0033 The young man came closer. He was five inches taller than
0036 t,c,:in and at least thirty pounds heavier. ““You’re to leave us w ,/ ,( he said®
0037 Z
0038 "S/e;-r-é.” o[
0039 “Why are you doing this? What do you want?”
0040 ]“f’m not interested in you, pretty boy. You’d better go home ;)
0041 while I talk to your friend.” Mar g8 L A e
0042 “Damn you,”[and he grabbed the lapels of Dickstein’s jacket in A sl the YDUAD /53( LTRG
0043 one large hand/ drew back his other arm and made a fist. He 0) He - |
0044 never landed the punch. =
0045 With his fingers Dickstein poked the young man in the eyes. ’5 fo. Z
0046 The blor{d l}eadlrcﬁexivelﬂjerked back and to the side. Dickstein Ve
0047 stepped inside the swinging arm and hit him in the stemaeh, very belly I .
Z:Z lalilvgci/"ll";llill():te;;ll r:xltlgﬁgdoijf of him and -he doubled over, turning 2 -
s ey nos}; e 1M once again, very precisely, on the ol \// v / b

1 : 1apping-seund] blood spurted/ the young Some g S"“H"J and o =
0031 ( & ng.cl(()llta[.)sed omd the tiled floor. . ! ! [” w 's St
0052 ICkstcin went out quickly, straightening his tic/on the wav. In s e W
::: zlllnea::nl;li ;l;i call;arct had beg}Jn and thf: Ger.mal[l'gUitaristywas 14%0\ Smoo‘\ku\s his hai

gIng ¢ g about a gay policeman. Dickstein paid his bill and L

0055 left. As he went he saw Stiffcollar, lﬂok.m-g—ue-l-yuupgec making his worried / s

0036 way to the cloakroom.

00?7 } Qn 'the street it was a mild summer night, but Dickstein was ‘/
uofu sulvermg. He walked a shore way, then went into a bar and \;t\'\!.l \/
0039 ordered brandy. It was a/\noisy | smoky/place with a television set R

0060 on the counter. Dickstein carried his drink to
0061 sat facing the wall.
0000

a corner table and
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9999 .
0001 The fight in the cloakroom would not be reported to the police.

0002 It would look like a quarrel over a lover, and neither Stiff&.:ollar /
nor the club management would want to bring that sort of thing to | (\/v ‘.

official notice. Stiffcollar would take his friend to a doctor, saying ﬂ
0003 he had walked into a door ef-taken-an-aeeidentat-fait.

. ;|
0006 Dickstein drank the bramdyand-managed—te-stop- shivering. gf{;re

0007 There was, he thought, no way to be a spy without doing things |~ / A
Vi

0003

0001

0008 like this —_ and there was no way to be a nation, in this world,
=

It just did not seem possible to live honorably. Even if he gave V'
up this profession, others would become spies and do this-same

v
0011

@y =,
0009 without having spies. And without a nation Nat Dickstein could g7 V) " 3 J)
0010 not ever feel safe. ] /,G[_—"D § 7@y e
ewil P

i

“It’s him.”

: 0036
Moow “I have to talk to you]”_f)ickstein said { ; /
S@”g,\b@ 0038 “Call the police,” said the friend. X ’/ = \/

0012
0013 rotten-work on his behalf, winch was almost as bad. Ne-help-for a : : /

: ] moral.w~su;uwem%hﬁ-h'fe_ﬁﬂd-ﬂieﬁ—hd ﬂ _-Z and to live i bt(,kStetV\
0014 Ht—you had to bepm N4
0015 reczﬁled that a Nazi camp doctor called Wolfgang had said much l " hed decidedjw
0016 the same/ land-shut-out-the-memory—~TFhere was;—after—att;a © [: ¢ haa, &
0017 differece—] G-Ie left the bar and went into the street, [ oot \\k was not about an
0018 heading for Stiffcollar’s home. He had to press his advantage and wiong , huk about WiniNg
0019 while the man Jfelt—mest—tdmerabte. He reached the narrow Akl Sl there were
0020 cobbled street within a few miWod guard opposite the o : hilosophy aave
0021 old terraced house. There was no light in hc%’cwindow. Himes whea thet philosophy. 3
0022 The night became cooler as he waited. He begam{o{a&ip Rim w0 (yg lation .
0023 and down. European weather was dismal. At this time of year L ;AQ ofaliced /
0024 Israel would be glorious%long sunny days and warm nights, hard :| W = \
0025 physical work by day,/ companionship and laughter in the Md!
0026 evenings. Dickstein wished he could go home. 47 ¢
0027 At last Stiffcollar and his friend returned. The friend’s head '
0028 was wrapped in bandages, and he was obviously having trouble
0029 seeing: he walked with one hand on Stiffcollar’s arm, like a blind
0030 man. They stopped outside the house while Stiffcollar fumbled
0031 for a key. Dickstein crossed the road and approached them. They /
0032 had their backs to him, and his shoes made no noise. /
0033 Stiffcollar opened the door, turned to help his friend/and saw /5‘ | /
0034 Dickstein. He jumped with shock. “Oh, god--" '
0033 The friend said, “What is it? What is it?” v v L

_ 0039 Stiffcollar took his friend’s arm and began to lead him through
ol 0010 the door. Dickstein put out a hand and stopped them. “Hyou }’ou'll have to l s
Q041 don’t let me in[\I’ll create a scene in the street.’Z;He walked into [\' he Said , "Otherwite”
00z ™\ the house ahead of them and started up the stairs. , /
- 0013 ] After a moment’s hesitation they followed 4 Y
3% . ; the three - A '\ make
O/ g} L 0034 men| | them climbed the stairs to the top. Stiffcollar lelocged the door (Sh“w“u S e 199 5
g 0045 of the attic flat, and they went in. Dickstein looked around. It was ™' ves wiserchle uatil he £ v
0016 blgger than. he imagined, and very clegantly decorated with R W' - "
oow/\wl };e.l;fod furniture, striped wallpaper,[many plants and pictures "Rt what does he wan{ -
. t . - . o " . ‘t
0048 iffcollar put his friend in a chair, then took a cigarette from a R {ou in & minnle,

7/(

009, - box, lit it with a table lighter and put it in his friend’

sat close together, waiting for Dickstein to speak.

% s mouth. They
md{sl’&ﬁ\ eaam. “I'm ajournalist—/—” ,/\

Declestein Saidh -

4032 Stiffcollar interrupted, “Journalists i i
: rnalists interview people
0053 don’t beat them up.” s
0054 “I didn’t beat him up. I hit him twice.” '
0055 “Why?” |
0036 “He attacked me, didn’t he tell you?” /

0057 “I don’t believe youl” [ Slj SHH‘(D[(QJ
e o :

0000
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h‘ ol(d not  deem possible, 'fo IfVe, “\onomk[y, Evey\ ;(, ‘\e 3qve “() 'Hu'g

(’“('ESSEM, others would  become spies and do el on his hehalf , and that
Was almosk as  bad . You had fo be bad fo live. Diclestein recalled thak
Q NQL; (Qmp doc bor Ca“cd Wolf-joma hdd Said much the same .

He had (°'\3 aqo dtuided thak lfe was not akeut nght and Wiy,
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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

S‘l‘il‘(’ullu took his fﬂ'u\d 'S ofm and BQ,SM +o [ead him ﬂ\mﬂk the. doot . Dmksl’e-‘n

n . u
gub ok o hand and stepped them | You'll hove fo let me ia, " he suid.  Othenuise

(1]
l'Uk Ueake o Sttt in the shreet.

Skitecollas So.idﬁ'- "He'll malte our lives miserable unhl he 35*3 what he

wants, "
"But what dees he Na:\"'? ;
—’:%.ﬁ ; == Dikskein Said : He walked infto the heuse chead

of them and (hy td up the shairs
After a moment s lr\es:fcd'iml ﬂ\ty followed .
ﬂ\e— ree men dimloe«i the. Sf'airg fb the 'f‘op 5 Sf\'ﬂw[[u unlocked

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 r}nen climbed the stairs to the top. Stiffcollar unlocked
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“How much time would you like to spend arguing about it?”

CCNOnC.’7
“Good. I want a story about Euratbm. A good story—my

career needs it. Now, then, one possibility is the prevalence of
homosexuals in positions of responsibility within  the

organization+"’

0007 —<You're a'lousy bastard,” said Stiffcollar’s friend.
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 Yapri-petterimiieeeit, Dickstein Riddsemsmyinetnginwardiy
atthd melodrama-efhisjargon. “How@%r, I'll drop the story if I
get a better one.”

Stiffcollar ran a hand across his gray-tipped hair, and Dickstein
noticed that he wore clear nail polish. “I think I understand this,”

he said.

Triple, 11/14x26 T.R.,
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“What? What do you understand?”’ said his friend. 74

“He wants information.” \ {

“That’s exaetly right,” said Dickstein] hoting—theq Stiffcollar ¥ ¢ : .
was looking semewhat relieved. Now was the time to be a little @1 ?;ll’:tt:uteape“"d
friendly, to come across as a human being, to let them think that A8t

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/ But
I’m not going to pretend that I hate you. I’'m/using 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 precise#before anyonc 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.”

4. know.. If asked, the computer would print out a list of all
future uranium shipments for which permission has been given.”

“It does, regularly.Hlist is circulated once a month within the
office--

“Splendid,” said Dickstein. “All T want is that ljst.”

.Therc? was a long silence. Stiffcollar drank some whiskey.
Dickstein left his alone —_. the two beers and onc large brandy
he had already drunk this evening were more than he normally
took in a fortnight. .

[:ﬂh&&do you want the list for?”_lthe friend said?

I’'m going to check all the shipments in a given month. I
expect to be able to prove that what people do in reality bears
little or no relation to what they tell Euratom.”

Stiffcollar said, “I don’t belicve you.”

‘ The man was not stupid, Dickstein thought.
‘What do you think I want it for?”

“I'don’t know. You’re not a journalist.
been true—]—”

He shrugged.

Nothing you’ve said has

It n?akcs no difference, does it?/\Bclicvc what you like. You've
no choice but to give me the list.”
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“] have,” Stiffcollar said. “I'm going to resign the job.”
“If you do,” Dickstcin said slowly, “I will here-and-pow beat

your friend to a pulp.” . '
«we’ll go to the police|” the friend said.

“I would go away,” Dickstcin said. “Perhaps for a ycar. But I

would come back. And I’d find you. And I guarantee s face N/

will be unrecognizable when-Lm-finishedavith-t.”

Stiffcollar stared at Dickstein{. “What @ you?” =k
“It really doesn’t matter what I am, does it? You know I can do

what I threatentedo.”

Stiffcellad buried his face in his hands.
Dickstein let the silence build. Stiffcollar was cornered,

before Dickstein spoke agatf.

“The printout will be bulky,” he said gently.

Stiffcollar nodded without looking up.

“Is your briefcase checked as you leave the office?”

He shook his head.

‘“Are the printouts supposed to be kept under lock and key?”
A “Nol” le-said-wearily] “this information is 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
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 pleasantly—as—re—eoudd. “After that, you’ll
probably never see me again.”

A“By god, I hope so.”

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/ fhenpwent to the door and opened it.

The friend looked at the disconnected wire. His cyes seecmed to
be recovering.L“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.

Lifc[~as—t~hey-s&yi is not a popularity contest, especially in the
KGB. David Rostov was now very unpopular with his ehief and
with all those in the sectionLloyal to hishict. Feliks Vorontsov
was boiling with anger at the way he had been bypassed: from

now on he would surety dohe could to destroy -Pavid

Rostov.

Rostov had anticipated this. He did not regret his decision to
go for broke on the Dickstein affair. On the contrary, he was
rather glad. He was already planning the finely stitched, stylishly
cut dark blue English suit he would buy when he got his pass for

Section 100 on the third floor of the GUM department store in
Moscow.

What he did regret was leaving epes a loophole for Vorontsov gl
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helplesy. There was only one thing he could do, whielr he was nowsf==5
realizing{. Dickstein let him take his time. It was several moments |
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wsmke-bask ‘Fe'm-:r-v--v ,l]/c should jaf course} have thought of thetgl © /
Egyptians and their reaction. That was the trouble with the

Arabs, they were so clumsy and useless that you tended to ignore
them as a force in the intelligence world. Fortunately Yuri
Andropov, head of the KGB and confidante of Leonid Brezhnev
had seen what Feliks Vorontsov was trying to do, nalllciy wir;

gack control of the Dickstein project; and he had not permitted
it.
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9999 \
0001 “And then?” (
0002 “He went to a car dealer on the outskirts of the city and b \'\'\'}
0003 purehased-a used E-type Jaguar, paying with cash he had in the Y
0004 casE "
0005 “'see.” Hassan thought he knew what was coming next.
0006 “He drove out of Zurich in the car, got onto the E17 autobahn
0007 and increased his speed to one hundred and forty miles per
0008 hour.”
0009 “And you lost him,” said Hassan, feeling gratification and
0010 anxiety in equal parts.
0011 “We had a taxi and an embassy Mercedes.” ,
0012 Hassan was visualizing the road map of Europe. “He could be . /'
0013 headed for anywhere in France, Spain, Germany, Scandinavia
0014 ... unless he doubles back, in which case Italy, Austria . . . ey
0015 He’s disappeared, then. All right—come back to base.” He hung Vﬂﬂif‘“’-?\ M : >
0016 up before Tyrin could question his authority. doc v T\;e d [
0017 So[\the great KGB was not invincible after all. Much as he was {\: he Jd““j“” " / I
0018 pleased to see them fall on their collective face, his malicious ] //\/
0019 pleasure was overshadowed by the fear that they had izzetrievably ¥l < v | e A
0020 lost Dickstei Lk f’”"‘“""d ) oD / ;
0021 He was still thinking about what they ought to do next when /" 3
0022 Rostov came back. : ’
0023 “Anything?”’ \ /\ﬂ“’- Russian asked J {\\\3\»’7
0021 “Your people lost Dickstein,” Hassan said, suppressing a (\} /”
0025 smile. ‘ K&l ili\> 2P
0026 [ “How?” Ap\oxfov's face da:kwed 4T
0027 Hassan told him. /;// / V1
0028 L“M’hat are they doing now?” Rostov asked : ASO w/ : N
0029 “I suggested they might come back here. I guess they're on = LG
0030 their way. I’ve §lsd been thinking about what we should do @{ [ﬂos\'w cunted ﬁ“"‘m“ Saud < 1
g = 5 of [t “
0032 “We’.ve got to find Dickstein again.” Rostov was fiddling with / Lt : disteacted
0033 something in his suitcase /ond his Geplies were S s
0034 “Yes, but apart from that--" A I s ]
0033 Rostov turned around. “Get to the” = //
0036 “I think we s!lould pick up the delivery man and ask him what
0037 he passed to Dickstein.” \/ Fops 4 ‘
g Rostov W&Hﬁm@mm Tood shill, Considecing. "(es "he
0039 have to find him—l—” - 3 X l ", 3 ;
o “That s L e >/ said thought fully V' Hassan weas
at shouldn’t be difficult,” Rostov said /his-old-tone-baek ' ] ﬂT/ :

0011 “If we keep watch on the m : Y/ ; m\n&ma L= 6 /

¢ ghtchub; ort, the Alfa Hote e i
2:2 an;l{ ;I;:aietlélgg?gge; butilding for a few .days e '(w«possilnle, v v
ey impassiveLface s ostov, studying his tall thin ﬁgure,Lhis Ld,rul L~

_ _ . its high forehead and close- : : da bl

s hair. Witr Siaht. Flissas thou close-cropped graying . ¢ Unfeadatic A

; ght, and he’s had to admit it. ~Amd sa’r/ A

s with-the-thought-came-a-—rare-feeling-ofpride;atterded-by-the g i
o wwaémﬁomﬁﬁﬁﬁmm [ \[w‘fe rin’ O\DSE—W -&qm ;
't\ ‘s\u_ulb have {‘Lmuﬂu‘ b@ H«af: '\

0048 all.

