-—mrae :
2t ¢ stop grinning#”
“It’s seeing you that docs it. Your face is like a tonic. Yeur
o sunny disposition is infectious. When you smile, Pierre, the whole
world smiles with you.”

“You're crazy,” said Borg.

And ip asuay.-ef-eonrse-he was-sight.
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Pew malicious, but he was not stupid. “He may be a bastard,” sékw , - |
ce 1,"{1 sasdy “‘but he’s a clever bastard.”Net—mp;ieing—ﬂm-ﬁmﬁ the
o J ’ ' ﬁime they parted company he knewthrat somrethingmportant-had
-7 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
/ they first met, Dickstein had hardly changed. It was still only
rarely that the force of the man showed through. He had always
been quiet and withdrawn; he continued to look like an out-of-
work bank 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 sparrow in a Hollywood movie.

Borg wented to know why.

He would tolerate a gewéest from his agents. Provided they
were efficient, they could be neurotic, or aggressive, or sadistic,
or insubordinate—so Jong as he knew about it. He could make
allowances for faults: but he could not allow for unknown factors.
He would be unsure of his hold over Dickstein until he had
figured out the cause of the change. That was all. He had no
objection in principle to one of his agents acquiring a sunny
disposition. -

He came within sight of the embassy. He would put Dickstein
under surveillance, he decided. It would take two cars<and.three
teams of men working in eight-hour shifts. The Head of London
Station would eemplaia( bt the hell with him.
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| Pierre Borg might-haue-been vulgar, insensitive, sven-ai-tismes- / W,
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/& the hell with hin{too.

The need to know why Dickstein’s disposition had changed %p L"&
was fat-best) only #-pesipheral rcason fer Borgldesiding not to g] 0"‘/ ‘r] "‘e
pull him out}-ne-&-ye;.LDickstein had half a plan; another man ﬂ (kw x feasen pal
might not be able to complete it. Dickstein had a special mind for ¥ Mt (& %‘”“\‘V»
this sort of thing. Once Dickstein had figured it all] kowever~had [‘M*' (p
\t-wel-in-plate—r] then somebody clse could take over. ¥ndeed} o/ é)
Borg had decided to take him off the assignment at the first / h
opportunity. Dickstein]-..ni_mu:s:f, would be furious]{would Ol khe
consider ‘rimrrectf-betrayed. he hed hees 5““»‘1‘{

Weolt~he-was-also-a-blewn-agens] =

AL D

v

Major Pyotr Alekseivitch Tyrin did not actually like Rostov.
He did not like any of his superiors; in his view, you had to be {
same-wavey-of rat to get promoted above the rank of major in @ .
the KGB.‘&;THI, he mwfaaézﬁeﬂ&ﬂs&ﬂ a sort ofa&a.é&ﬂiiigisg had ! awestrock u({uhanl
sespeer Tyrin had considerable skills. particularly with electron- -fef his dever, helphut bss.
ics, but he could not manipulate people. He was a major only
because he was on Rostov’s incredibly successful team e [

Abba Allen. High Street exit. Fifty-two, or nine? Where are you,
fifty-two?

Fifty-two. We're close. We'll take him. What does he look like?

Plastic raincoat, green hat, mustache. A v

Joue as a friend Rostov was not much; but he was {l € \‘\\
eensidesably worse as an enemy. This Colonel Petrov in London & \‘tlg e
had discovered that. He had tried to-put-eff Rostov and{\been mess am:\adwiﬂtj . A
surprised by a middle-of-the-night phone call from the head of 3
the KGB, Yuri Andropov himself. The people in the London ¥

8]

N

Embassy said Petrov had looked like a ghost when he hung up. .
Since then Rostov could have pretty-muek anything he wanted: if
he sneezed five agents rushed out to buy handkerchiefs.

®kay, this is Ruth Davisson, and she’s going . . . north . .,
Nineteen, we can take her—

Relax, nineteen. False alarm. I€'s a secretary who looks like her.

Rostov had commandeered all Petrov’s best stdewatk artists
and most of his cars. The area around the Isracli Embassy in

vy »
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London was crawling with agents—someone had said, *There are
more &4 here than in the Kremlin Clinic”—but it was hard to
spet them. They were in cars, vans, minicabs, trucks and one
vehicle that loeked remarkably like an unmarked Metropolitan
Police bus. There were more on foot, some in public buildings
and others walking the strects and the footpaths of the park.
There was even onc inside the Embassy, asking in dreadfully
broken English what he had to do to emigrate to Israel.

The Embassy was idealiy suited for this kind of exercise. It was
in a little diplomatic ghetto on the edge of Kensington Gardens.
So many of the lovely old houses belonged to foreign legations
that it was known as Embassy Row. Indeed, the Soviet Embassy
was close by in Kensington Palace Gardens. The little group of
streets formed a private estate, and H-aes~pecessary to tell a
policeman eaes business Wefore ere could get in.

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

Ninereen here, yes.

Are you still on the north side?

Yes. And we know what she looks like.

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

Rostov was in one of those suites, and he had a radio
transmitter as well as the telescope. Each of his sidewalk sc{;uads
had a walkie-talkie. Petrov spoke gqutedely to his men injRussian,
using confusing codewords, and the wavelength on which he
transmitted and on which the men replied was changed every five

~minutes according to a computer program built into all the sets.
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" The system was working very well, Tyrin thought—he had

invented it—except that somewhere in the cycle everyone was
subjected to five minutes of BBC Radio One.

Eight, move up to the north side.

Understood.

If the Israelis had been in Belgravia, the home of the more
senior embassies, Rostov’s job would have been more difficuit.
There were almost no shops, cafés or public offices in
Belgravia—nowhere for agents to make themselves unobtrusive;
and because the whole district was quiet, wealthy and stuffed with
ambassadors it was asisrple-maties for the police to keep an eye
open for suspicious activities. Any of the standard surveillance
ploys—telephone repair van, radiecrew with striped tent—would
have drawn a crowd of bobbies in minutes. By contrast the area

around the little oasis of Embassy Row was Kensington, af | raaje

shopping area with several colleges and four museums.

Tyrin himself was in a pub in Kensington Church Street. The
resident KGB men had told him that the pub was frequented by
detectives from “‘Special Branch”—the rather coy suphemiss for

. Scotland Yard’s political police. The four youngish men in rather

sharp suits drinking whiskey at the bar were probably detectives.
They did not know Tyrin, and would not have been much
interested in him if they had. Indeed, if Tyrin were to approach
them and say sermethingto-the-effect-ef, “By the way, the KGB is
tailing every Israeli legal in London at the moment,” they would
probably say “What, again?’" and order another round of drinks.