: | S : . v [HO.MM JL“' a 3[0\0 o&- Pn‘o\@.)

: ‘ lX and T\oujhl'i Mayhe he's ot uch
o hattard afkes all ‘/

0051

0032 THE cIty oF : - ! /
0033 City was PI'CS'XI-OSID lcllaf(:' - Changed 45 mueh as the pcople The /
5 ictably different }'t w i ' ‘
as o e ra : /
0034 were more numerous and ( 'blgger, the cars and shops () ‘/ v/
o v and more garish,[the streets were mor and
5 rowded. But the predominant ch : o AR

0036 the cream-colored stone of tharaCtlCrISliC 0 A0 plage vos il

: ; ¢ college buildi e
0057 occasional oli uldings, with the
0058 a des ? ghmpsc’ through an arch, of the startlin ’B ;C en turf of
eserted quadrangle. Dickstein noticed P

0059 English light, such a contr
0000

o also the curious pale
ast with the brassy glare of Isracli
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sunshine: of course it had always been there, but as a native he
had never secn it.“'hc studentsj-theugh| scemed a totally new
breed. In the Middle East and all over Europe Dickstein had seen
men with hair growing over their ears, with orange and pink
neckerchiefs, with bell-bottom trousers and high-heeled shoes/
}vfe had not been expecting people to be dressed as they were in
1048, in tweed jackets and corduroy trousers, with Oxford shirts
and Paisley ties from Hall’s,[ but ail the same he was not prepared
for this. Many of them were barefoot in the streets, or wore
peculiar open sandals without socks. Men and women had
trousers -that seemed to Dickstein to be vulgarly tight-fitting.
After observing several women whose breasts wobbled freely
inside loose, colorful shirts, he concluded that brassicres were out
of fashion. There was a great deal of blue denim—not just jeans
but shirts, jackets, skirts and even coats. And the hair! It was this
that espeeially shocked him. The men grew it not just over their

ears but sometimes halfway down their backs. He saw two ef Q1

them with pigtails. Others, male and female, grew it upward and
outward in great masses of curls so that they[looked as if they
were peering through a hole in a hedge. This apparently being
insufficiently outrageous for some, they had added Jesus beards,
Mexican mustaches/or swooping side-whiskers. Fo-Bieksteid they
might have been men from Mars. F
He walked through the city center, marveling, and headed out.
It was twenty years since he had followed this route, but he
remembered the way. Little things about his college days came
back to him7l-thc discovering of Louis Armstrong’s astonishing
cornet-playingj the way he had becn(self—conscious about his
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cockney accent/ wondering why everyone but himself liked so @ he

much to get drunk] borrowing books faster than he could read
them so that the pile on the table in his room always grew higher
and higher

He wondered whether the years had changed him. Not much,
he thought. Then he had been a frightened man looking for a
fortress] ow he had Israel for a fortress, but instead of hiding
there he had to come out and fight to defend it. Then as now he

had been a lukewarm socialist, knowing that society was unjust,

not sure how it might be changed for the better. Growing older,
he had gained skills but not wisdom. In fact, it seemed to him that
he knew more and understood less.

He was}-theugh} somewhat happier no»% He knew who he was
and what he had to do; he had figured out what he-thought life
was -mestly about and had discovered that he could-even cope
with 1t/ Although his attitudes were much the same as they had
been in 1948, lat-least he was now more surc of them. Still-as-a
young man-he had hoped for certain other kinds of happiness
whlchl\had not come his way; indeed, the possibility had receded
as the years passed. This place reminded him uncomfortably of all
that. This house, especially .-

Be stood outside, looking at it. It had not changed at all+the
paintwork was still green and white, the g
the front. He opened the

nocked.

This was not}-he-knew) the efficient way to do it. Ashford might
have moved away, or died, or simply gone on holiday. He should
perhaps have called the university to check. Butif the inquiry was
to be casual and discreet it was neeessary to risk wasting a litt(lé

“m?' Besides, he had rather liked the idea of secing the old place
again after so many years.

arden still a jungle in
gate, walked up the path to the door,
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0001 The door opened and the woman said, Negl™ Doy mow
0002 Dickstein went cold with shock .[Hc staggered slightl)iand puta Us &aua

0003 hand against the wall to steady himsel. A \S |
0004 It was she, and she was still twenty-five years old. o‘- hoeei

0003 In en-unsteady-voice-he-said, “Eila . . % dic o vsice 't'rembl-'p\j
Dickstein said

0006
0007
0008 —
0009 (—She stared at the odd little man on the doorstep. He looked like  F—
0010 a don, with his round spectacles and his old gray suit and his "/
0011 bristly short hair. There had been nothing wrong with him when 5/
0012 she opened the door, but as soon as he set eyes on her he had q} /
0013 visibly turned quite gray.
0014 This kind of thing had happened to her once before, walking
0015 down the High Street. A delightful old gentleman had stared at
0016 her, doffed his hat, stopped her and said, “I say, I know we ‘_
0017 haven’t been introduced but . . .” et
0018 This was obviously the same phenomenon, so she said, “I'm \/
0019 not Eila. I'm Suza.” | / ok the S\'fa-\:){(' ]
0020 “Suzal’{ : Ko
0021 “They say I look exactly like my mother did when she was my i M
0022 age. You obviously knew her. Will you come in?” < 8
0023 -But the man stayed where he was. He seemed to be recovering 7
0024 from the surprise, although he was still pale. “I’'m Nat Dickstein/ 3" he said with a litte smile .
0025 R BV S e
‘« : L Hil,

0026 How do you do,” Suza said. “Won’t you—" -A#né then she ﬂ - g / 3
0027 realized what he had said] ard jt was her turn to be sﬁrprised. o 21 I‘? : L 4
0028 “Mister Dickstein!”AI—ﬁer voice +ose almost to a squeal -as_she- 7t she said ] h‘f/ fl'(l'ﬁﬁ/ [ va/
0029 threw her arms around his neck and kissed him. Che v/
0030 “You remembered,” he said when she let go. He looked A v -
0031 pleased and embarrassed. ) "l / /
0032 f‘Of@f "’ she said. “You used to pet Hezekiah/ you were : © );// g
0033 the only one who could understand what he was sayingf” - v ! ‘;}7
0034 “‘Hezekiah{ the cat %. I'd forgotten.” AHQ JMR. Bt ‘”HC. SM'l\C Oﬂa\"\ : d © [
0035 “Well, come in!”’
0036 He stepped past her into the house, and she closed the door.
0037 Taking his arm, she led him across the squarc hall. “This is L
0038 wonderful,” she said. “Come into the kitchen / I’ve been messing /
0039 about trying to make a cake.” , .
::': ' .S.hc gave him a stool. He sat down and looked about slowly, //

giving brief nods of recognition at the old kitchen table the (.‘trle.[
0012 fireplace, the view through the window. , /
0043 £8 ? 9 : |
o tea?I;et s have some coffee,” Suza said. “Or would you prefer y ‘ N
0013 “Coffee, pleasel’\’ [ Theakyou .

0046

“I expect you want to see dadd g i i ‘

) y. He's deeturing tl ni e A
but he’ll be back soon for lunch.” She pou Sl : 1 ,
0048 hand-operated grinder.

0049

“And your mother?” \/
0050 1 .
: She dxed[\years ago. Cancer.” Suza looked ‘](ou‘f-éﬂ/\

007

red coffee beans into a

i at him, e i
0051 the automatic “T ¢ » EXpecting
Ic » = .

s ¢ I'm sorry.” The words did not come, but the

t y . i : :
5 tt::%glt showed on his face. Somehow she liked him more for s
i . She pr : : -

ground the beans/ /hc noisc flling the silence. o / |,, ﬁllgd/[

.When she had finished, Dickstein said
still teaching . . ,

[CIRY]

e “Professor Ashford is ! g

s - L was just trying to work out his ape-L’ o ke

Sixty-five,” g} aid/ and_tl g g,c—f— v © "

ancient but (I,qdj ]cd-zdlfj! "*G“g']". E—H*ﬂ{'. Sixty-five sounded | fD\ “He d58sn't do o lot. S//
addy didn’t seem Oi(l,thS mind was still sharp as a KS\Q thought (—Md\\, T :

knife. She wond i

; ered what Dickstein did for a livi “TYi

you emigrate to P: e adving . *“Didn’t Q{ s Pk
O gdlestiney K LSke asked him . e
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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..?"
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“Israel. I live on a kibbutz/[grow grapes and make wine.”

Isracl. In her house it was always called Palestine. How}-sh¢
swenderedy would daddy react to this old friend who now stood
for everything daddy-was against? She felt-she knew the answer:
it would make no differcncc{ daddy’s politics were theoretical,
not practical — $She wondered why Dickstein had come. “Are
you on holiday?”

“Business. We now think the wine is finally good enough to
export to Europe/’

“That’s(good.

(13

nd you're selling it?”
—} tell me about yourself. T'll bet
you’re not a university professor.ﬁ
The remark annoyed her a little, and she knew she was
blushing faintly just below her ears: she did not want this man to
think she was rjot clever enough to be a don. “What makes you
say that?” [
“You're . . . human.” Dickstein looked away, as if he
immediately regretted the choice of word. “Anyway, too young.”
She Heetded—shd had misjudged him. He had not been
condescending. “I have my father’s ear for languages, but not his

. / e / > i ;:‘_.;w{“\\
academic turn of mind/ I'm an air}ines| hostess,” she said, and s °I ﬂ o / (Qsme™ )
wondered|-as-she-had before] if it-was-really true that she did not V/ ﬂ wele 1 e

have an academic mind, jf’she really was not clever enough to be
a don. She poured boiling water into a filter, and the smell of
frestr coffee filled the room. She hadno-idea what to say next. She
glanced up at Dickstein and discovered that he was openly
<leeking at herf. His eyes were large and dark brown,[a-ﬁd suddenly
she felt shy—which was most unusual. She told him so.

“Shy?” he said. “That’s because I've been staring at yoqé ['m
trying to get used to the fact that you’re not Eila, you're the little
girl with the old gray cat.”

“Hezekiah died, it must have been soon after you left.”

“There’s a lot that’s changed.”

“Were you great friends with my parents?”

“I'was one of your father’s students.___ [-greatly admired your
mother/ from a distance|-of-eoursd. Eila . . . » Again he looked
away, as if to pretend that it was someone else speaking. “She
wasn’t ealy. beautiful—she was striking.”

Suza looked into his face. lr’-\nd_ygu-wefe-iﬂ-leve-w-it-h-heﬂ The
thought came unbiddenMwas intuitivc!-aml-shc immediately told
herself it might swel be wrong. Stih—hew—else~te- explain -his

extremes reaction on the doorstep\-When—hm-i-ruT-\(“My
mother was the original hippy—did you know that?”

ol donit ever know what you mean.” pn

“She wanted to be free — she rebelled against the
restrictions put on Arab women, even fﬁough she came from an
aﬂ?uent, liberal home. She married my father to get out of the
Middle East. Of course she found that western society had its
own ways of putting-dewn women—so she procecded to break

mos't of the .rulcs.” As she spoke Suza remembered how sheld
realized, while she was becoming a woman

understand passion, that her mother w
been shocked, she was sure, but someh
feeling.

“That makes her a hippy?” Dickstein said.

“Hippies believe in free love.” '
k From his neomprehending reaction to thar she deeided that

her mother had not loved Nat Dickslcin,} which for no goed
reason at allmade her sad. “Tell me >

said. She was talking to him as if they

and beginning to
as promiscuous. She had
ow she could not recall the

were the same age.
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“Only if you pour the coffee.” \‘/ _~ Delete
She laughed. *‘I was forgetting.” : q—l M Capitalize the M =
“Pelright] my father was a cobbler,” Dickstein b(-?gan. “He | B S — -~
was good at mending boots but he wasn’t much of a busmessmarﬁ \
Still, the Thirties were good years for cobblers in the East E.ncl of
London. People couldn’t afford new boots, so they had their old ‘ /
ones mended year after year. We were never richébut we had a /;\ \
little more money than most of the people around us. A, gl S e /

course, there was some pressure on my father from his family to ‘ /
expand the business, open a second shop, employ other men.” ‘
Suza passed him his coffee. “Milk, sugar?” [\\Mkvo“ ; // ?//

“Sugar, no milkl,:’

“Please-go on.” It was a different world, one she knew nothing
about e seteres

“The leather dealers thought my father was a tartar—they ;\;\OZS:(:::‘M
could never sell him anything but the best. If there was a :}f‘ i )
second-rate hide they would say, #Don’t bother giving that to ;{’ / . ! ‘Hﬂ e
Dickstein, he’ll send it straight back.”” So I was told, anyway.}\l\"v A ng 3»1& fat i dw J ‘

Do go |

s it hed never decurred to hee that

| ina

f‘(Cd k)
“Is he still alive?” [\ { /\ Suz;:“- /,.,f.: e
“He died before the war.” Vi V. mbli A
“What happened?” y s

)

“Well[ L/he Thirties were the Fascist years in London. They @/
used to hold open-air meetings every night. The speakers would :
tell them how Jews the world over were sucking the blood of \ /
working people. The speakers, the organizers, were se-called g] M o /
respectable middle-class men,Lthe crowds were uncmployec}( /\Im Am meS
After the meetings they would march through the streets,
breaking windows and roughing-up passersby. Our house was a L0t Thank you.

Substitute Do go

petfect itarget sfor them.. We were Jews; my father Was @ in.oit it hever occurred to her that a.choe
shopkeeper and therefore a bloodsucker; and, true to their repairer would do well in a depression.
propaganda, we were slightly better off than the people around Insert He gave thatlittle smile again.

f

us.” Insert Suza asked
"R : , Substitute a period
He stopped, staring into space. Suza waited for him to 80 ON. (Cypitalize the T

As he told this story, he seemed to huddle—crossing his legs Delete
tightly, wrapping his arms around his body, hunching his back. Insertbut
Sitting there on the kitchen stool, in his ill-fitting suit of clerical sert ruffians
gray, with his elbows and knees and shoulders pointing at all
angles, he looked like a bundle of sticks in a bag.