In any event Tyrianas notj-as-he-wet-kaew| a man to attract
second glances. He was small and rather rotund, with a big nose
and a drinker’s veined face. He wore a gray raincoat over a green
sweater. The rain had removed the last memory of a crease from
his charcoal flannel trousers. He sat in a corner e with a glass
of English beer and a small bag of potato chips. The radio in his
shirt pocket was connected by a fine, flesh-colored wire to the
plug—it looked like a hearing aid—in his left ear. His left side
was to the wall. He could talk to Rostov by pretending to fumble
in the inside pocket of his raincoat, turning his face away from the
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room and muttering into the perforated metal disc on the top
edge of the radio.

He was watching the detectives drink whiskey and thinking that
the Special Branch must have better expense accounts than its
Russian equivalent.—< he was allowed one pint of beer per
hour, the potato crisps he had to buy himself. At one time agents
in England had even been obliged to buy beer in half pints, until
the accounts department had been told that in many pubs a man
who drank halves was as peculiar as a Russian who took his vodka
in sips instead of gulps.

Thirteen, pick up a green Volvo, two men, High Street.

Understood.

And one on foot . . . I think that’s Yigael Meier . . . Twenty?

Tyrin was “Twenty.” He turned his face into his shoulder and
said, “Yes. Describe him.’'#

Tall, gray hair, umbrella, belted coat. High Street gare.

Tyrin said, *“I’m on my way[’Zdrained his glass and left the pub.

It was raining. Tyrin took a colfapsible umbrella from his
raincoat pocket and opened it. The wet sidewalks were crowded
with shoppers. At the traffic lights he spotted the green Valvo
and, three cars behind it, *“Thirteen” in an Austin.

Another car. Five, this one’s yours. Blue Volkswagen beetle.

Understood.

Tyrin reached Palace Gate, looked up Palace Avenue, saw a
man fitting the description heading toward him, and walked on
without pausing. When he had calculated that the man had had
time to reach the street he stood at the curb, as if about to cross,
and looked up and down. The mark emerged from Palace
Avenue and turned west, away from Tyrin.

Tyrin followed.

Along High Street tailing was made easier by the crowds‘l"fhey
turned south into a maze of side streets/ Tyrin became a bit

nervous{ but the Israeli did not seem to be watching for a shadaw/‘ =

}ée simply butted ahead through the rain, a tall, bert figure under
an umbrella, walking fast, intent on hjs destination.
He did not go far}+sraiag into a small modern hotel just off the

L1776
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Cromwell Road. Tyrin walked past the entrance and, gIancing% ~
through the glass door, saw the mark steppiag into a phone booth ﬂ
in the lobby. A #i¢ f-}rther along the road Tyrin passed the green iiﬁlt,{ Q} Gf
Volvo, and concluded that the Israeli and his colleagues in the
green Yolvo were alé® staking out the hotel. ﬂ
He crossed the road and came back on the opposite side, just in
case the mark were to come out again immediately. He looked
for the blue Volkswagen beetle and did not see it, #heugh he was
sousonubiy-sesiain it would be close by.
L‘nto his shirt pocket{ “This is Twenty. Meier and the green
Volve have staked out the Jacobean Hotel.”
Confirmed, Twenty. Five and Thirteen have the Israeli cars
covered, Where is Meier?
“In the lobby.” Tyrin looked up and down/ saw the Austin
which was following the green Volvo.
Stay with him. ,
*“Understood.” Tyrin now had a difficult decision to make — @ |
If he went straight into the hotel Meier might spot him, but if he ) Iy
took the time to find the back entrance Meier might eeegamz in g awsy {
the meanwhile.
He decided to ke chance esthe back entrance, fealisg that @M oa The 3m~h [
he was supported by two cars shet could cover for a few minutes if uhick[
the worst happened. Adengside the hotel there was a narrow alley Beside /
for delivery vans. Tyrin walked along it and came to an unlocked
fire exit in the blank side wall of the building. He went inf found amcl[
himself in a concrete stairwell, obviously built to be used only as a
fire escape. As he climbed the stairs he collapsed his umbrella,
put it in his raincoat pocket and took off the raincoat. He folded it
and left it in a little bundle on the first half landing, where he
could quickly pick it up if he needed to make a fast exit, He went
to the second floor,/took the elevator down to the lobby. When and /
he emerged in his sweater and trousers he looked like a guest at
the hotel.
The Israeli was still in the phone booth.
Tyrin went up to the glass door at the front of the lobby, looked
out, checked his wristwatch and returned to the waiting area to sit

bt |
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down as if he were meeting someone. It did not eek to be his
lucky day. The object of the whole exercise was to find Nat
Dickstein. He was known to be in England, and it was hoped that
he would have a meeting with one of the legals. The Russians

-~ were following the legals in order to witness that meeting and
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pick up Dickstein's trail. The Israeli team at this hotel was clearly
not invoived in a meeting___‘t‘hcy were staking out someone,
presumably with a view to tailing him as soon as he showed, and
that someone was}.aftes-at] not likely to be one of their own
agents. Tyrin could only hope that what they were doing would at
least turn out to be of some interest _(He watched the mark
come out of the phone booth and walik off in the direction of the
barf emé wondered if the lobby could be observed from the bar.
Apparently not, because the mark came back a few minutes later
with a drink in{hand, then #at down across from Tyrin and picked
up a newspaper.

The mark did not have time to drink his beer.

The elevator doors sshussed open, and out walked Nat
Dickstein.

Tyrin was so surprised that he made the mistake of staring
straight at Dickstein for several seconds. Dickstein caught his
eve, and nodded politely. Tyrin smiled weakly and looked at his
watch. It occurred to him-—more in hope than conviction—that
staring was such a bodd mistake that Dickstein might take it as
proof that Tyrin was ne! an agent. .

I}ﬁo moFe time for seif-sesving reflection. Moving quickly with/
Tyrin thought/something of a spring in his step, p-man sesmingly
with-his-mind-mere-on-his-destination-than-his-present-chrenm-
stanee] Dickstein crossed to the counter and dropped a room key,
then proceeded quickly out into the street. The Israeli tail, Meier,
phaced-y-Bergl put his newspaper on the table and followed.
When the plate-glass door closed behind Meier, Tyrin got up,
thinking{ I'm an agent following an agent following an agent.
Well, at least we keep each other in employment.

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

“Q'l « _[spokc into his radio. “This is Twenty. [ have Pirate.”” There was
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no reply—the walls of the building were blocking his transmis- 4‘{1 I3
sion. He got out of the elevator at the first floor and ran down the (,]
fire stairs, picking up his raincoat at the half landing. As soon as 0&
he was outside he tried the radio again. ““This is Twenty, I have
the Pirate.” ‘\S)é‘p
All right, Twenty. Thirteen has him too. ?’
Tyrin saw Merer crossing Cromwell Road. “I'm following the Mo.(k{
Meier,” he said into his radio.
Five and Twenty, both of you listen 1o me. Do not follow. Have
you got that—Five?
Yes.
Twenty?
Tyrin said, “Understood{“ [ﬁtopped walking and stood on the @/ Li’m
corner watching Meier and Dickstein disappear in the direction of
Chelsea.
Twenty, go back into the hotel. Get his room number. Book a
room close to his. Call me on the telephone as soon as it's done.
“Understood.” Tyrin turned back, rehearsing his dialogue
— Excuse me, the fellow that just walked out of here, short ©

~ man with glasses, I think I know him but he got into a cab before I

could catch up with him . . , his name is John but we all used to

call him Jack, what room . . . ? As it turned out, none of that was

necessary. Dickstein’s key was still on the desk. Tyrin memorized

the number.

§“Can I help you?" the.dack-clerk~acket—romingaver to e det ded( tame w«./ﬁ]
retriove-Dickstein s-lkew.

“I'd like a room” Tyrin saidf susptised-at-the-Pirare's-apparess ©
absence~of—mind.—He-indecd—must~have-been-a-man-with~e.
pressing-mission-inviow
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He kissed her,La man who had built-sp-a-powerfat-thirss all day. L‘Wi he m(ﬁiﬁ‘[lg ]
He savored the smel! of her skin and the soft motions of her lips.

He touched her face and said, *“This, aad this, and this is what I ﬂ ﬂ

need.” They stared into each other’s eyes, and the truth efthe $1

desize between them was like nakednessi.armagie-ﬁpsl{[}{e stood ﬂ SX[
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ﬁ&k! face to face with her in theswall biue—and—yellow1 kitchen, looking
Y| M«d} dizaetly into her eyes while he tenebed the secret places of her
MA body. Herknouth opened a fraction and he feit her breath coming
hot) 5] & [ faster and sz on his face/ ﬂle inhaled deeply so as to breathe
fle asr Q«on het herintedrreresi® [$he opened his shirt, and bent to his chest, and

took his nipple between her teeth, and sucked. The sudden,
astonishing pleasure of it made him gasp aloud. He held her head
0'1 a livle hL q gently in his hands and rocked to and fro}fintensifyg the
A feasted has eyes o 1 sensation([ﬁe reached lbehind ber, l'ifted'ﬁer sK'lFfZanfi debghied.in
ﬁ:. wkih% d;w\s h}bhe-eoﬁ%as&—ef-her—wmm with the brown skin of her long

he, wws/ like & tlockweork moter, and Cwyt\u} e did,
ety lovk am Mrface bghtened the »,;,\3

~
inside her. He felt hisedlt being wound up like.a spring. He

‘*‘tws‘\ a '\!:1: o TA

Be Hhoghr 1t | can do
o thing | want, 30 tan
she ;

o3& oy if the ket her nails into the skin of his back and drew them down his sping
: and he felt the{quake in her body just as his own erupted[ and he

©
watched her| sew-i-hes-eyes an expression of something like Theee mﬁu,?‘ ints her eyes ]
panic/a wild, wide-eyed animal emotion{ and it pushed him over o “4)
the edgefso that he knew that it was coming,Jwas going to happeng [ e beauhs

now, and he wanted to teil her but-thess-mas-rerneed-as she dug 5 ¥ he saidy “5}
hete 1T omaes, " and

e said, “on,anst

Vg

(tad W3 wind, 3]

— He ‘l\ouau': A'«‘l"‘"‘j

{ waat !
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was still looking at herf saw her mouth open
she drew breath 4ust-emthe peak of delight overto

and # v K”\\

wide, widpd as

Whith Went thrmagh
hima LKe an dledhyc
yhoek

et ad adsasting | legs. His right hand stroked her face and gripped her shoulder ond he
"t MI I R and fendied her breasts pg his left hand moved over her hips and ﬂ
e 'l' inside her gaates and between her legs| and everything felt so “We follow the Israelis and the Israelis follow Dickstein. All it 3\
ey good, so goodfthat he wished he had four hands to feel her with, needs is for Dickstein to start following us and we can all go and }
; e B} six. Then, suddenly, he waftted to see her face[{l{le gripped her lsmﬂ- around in a circle for the rest of the day,” Rostov wassayineas-he and 1
¢/ 5/ ,“;,,}L shoulders and #etped her stand upright/ k“I want to look at you.” M}\“‘ Zstrode down the hotel corridor/wgh Tyrin hurryag beside him,
9] Aasi / Her eyes filled with tears, and he knewp.was-gratefaH that these his short plump legs almost running € up\ . S}}c Scieamed . }
g o were signs not of sadness but of kesewn intense pleasure Tyrin‘»—b;eat-hiﬁg‘hmq said, “I was wonderi hat, exact!y‘,\\ ied
. . o | and  this dime 1T was ast o . . Z Nl &
ﬂ sfated / q were they booked into each other’s eyes, irg-morontythe & N was your thinking in abandoning the surveillance as sooff aswe—____
§) LAThen Y truth-of-theisdeve-but-thenow Tawemotron: [He knelt at her feet Jast beuth b": ween t‘m saw him?” of
AFink b J like asupplicant‘[h{e lay his head on her thighs, feeling the heat of but taw l:“ ‘“&‘" ;:3 “It’s obvious,” Rostov said irritably/ then/reminded himself ; “».e
' of 'L ﬁkﬁ' her body through her clothing/ then(reached beneath her skirt *f‘"‘ e °t:;:;*:' that Tyrin’s loyalty was valuablefand pegem to explain. “Dickstein 4 ke decided /
3o‘t A yenthe oot with both hands e o fvess, ‘t:z . ‘_L has been under surveillance a great deal during the last few &/
ol ii*‘ﬂl "R the ﬂoor[ aad they wercAstandinnghere they had kissed when ;,i«..’iv“féa,s w;“ otke ** weeks. Each time heleventuallyiﬁas'm us and thrown us off. 5f°ﬁ‘
had {31 % 3] g4 heldifirst come into the room. e just there, stH standing/ they 4 ' ;‘"’x‘ ‘TA 2 *  Now a certain amount of surveillance is inevitabie for someone
handk began to make love. He watched her face. She looked peaceful,{ we SR MAYY  who has been in the game as long as Dickstein. But on a

ae/

her eyes were half closed. He wanted to sustata this, moving

(for a lony tme A slowly,[but his body would not wait{
F1 ond 95°he]  thrusting harder/ faster. He felt himself losing his balance aad put
L")‘"‘IL“‘""“\ A di¢ arms around her, lifted her[off the floor{and without

Lf{ou\ hes bod\’

withdrawing/moved two paces so that her back was against the
S, st ok miﬁ'hw‘f 2 : .