“We lived over the shop. Every damn night I used to lie awake, :
waiting for them to go past. I was blind terrified, mainly because I
%mew my father was so frightened. Sometimes they did nothing,
Just went by. Usually they shouted out slogans. Often, often they
broke the windows. A couple of times they got into the shop and
smashed it up. I thought they were going to come up the stairs. I

put my head under the pillow, crying, and cursed God for making
me Jewish.”

“Didn’t the police do anything?”

“What they could. If they were around they stopped it. But
they had a lot to do in those days. The Communists were the only /
pco'ple who would help us fight back, and my father didn’t want [
their help. All the political parties were against the Fascists. of \/ \
course—but it was the Reds who gave out pickaxe handles :’md g—] L/

crowbars and built barricades. I-even tried to join the Party but
they wouldn’t have me—too young.”

“And your father?” Delete

“He j}lst sort of lost heart. After the shop was wrecked the
second time there was no money to fix it. It seemed he didn’t h
the cnergy to start again somewhere else, He went on the d
and just kind of wasted. He died in 1938.”

ave
ole,
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“And you!
ZSZ‘) “grewyup fast. Joined the army as soon as [ looked old enough. :
: i Got taken prisoner early. Came to Oxford after the war, then
\Lf/ Ga0 dropped out and went to Israel.” : : \/ L/
i o R “Have you got a family out there?” : v 3| /
w\\e\c"Mkibbutz is my family . . . but if-yeu-mearmdid-fmarryy {ll “;” el 6
0007 ne.” ‘*i /
0008 “Because of my mother?” "y ' %ﬂ : \{ ow'ie very
0009 it %M ”““(’" / _-_‘:l s
0010 .ve;y-di.pectryeu—knew—that e divect . G ol / . i
o011 She-sensed a faint blush below her ears again| ,{t had been a felf the g\b\hﬁ{ : ‘/ et
0012 very intimate question to ask someone who was practically a \ ‘ AN /
0013 stranger. Yet it had come quite naturally. She said, “I'm sorry.” | T | (\(Ef /
0014 “Don’t apoIOgize,l_lee_._}.I—de-nlé—&&Hﬁ*H talk like this. Du‘d{\kﬁa said . asely
0015 Actually, this whole trip is, I don’t know, full of the past. There’s ﬂ“/ f 7
0016 a word for it. Redolent.}’ J i : A ook !
0017 “That means smelling of death}-deeswt-it]” 6] l @ ) g'okshi!."" SRy
0018 : 7 \
0019 There was a silence. I like this mar}[,shethought. I like his*tﬁl-k‘ L a }o\': o S“'L"‘/ L°“W;S?}.‘ i '
0020 and his silences, his big eyes and his old suit f==—and-tike-hid gnd S| o 4 AfH O ©
0021 memories. £ (L hope he'd sfay 15 Eier,
0022 -As she picked up the coffee cups and opened the dishwasher'a S\ > b é i _
0023 spoon/’ slid off a saucer and bounced under the large old freezer., A She said: "Vamn. [
0024 Dickstein -presmptly got down on his knees and peered under- g
0025 neath.
0026 “I’s there forever, now,” Suza said. “That thing is too heavy /
0027 to move.” : oy e ML
0028 Dickstein lifted one end of the freezer with his right hand and /
0029 reached underneath it with his left. He lowered the end of the v [ L ﬂ
0030 freczer, stood up and presented-the spoon to Suza/ feeling-proud- handed O
0031 and-a-little idiotic.~ ﬂ X
0032 She stared at him. “What are you —..Captain America -of |—I S1
: 0033 something? That thing is /ieavy.”
:ﬁ r)-'-,‘ 0034 W@H,—malanq I work in the fields. But how do you know g—l 9/1 H,;
J " /| ogss about Captain America? He was the rage in my boyhood—-" o3 T v
-t/—/zss _ “He’s the rage novs;([tee—.-pi ;he art in those comics is fantas- @\ g{ —
F/V\O N tic.” 5 e
7. 0038 “Well, stone the crows,” he said/ aHewing—himself—an—old- @l g‘ e
0039 clengy—usaged ““We had to read them in secret because they H A
0040 were eonsidered trash. Now they’re artl’\’ g KQ“‘R ”JH} oo . ;
0041 She smiled. "B you really work in the fields?” He lobk/ed & ' o o Y—
s -moze like a clerk/dle —a—-ﬁelﬁ-—h&nd[[é wine salesman who 5| M\ WoNEREKe / /\[ e,
0013 actually gets dirt under his fingernails in the vineyard. That'ssert S1
0044 ﬂf-unusual}-i-s-nlt-i{#" 216
0015 “Not in Isracl. We're a little . . . obsessive, I suppose . . . \ /
0016 about the soil.”
0047 Suza looked at her watch and was surprised to sce how late it
0018 was. “Daddy should be home any minute. You’ll cat with us
0049 won’t you? I'm afraid it’s only a sandwich.” :
0030 “That would be lovely.”
0051 She sliced a French loaf and began to make salad. Dickstein
0052 o]ifcred tol wash lettuce, and she gave him an apron. After a while $ /
0053 she caught him watchi agai T3 “ ; :
“ thinkingwlﬁf again, smiling. “What are you ﬂ /
0055 "I thimletwas remembering something that would embarrass W V
0036 you[” k gt 5
0037 “Tell me/ anyway.” ; ’, L\'\Q soid. ﬂ ‘/ ,
0000
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«] was here one evening, around six,” he began. “Your mother
was out. I}dlcome to borrow a book from your father. You wer’e
in your bath. Your father got a phone call from France, I can’t
remember why. While he was talking you began to cry. I \\.fent
upstairs, took you out of the bath, dried you and put you Into
your nightdress.l.Rolax—.—v-[ you must have been all-ef four or five

years old ....” : il
Suza laughed/-&nd-had a sudden vision of Dickstein in a steamy

bathroom, reaching down and effortlessly lifting her out of a hot
bath full of soap bubbles. But in the vision she was not fal-of-four
or-five-yearsd but a grown woman with wet breasts and foam
between her thighs, and his hands were strong and sure as he
drew her against his chest—/—[ﬁhe kitchen door opened and her
father came in, and the dream vanished, leaving a-trace-of-guilt,
~and-destre—~—

\1 // \—~ Nat Dickstein thought Professor Ashford had aged well. He

was now bald except for a monkish fringe of white hair. He had
put on a little weight and his movements were slower, but he still
had the spark of intellectual curiosity in his eyes.

Suza said, “A surprise guest, daddy.”

Ashford looked at him and, without hesitation, said, “Young
Dickstein! Well, I'm blessed! My dear fellow.”

Dickstein shook his hand. The grip was firm. “How are you,
Professor?”’

“In the pink, dear boy, especially when my daughter’s here to
look after me. You remember Suza?”

“We’ve spent the morning reminiscing,” Dickstein said.

“I see she’s put you in an apron already. That’s fast, even for
her. I've told her she’ll never get a husband this way. Take it off,
dear boy, and come and have a drink.”

With a rueful grin at Suza, Dickstein did as he was told and
followed Ashford into the drawing room.

“Sherry?” Ashford asked.

“Thank you, a small one.” Dickstein hadr*t-forsetten he was
here for a purpose{ to get information out of Ashford without the
old man realizing it. Hetdlbeen, as it were, oif—dutnyor a couple
of hours, and now he had to turn his mind back to work. But
softly,éhc thought. [Seftly——]

Ashford handed him a small glass of pale sherry. “Now tell me
what have you been up to all these years?”’ . :
: Dickstein sipped the sherry. It was very dry, the way they liked
it at Oxford. He told the professor the story he had given to
H.assan and to Suza, about finding export markets for Israeli
wine. Ashford asked knewing questions ____ were young people
leaving the kibbutzim for the cities? Had tiﬁw and prosperity
eroded the communalist ideas of the kibbutzniks? Did European
Je:ws m-ix and intermarry with African and Levantine Jews?
Dickstein’s answers were yes, no, and not much. Ashford
cou.rteously avoided the question of their opposing views on the
political morality of Israel, but neverthel
his detached inquiries about Israclj pro
of eagerness for bad news.

Suza called them to the kitchen for lunch before Dickstein had

f . SR 3
i OPPOrtunity- ‘ to_ zfsk his own questions. Her French sandwiches
were vast and delicious. She had opened

with them. Dickstein could see why Ash

css there was, underlying
blems, a detectable trace

a bottle of red wine to g0
ford had put on weight.

Triple, 11/14x26 T.R.
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/_,_/ 4 Substitute a period
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(6[ She /’ Substitute a period and she
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Deleg Capitalize the I Substitute a child
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Substitute a period
Insert Then
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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

Sudo\en‘y rtmem&rd 1

o He hed /
had| /A

/\So ‘ﬂ\“ ﬂ

informecl/ @{ \{;.//

Substitute informed
Susbstitue a period
Capitalize the W
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Over coffee Dickstein said, “I ran into a contemporary of mine
s o
a couple of weeks ago—in Luxembourg, of all places.
Ashford said, ““Yasif Hassan?”

“How did you know?” : ! 4 e

“We’ve kept in touch. I know he lives in Luxembourg. : ﬁ\ "

“Have you seen him much?” Dickstein asked, and—teting Y -l: [ o
I lr\f):

himsetf] Softly, softly. )
«Several times, over the years.” Ashford paused. “It needs to

be said, Nat, that the wars that have given you everything took
everything away from him. His family lost all their money and

went into a refugee camp. He’s understandablyH—&hMI bitter

about Israel.” :
Dickstein nodded. He was now aimost certain that Hassan was

in the game. “I had very little time with him—I was on my way to
catch a plane. How is he otherwise?” ;

Ashford frowned. I find him a bit . . . distrait,” he finished,
unable to find the right English word. “Sudden errandsLto run, I g
canceled appointments, odd phone calls at varteus times, mysteri- 5 7 P/ W V/ /%

Y /

Dickstein ‘ WIM’(.I‘\ /

T St

/

| he has | A

ous absences _grhaps it’s the fharacteristig) behavior of a ¢ 2 j
dispossessed aristocrat.”’ : L" T {Jﬂ:»
“Perhaps,” Dickstein said. In fact it was the fypieaiibehavior of  classsemeimai = =

an agent, and he was now one hundred percent’éér-ta'm that the ~ suce | A
meeting with Hassan had blown him __...L“Do you see anyone ol He said : /\
else from my year?” :
“Only old Toby. He’s on the Conservative Front Bench now.” L
“Perfect!” Dickstein saidA “He always did talk like an Opposi- "l‘e“fi ““‘“YK
tion spokesman—pompous and defensive at the same time. 'm g
glad he’s found his niche.” : A g7 Y
“More coffee, Nat?”’ i § Suza said / .
“No, thank you.” He stood up. “I'll help you clear away, then I g /cl /
must get back to London. I'm very glad 1 was-able-to-drep in on S"[ Aloppe
you—" e J
“Daddy will clear up,” Suza said’/and.grinned. “We have an o [ * She {
agreement.”’
“Im afraid its{ so,” Ashford confessed. “She won’t be 1% | |
anybody’s drudge, least of all mine.” The remark surprised ¢
Dickstein because it was so obviously untrue. Perhaps Suza didn’t v,
wait on him hand and foot, but she seemed to look after him the : ]
way a-goed wife would. et km5
“T’ll walk into town with you,” Suza was-saying. “‘Let me get Said{/‘
my coat.” v
Ashford shook Dickstein’s hand. “A real pleasure to see you, .
dear boy, a real pleasure.”
Suza came back /wearing a velvet jacket. Ashford saw them to ﬂ Ve
the door and waved, smiling. ;
As they walked along the street Dickstein talked just to have
an excuse to keep looking at her. The Jacket matched her black
velvet trousers, and she wore a loose cream-colored shirt that
looked like silk. Like her mother, she knew how to dress to make
the most of her shining dark hair and perfect tan skin. Dickstein
gave her his arm, feeling rather old-fashioned, just to have her
touching him. There was no doubt that she had the same physical
magnetism as her mother: there had_heen something about her WAS H\"T!
that-m ’ . s  whith E‘“"A men With ﬂ\g desire,fbfosscss ‘WJ)
hast— the need to own such a beautiful object/so that it would =« desife not 5o mach like lusk as gled ;

= . \ 1 H
1‘1cvc.:r bclz taken away. By-now Dickstein -had-atleastcome to S| was old 9—?\0\&3"\ now ]
+ealize how peintless such desires were, [to know that Eila know | False | fand

Ashford would never have made him happy[ Rror-he-her——j But nt| o] €l
the daughter seemed to have something the mother had lacked{- »

“a-genuine-pervasive warmth. Dickstein felt-it-aloss-that he would ond that "‘*‘*1 WS Sovry /

never see Suza again. Given time, he might ‘5']
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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...
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L/ Substitute a period

s . O[ I‘/; Capitalize the I
0001 Wcll[ it was not to be. Forget-it) A Defete _
0002 When they reached the station he asked her, “Do you ever go o
0003 to London?” 5 Fak

» e i row.” o
0003 “Of course,” she said. “I’'m going tomor ﬂ | Delete
0005 “Oh.t what far?” z Capitalize the W
0006 “To have dinner with you,” she said. T

0007
0008

. . WL
|—-When Suza’s mother died, her father thad—beem~espeeially/ 1 a5 OL ‘

0009

- Substitute
0010 wonderful. S el
0011 She was eleven years of agc[ old enough to understand de'flth, (?l' SRS
0012 [too young to cope with it. Daddy had been calm and comforting. ‘A by .» 1 .
0013 He had known when to leave her to prylalone /and when to make Weef L ‘ ] et )
0014 her dress up and go out to lunch. Witheut-embarrassing-herr-or Quite ““Zﬁg’s?iﬁ:; e 35
0015 himself, he had talked to her about menstruation and gone with g] © Insertbur
0016 her cheerfully to buy new brassieres. He alse gave her a new role Substitute deep -
0017 in life: she became the woman of the house, giving instructions to 4 7abelete
oot the cleaner, writing the laundry list, handing out sherry on 7 7 Substitute Quite embarrassed
0019 Sunday mornings. At the age of fourteen she was in charge of the ﬂ @Delete
0020 household finances. Ha-faet{ she took care of her father better Cor
0021 than Eila ever had. She would throw away worn shirts and Delete Capitalize the S
0022 replace them with identical new ones without daddy ever ' 3
0023 knowing. She learned that it was possible to be alive and secure 1/ i /’/
0024 and feet loved even without a mother. i D BZ}ZEZ
0025 fes| daddy gave her a role, just as he had her mother; and, like {1 Z  Capitalize the D
o26  her mother, she had rebelled against the role while continuing to
0027 play it.
0028 He wanted her to stay at Oxford, to be first an undergraduate, Gt G
0029 then a graduate student, then a teacher. It would’-af—eeufse:-aiso\ ﬂ & e
0030 have meant that she weuld always be-about to take care of him. was { ! “rmm\/
0031 She said she was not smart enough |for—academietifd, with an
0032 uneasy feeling that this was an excuse for something else, and Delet? :
0033 took a job that obliged her to be away from home and unable to Is)fl)esgute Sespormnoanc
0034 look after daddy for weeks at a time. High in the air and ;
0035 thousands of miles from Oxford, she served drinks and meals to L~ P
0036 middle-aged men, and wondered if sheLreally changed anythingat A had 5 Delete
0037 allls ﬂ /"- Delete
0038 Walking home aew from the railway station, she thought about 7]
0039 the groove she was in and whether she would ever get out of it. ~
0040 Bhe was at the end of a love affair which, like the rest of her life, E / Lyt e
0011 hadeollowed a familiar pattern. Julian was in his late thirties, a A wearily: s Ty
0042 philosophy lecturer specializing in the pre-Socratic Greeks:
0043 brill.iant, dedicated and helpless. He took drugs for everything— d [/
0044 #marjeana to make love, amphetamine to work, mogadon to CM{:B;S l " Substitute cannabis
0013 sleep. He was divorced, without children. At first she had found
0046 him interesting, charming and sexy. When they were in bed he D
6047 liked her to get on top. He took her to fringe theaters in London
0018 and bizarre student parties. But it all wore off as|she realized that @ / AbaHmte colon
0049 he wasn’t really very interested in sex, that he took her out '
0030 because she looked good dn his arm, that he liked her company e l'/ tute |
0031 mestly because she was so impressed by his intellect. One day she jU5T / L’:/ f)u?stltutejuSt
0052 actualy found herself ironing his clothes while he took a tutorial; 97 s Life
0053 after-that it was as good as over, ; W andk T/en ( Substitute and then
0054 S(:;’ne:)imes she went to bed with men her own age or younger e :
0035 maos ccause s vas everwhel 1t c11e i
0036 bodiez. She wassﬁzu;‘/{l]; diqappoin*:zz& W]qleu‘:g.a_dhl Sl LanTeaed { , \|uSJr }
0057 they all bored hcré ' b it le-ve-muauﬁl Vﬂm ' l
0000 L C\{E)'\.UA \7 ,