Y wall. Aad-aew she pulled his shirt desss-and-wanebad and dug her
sl fingers into the hard muscles of his back a&}}e linked his hands
beneath her buttocks and took her weight. She lifted her legs

high, her thighs gripping his hips, her ankles crossed behind his

iﬁdtﬂl;“‘\/ ~ back, and, seyond-beltef, he seemed to penetrate even deeper
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particular operation, the more he is followed the more likely he is
to abandon what he’s doing and hand it overl~er-be-forced-t 1
hand-it-oves-1to someone elsej-semeenc-rataly-nnknown-to-us. §l - Arors who
0o damea often the information we gain by following someone is { Ail +' 9]
canceled out by-their.discovasing that we're following them and because They Astovey /
thexeby knowdag that we've got the information in question ——, thustere ey knawt| ©f
This way,/by abandoning the surveillance as we have done today,/ |——f 1 —|
we know where he is but he doesn’t know we know 1e'll g ﬁL["isui" s ?\(dn.[
spot those Israelis in no time at all,}\ﬂ-’m—mc-—.—;/ge ust be »

hypersensitive by now«F’ \7 Rty Ml 1 “i
ol

and wt Mn\* ark /
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“Why do you suppose they’re following their own man?”  fogtoy frommed,
ﬁihht\a alswd

“That]T really can't understand —]I'm sure Dickstein met
Borg this morning—which would exptaimwhy Borg threw off his
tail with that taxi maneuver. It’s possible Borg pulled Dickstein
out and now he’s simply checking that Dickstein really does come
out, and doesn’t try to carry on unofficially.” He shook his head£
“M"doesn’t convince me ._gut the alternative is that Borg
doesn’t trust Dickstein anymore, and I find that unlikelthoo{-
gareful, now.” .

They were at the door to Dickstein’s hotel room. Tyrin took
out a small, powerful flashlight and shone it around the edges of
the door. ““No telltales,” he said.

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

.ostov’s opinion. He watched as Tyrin tookja skeleton key{irom
his pockep, one of a large collection of such keys that he sanied.

By trying several on the door of his own room here, he had
already established which one was ¢he-passeparfons-whieh fitted
the locks of the Jacobean Hotel. ™Now he siewd opened
Dickstein’s doorfand stayed outside, looking in.

*“No booby traps,” he said after a minute es-se-ef-caref

He smeved inside and Rostov followed, closing the door. This
part of the game gave Rostov no pleasure at all _..‘l'}e preferred
to ebeesve, to speculate, to plot-{-burglary was eistirretiy not his
style{ it smade-him-fect exposed and vulnerable. If a maid should
come in now, or the hotel manager, or even Dickstein/ who might
evade the sentry in the lobby . . . it would be so undignified, so
humiliating. “Let’s make it fast,” he sew said.

The room was laid out according to the Raivessal-Foliday-tan
plan: the door opened into a little passage with the bathroom on
one side and the wardrobe opposite. Beyond the bathroom the
room was square, with the singie bed against one wall and the
television set against the other. There was a large window in the
exterior wall opposite the door.

Tyrin picked up the phone and began to unscrew the mouth-
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piece. Rostov stood at the foot of the bed, looked aroundbrying 4

to get an impression of the man who was staying in this room.
There was not much to go on. The room had been cleaned and
the bed made. On the bedside table were a book of chess
problems and an evening newspaper. There were no signs of
tobacco or alcohol. The wastepaper basket was empty. A small
black vinyl suitcase on a stoo! contained clean underwear and one

clean shirt.{*“The man travels with one spare shirt!’( Ro@
mutteredThe drawers of the dresser were empty. Rostov looked

g}iﬁjl

%

LM

into the bathroom--a toothbrush, a rechargeable electric shaver @ He saw I

with spare plugs for different kinds of electrical outlets, and—the
only personal touch—a pack of indigestion tablets.

Rostov went back into the bedroom, where Tyrin was reassem-
bling the telephone. “It’s done.”

“Put one behind the headboard,” Rostov said.

Tyrin was taping a bug to the wall behind the bed when the
phone rang.

If Dickstein returned the sentry in the lobby was to call
Dickstein’s room on the house phone, let it ring twice, then hang

~up.

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

It rang again.

They relaxed.

It stopped after the seventh ring.

Rostov said, ““I wish he had a car for us to bug.”

“I’ve got a shirt button.”

“What?”

*4 bug like a shirt button.”

“I didn’t know such things existed.”

“It's new.”

“(Got a needle? And thrcad?”

“Of course.”

“Then go ahead.”

Tyrin went to Dickstein’s case and without taking the shirt out
snipped off the second button, carefuily removing all the foose
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thread. With a few swift strokes he sewed on the new button. His
pudgy hands were surprisingly dexterous}-Restex-observed.

Rostovukhoughts}«hewevef\ were elsewhere. He wanted ~esy
suek to do more to ensure that he would hear what Dickstein
sight-say.ang-do. The Israeli might find the bugs in the phone
and the headboard; he would not wear the bugged shirt all the
time. Restov preferred to be smefe sure of things, and Dickstein
had-se-far-been maddeningly slippery: there just-seesmned nowhere
you could hook 030 him. Rostov had &eld a faint hope that
somewhere in this room there would be a photograph of someone

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

“Good,” Rostov said. “€lose the case.”

Tyrin did so. “Anything else?”
{“Take another quick look around for telitales. I can’t believe
Dickstein would go out without taking any precautions at all.”

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

They found nothing.

Rostov said, “All Israelis are paranoid. Why should he be
different?””

“Maybe he’s been pulled out.”

At.the moment-Rostev-tended-to-agreel “Yei why else
would he suddenly get careless?” -

“He could have fallen in love4-"A
. Rostov laughed. *“Sure,” he said] “;;md Joe Stalin could have
been canonized by the Vatican. Let’s get out of here.”
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He went out, and Tyrin followed, closing the door softly %

behind him. QP
\ 4
Pierre Borg wasLmystiﬁedLand deeply worried.

P,
Rs’nnlwi, amsed L, in“f:ﬁi;
Dickstein never had women.

Borg sat on a park bench under an umbrella. He had been
unable to think in the Embassy, with phones ringing and people .y 4 fime, 3¢ he had
sonstanddy asking him questions( The rain blew across the empty A (g, eut hete, despite
park in sheets, and every now and then a drop would land on the e weather
tip of his cigar and he would have to relight it. -A¢-least;-thought 31
he-could-hear himself think-oui-here (Tt was the tension in B\ [
Dickstein that made the man so fierce. NaturaHy the last thing N
-one wanted was for him to learn how to re]ax.LThe-sidw-z&k Borg 4 L ?‘*'M‘d/
artists had followed Dickstein to a small apartment house in

Chelsea where he had met a woman. “It's a sexual relationship, ' /
pH-Hght]” one of them had said, “I K. The caretaker of the g hes MJOSM

building had been interviewed, but he knew nothing about the

So it was a woman.