Substitute consumed Substitute lust
Delete Delete
Insert eventually
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9999 ) ﬂ -g'f‘ NkiCL‘ /

0001 -Now she was already regretting the impulsc that had led her to : (14“ l /

0002 make a date with Nat Dickstein. He wasj,_i(-seemed-,—fee\true to of 3 s
- L

type: a generation older than she and patently in necd of care and ﬂ P / /

' f all, he had been in love with her mother. ™M 1
0004 attention. Worst o /\0% b “3“ he o a o ;

0003 father-figure like all the rest —.— But he was different some WayS, sh (

2 i e—ways—he—was—also—differeat— He was a ;
0006 {Excopt—in—som bold WerselF-

0003

0007 farmer, not an academic—he would probably be thc least i { 4
SR 0008 well-read person she had ever -geme—with. He had gone to b

0009 Palestine instead of sitting in Oxford coffee shops talking about it.
0010 He could pick up one end of the freezer with his right hand. In the / N
0011 time they had spent together he had more than once surprised her e
0012 by not conforming to her expectations. v v ;
0013 Maybe Nat Dickstein will break the pattern, she thought. / 3 /
0014 And maybe I'm kidding myself/ Again. P
0015 Y S o
0016
0017 I—-LDickstein called the Israeli Embassy from a phone box at o ANO‘J" : /
0018 Paddington Station. When he got through he asked for the ,

; 0019 Commercial Credit Office. There wasi—ef—eeme»{ no such 9|7 ‘

: 0020 department: this was a code for the Mossad message center. He
0021 was answered by a young man with a Hebrew accent. This .
0022 pleased Dickstein || it was good to know there were people for {'o( /
0023 whom Hebrew was a native tongue and not a dead language. He
0024 knew the conversation would automatically be tape-recorded, so
0025 he went straight into his message: “Rush to Bill. Sale jeopardized
0026 by presence of opposition team. Henry.” He hung up without
0027 waiting for an acknowledgment.
0028 He walked to his hotel from the station, thinking about Suza
0029 Ashford. He was to meet her at Paddington -Statien- tomorrow
0030 evening. She would spend the night at the flat of a friend.
0031 Dickstein did not really know where to begin—he could not
0032 remember ever taking a woman out to dinner just for pleasure.
0033 As a teenager he had been too poor; after the war he had been
0034 too nervous and awkward; as he grew older he somehow never
0035 got into the habit. There had been dinners with colleagues, of W
0036 course, and with kibbutzniks after shopping expeditions in /
007 Nazareth; but to take a woman Ja-dewsy for nothing more than the gust the fwo o you
0038 pleasure of each other’s company . . . ; bt A%
0039 What did-ene do?,(l?ick her up in your car, wearing your dinner ‘1 ou }\ \{nu wele Supposed o p ]

= ? o

0040 Jacket, and give her a box of chocolates tied with a big ribbonthe 31 ,
0041 suppesed. Well; he had neither car nor dinner jacket. Where g] Dickstein was Mufins Suta ot the /
0042 would he take her? He did not know any posh restaurants in train Shl’l‘on.’ and /”
0043 Israel, let alone England. = '

Walking alone through Hyde Park. he found-himsctf-smiting "’5’/"’\‘;\3‘! e
broadly. J¢ wasl-after—atl| a laughable situation for a man of vThis/ ﬂy e
forty-threi/- Suza-must-krew he was no sophisticate, and obvious- £ To b v She knew / =

l/ o 0046
she. did asteate

0017 ly Adter—att] she had invited herself to dinner. # for [
0048 Presumably she would -alse know the restaurants and what tol.‘{ﬂysﬁw o
0049 order. fAnywayy At was hardly a matter of life and death. 8\ I

0050 Whatever happened, he was going to enjoy it. .. . 9] T/

0051 There was now a hiatus in his work. Having discovered that he

0052 was blown, he could do nothin g until he had talked to Pierre Bor

0053 and Borg had decided whether or not to abort. That evenine hg

0034 WCl'lt tosec a French film called Un Honune et Une Femme Itbwas

0033 a 51m!)lc love story, beautifully told, with an insistent. Latin-

0036 American tune on the soundtrack. He left before the movie was

0057 halfway through, because the story made him w .

: ant to cry;
0038 /nenet-he-lessi the tune ran through his mind al night. ’

G000




\/r

v

sar o ]

Substitute
said .

Insert "Love?" Nik said with scorn in his voice. Rostov did'not reply.
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In the morning he went to a call box in the street near his hotel
and phoned the Embassy again. When he got through to the
message center he said, “This is Henry. Any reply?”

The voice said, “Go to ninety-three thousand and confer

tomorrow.”
Dickstein said, “Reply: conference agenda at airport informa-

tion.”
Z Borg would be ﬂying[at nine-thirty tomorrow.

l—The four men sat.ﬁ;at.ian&l-yf in the café silent and watchfullas the

day darkened.
Pyotr Tyrin was at the wheel, a stocky middle-aged man in a

raincoat, drumming his fingernails on the dashboard, making a
noise like pigeons’ feet on a roof. Yasif Hassan sat beside him.
David Rostov and Nik Bunin were in the back.

Nik had found the delivery man on the third day, the day he
spent watching the Jean-Monnet bnilding on the Kirchberg. He
had reported a positive identification. “He doesn’t look quite so
much of a nancy-boy in his office suit, but I’m quite sure it’s him. I
should say he must work here.”

“I should have guessed,” Rostov had said. “If Dickstein is after
secret-matertal his 4nformation won’t be from the airport or the
Alfa Hotel. I should have sent Nik to Euratom first.”

He was addressing Pyotr Tyrin, but Hassan heard and said,
“You can’t think of everything.”

“Yes, I can,” Rostov told him —_and-Ld-better—he—told
himsel=

He had instructed Hassan to find a large dark car. The
American Buick they now sat in was a little conspicuous, but it
was black and roomy. Nik had followed the Euratom man home,
and now the foueraited in the cobbled street close to the old
terraced house.

Rostov hated this cloak-and-dagger business. It was so old-
fashioned. It belonged to the Twenties and Thirties, to places like
Vienna and Istanbul and Beirut, not to western Europe in 1968.
It was just plaitr dangerous to snatch a civilian off the street,
bundle him into a car/and beat him until he gave you information.
You might be seen by passersby who were not afraid to go to the
police and tell what they had observed. Rostov liked things to be
straightforward/ clear-cut and predictable, and he preferred to
use his brains rather than his fists. But this delivery man had
gained in importance with ecach day that Dickstein failed to
surface. Rostov had to know what he had delivered to Dickstein
and he had to know today. :

Pyotr Tyrin was-saying, “I wish he would come out.”

“We’re in no hurry,” Rostov feﬁ-l-rrm[ whieh was not true/\butlwgl a It

he: did not want the team to get edgy and impatient and make
Tls.takcs.- T(') relieve the tension he continued speaking ——

Dickstein did this, of course., He did what we’ve done and what
wc?’re doing. He watched the Jean-Monnet building, he followed
this same man home, and he waited here in the street. The man
came out and went to the homosexual club, and then Dickstein

- P
!mew the man’s weakness and used it to turn him into an
informant.” ‘

~He hasn’t been at the club the past two nights]"[Nik said |

Rostov jsmi “He’s di ' i
ismitedi “He’s discovered that ceverything has its price,

- especially love.”
%8

I } Z :
‘ A Loue,'.l ; Nik said with Stoln In lm'[ Vo(te .
[ Rostov did et reply |
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The darkness thickencdﬁncl the street lights came on. The air
coming through the open car window tasted faintly damp: Rostov
saw a swirl or two of mist around the lights. The vapor came from
the river. A fog would be too much to hope for in June

Tyrin [broke-im - “What’s this{” .

A fair-haired man in a double-breasted jacket was walking
briskly along the street toward them.

“Quiet, now,” Rostov said.

The man stopped at the house they were watching. He rang a

doorbell.
Hassan put a hand on the door handle/

? (19 2y

was—stopped—by ,
o ey [ Ro stov

, 606
ﬂ elete
'//,‘ Substitute a period
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Substitute said: ~ Substitute a period
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\ Substitute,a/pefriod Delete

9 histed : " Not yet.

A net curtain was briefly drawn aside in the attic window. Delete Insert ne paragraph Rostov hissed: "Not

The fair-haired man waited, tapping his foot. yet.

Hassan said, “The Ioveq‘?”

“For god’s sake/shut up,” Rostov told him.

After a minute ose the front door opened and the fair-haired
man stepped inside. Rostov got a glimpse of the person who had
opened up: it was the delivery man. The door closed and their
chance was gone.

“Too quick,” Rostov said. [

Tyrin began to drum his fingers again, and Nik scratched
himself. Hassan gave an exasperated sign, as if he had known all
along that it was foolish to wait. Rostov decided that it was time
to bring him down a peg or two.

Nothing happened for an hour.

Tyrin-eommented, “They’re spending an evening indoors.”

“If they’ve had a brush with Dickstein they’re probably afraid
to go out at night,” Rostov said.

Nik asked, “Do we go in?”

“There’s a problem,” Rostov tetd-him. “From the window they
can see who’s at the door. I-deubt-they>d open up for strangers.”

“The lover might stay the Wwheld night,” Tyrin said.

pavement, the older just inside the do

fwett| Nik said, “we’ll just have to bust in.”

Rostov ignored him. Nik always wanted to bust in, but he
would not start any rough stuff until he was told to. Rostov was
thinking that they might now have to snatch two people, which
was even more tricky/ and more dangerous. “Have we got any
firearms?” he asked.

‘Tyrin opened the glove box in front of him and drew out a
pistol.

“Good,[\s_"o long as you don’t fire it.”

“It’s not loaded,” Tyrin said
raincoat pocket:

L “If the lover stays the night do we take them in the morning?”’

‘Hassan-asked.

‘@f—eeua-se. not,” Rostov said. “We can’t do this sort of thing in
broad daylight.”

“What, then?”

“I haven’t decidcd.”&le thou
then the problem solved itself.
through half-closed eyes
began to open. [

the S
{-aﬂd- stuffed the gun into his

ht about it until midnight, and
He- was watching the doorway
jsaw the first movement of the door as it

33
b

Nik was ﬁrst.out of the car/ Tyrin was next. Hassan took a
m(?rr;]crit to realize what was happening, thcn[\l’ollowcd along.
1€ IWO men were saying goodnight, the younger one on the
or/wearing a robe. The
older one, the delivery man, reached out and gave his lover’s arm

a fa.rewell squeeze. They both looked up, alarmed, as Nik and
Tyrin burst out of the car and came at them

" ST " 3
Insert "Rostov said." Capitalize ,\ R ost ov Sas * o

s
» ,(7{"'-'"“{’5
ﬂ Delete Insert, perhaps

(] VDelete
////’/P?‘H‘Mi\\
' n“*,\_.‘:“ X 3 U

(WS Do Lo

Insert "Damn it."

sardh / \/Substitute said

; Substitute answered
answered o

74
1 ks J“‘E)’;f“:/ %
i uite. \
TR L

Vi

Delete Substitute guess they won't

Delete Capjtaliz -the)/V
ol ot
ﬂ ﬂ Insert new paragraph "Quite.
sard I Delete Delete
ubstitute said
L -
Sﬂ/

[ He,/ L Substitilteaperiod
Substitute He

]\Hawm Said /(/'

©

</ {57, Insert Hassan said,
(ecta; l . Delete
efrtan \{ %
Substitute Certainly
Vil

" New paragraph
New paragraph Rostov
Substitute a period

%

[ Restev ¢~

A

o {7 2
O He { i Su’bs‘ﬂtute He
He said : Now
ol

Ahe
q

Substitute He said: "Now!"
Substitute a period

Insert he

Substitute suit

Delete




4999

0001

0002

0003

0004

0005

0006

0007

0008

0009

0010

0011

0012

0013

001+

o

Version code 02-0"8
Key Bd. 80 Date 06/29/79

Book Press

Galley 0119 Take 0801
b 00005928 Oper 0

%](?Scan., DN 119, SN 3243, Book Press:

“Don’t move, be silent,” Tyrin
them the gun. .

Rostov noticed that Nik’s sound tactical instinct had led him to
stand beside and slightly behind the younger man.

The older one said, “Oh, my god, no, no more, please.”

“Get in the car,” Tyrin erdered.

The younger man said, “Why can’t you bastards leave us

alone?”

Watching and listening from the back seat of the car, Rostov
fett this was the moment theytdldecide whether to come quietly or
make trouble. He glanced quickly up and down the darkened
street. It was empty.

Nik, sensing that the younger man was thinking of -fesisting,
seized both his arms just below the shoulders and held him
tightly.

“Don’t hurt him, I’ll go,” said the older man!-a-nd stepped out

of the house._
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The younger man struggled in Nik’s grip/ tried to stgmp on his
foot. Nik stepped back/and hit the boy in the kidney with his right
fist.

“@, Pierre]” the older one said, too loud.

Tyrin-came-in-then and put a big hand over the man’s mouth.
He struggled, got his head free/\and managed-to—shout ‘;__he] .
before Tyrin gagged him again. 5

Pierre had fallen to one knec and was groaning.

Rostov leaned across the back seat of the car and called
through the open window, “Let’s go{”

Tyrin lifted the older man off his feet and carried him bodily
across the pavement toward the car. Pierre
from Nik’s punch/sprinted away-untd Hassan stuck out a leg and

tripped himl sending the boyisprawling OI‘IYO the cobbled road. ¥ @]/ﬂ

Rostov saw a light go on in an upstairs window at a neighboring
house. If the fracas continued much longer they would all get
arrested.