~ woman except that she was a close friend of the people who

owned the apartment.
The obvious conclusion jte-semeerme-cter] was that Dickstein ﬂ

owned the flat (and had bribed the caretaker to lie); that he used

it as a rendezvous; that he met someone from the opposition, a

woman; that they made love and he told her secrets.é;org might

have bought that idea4ee-if he had found out about the woman

some other way. But if Dickstein had suddenly become a traitor

he would mexes have allowed Barg to become suspicious. He was nol

#es too clever. He would have covered his tracks{ ge would sever §| @( l-L net

had led the stdewalk artists straight to the flat without once pavement

looking ever his shoulder. His behavior had innocence written all

over ithwircir~in-a-way,was-wessd. He had met with Borg] ﬂ e

looking like the cat that got at the cream, either not knowing or

not caring that his mood was all over his face. When Borg asked

what was going on, Dickstein made jokes. Borgf-he-knew] was ﬂ

bound to have him tailed. Hours later ke was screwing some girl Vicksten [
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who seemed.ta.like it so muéh you could hear her ali-the-way out _

in the[ street. The whole thing ea-Dickstein’s—pasé was so
eutrageoysly innocent . naivepactually——ey it had to be true.

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

The Russians had files, too, and they ought to have assumed,
like Borg, that Dickstein was invulnerable to a sexual approach.
But maybe they thought it was at-d@ast worth a try. And just
maybe they were right

Once again, Borg’s instinct was to pull Dickstein out immedi-
ately. And once again, he hesitated. If it had been any project
other than this one, any agent other than Dickstein, he would
have known what to do. Btit Dickstein was §is-san-—{ the only
man who had-a-ehapee-te-set-up-this-eperatien. Borg stii-feit-he
had no option but to stick to his original scheme—}wait until
Dickstein had fully conceived his plan, then pull him out.

He could fthough] at least have the London Station investigate
the woman and find out all they could about her.

Meanwhile he would just have to hope that if she were an agent
Dickstein would have the merained sense ef-his-trade not to tell
her anything.

It would be a dangerous time, but fesaew there was no more
Borg could do.

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

v

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

Entering his hotel room at ten o’clock in the morning, he
realized that—incredibly—he had left no telltales. For the first
time in twenty years as an agent, he had simply neglected to take
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elementary precautions. He stood aew in the doorway, lookin% q ;7.02) “““dﬂ
ead thinking about the shattering effect that she had had on him. ¥ @
Leaving her and going back to his-we#hd was like climbing into a wock l &
familiar car ¢het has been garaged for a year: he had to let the old which l &
habits, the old instincts, the old paranoia seep back into his mind. @

He went into the bathroom and ran a tub}thinling-theghe now C-DI H4, ‘}
had a kind of emotional breathing-space —— Suza was going ©
back to work today. She was with BOAC, and ker tour of duty vhis ]
would take her all the way around the world. She expected to be
back in twenty-one days, but it might be longer. He had no idea {
where he might be in three weeks’ time%which meant he did not
know when he would see her again. But see her again he would, if ﬂ
he lived leng-eneugh.

Everything looked different now, past and future. The last ) ’
twenty years of his lifg), exes-miad that he had shot people and Jstemed Al “‘f'h“\"w
been shot at, traveled all over the world, disguised himself and
deceived people and menaged-fairdy outrageous, clandestine pulled oft ‘

cou s{ all seemed trivial. o lt l
kl-fe evea wondered what he would do with the rest of his life] LSilﬁns inthe tub '\( (l 0]
q

. something-he-had-not-thought-seriously-of-for-yearsand-for

sterters had decided he would not be a spy anymore—but what H‘(
then? It seemed all possibilities were open to him. He could stand weald he be (
for election to the Knesset, or start his own business, or simply
stay on the kibbutz and make the best wine in Israel. Would he
marry Suza? If he did, would they live in Israel? He found the
uncertainty delicious, like wondering what you would be given bictha I
for Chsistmas. I

If I live, he thought. Suddenly}something-new-was-added. He Thue was evta wore. of stake
was afraid to die. Until now death had been something to avoid
with all skill only because it constituted, so to speak, a losing
move in the game. Now he famted) wanted ery-baédiy] to Iivq\. ﬂ hs‘vlfa“l‘ L :

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

He got out of the bath, rubbed himself dry and dressed. ¥ery ¢
wrell—fisst.things. frst - t’he way to begm-te keep his life was to 511: g‘
win this fight. -

T )
3 sleef with Sw,q ain, to make a home with
187 N/, T \eara all ahout l\u, her iiCOSyAuo.cics and
her habits and hee seccets, the b kc‘m’t‘&‘a‘.ﬁ'd

( and what she thaught ahout Weadiir AEEpatve-anl
' hrorimblyr-intartlvenbeivpa—iaatl, < hethet She ¢ roted,
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His next move was a phone call. He considered the hotel
phone, decided to start being extra careful here and now, and
went out to find a call box.

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

“Lloyd’s, good morning.”

“I sequice some information about a ship}

“That’s Lloyd’s of London Press—TI’ll put you through.”

While he waited Dickstein looked out the windows of the
phone booth at the London traffic, and wondered whether
Lloyd’s would #eally give him what he wanted. #-had-bettesr—he
had.pe-tdea where else to go for the information. He tapped his
foot nervously. Semeone-had-serawied— -sucks—on-the cover
of.the _phone-boak Lhe-eoldness—of-it-made-him-siek—Better
wateh-it———he-was-getting-altegether-too-delicate—

“Lloyd’s of London Press.”

“Good morning, I'd like some information about a ship.”

“What sort of information?’’ the voice said, with—Dickstein
thought—a trace of suspicion.

“I want to know whether she was built as part of a series; and if
so, the names of her sister ships, who owns them, and their
present locations. As-well-as plans, if possible.”

“I'm afraid I can’t help you there.”

L“Why not?”

“We don’t keep plans, that’s Lloyd’s Register, and they only
give them out to owners.”

“But the other information? The sister ships?”’

“Can’t help you there either.”

Dickstein wanted to get the man by the throat. “Then who
can?”’

“We're the only people who have such information.”

“And you keep it secret?”

“We don’t give it out over the phone.”
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“Wait a minute, you mean you can’t help me over the phone.” ;(5}
al

“That’s right.” é\
“But you can if I write or call personally.” = ats &
WO TSRO R-SPISS &
“Um . . . yes, this inquiry shouldn’t take too long, so you @‘?}
could call personally.”
“Give me the address.” He wrote it down. “And you could get
these details while I wait?”
“I think so.” _
“All right. T'll give you the name of the ship now, and you
should have all the information ready by the time I get there. Her
name is Coparelli.”’ He spelled it.
“And your name?”
“Ed Rodgers.”
“The company?”’
“Science International.”
“Will you want us to bill the company?”’
“No, I'll pay by personal check.”
“So long as you have some identification.”
“Of course. I’ll be there in an hour. Goodbye.” ﬁ:ak.‘.\.at Thank L for bt
Dickstein hung up and lett the phone booth,Lcrossed theroadtoa  fe.
café and ordered coffee and a sandwich.\He had lied to Borg, of [ ]
course| He knew vesy—weH how he ed-+e hijack the ol kl U"‘-ﬂ\[l would
Coparelli. He would buy one of the sister ships—if there were
such—and take his team on it to meet the Coparelli at sea. After
the hijack, instead of the dicey business of transferring the cargo
from one ship to another offshore, he would sink his own ship and
transfer its papers to the Coparelli. He would also paint out the
Coparelli’s name and over it pasat the name of the sunken sister p":t
ship. And then he would sail what would appear to be his own
ship into Haifa. _ / :
Jt was good phe-feki-+heugh-ofeerrselstill only the rudiments of ““"’l 1but ¥ wes,
a plan. What would he do about the crew of the Coparelli? How
would the apparent loss of the Coparelli be explained? How
would he avoid an international inquiry into the loss at sea of tons
of uranium ore?[Ehere would be a major search for any large ship [ ;:lkc mote he “"‘UH
aheut ¥, the bigges
189 thic Lt problem
\eemed .
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+kat was thought to have sunk. With uranium aboard, the search
would attract publicity and 6 be even more thorough. And what

if the searchers found not the Coparelli but the sister ship which__

Lk& dheod over the

was supposed to belong to hém? ere were still too many
unknowns in the equation. Either the sandwich or the problem
had stuck in his stomach: he took an indigestion tablet.

Heé turned his mind to evading the opposition, Had he covered
his tracks well enough? @nly Borg could know of his plans. Even
if his hotel room were bugged—even if the phone booth nearest
the hotel were bugged—still nobody else could know of his
speeifie interest in the Coparelli. He had been extra careful.

He wes sippiag his coffee hed-g customer, on his way out of
the café, jogged &is elbowi-causingd him to spill coffee all down
the front of his spasiang clean shirt ——

\ 4

‘M” said David Rostov excitedly. ““Where have 1
heard of a ship called the Coparelli?”

Yasif Hassan said, “It's familiar to me, too.”

“Let me see that computer printout.”

They were in the back of a listening van parked near the
Jacobean Hotel. The van, which belonged to the KGB, was dark
biue, without markings, and very dirty. Powerful radio equip-
mentj-honsd-in-en-Rickstein’s-shirt-bug occupied most of the
space inside, but there was a smal! comnpartment behind the front
seats where Rostov and Hassan could sgueeze in.{Tyrin was at the
wheel. Large speakers above their heads were giving out an
undertone of distant conversation and the occasional clink of
crockery. A moment ago there had been an incomprehensible
exchange, with someone apologizing for something and Dickstein
saying it was all right, it had been an accident. Nothing distinct
had been said since then.

Rostov’s pleasure at being able to listen to Dickstein’s conver-
sation was marred only by the fact that Hassan was listening too.
Hassan had become altogether-too-dams sclf-confident since his
triumph in discovering that Dickstein was in England: now he
appazeatly thought he was a professional spy{ like everyone else.
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He had insisted on being in on every detail of the London ;(5*'
operation, threatening to complain to Cairo if he were excluded. %)
Rostov had considered calling his bluff, but that would have &
meant another head-on collision with Feliks Vorontsov, and
Rostov did not want to go over Feliks's head to Andropov again (%\
se soon after the last time. So he had settled on an alternative: he ?)
would allow Hassan to come along, and caution him against
reporting anything to Cairo.

Hassan, who had been reading the printout, passed it across to
Rostov. While the Russian was looking through the sheets, the
sound from the speakers changed to street noises for a minute or
two, followed by more dialogue.

Where 10, guj? V/

Dickstein’s voice: Lime Street.

Rostov looked up and spoke to Tyrin. *That’ll be Lioyd’s, the

address he was given over the phone. Let’s gg/” .('K‘“"
Tyrin started the van and moved off, heading east toward the
City district. Rostov returned to the printout.
Hassan said pessimistically, “Lloyd’s will probably give him a
~ written report.”
Tyrin said, “The bug et-leass is working very well . . . so far.” ﬂ

He was driving with one hand and biting the fingernails of the |

other. ﬂ }\\

Meanwhite Rostov found what he was looking for. “Here lt’"k \ “T/ oad I‘)
is — fhe Coparelli. Goody¥er] good[’ | ~——~—_ cuid. ISl
Hassan said, ““Show me.” LHL&WQ‘ At knte

: . : in } enrthwiinim,
Rostov hesitated momentarily, realized there was no way he

could get out of it/and smiled at Hassan as he pointed to the last A
page. “Under non-NUucLEAR. Two hundred tons of yellowcake to S
go from Antwerp to Genoa aboard the motor vessel Coparelfi.” S " T{ l

“That’s it, then,L{hat’s Dickstein’s target+” L swid Bassan . ©

“But if you report this to Cairo, Dickstein will probably switch !
to a different target. Hassan—"

Ha‘;san’s color deepened with anger. “You've said all that
once,” he said coldly. ““4-resent-the.implication-that-our-seeurity
’r—ﬁh

“Okay, pkay|” Rostov saxd‘q-aéaldy{ﬁaé thought{ Damniit, you

///

%ﬂu4®
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have to be a diplomat too m-this-business. YAd-right:¥ he said,
“now we knowhc’s going to steal, andhe’s going to
steal it from. I call that some progress.”

“We don’t know when, where, or how,” Hassan said.

Rostov nodded. ““All this business about sister ships must have
something to do with itj-though—at-the-memend [ don’t see
how ..~

Two and sixpence, please, guv.

Keep the change.

“Find somewhere to park, Tyrin,” said Rostov.

“That's not so easy around here" 4

“If you can’t find a space, just Nobody cares if you get a
parking ticket—}"

Good moming. My name's Ed Rodgers.

Ah, ves. Just a moment, pbease i onr report has just been typed, Mr

Rodgers. And here’s the bill.

You're very efficient.

Hassan said, “It is a written report[-just-as-t-suspeeted—{"

Thank you very much.

Goodbye, Mr. Rodgers.

“He’s not very chatty, is he?”” said Tyrin.

A“Good agents never are. You might bear that in mind."” Restev

wabd i,

¥But-rewsd Hassan said, "‘&.fe won't know the answers to his
questions.™

“Makes no difference,” Rostov told him. “It’s just occurred to
mel’4—he smiled+“we know the guestions{ gll we have to do is
ask t:hc:é same qu;ttic%ns ourselves an we :séguld get the answers
he got —— Listen, he’s on the street again. Go around the block,
Tyrin, let’s try to brmg him ta-view.”

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

Can [ help you, sir?

“He’s gone into a shop,” Hassan said.