Tyrin bundled the delivery man into the back of the car,

Rostov grabbed hold of him and-erdered-Fyrin-to-start-the-cas

Ttiple, 11/14x26 T.R.
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Meanwhile Nik had picked up the younger one and was the caf. Quick - >

carrying him to the car. Tyrin got into the driver’s seat/ and O7

i l/'u’/ g
£ Hasiny s/

Hassan opened the other door. -As-he-didt Rostov said, ‘Zﬁghut the
door of the house,-yow idiot]” '

Nx_k pushed the young man into the car next to his friend, then
got into the back seat so that the two captives were between

Rost?v and himself. Hassan finaty closed the door of the house
and jumped into the front passenger seat of the

-aceelerated-the car away from the curb.

Rostov said in English, “Lerd almighty, what a -perfeet
serew-up.”’

Pierre was still groaning[as—hiﬁ older prisonerfriend said, “We
haven’t done anything to hurt you-L>

“Haven’t you?”” Rostov

club in the Rue Dicks, you delivered a briefcase to an English-
man.” |

“Ed Rodgers?”
“That’s not his namcl” k
“Are you the police?”

Not cxa‘(‘:l,ly.” RC.)SI()V would let the man believe what he
wanted 10 I’'m not interested in collecting evidence, building a
case,}\brmgmg you to
that briefcase.”

car -as Tyrin @l
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“Don"" ‘\wt‘ l‘\im, "” o9 said ‘H\e, older Man . He, Sh(peol
out og the  hoose .

big driend swid,  Dhe hell you will

R sskov ‘rkm:)m; -b__q__w_\_»_\_.

The Younger  Man s’mﬁu in, Nﬁks 3([,0 Hhen taed to
St{‘g&p on NIk Goo“r_ Nk sTegped bu,k!\”q f’“"“\. and kit the
by in e Kideey with his sight fist gy

1 [ 4]
No) Qie ere 5./[; Siabe ey sne. ,mid, Yoo |loud _

"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.
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' s
,{ $ilence. Tyrin spoke over his shoulder. “Want me to head out Aﬂ\ﬂ“’ was 4 /

7 . . ?n - ﬂ n | " St.\/ Sq(d :
(M look for a quict spot-?"_ | sqio\/ (" wait, " Rosto

The older man -breke-in, “I’ll@you.”
“Just drive around town,” Rostov told Tyrini-&heﬂ looked at @{ He_[ / ¢ {
(»]

the Euratom employee. “Fhen tell me.”’ man
“It was a Euratom computer printout.” :
0007 “And the information on it?”
0008 “Details of licensed shipments of fissionable materials.”
0009 “Fissionable? You mean nuclear stuff?”
0010 “Yellowcake, uranium metal, nuclear waste, plutonium . . .”
oot1 Rostov sat back in the seat and looked out of the window at the kit t ud' h /
0012 lights of the city going by. His excitement—was—difficult—te bleod, faced w ; e sk
0013 contain——+ Dickstein’s operation was beginning—to—become /ﬂ beum'\") 1
0014 visible. Licensed shipments of fissionable materials . . . the
0015 Israelis wanted nuclear fuel. Dickstein would be looking for one
0016 of two things on that list—either a holder of uranium who might
) 0017 be prepared to sell some on the black market, or a consignment i
A 0018 of uranium he might be able to steal. 4 a7 ~
0019 As for what they would do with the stuff once they got it—/ @ o
0020 The Euratom man interrupted his thoughts. “M‘d-l-! will you let - ﬂ \'\L /
0021 us go home < ¥ 9
0022 (“I’ll have to have a copy of that printout-fiest.” g Rosfov said
0023 “I can’t take one, the disappearance of the first was 1 B
0024 suspicious enough-+" e / :
0025 “I'm afraid you’ll have to,” Rostov teld-him. “But if you like, ‘ said / / VA
0026 you can take it back to the office after we’ve photographed it.” i d
007 “Oh, gOd —-_-n . { A-H\e_ MAR %(oqf\e. .
0028 “You’ve got no choice.”
0029 “All” v @ .....\/ /
0030 ‘Head back to the house,” Rostov told Tyrin/ and to the (-)/ ﬂ l,,_/ :
0031 Euratom man, “Bring the printout home tomorrow “night. % A he saich
0032 Someone will come to your house during the evening to ' /)
0033 photograph it.” 7 - / /
0034 As the big car moved through the streets of the cilyARostov 1-,: /c;\ !'/ o
5 ided-the-action '} be : ’ : . i’
003 dec. 1 hadp’f been such a disaster after all. Nik Bunin ~ felt the Sm‘tcl« 7\0-\_
0036 decided-he-didn’t-like-the-way Pierre was looking at him and told A ¢ 2
0037 him-so— 5 Said h; Pierre : Sfor lookﬁ-j al me.
. // ;
zziz —Frggl—lggliy reached ic‘f:obbled street/&nd Tyrin stopped the ﬂ L 6 [ ﬂ vV
car. ay,” Rostov sald[ Iet the older man out. His friend stays O{ Fa oy
0040 with us.” = g ST ; \
= > L i’ i ' "
0041 i—;v-hy,—-dmryon,—‘;he Euratom man |said| 9T yelped as if huet. ‘D\“\\[ :
0042 ; : 3t z
; ficase youre tempted to be-a-heré\and confess everything to  pye K do PR
0043 0 : & i Wh 5
: ¥ ;Fkﬁupeﬂers tomorrow. LPICI‘[‘C will be our hostage |’ besses | A ouny A Get out
0044 . : .
it av;mzp:.l;ed the door and pa&hed the man out. He stood on the '/\eH 2 : s -
P P nt 1or a mo‘mentﬁae-ka got back in and Tyrin drove off. ¢ | ﬂ o
0016 k Will he be all right? Will he do it?”’-Hassamasked ) Hassan said : m
0047 “He’ll ‘ S i G . :
s i be-a-good-bey until he gets his friend back,” Rostov  werk for v$ I
0049 “And then?”
0050 Rostov said nothing. He was thinki i
. e nking that it would Z
0051 prudent to kill them both, 4 BIORAby e
0052
0053 ;
0034 F—This is Suza’s nightmare, — Ve
0035 It is evening ¢ - > .
L z ning at the green-and-white house by the river. She is by
56 alone. She takes a bath, lyino f : . L~
e e At » 1ying for a long time in the hot/scented
3 . ‘ward she goes into the master bedroo its in fr
0058 of the three-sided mirrorjand dusts herself witl Sl oy o
with powder from an by o

0059 onyx box that belonged to her mother




n\t(e wWa$ a S[lt“(_g. T:[fin vakt, oves l\n'i Skouuef, “de* Mm<
to head ouf of town, lesk for a quiet s‘na’r_? ‘"

{ "
\/ : WQH_, ({oslw said .
i
M "

o‘dt( Mman go\{d; l'n tell You .

It -
.)vsi‘ drive.  afouad ‘f‘ow-'\J 2 Lostov Told (Y(in . Hﬁ Looked

i

iE . the Buntin mid. So,)\fell me .

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: "T'll tell you."

“Just drive around town," Rostov told Tyrin. He look at the Eurotom man. "So, tell me."
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She opens the wardrobe, expecting to find her mother’s clothes

000t
0002 moth-eaten, falling away from the hangers in dun-colored tatters,
0003 transparent with age; but it is not so: they are all clean and new
0004 and perfect, except for a faint odor of mothballs. She chooses a
0005 nightgown, white as a shroud, and puts it on. She gets into the
0006 bed.
0007 She lies still for a long time, waiting for Nat Dickstein to come
0003 to his Eila. The evening becomes night. The river whispers. The
0009 door opens. The man stands at the foot of the bed and takes off
0010 his clothes. He lies on top of her, and her panic begins like the /
o011 first small spark of a conflagration as she realizes that it is not Nat
o2/  Dickstein but her father; and that she is, of course, long dead/ O
aais | _Knd as the nightgown crumbles to dust and her hair falls out and @ :
0014 § her flesh withers and the skin of her face dries and shrinks baring / ' 7
0015 the teeth and the skull and she becomes, even as the man thrusts ‘ ,?ﬂ [ 2 {
o6 Sof at hier, a skeleton, [she screams/and screams—+and wakes up| And /\““d f?"-“ 7
0017 she lies perspiring and shivering and }erribly frightened, wonder- 91 o
0018 ing why nobody comes rushing in to ask what is wrong, until she (ol
0019 realizes with relief that even the screams were dreamed| And/ 3[ c\{ é\
0020 consoled, she wonders vaguely about the meaning of the dream
0021 while she drifts back into sleep. ﬂ
0022 In the morning she is her usual cheerful self, except perhaps for
0023 a small imprecise darkness, like a smudge of cloud in the sky of . :
0024 her mood, not remembering the dream at all, only aware that b
0025 there was once something that -had- troubled her, «then not {/9/\ 9 : /
0026 WwOoITying anymore Lbecausc, after all, dreaming is instead of /[ T\m/njk,
0027 worrying. ’ :
0028 .A.:d-ag-mmed—b}essmg gl 7
0029 iy
Seven
0031
0032 ‘Se NAT DICKSTEIN is going to steal some uranium,’/Yasif Hassan g[‘/ /
0034 David Rostov nodded agreement[+hough his mind was else- O[ ﬂ H—; i
N WIlCIBILtrylng to figure out how to get rid of Yasif Hassan. O{ /\ Mt wal
0049 '1.'hcy were walking through the valley at the foot of the crag ‘
s which was the old city of Luxembourg. Here, on the banks of the

/Z:Z He;:::rslcwlzlsvzg Yvere}awns’and ornamental trees and footpaths.

( . yng, They’ve got a nuclear reactor at a place
i called Dimona in the Negev Desert. The French helped them g

0041

0042 /
/

0043

l;}lild it, and presumably, supplied them with fuel for it. Since the
ix-Day War}.though) de Gaulle has cut off their supplies of guns,

This [ so perhaps he’s cut off the uranium as well ___."
\Z‘”f P‘Fhﬁf‘_mUCh was (?b\‘rious, Rostov thought}l\ It would be a I [\Sb 1 was best to qllu\, Hassqn'su
845 completely characteristic Mossad move to just go out an T Suspitions hy aqreei vehemently,
0046 the urani : 3 d stedl SP‘UMS 1 3 "ﬂ Y
i anium they neelgéd-l That’s exactly how those pcople ," he gsaid " ] v’
} theught~with-theis backlto- ; '
/ &}bs e / 5 ci-to-the-wall mentahty/.\ Tl Mk tha 3
9 Rostov : e g h
Z |—of—course) was able to speeulate Lf}firther than [\wk\‘d« enaloles them o gsm(@m
143

0049 T i
1 Hassan—which was why he was at once so elated and so anxious

‘i 2 gCt the frab Sk Of the Way[-a-t-leas(l fOI‘ a whilc. ROStOV kne g_zf\i\%% O\_ iv\hrmh'm\q\ A;c\hﬂ\u\j X
0051 about the Egyptian nuclear project at Qattara —__ Hassan al \‘v { o
0052 certainly did 5 ssan almost & <

_y LLnot M\Vlly should they tell such secrets to an Q/Z
0053 agent'ln Luxembourg?| However, because Cairo was so lc; k i E vy ;
0034 was. likely the Israclis also knew about the Hiyptias aKky 1t \S( st
0055 eet. . i s , o :
g PrOTESS ffinv(\]/h\izllllat} would they do about it? Build their own 'a/lDO“;\L[ /
0057 “fissionable materi lc?: “‘_“KiCd3 in the Euratorn man’s phrase, / H /.r-'
= ura;ﬁum aterlvatg;lplcl.cstcm was going to try to get some LN /\KMTN Hnousl\f
ok Sl »'m‘*\hﬂﬂke' an sra.cll atom bomb. [Hassan would not be -f'or‘l KBuT/«

» reach that conclusion, not yet] and Rostov was not goi & % Y
A , e going 4 /ﬂ_\
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- I+ would he o complekely
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Ho.\mw S\ASP\'LEcM MY mﬂ(eeinﬁ Vc_hewxmﬂy.
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Sfca\ 'ﬂme WYan L WA
chovackr eiskic
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\)

them W 'ljnole the niceties of— interaational di{)\owm.t.)f.

ﬁoskw was able fo guess a liftle. ‘Fqi‘ﬂ\c( tHhan

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
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¥ n't‘ /
to help himFT-he.Jast_daiﬂg-he-we}Med—\m\Tcl Aviv to discover ,](o( he d @ f\.o')( NA

how close he was. '

When the printout arrived that night it wou.ld take him fy{rthc?r
still i the list from which Dickstein wo.uldAchoo_se his
target. He-aso did not want Hassan to have that mf.on_natlo]%

David-Rostov’s blood was up. He felt the way he did in a chess
game at the moment when three or four of the opponent’s moves
began to form a pattern and he could see from where the attack
would come and how he would have to turn it into a rout. He had
not forgotten the reasons why he had entered into battle with
Dickstein—that other conflict inside the KGB between himself
and Feliks Vorontsov, with Yuri Andropov as umpire and a place
at the Phys-Mat School as the prize—but that receded aew- to the
back of his mind. What moved him now, what kept him tense and
alert and sharpened -his-edge-was-the-chase-ttsel and the scent of
the quarry in his nostrils.

Hassan stood in his way. Eager, amateur, touchy, bungling
Hassan, reporting back to Cairo, was at this moment a more
dangerous enemy than Dickstein himself. For all his faults, he
was not -really stupid—indeed, Rostov thought, he had a sly
intelligence that was typically Levantine, inherited no doubt from
his capitalist father. He would suspeet that-he-wanted him out of
the way. Therefore-he would have to give him a real job to do.

-As-they passed beneath the Pont Adolphe,|Rostov stopped to
look back, admiring the view through the arch of the bridge. It
reminded him of Oxford, and then, suddenly, he knew what to do
about Hassan.

He said, “Dickstein knows someone has been following him,
and presumably he’s connected that fact with his meeting with
you.”

“You think so?” Hassan said.

“Well, eensider-this. He goes on an assignment, he bumps into

an Arab who knows his real name and suddenly he’s followed.” Tailed [
“¥esj he’s sure to speculate, but he doesn’t know.”’ VLY

“You’re right —_ Looking at Hassan’s expression, Rostov
‘ ' ueh the Arabfloved him to say,you're
right ..._.LHe doesn’t like me, but he wants my approval / wants it
badly. He’s a proud man—I can use that . “Dickstein has to
check,” Rostov went on. “Now, are you on file in Tel Aviv?”
Hassan shrugged, with a hint of his old aristocratic noncha-
lance. “Who knows?”’
“How often have you had face-to-face contacts with other
agents—Americans, British, Israelis?”
“Never,” Hassan said. “I'm too careful.”

Rostov almost laughed out loud. The truth[,-o.f,cgu.nse{ was that
Hassan was too insignificant an agent to have come to the notice
f)f the major intelligence services, and had never done anything
Important enough to have met other agents. “If you’re not on
file,” Rostov said, “Dickstein has to talk to your friends. Have
you any acquaintances in common?”’ .

“No[ I haven’t seen him since college. Anyway, he could learn

r%othing from my friends. They know nothing abeut my sccret
life. I don’t go around telling people—"’

“No, no,” Rostov said, fighting-te-eentrot his impatience. “But
all Dickstein would have to do is ask casual questions about your
general behavior to see whether it conforméd to the pattern of
clandestine work—fer-example, do you have saexplained phone
calls, sudden absences, friends whom you don’t introduce

around . . . Now, is there anybody from Oxford whom you still
Hersee )’
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“Only four or five times a week,” Hassan said, and-new he

Al

laughed}-toertoucly. m\oﬂ’ov _Sa}'(ii I/G-l \Ii} l/
/ g N0

L“—A-ﬂd who feels guilty now?”’ -Restov-satd-

ﬁ_ v

- He arrived at the station early,[\the train was late, so he had to 3 A““A <
wait for a whole hour. It was the only time in his life he read / 7 v
Newsweek from cover to cover. She came through the ticket .ﬂ T
barrier at a half-run, smiling epenty. Axnéd just like yesterday, she broadly { i
threw her arms around him and kissed hirﬁ[-exsept this time the 3 bout
kiss was longer. Samehow he had]\expected to see herin a long 9] H, /[

7 B
ﬂu\c‘\/ //

i

= : ), P 1A
dress and a mink wrap, like aLwifc on a night out at the 61 Club in AW £Mk’£& 2 L/

Tel Aviv; but of course Suza belonged to another country and
another generation, and she wore high boots which disappeared
under the hem of her below-the-knee skirt, with a silk shirt under

. de /
an embroidered waistcoat such as a matador might wear.-She Hee face wos nof made up

wore-no-make-up. Her hands were free-£no coat, no handbag, no 9] empty / i
overnight case. They stood still, smiling at each other/[for a A

moment. Dickstein, not quite sure what to do, gave her his arm as

he had the day before, shieh seemed to please her. They walked and af /
to the taxi stand.

As they got into the cab Dickstein said, “Where do you want to /
go?”
“You haven’t booked?” L P
He said :

I should have reserved a table, he thought./“I don’t know

Lo

London restaurants|” -was-his-feeble-exeuse. %)[ "4 Sk =y [/@)
“Kings Road,” Suza said to the driver. @ ©) ® // ( 'd(Sl’c'n{
\ |

As the cab pulled away she looked -elosely at him/ “Hello, ﬂ\/ and said
Nathaniel.” :

Nobody-had- ever called him Nathaniel. He liked it. g] v

The Chelsea restaurant she chose was small, dim and trendy.
As they walked to a table Dickstein thought he saw one or two
familiar faces, and his stomach tightencdlas he tried- to place

them; finally he realized they were pop singers he had seen in &

magazines, and he relaxed again. He was glad his reflexes were i / '

still iwerkina-theughy in spite of the atypical way he was spending worked like this Vv,
his time this evening. He was also pleased that the other diners in / :
the place were of all agest(he had wesrried he might be the oldest ,l L&r' been a [ittle ng.'d /

man in sight.
They sat down, and Dickstein said, “Do you bring all your
young men here?” i |

Suza gave him a-eeet smile. “That’s the first witless thing C°\d1
you’ve said.”

4 | stanFl corrected.” He wanted to kick himself.

She said, “What ‘woeuld- you like to eat?” and the moment do
scemed-to-pass.

“At home I eat[plain, wholesome, communal food. When I'm  a \of of

away I live in hotels, where I get junk tricked out as haute 4 /
cuisine. What 1{/ike)is the kind of food you don’t get in either @ :

hot-pot-— /e
“What I({ike)ab ’ i of /7

. a a out yout—f—she grinned--“is that you have no @ /,\ % 3 / ?

1dea whatsoever about whatiﬁ—suppesed-l-y—in\and what isn’t; and® ¢ Vfrwly} v

furthermore you don’t give a damn.” e

‘ : —
He touched his lapels. “I—La.kai.t,xou don’t approve-of the suit[” ﬂ ! likﬁ/ ? /

l I . ", atc \ llen

steove / Sl

~
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He decided on roast beef from the trolley, and she had some
kind of sauteed liver which she ate with enormous relish. He / Substitute a colon
ordered a bottle of burgundy-Za more dclicate wine would not @ ] '
have gone well with the liver. His knowledge of wine was the only He‘[
sociat accomplishment he possessed. Still, he let her drink most of %" h/
it/ His appetites were small. O{

She told him about the time she took LSD.: “It was quite  Substitute a colon Substitute an h
unforgettable. I could feel my whole body, inside and out. I could
hear my heart. My skin felt wonderful when I touched it. And the
colors, of everything . . . Still, the question is, did the drug show
me amazing things, or did it just make me amazed? Is it a new
way of seeing the world, or does it merely synthesize the

\

Substitute polite

sensations you would have if you really saw the world in a new .
way?”’ Vif
2 : - / Delete
“You didn’t need more of it, afterwards?”’ he askedj—not 4[ / \
understanding-a-word-she-said. ¢l Delete

She shook her head. “I don’t-esjey losing control of myselfto  f eli 5"‘1 A5 Shbebitite Falich,
that extent. But I'm glad I-atJeast know what it’s like.” Y

“That’s what I hate about getting drunk—the loss of self- o
possession. Although I'm sure it’s not in the same league. At any
rate, the couple of times I've been drunk I haven’t felt I’'ve found
the key to the universe.”
She made a dismissing gesture with her hand. It was a long,
slender hand, just like Eila’s; and suddenly Dickstein remem- / \/ : :
bered Eila making exactly the same graceful gesture. Suza was said Substilftegaic
saying, “I don’t believe in drugs as the solution to the world’s gl b Delete
problems}you-know.” ol B
“What do you believe inASuza?” /,\ oty 7
She hesitated, looking at him, smiling faintly. ‘I belicve that all . ‘ Insert,a e
-one need# is love.” Her tone was a little defensive, as if she 0‘»“! ﬂ Substitute you D}lﬁt{
anticipated beinglaughed-at. - Seern / éubstitute scorn
“Fmrafraid that philosophy is more apprepriate-fora Londoner ﬂl Wkely foappeal to a Swing ""‘3/
than an|Israeli.” ewbattled < L '
“I guess there’s no point in trying to convert you.” Delete ' Capitalize T Substitute likely to appeal to
“I should be so lucky.” a swinging Insert embattled

She looked into his eyes. “You never know your luck.”

He looked-quickdy down at the menu and said, “It’s got to be
strawberries.” '

Fenesing—the—cvasiam she said, “Tell me who you love,

Nathaniel.” . 4 !

“An old woman, a child and a ghost,” he said immediately, :
Wﬁﬂﬂgﬁl}mﬂﬂuﬁh he had been asking himself the same for ( - Substitute for
question. ““The old woman is called Esther, and she remembers
the pogroms in Czarist Russia. The child is a boy called Mottie. 7o . }

He likes Treasure Island. His father died in the S ey
. 1e Six-D dar.
“And the ghost?” e B K 7 v

q-l / De% T

N
S;uggdb/’\/“" /N Substitute suddenly

“You will have some strawberries?” ~ Insert”
*Yes, please.”
“Cream?”

No, thanks. You’re not going to tell me about the ghost, are

you?”
(19
As soon as I know, you'll know.”

. It was June, and the strawberries were perfect. Dickstein said
Now tell me who you love,” : ‘/

Well,” she-began___ “Well . . . ” She put down her spoon. she said, and thea she ‘H““JH

“Oh, shit, Nathanicl, I think I love you.” ¢ & minube.

Substitute she said, and then she thought for a minute.

= Her first thought was: Wh

at tl ol he i : '
B 1¢ hiell ln{i gotinto me? Why did I - 5} v

Remove space Substitute s
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Then she thought/ I don’t care, it’s true.

And finally: But why do I love him?
She did not know why, but she knew when. There had been

two occasions when she had been able to look inside him and see
the real Dickstein/ Qnce when he spoke abouf the London
Fascists in the Thirties, and once when he mentioned t.he boy
whose father had been killed in the Six-Day War. Both times he
had dropped his mask. She had expected 'to. see a small,
frightened man, cowering in-seme corner of-his-life. In.fact, he
had appeared to be strong, confident and-utterly det.crr.mned. At
those moments she could sense his strength as if it were a
powerful scent. It made her feel a little dizzy.

The man was steange, intriguing and powerful. She wanted to
get close to him, to understand his mind, to know h_is secret
thoughts. She wanted to touch his bony body,Lfeel his stro‘ng
hands grasping her,/\look into his sad brown eyes when he cried
out in passion. She wanted his love.

It had never been like this for her before.

 /Dickstein knew it was all wrong.

Suza had formed an attachment to him when she was five years
old and he was a kind grown-up who knew how to talk to children
and cats. Now he was exploiting that childhood affection.

He had loved Eila, who had died. There wasl_he——fe{ﬁ
something unhealthy about his relationship with her look-alike
daughter..

He was not just a Jew, but an Israeli; not just an Isracli, but a
Mossad agent. He of all people could not love a girl who was half
Arab.

Fhe-book-said| whenever a beautiful girl falls in love with a spy,
the spy is obliged to ask himself which enemy intelligence service
she might be working for.COver the years, each time a woman had
become fond of himr, he had found reasons -such—as these ]
-prafessional reasonsy for being cool to her, and sooner or later

she had/gone awayl—seme-t—'rmee—iﬂ—&ﬂger;-somcﬁmcs—om—con%

iased/ And the fact that Suza had outmaneuvered his subcon-
scious by being too quick for his defenses was-stilt another reason

It was all wrong-the-twe-of-then.

Wrong, Qut at-the-moemmemt Dickstein did not care.
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@ / [/ / Substitute a colon

: [ Substitute a colon
O Substitute an o

- Vs
9] Substitute an a Delete
Delete

weird [ * Substitute weird

Lo.r\d Insert and
A andh o Insert and

s

(2 Insert Nat

e Remove space
= AN& ,

~

ﬂ / Delete

-~

W B
ﬂ = Delete Capitalize the W

E VﬁeW?aragraph ‘ ( ﬂ Delete
Dickstein (e

(/ Substitute Dickstein Substitthl,‘r[{?ti /

, | e

undersbood c:ur\Jh disappoin

/l Inser nderstood Substitute -
A B ?disappointed Substitute a semi-

J st colon Substitute an a Substitute

i~ They 00K a taxi to the flat where she planned to stay the night.
She invited him in—her friends, the owners of the flat, were away
on holiday—and they went to bed together; and that was when
their problems began.

At first Suza thought he was going to be too eagerly passionate
when/standing in the little hallway/he gripped her arms and kissed
her roughly, and when he groaned, “Oh, god,” as she took his
hands and placed them on her breasts. There eves flashed
through her mind the cynical thought/l’ve seen this act before
— he is so overcome by my beauty that he practically rapes me,
and five minutes after getting into bed he is fast asleep and
snoring. B-uiglcn when she pulled away from his kiss and looked
into his -peewliasly sofchycs,(\sl1e thought/ whatever happens, it
won’t be an act. ; =

She led him into the little single bedroom at the back of the
flat, overlooking the courtyard. She stayed here so often that it
was regarded as her room-+#indeed some of her clothes were in
the wardrobe and the drawers. She sat on the edge of the single
bed and took off her shoes. Dickstein stood in the doorway
watching. She looked up at him and smiled. “Undress,” she said.,

—
Delete Delete Capitalize the B Delete
Substitute a preiod

v/.

/
/,\ /’,\ Inserta /cprﬁma Insert a comma

m '4elete

@/ / ‘ - Substitute -a[c/olon
? Substitu&a}cc\lyﬂ{a

4 M ; ,-!'/‘V/’:./"
91 o e
\Oicﬁj [ A brown AQW‘A Oj \1%1

Delete Capitalize T Delete
Substitute big, Insert brown—Thsert and

Substitute a colon Capitalize W

i \
?

Substitute a semi-colon
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-k *k &é/ﬁtf kkﬁ ti“L E“;
" FOW
He turned out the light. - iV fan 3

1 Y (.amalﬁi
She was intrigucc% What was he really like? He was a Cockney, -hnale, of &
but an Isracli; he was a middle-aged schoolboy; a thll:l MAN 85 1.0 i van throngh her like the first tingle
strong as a horse; a little gauche and nervous superficially, but  of a cannabis high
confident and oddly powerful underncath. What did a man like
that do in bed? :
She got in beneath the sheet, curiously touched that he wanted
to make love in the dark. He got in beside her and kissed her,

gently this time. She ran her hands over his hard, bony Po@y, and Hady ot
opened her mouth to his kisses. After a momentary hesitation, he l 4/
responded; and she guessed he had not kissed like that before}( or 9 /

H Substitute a comma
at least not for a long time.

He touched her tenderly now, with his fingertips, exploring, o
and he said “O}t’ with a sense of wonder in his voice when he [ - Insert an explanation point
found her nipple taut. His caresses had none of the facile } { Vi
expertise so familiar to her from previous affairs/ I;’{e Waghe s W
like . . . well, he was like a virgin. The thought made her Sinile A0 Sibstiniie 4 colbri Sitsititeanh
the darkness.

“Your breasts are beautiful,” he said.

“So are yours,” she said, touching them.

The magic began to work, and she became immersed in
sensation: the roughness of his skin, the hair on his legs, the faint
masculine smell of him. Then, suddenly, she sensed a change in
him. There was no apparent reason for it, and for a moment she k& / b,
wondered if she might be imagining it(bccause- he continued to 7 _
caress her ;But she knew that now it was mechanical, he was 3[ '01
thinking of something else, she had lost him. _ e /

She was about to say-semething-when he withdrew his hands/ speak of :i'/ and Saidh §
“It’s not working/ I can’t do it.” ol o

She felt panic, and fought it down. She was frightened, not for
herself—You've known enough stiff pricks in your time, girl, not
to mention a few limp ones—but for him, for his reaction, in case :
he should be defeated or ashamed and— o

She put both arms around him and held him tightly/“Whatever 5 Sayingy
you do, please don’t go away.”

“I won’t.”

She wanted to put the light on, to see his face, but it seemed
like the wrong thing to do right now. She pressed her cheek -2 v
against his chest. “Have you got a wife somewhere?” e

“Ner.”

She put out her tongue and tasted his skin. “I just think you

might feel guilty about something. Like[me being half an Arab?”
“I don’t think so.”

“Or, me being Eila Ashford’s daughter? You loved her, didn’t
you?”’

“How did you know?”
“From the way you talked about her.”

“Oh. Well, I don’t think I feel guilty about that, but I could be 7
wrong, doctor.” _

“Mmm.” He was coming out of his shell. She kissed his chest. /
“Will you tell me something?” /
“I suspeet so.”’ e,xpe,cj'
“When did you last have sex?”
“Nineteen forty-four.” Substitute expect
“You’re kidding!” she said, genuinely astonished.
“That’s the first witless thing you’ve said.”

I...youre right, 'm sorry.” She hesitated. “But why?”