Rostov looked at Hassan. WhenRhis pride/ was—net-in-the
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forefromt——which~was~rare=-hc was -sleasly thrilled l\about the L"*-" a school 50\}

paraphernntin-of-espionage—the van, the bugs, the tailing .
Eenesivably he would keep his mouth shutlif only so that he

Coffee.

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

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

Here we are. This one is thirty-two and sixpence. g

That's fine. '

Tyrin said, “T’ll bet he charges it to expenses.”

Thank you. Would you like to put it on now, perhaps?

Yes, please.

The fitting room is just through here.

Footsteps, then a brief silence.

Would you like a bag for the old one, sir?

Perhaps you'd throw it away for me.

“That button cost two thousand rubles!”” Tyrin said.

Cerrainly, sir.

“That’s it,” Hassan said. “We won’t get any more now.

“Two thousand rubles!” Tyrin said again.

Rostov said, **1 think we got our money’s worth.”

“Where are we heading?"” Tyrin asked.

“Back to the Embassy,” Rostov told him. ““I want to stretch my

¥y

legs. I can’t feel the left one at ali.z\\’f’e’ve done a good morning’s ;’\ Dama, b

work.”

As Tyrin drove west, Hassan said thoughtfully, “We need to
find out where the Coparelli is right now.”

*The squirrels can do that,” Rostov said.

“Squirrels?”

“Desk workers in Moscow Center. They sit on their behinds all
day, never doing anything more risky than crossing Granovsky

Street in the rush hour[and get paid more than agents in the /-

field.” =

e i,
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. Rostov decided to use the opportunity to further Hassan’s
‘ﬂ education. WAfter—al—tic—Arab—was—elearly—enger——i|

“Remember, an agent should never spend time acquiring
information that is public knowledge. Anything in books, reports
and files can be found by the squirrels. Since a squirrel is cheaper
to run than an agent—not because of salaries but because of
support work—the Committee always prefers a squirrel to do a
given job of work if he can. Always use the squirrels. Nobody will

think you're being lazy.” :
Mm\'\ﬁ\uﬂy} Hassan smiled eeeHy, an echo of his old. languid self.
Q T “Dickstein doesn’t work that way.”
‘Na, the Israelis have a completely different approach. Be-
§7 sides, I suspect Dickstein isn’t #wueh-of a team man."”
“How long will the squirrels take to get us the Coparelli's
location?” e
“Maybe a day. I'll put in the inquiry as soon as we get to the
Embassy.”

Tyrin spoke over his shoulder. *“Can you put through a fast
requisition at the same time?”

*What do you need?”

**Six more shirt buttons.”

“Six?”

“If they're like the last lot, five won't work.””

Hassan laughed. “Is this Communist efficiency?”

“There’s nothing wrong with Communist efficiency,” Rostov
told him. “lﬁ.«.@mxﬁﬂfﬁmency we suffer from.”

A< the van entercd Embassy Row and was waved on by the
duty pohceman} Hassan asked, **What do we do when we’ve
located the Coparelli?”

“Obviously,” said Rostov, “we put a nian aboard.”

SR
A
R C_)’?V_’ ///16(’ //()//7 i
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NINE

THE DON HAD had a bad day.

It had started at breakfast pa-his-patael-heme-da-Buifalo-New- (ﬂ

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

The stuff did not belong to the don. However, the team that did
the run paid dues to him, and in return expected protection. They

~ would want him to get the men out of jail and get the heroin back.

It was close to impossible. He might have been able to do it if the

~ bust had involved only the state police; but if only the state police

had been involved, the bust would not have happened.

And that was just the start o#4¢. His eldest son had wired from
Harvard for more money, having gambled away the whole of his
next semester’s allowance weeks before classes started. He had
spent the morning finding out why his chain of restaurants was
losing money, and the afternoan explaining to his mistress why he
could not take her to Europe this year. Finally his doctor told him
he had gonorrhea, again.

He looked in his dressing-room mirror, adjusting his bow tied #

and said to himself, *“What a crurmsmy day.” Arerommy tday-is
Bufialemminid-Ameriea-was-He-protortiorn

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

He put on his+exede. He liked to dress for dinner; he always
had j-cyver.since-he’d-gattes-rtef, He did not know what to do
about his son iexsant. Why wasn’t he home for the summer?
College boys were supposed to come home for the summer. The
don had thought of sending somebody to see &tewanmi; but then
the boy would think his father was only worried about the meney.
It looked like he would have to go himself.

The phone rang{»“Yes.”

“QGate here, sir. I got an Englishman asking for you, won’t give
his name.” ol

“8o send him away,"” said the don, still thinking about<siesaasat.

“He said to tell you he’s a friend from Oxford University.”

“I don’t know anybody-/~wait a minute. What's he look like?”

“Little guy with glasses, leoks like a bum.”

“No kidding!” The don’s face broke into a smile. “Bring him
in—and put out the red carpet}”

v

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

Dickstein could remember, as clearly as if it were yesterday,
the occasion when he had put Cortone under an obligation. In
those days he had been Jearning about the psychology of a cornered
animal. When there is no longer any possibility of running away,
you realize how fiercely you can fight. Landed in a strange country,
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separated from his unit, advancing across unknown terrain with
his rifle in his hand, Dickstein had drawn on reserves of patience,

cunning and ruthlessness he hed-na-iden he had. He had lain for did ad

half an hour in that thicket, watching the abandoned tank which
he knew—without understanding how—was the bait in a trap. He
had spotted the one sniper and was looking for another when the
Americans came roaring up. That made it safe for Dickstein to
shoot—if there were another sniper, he would fire at the obvious
target, the Americans, rather than search the bushes for the
source of the shot.

So, withput-especially-intending toy-with-his-thoughts-primarty] he

rrrd-Tmde STttty s owmr survivat, Dickstenmtrad s
<dantally saved Al Cortone’s life.
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Cortone had been wer(mwer to the war than Dickstein, and { mefe §1
hae-dearred just as fast. They were both streetwise kids applying \umm:} ]

old principles to new terrain. For a while they fought together,
and cursed and laughed and talked about women together. When
Sieily was taken, they had sneaked off during the buildup for the
next push and visited Cortone’s Sicilian cousins.

it-wasgxose cousins <kat were the focus of Dickstein’s interest
now.

They had helped him once before in 1948 _[l- —d-ieﬁown
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S;c;ls.tm-—-ow&-beeﬁs\"fhcre had been proﬁt for them in tha SO
Dickstein had pone straight te them with the plan. 5

CThis projectj-ef-eaussel, waswery different: he wanted a favor
and he could offer no percentage. Consequently he had to go to
Al and call in the twenty-four-year-old debt.ﬁ_—_le was not at all
surc it would work. Cortone was rich now. The house was
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large—in England it would have been called'a mansion—with
beautiful grounds inside a high wall and guards at the gate. There
were three cars in the gravel drive, and Dickstein had lost count
of the servants. A rich and comfortable middle-aged American
might not be in a hurry to get involved in Mediterranean political
shenanigans, even for the sake of a man who had saved his life.