Insert a comma Substitute for
Insert a semi-colon Substitute b

P

Substitute speak of it Substitute and said,
Substitute a period

Substitute , saying,

Insert a comma
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He sighed. “I can’t . . . I’'m 4ust not able to talk about it.”
0002 “But you must.”’ She reached out to the bedside lamp and

turned on the light. Dickstein closed his eyes against the glare.

0004 Suza propped herself up on one clbow. “Listen,” she said, “tl}e[:e
0005 are no rules. We’re grown-ups, we're naked in bedland this is
0006 nineteen sixty-eight/ Nothing)is wrong, it’s whatever turns you
0007 on.”
0008 “There isn’t anything.” His eyes were still closed.
0009 « And there are no secrets. If you're frightened or disgusted or
0010 inflamed, you can say so, and you must. I’ve never said ‘I love
0011 you’ before tonight, Nat. Speak to me, please.” ;
0012 There was a long silence. He lay still, impassive, eyes closed. T4
0013 At last he began to talk.|“I didn’t know where I was—still don’t. I E
0014 was taken there in a cattle truck, and in those days I couldn’t tell
0015 one country from another by the landscape. It was a special
0016 camp, a medical research center. The prisoners were selected Ve
0017 from other camps. We were all young, healthy and Jewish. / / Jli /
0018 B Conditions were better than in the first camp I was at. We had / I [- Herws /
0019 food, blankets, cigarettes] There was no stealing, no fighting. At C sl
0020 first I thought I had struck -it lucky. There were lots of 91 7 /
0021 tests—blood, urine, blow into this tube, catch this ball, read the T
0022 letters on -this card. It was like being in a hospital. Then the 'ﬂ‘"l £ o T
0023 experiments began __...fﬁ;o this day I don’t know whether there @ G)/ [:. %~
o2+ was any real scientific ¢ Fiosity behind it. I mean, if somebody did / i
0025 those things with animals, I could see that it might be, you know, e '\/-1. ot
0026 -possibly interesting,[revealing. On the other hand, the doctors W‘{'e / /\‘W &
0027 must have been erazy .. I don’t know.” '\;\s/an G;’f v
0028 He stOppcd,bwallowed. It was becoming more difficult for him Kd kv
0029 to speak calmly. Suza whispered, “You must tell me what
0030 happened—ecverything.”
0031 He was pale, and his voice was very low. Still he kept his eyes
0032 shut. “They took me to this laboratory. The guards who escorted 3
0033 me kept winking and nudging and telling me I was glitcklich— / $
0034 lucky. It was a big room with a low ceiling and very bright lights. s
0033 There were six or seven of them there, with a movie camera. In S
0036 the middle of the room was a low bed with a mattresy. There was e it? w sheefs
0037 a woman on the mattress. They told me to fuck her. She was -
0038 naked, and shivering—she was a prisoner too. She whispered to , J;f: v C e
039 . me, “You save my life and I'll save yours.”” And then we did it. . f L Tre _‘x"s“v/
0040 (?‘hat was only the beginning.” [\6(&1— t / P 7 1\ ‘ ' ’;-:32;
Zz:; shgizjdﬁztngj hi;?i (;/:(;‘kf:s ll;)-ins and found his penis tau-t. Now pat ‘-a“t{'\:"l'—:“:':$§" fﬂ&“MFK( - L,,\’ /
0043 him to go onim s n(l)m,hgently at first, and waited for| /
e it that this il waat w he v\;ould tell' all of the story. |—| for she _(cf\ew
0045 for months, there was somc:tll?S On];w et e Svery tay , v
001 woman. A, man, once Inte:’::i 1'1_185, :<30met1mes. .A‘n old l/ 0
& e sittin,g loral.sex . Sr;f(: in c.hf.fere.nt positions— Sosrabi g SINEA A
0018 If you didn’t perfor, Lo = v\;ere v Cr[naslmbatlon, group sex. [RUCEINIAg,
il story never came out ,after the wa bg,e or shot. That’s why the -
Cors rvivol i Bl I, do you see? Because all the 1 LA
gulity. were

z:: W:y‘tth::;(:‘liss 1211:: r};:;?i;‘]-inSh: \Z{as ﬁert'aill, without knowing g ( / ol
0053 He was breathingﬁzﬁef Hig -0 el ok g Ga'w o /) ‘
0034 the blank white ceiling Sc.cin S cyeslopen(?d and he stared up at M o e S 4"%, /
0035 “At the end . . . the m,ost shf anl?lllc? P e i &
0036 thought they were lying to m ( Tt(: gLoT AL o mdn At st | e
0057 then she started pratying in Frc: ](:YS}M(l Vi
0958 amputated her, just tg(,) ol)-LnCl' 1¢ had no legs . . . they had )

, Jus serve the effect on me . . . it was

0059 horrible, and 1. ., and 1. . .»
0000



9999
0001

0002
0003
0004
0005
0006
0007
0008
0009
0010
0011

0012
0013
0014
0015
0016
0017
0018
0019
0020
0021

0022
0023
0024
0025
0026
0027
0028
0029
0030
0031
0032
0033
0034
0035
0036
0037
0038
0039
0040
0041
0042
0043
0044
0045
0046
0017
0048
0049
0050
0051

0052
0033

0054

| 0053

0036

0057

0000

Book Press . ]
Galley 0129 Take 0001 Version code 02-0%}‘ - :
Job 00005928 Oper 00 Kecy Bd. 80 Datc ‘()'()/29//9 ‘ : - DE.
C.Scan., DN 119, SN 3243, Book Press: Triple, 11/14x26 T.R., 600 SV

Then he jerked, and Suza bent and closed her mouth over his - | /
penis, and he said, ) no,@/” in rhythm with his spasms, and [\ X
then it wasLover and he turred-away-fromherund-eried-asthough /\Q“ wey /
he-would-never-stop-

- She kissed his tears,[.\told him it was all right, over and over - “'“;L
again. Slowly he calmed down, and eventually/seemed to slecp A he
for a few minutes. She lay there watching his face as the tension - sai(l-, /
seeped away and he became peaceful. Then he opened his eyes/ 5ot [ /
“Why did you do}what-you-did—?" w (
t the time she had not understood exactly why, but now she /\ “Well. gﬁe,
thought she didr‘X could have given you a lecture,” she said. “I

B

could have told you that the fe"is/n}\thing to be ashamed Ofy that i! o S5 1 | fewverse
| o e e §L S yely |

almost everybodyl=ime thas bizame fantasie Gda .
A inded-you-that-you-were-forced-to-do-wiat-you
G ly&&saws_you;-ew-nﬁfc"but'rﬁiﬁvwrhehsi“r.'cmﬂd"rmvc

row-you—Besides;T-have-my-dark-side,; T00.”
He touched her cheek, then leaned forward and kissed her lips.

argued with you, but it wouldn’t have made any difference. T hag 7
“Where did you get this wisdomp-Thisgenerosity?]” ) child : /

e

’ J and uuf-‘l

“It isn’t wisdom, lar-generesity] ft’s love.” q | L k} iy
Llyfc held her very tightly and kissed herjand after a while they b/ Then ;( her dal N
made love, Jsimply, ytendesly hardly speaking, without confes- | oy oot
sions or dark fantasies or bizarre lusts, giving and taking pleasure
with the familiarity of an old couple who know cach other very y
well| /{.nd afterward they went to slecp/ full of a-new peace and 51 "l ‘q ﬂ .
joy.
l—-{\Rostov was bitterly disappointed with the Euratom printout. o k D“VM e

After he and Pyotr Tyrin had spent hours depiagit out, it became cacﬁivl\/ it d!‘;F‘A/‘ -

clear that the list of consignments was very long dndeed. They }7//7

could not possibly cover cvery possible target. The only way q] g(</'/

theas-the{ they could discover which one would be hit was to pic{ €1 o v/ ' )

up Dickstein’s trail again.@ndwﬂiziﬂg-{»hk,‘lﬂassan’s mission to [_ <1 Yasif

Oxford suddenly-teok-ona much greater importance. thereupon assumed / VAP
They waited for the Arab to call. At ten o’clock Nik Bunin,

who enjoyed sleep the way other people enjoyéd| sex, went to ﬂ s““h“tl‘;“ﬁ l Lt

bed. Tyrin stuck it out until midnight, then he too retired. .
Rostov’s phone finally rang at one a.nm. He grabbed the phone ( J““PU[ as if {“5“‘“47

then waited a few moments before speaking in order to compose

himself. (*Yes?” L
Hassan’s voice came three hundred miles along the internation-
al telephone cables. “I did it. The man was here. Two days ago.” L
Rostov clenched a fist in_bis excitement. “Geod: What a picce  Suppressed / Jesus / %

of luck.”
“What now?”’
[“Now[\hc knows that we know.” ~ L Rostov considered . %\ e
“Yes. Shall I come back to base?”
“I don’t think so. Did the
to be in England?”

“No. I asked the question directl
the man didn’t tell him.”

professor say how long the man plans

Y- The professor didn’t know/ @
“I'I Te8.1%2 o (T3 & g \ i
¢ wouldn’t.” Rostov frownc% First thing the man has to /\ 3“““‘“‘1‘“‘3‘. e



Well, " At the fime she had not undesstood \’.xu.ﬂ\' why hut wow she ﬂmuakf

"

She did. | ould have given You a lecture | she said. | could have told you That
Hhere s Mﬂ\“\j t be ashamed o[‘; that tdtly‘)ody has 31'15[)( fqv\‘hsic.s ; that womea
dleam of bﬁr\J flcﬁtd and mea have visions of fle.“inj them : that you (an hur,

hese in 'Mni:m, pomajufkfc boo\ts abeut Sex t:u?ﬁ\ amputees -‘M[u,lx..’ full—colo:l\/

: AN @&Q‘ =
d have Pld you, that ﬂmtj woald have p&. =
e /a./:f' Y\...':;_ W _

Icfures ] | f wl
s et //b\a/ be A :
T A

; n

| ould have a_/juu! with you hat it wowldn't have made any diftefence .
| had B show You. Besides aet

4
Sl\l— Slvult.r.\ futfuuy_ e Bfah’du‘ \ ‘\Me,
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“Perhaps he already has.” 1 ,/

“Yes, but he may want a meeting. This man takes -shrewe-
precautions, and precautions take time. All right, leave it with
me. I’ll be in London later today. Where 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 bientét.”

“Wait.”

“Still here.”

“Don’t do anything on your own initiative,lgait until I get
there. You’ve done well, don’t-mess it up-1-" i

Hassan hung up.

Rostov sat still for a moment, wondering whether Hassan was , [ L

I\ M?W.

W
SL{rc/.uJ/j © / v V

planning some piece of foolishness or simply resented being told | b
potto-mess-t—up. The latter, he decided. Anyway, there was no to be 3°°°‘ o
damage he could do over the next few hours) H¢ turned his [ Ros\‘o{ l L
thenshts back to Dickstein. The man would not give them a mind | q b
second chance to pick up his trail. F¢ had to move fast/ and he Restov I '
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 time[and identify himself to four different /3\ : { - s e
people/before they would-adait-him-in the middle of the night,é\ lef him in Latiges
The duty operator stood at attention when Rostov entered the
communications room. Rostov said, *“Sit downz there’s work to ®
do. Get the London office first.” 2

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 operator said, “Comrade Colonel David Rostov will speak L2557
to the most senior security officer there.” He motioned Rostov to

pick up the extension. ‘ '
“Colonel Petrov.” [ { [+ wos the voite of o Muddlg—uaul soldief .

“Petrov, I need some help,’# Rostov said without preamble. Q/ G
“An Israeli agent named Nat Dickstein is believed to be in )
England.” e
“Yes, we’ve had his picture sent to us in the diplomatic
pouch—but we weren’t notified he was thought to be here.” 4
‘/{I think he may contact his embassy. [ want you to put all A Listen.

kns)wn Israeli legals in London under surveillance from dawn
today.”

NN

L =

Hang on, Rostov,” said Petrov with a half laugh. “That’s a lot
of manpower.”

£“Don’t be stupid. You’ve got hundreds of men, the Israelis
only have a dozen or two.”

Sorry, Rostov, I can’t mount an operation like that on your
say-so.”

Rostov wanted to get the man by the throat. “This is urgent-£” : / \/
Let me have the proper documentation,
disposal.”

“By then he’ll be somewhere else—{-” I / |/ / :

and ’'m at your

“Not my fault, comrade.”

\_l/
Ros:tov s!ammec! the phone down} “Bloody Russians{q’levcr do ](‘“;WS, and Said : / : /
anything without six sets of authorization. Get Moscow, tell them

:o f;mfl’ Feliks Vorontsov and patch him through to me wherever
el ]

m<
L —
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The operator got busy. Rostov dr}JlllmCd his ﬁr?gcrs on t.hlc A :'Mpah'mj‘ (Y |
dcsl{ Petrov was probably an old soldier closc to rcttrcmcnt[xvnt 1 o7 /
no ambition for anything but his pension. There were far too o
many men like that in the KGB. . :

A few minutes later the slcepy 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 Isracli Embassy in
London and I want their legals watched.” S /

“Fhewr 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 in the
morning.”

“What is this? Surely you can—" Suddenly Rostov realized
what was happening. He controlled himself with an effort. “All

right, Feliks. In the morning.”
“Goodbye.” /
] e PG A ===
“Yes?”

“I’ll remember this.”
The line went dead.
“Where next?”’ the operator asked.

L “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
unofficially told Petrov not to cooperate. 4 l & Ros tov
L g)nly one thingfto do. It was a dangerous course of action and [ Theie was o [ T

might well get him pulled off the case—in fact it could even be / i//[/ L
what Feliks was hoping for. Btitt] he couldf’{ complain if the B“+I not %

stakes were high —_ efterat{ he was—the ape who had raised [ (—of it W“su(y L/r‘,
them ___E{e thought for a minute[about[how he should do it{"éf C "{'Mo 14 dy ol ",
éhen(said, “Tell Moscow to put me through to Yuri Andropov’s_T, Ahe v -

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.

5
A Lostov F/ownwl ; V

The operator gave him the sign, and he picked up the phone. A 4 i
voice said, “Yes?” | /
Rostov raised his voice/ “Your name and rank|” and ba(kecl :/ :

“Major Pyotr Eduardovitch Scherbitsky.”
“This is Colonel Rostov. I want to speak to Andropov. It’s an
emergency, and if he isn’t on this phone within one hundred and

twenty seconds you’ll spend the rest of your life building dams in
Bratsk, do I make myself clear?”

“Yes, colonel. Please hold the line.”
A moment later Rostov heard the deep, confident voice of Yuri
Andropov, one of the most powerful men in the world. “You

certainly managed to panic young Eduardovitch, David.” ‘//"' 1
“I had no alternative, sir.”/ q

“All right, let’s have it. It had better be good.” Gadd :
The Mossad are after uranium.LI think The Pirate is in /‘ "C ==N . ["
England. He may contact his cmbassy. I want surveillance on the

Isfrz.lelis there, but some old fool #amed Petrov in London is %‘ U‘“‘d]
giving me the runaround.”

Lk S
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‘N)W, bﬁ{““- tﬂo

“T’ll talk to him&”

/,,

“Thank you, sir.” / )
“And, David?” ¥ % L st /
“Yes?” “\ il LA/M’, ap - but oaly J¥
“It was geeéfﬁg;.younsakcrl--heﬁe«i{—wafgood-eﬁeagh.” Wol /j v
There was a click as Andropov hung up. Rostov laughed 1 ’

sacasily as some-of the tension drained out of him, a1.1d he ( |

thought/ Let them do their worst—Dickstein, Hassan, Feliks—I  ( y, //'

can handle them. . | - \
“Success?” the operator asked with a smile. )/ ﬂ HO\&J system 18 inefficieat A%
“Yes,” Rostov said jand-hoped-he-was-righ{. /\ ' : il St but

ambe/soMe. ond
> S Know ) WE
"

Fight ke

-\

Lo L
go back to wofk

IT WAS}\A WRENCH for Dickstein to lcave Suza in the moming£ Aqi“fﬁ ;\MA o
He was still . . .Lstunncd lvas-the-word-for—1t . . . at eleven § welly i7 L
A.M., sitting in the window of a restaurant in 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 café
opposite the onc where Dickstein now sat. He thought he was e l/
likely to stay feclingashedid for a long time, maybe permane- stunned /
ntly.
He had awakened at six o’clock, and fek a moment of panic 3““2“1‘1/
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 / I A
slceping, and the night had come sushing back, and he could Flooding
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. Afterward they fooled Then
around in the kitchen, half-dressed, making the coffce too weak
and burning the toast. ket l v
He wanted to stay there forever.
1 nga 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 -had-to-taugh. “All hurst ouf (‘“J"“'“"}
right,” he said. “I won’t wear them. Fheyre-obvioushy-dirty e

' s
I./’

: Good.” She opened the window and threw the undershirt out o T
into the street, and he laughed all over again. : / ﬂ
(“But you mustn’t wear trousers|” he-saidy /‘HL e

“Why not?”

It was his turn to leer.

“But all my trousers have flys.” /

“No gooq,” he said. “No room to mancuver —_ © /

And-en like that. §1

They acted as if they had just invented sex. The only faintly v

unhappy moment came when she looked at his scars and asked
how 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. ’
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K“What made you go to Israel

“Safety.”

“But it’s just the opposite of safe there.”'
“It’s a different kind of safety.” He said this saway-thatmade

it clens-he-didmeuand to explain it, then/changed his mind —— he

Gvanted 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 brc.uk my windows of
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 inine,{ and I would have fought with-my-life to keep it.
That’s why I never try to argue the moral right[\and wrong/of the
establishment of Israel. Abst—;aets—-likelustice and fair play never
entered into itfez-me. After the war'. .. well, the suggestion that
the concept of fair play had any role in international politics
scemed like a ¥ind-of sick joke/ I'm not pretending this is an
admirable attitude, I’'m just telling you how it is for me. Any
other place Jews live—New York, Paris, Toronto—no matter
how good it is, how assimilated they are, they never know how
long it’s going to last, how soon,the next crisis\will come'that can
conveniently be blamed on them. In Isracl I know that whatever
happens, I won’t be a victim of that. So, with that problem out of
the way, we can get on and deal with the realities that are part of
everyone’s life;4planting and reaping, buying and selling, fight-
ing and dying. That’s why I went, I think . . . Maybe I didn’t see
it all so clearly back then—in fact, I’ve never put it into words like
this—but that’s how I fel%”

After a moment Suza said, ‘“My father says-that Israel itself is
now a racist society.”

“That’s what a-et-ef-the-young-people say{ kad-I-suppesé the ‘{ounBS\'fJ §

they’ve got a point. If yov-ardg . . .”
" She looked at him, waiting.

“If you and I had a child, theyld] refuse to classify him as
Jewish. Hefd be a second-class citizen. But I don’t think that sort
of thing will last forever. At the moment the religious zealots are
powerful in the government —_ it’s inevitable, Zionism was a
religious movement. -But as the nation matures Hgraws—up{ that
will fade away. The -religious- laws_are already controversial.
We're fighting them, and,in the endwe’ll win.”

She came to him and put her head on his shoulder, and they
held cach other svithout-speakiag. He belicved that she didpd

really care about Israeli politics,’ that it was the mention of a sonﬂ

that had moved her.

Sitting in the restaurant window, remembering, he knew that
he wanted te-keep Suza in his life/ and he wondered what he

not N““h”j [
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would do if she refused to go 10 ¥sreel. How-would-he-choose Whith would kc,sive upy

(then Isracl or Suza? [

He. watched the street. It was typical June weather: raining
steadily and ehitly. The familiar red buses and black cabs swished

9] A He did ast Kaow.,
1\»\;“’& Lo\ol/

up and down, butting through the rain, splashing in lhcipuddlcs -i\—:u'-b

on the road. A country of his own, a woman of his own—maybe
he could have both.

I should be so lucky.

b J UG SR o T

& 2
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99499
0001 A cal drew up outside the café opposite, and Dickstein t.enscd,
0002 leaning closer to his window and peering through the ral.n. He 2 ‘/
0003 recognized the bulky figure of Pierre BorgEn a dark short ra.mcoat /’7\ //,/
0001 and a trilby hathlimbing out of the cab. He did not recognize the /5 -
0005 second man, who got out and paid the driver. The two men went
0006 into the café. Dickstein looked up and down the road. et £uasing
0007 A gray Mark II Jaguar had stopped ona double yellow line ﬁ‘fty Insert a comma
0008 yards from the café. Now it reversed and backed into a side
0009 street, parking on the corner within sight of the café. The
0010 passenger got out and walked toward the café.
o011 Dickstein left his table and went to the phone booth in the
0012 restaurant entrance. He could still see the café opposite. He
0013 dialed its number.
001 *Nesd”
0015 “Let me speak to Bill, please.”
0016 “Bill? Don’t know him.”
0017 “Would you just ask, please?”
0018 “Sure. Hey, anybody here called Bill?”” A pause. “Yes, he’s
0019 coming.”
0020 After a moment Dickstein heard Borg’s voice. “Yes?”
0021 “Who’s the face with you?” Substitute a period
0022 “Head of London Station. Do you think we can trust him?””  Substitute okay
0023 Dickstein ignored the sarcasm. “One of you picked up a Substitute tail
0021 shadow. Two men in a gray Jaguar.” g‘:;’c"ttch QL
0025 “We saw them.” e
002 “Lose them.” Inscrt It did not make any difference.
0027 “Of course. Listen, you know this town—what’s the best Substitutc the
0028 way?”
0029 “Send the Head of Station back to the Embassy in a cab. That
0030 should lose the Jaguar. Wait ten minutes, then take a taxito . . .”
0031 Dickstein hesitated, trying to think of a quiet street not too far /
0032 away — “To Redcliffe Street. I'll meet you there.” O] / /{// .
0033 “Apreed.” Okay P
0034 Dickstein looked across the road. “Your sh: IS j i +“;I/ o5 «

: i r shadow is just going (20 i kw( )
0035 into your café.k’ A _ i @"g’_@*"i;« e ueg A
0036 He thunag-apy went back to his window seat and watched. The 8—] N\ _
0037 other man came out of the café, opened an umbrella[imd stood at A~ :
0038 the curb looking for a cab. The tail had either recognized Borg at v ol
0039 the airport or had been following the Head of Station for some L ) T
0040 other reason./A taxi pulled up. When it left, A gray Jaguar came j It 9+ st meke any differeace. -H“’l
0041 out of the side street and followed. Dickstein left the restaurant e
0012 and hailed a cab for himself. Taxi drivers make-out well off of do, ou‘\'j
0043 spies, he thought.
g He tol-d the cabbie to go to Redcliffe Street and wait. After
0015 f:‘leven mmut.es another taxi entered the street and Borg gotout. ./ /
z;j ”FIIBa;:lgy;)aLiz ltlﬁl:;’”} Dickstein said| ““that’s the man I’'m meeting. © o

: - ghts and waved acknowledgment. As he was .

0018 paying, a third taxi entered the street and stopped. Borg spotted BUostLitg,do
0049 it. Substitute out
0050 The shafiow in t.he third taxi was waiting to sce what happened. (S:l::::ll:ztz fhlc):c”;md
0031 B<.)rg r(?allzcd this, and began to walk away from his cab.
0032 Dickstein told his driver not to flash his lights again.
Z:: drilizrrga I\:;ailv(;cli( é)c';lztﬂtélrcg](;rﬂlsv t]ail g(l)t ou.t’of his taxi, paid the
i i o LN Dicfs't - tent:)e tail s.cab h:ad gor.m qug
> ohe e u“ccllns cab, | got in. DncksFem said, Lm\«\ Insert and
0057 Pavemént lookiné for an);llljler faxiav;’tay, eaVlr}g e O
0058 not find one for five or ten minut(-as SR strect]' newould O subsitue colon

0000



au99
0001

0002
0003
0004
0003
0006
0007
0008
0009
0010
0011
0012
0013
0014
0013
0016
0017
0018
0019
0020
0021

0022
0023
0021
0025
0026
0027
0028
0029
0030
0031
0032
0033
0031
0035
0036
0037
0038
0039
0040
0041
0042
0043
0014
0045
0046
0047
0048
0019
0030
0051

0032
0033
0631

0033

0036
0057
0038

0059

nan PrC&SJ [ake 0001 Version code 02 08

salley 0135 Take s 08
_?o{)L 0005928 Oper 00 Key Bd. 80 Date 06/29/79
C.Scan., DN 116, SN 39243, Book Press:

Borg said, “Netbad.”

Dickstein didn’t.answer.

The driver said, “What +he-elt was all that a‘oout(?”

“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”‘smilcd at Borg. “Well, -eld Bill,

how the hell are you?”
Borg frowned at him. “What have you got to be so -datnaed

cheerful about?”

They did not speak again in the cab, and Dickstein realized he
had notseally prepared himself/for this mecting. He should have
decided in advance what he wanted from Borg and how he was
going to get it.

L\What do 1 want? The answer 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 want to go(om:

He turned away from Borg. Rain strcaked 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. As they stood in
front of a reconstructed dinosaui/ Borg said, k78 thinking of
taking you off this assignment.”

Dickstein nodded, fighting-to-keep-dows his alarm, {rying-te
think—— Hassan must be reporting to Cairo, and Borg’s man in
Cairo must be getting the reports and passing them en-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 identified by this Hassan, who efeeusse 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 7 have no idea what you did there.”

“So you’ll leave me in,” Dickstein said, and looked hard at
Borg.

“That depends. What /ave you been doing?”

[\Dickstcin continued looking at Borg — the man had become
fidgety, not knowing what to do with his hands now that he could
not smol.<c. The bright lights on the displays illuminated his bad
complexion: <asd his troubled face was like a -mwonsea
Dickstein needed .to judge very carcfully how much he told
Bor.g—/-enough to give the impression that a grecat deal had been
achieved; not so much that Borg would think he could get —just
airy-ether man to operate s plan — _ “I’'ve picked a consign-
ment of uranium for us to steal,” he began. “It’s going by ship

f{(?m Antwerp to Genoa in November. d-intend to hijack' the
ship.”
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- iy seemerl/ “G“’““l/
,}\Borg Jeeked both pleased and .une?sy at the)audacnty of the L.deq{ e S Vs
-netion. | “ 1e hell will you keep that secret?” i S '
Rgfﬁg{l;vlo{ri\i\;;lonj{.” Diclz’stcin deiidcd to tell Borg[ia[\bit more. ‘Hﬁ(m‘[ Ajuﬂ' qunﬁlllmj l‘"\&/' .
“ have to visit Lloyd’s, here in London. I'm hoping the ship will
turn out to be one of a scries of identical vessels—I'm told most »
ships are built that way. If I can buy an identical vessel, I can /
switch the two somewhere in the Mediterranean .." 0) / .‘
Borg rubbed his hand across his close-cropped hair twice/then 9] o
pulled at his ear. I don’t see-"’ o aD / e
“] haven’t figured out the details yet, but I'm sure this is the l cle,d"ndy I
only way to do the thing@esre&ly;-{he-muywvam—if.” - G R ! ] )
“Then get on with-it-with the details.” So| and Mu‘ / B
a jcﬂﬁdg bg indeLiSfOA{ ST

“But you’re thinking of pulling me out.”
%

experienced man in to replace you, he may be ideatified too ——" Sed*‘edl 9]
“And if you put in an unknown he won’t be experienced.” A ,//

/\Plus, Borg—thought{ I’'m really not sure there is anyone, “/ WLt f
experienced or otherwise, who has-a-chance—of-pulling this off can P“u o N
exceptBiekstein. And there-awas something else}-whic—h-Bidcsteiri aparl. (’rewg\]oﬂ j isf YO“/
didn’t know. | donit | <

They stopped in front of a model of a nuclear reactor.[f_‘We’ve | el 7" Dickestein Said . L
had a report from QattarajBerg-said—{The Russians are ol ¥]
helping them now. We're under-the-gun——] I can’t afford delay, n a huery, Diclr.sl’eln,/
and changes of plan cause delay.” .

“Will November be soon enough?”’ f

Borg considered-it. “Just,” he said] and-hecame to a decision. {) C-)/ He jecmed fo& .

“All right, ’'m leaving you in} ‘but you’ll have to take evasive 6WL/ L &
action.” - E
Dickstein grinnedémdﬂ-ven slapped Borg on the back. “You’re ;\bfoﬁdl‘/ Qﬂ AR
a true pal, Pierre. Don’t you worry now. I'll run rings around L'_/_,_,(.,...-«--“"""/
them.” / / o an ~
Borg leeked-at-him. “Just what is it with you? Yowget-religiond frowned ’éﬁ" _ |
<= orsrmomme.And-could-youplease stop grinning‘f” Yeu tan't e
“It’s seeing you that does it. Your face is like a tonic. Your e
sunny disposition is infectious. When you smile, Pierre, the whole o »
world smiles with you.” -k
“You’re crazyA” said Borg. A,\/ou. o
-And-ina-way;-of course;-he-wasright. Q ;

— wml gl :

b= Pierre Borg might-have-beern vulgar, insensitive, -even-at-tirnes y
mz.ilicious,[\but he was not stupid. “He may be a bastard,” seme [ and h“‘.’\j 9 ?uflef
-S-.&td', “but he’s a clever bastard.” Not-surprising-thentirn by the would say & -~
time they parted company he knew that something importait had s
changed in Nat Dickstein’s life.

He thought about it, walking back to the Israeli Embassy at
No. 2 Palace Green in Kensington. In the twenty years since '
thcy\d{ﬁrst met, Dickstein had hardly changed. It was still only h&d?r
rarely th.at the force of the man showed thr&ugh. He had always
been quiet and withdrawn; he continued to look like an out-ot-

wor.k bar?k clerk; and, except for occasional flashes of rather
cynical wit, he was still dour.

Until today.

At first he had been his usual self—brief to the point of
rudeness. But toward the end he had come on like the sterco-

typed chirpy cockney %parrow in a Hollywood movie. ‘/ "




	KFP009_24a.pdf
	IMG_0003.pdf