Cortone}-theugh| seemed very pleased to see him, which st
least was a good start. They slapped each other on the back, just
as they had on that November Sunday in 1947, and kept saying,
“How the hell are you?”’ to each other aithaut giving cach-athes
HE.10-answer.

Cortone looked Dickstein up and down.
et I lost all my hair and gained a hundred pounds, and you
haven’t even turned gray. What have you been up to?”’

“I went to Israel. I'm sott of a farmer yé(‘)u?”

“Doing business, you know? __ Come on, let’s eat and talk.”

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

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

Afterward Cortone and Dickstein sat in leather armchairs in a
den and a butler brought brandy and cigars. Dickstein refused
both.
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“You used to be a hell of a drinker,” Cortone said.

“It was a hell of a war,” Dickstein replied. The butler left the
room. Dickstein watched Cortone sip brandy and pull on the
cigar, and thought that the man ate, drank and smoked joylessly,
as thoughLif he did these things long enough he would eventually
acquire the taste. Recalling the sheer fun the two of them had had
with the Sicilian cousins, Dickstein wondered whether there were
any real people left in Cortone’s life.

Suddenly Cortone laughed out loud. “I remember every
minute of that day in Oxford. Hey, did you ever make it with that
professor’s wife, the Ay-rab lpeu-awere so_gone-or--—y 7 Jesusr¥

LY

tean-still see vour face when=3" 1
“No.” Dickstein barely smiled. *‘She’s dead, now.”

*“I'm sorry.”

“A strange thing happened}+hough——} [ went back there, to O’
that house by the river, and met her daughter . . . She looks just
like Eila used to.”

“No kidding. And . . .” Cortone leered. “And you made it

with the daughter—I don’t believe it!” We made i,
Dickstein {eeked-at-him. ‘] want to marry her. I plan to ask nodded in mory wayt
her — next time I see her.’ ’l than one .
“Will she say yes?”
“I'm not sure. I think so. I'm older than she ls—” ol

“Age doesn’t matter . you could put on a little weight, O[ 1
though. A woman likes to have something to get hold off-yey & \3\
ferrowrd” ST
The conversation was annoymg chkstem, Cortone was 98 set yand \Mw he. feald w‘\y ﬂ

___on keeping it bight revealing-neothing-of-himself. It might have 'hw..(\‘[
" been the habit of years of being close-mouthed beesuse so much X i ’l'/ﬂ'lﬂ'l”

of his ““family business” was criminal business and he did not h
want Dickstein to know it (¢#hewgh Dickstein had already bu*[ly ,
guessed); end there might have been something else pwra-feasfof f] T he was ﬁ(‘faid/
revealing Lsome deep secret disappointment he 4ust couldi ﬁ\ g ot/
share «—— Anyhow, the open, garrulous, excitable young man @ c\
had long since disappeared inside this e#éer fat man. Dickstein ‘
wanted to say, Tell me what gives you pleastre, Lwho you love, ‘W\je“ / J°‘/[ °"A/\

1 fuas o, / [5}

Lhow €648 your Ilfeb-} me&ﬁ-feaﬂy—{Elstead{ he said, “Do you Laml
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remember what you said to me in Oxford?”

“Sure. I told you I owe you a debt, you saved my life.” Cortone
inhaled on his cigar.

Mgt least that hadéH changed. “I'm here to ask for
your help pAl.——{”

“Go ahead and ask.”

“Mind if I put the radio on?”

Cortone smiled. “This place is swept for bugs at-teas¢ once a
week.”

“Good,”Lbut he put the radio on all the same. “Cards on the
table, Al. I work for Israeli Intelligence.”

Cortone’s eyes stayed-steady. “‘I dould have guessed.”

“I’m running an operation in the Mediterranean in November.
It’s . . .”” Dickstein wondered how much he needed to tell, and
decided very little. $ie'd-build-it-up-though—] “It's something
that could mean the end of the wars in the Middle East.” He
paused, remembering a phrase Cortone had eiways used —
“And I ain’t shittin’ you.”

Cortone laughed. “If you were going to shit me, I figure you
would have been here detrg-+-sooner than twenty years.”

“It’s important that the operation/\not be traceable back to
Israel. I need a baseLto work $#efm. I need a big house on the coast
with a landing for small boats and an anchorage not too far
offshore for a big ship. While I'm there—a couple of weeks,
maybe more—I need to be protected from inquiring police and
a8y other nosy officials. I can think of only one place where I
could get all that, and only one person who could get it for me.”

Cortone nodded. “I know a place—a derelict house in Sicily.
It’s not exactly plush, kid . . . no heat, no phone—but it could fill
the bill.”

n
broadl ( ',[ €, il Dickstein smiled] “That beuneq terrifichperfeet: Exactly-whatH

wanted—Fhank-your-Ad~lmean-#~H’s what I came to ask for.”
“You’re kidding,” said Cortone. “That’s all?”

| v
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FROM: Head of London Station %@

DATE: 29 July 1968

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

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

LPro-Arab views/hewexes Imoderately'stated.
H-s-veltevedy therefore, +het although Suza Ashford is strictly
b4
speaking a U.K. national, her loyalties may be assumed to lie
with the Arab cause.

She works as an air hostess for BOAC on intercontinental
routes, traveling frequently to sueh-pleees-as Tehran, Singapore
and Zurich, jaad) consequently/has numerous opportunities to

N make/\contacts with Arab diplomatic staff. @he is a strikingly

beautiful young woman (see attached photograph—which, how-
ever, does not do her justice, according to the field agent on this

casg)* She is sexuwaly—kberatedt but not unusually so by the

standards of her profession nor by those of her generation in

>
s,

1 S%WTL%‘Y/

<

armony othec P\au: ( % LSkC
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London.u-‘or her to have sexual relations with a man for the LTo Bq,:pec\ N ‘Fl

purpose of obtaining information might be an unpleasant experi-
ence but &asddy a traumatic one.
[\Yasif Hassan, the agent who sede Dickstein in Luxembourg,
studied under her father, Professor Ashford, at the same time as
Dickstein, and has remained in occasional contact with Ashford
in the intervening years. He may have visited Ashford—a man
answering his descriptiory did se visit—about the time Dickstein’s
affair with Suza Ashford began.

I recommend that surveillance be continued.

(Signed)

Robert Jakes
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TO: Head of London Station
FROM: Head of Mossad
DATE: 30 July 1968
f I cannot understand why you do not recommend welisninate
her.
{Signed)
Pierre Borg

TO Head of Mossad
FROM: Head of London Station
DATE: 31 July 1968

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

1. The evidence against her is strong but circumstantial.

2. From what I know of-Dickstein, I doubt very much that he
has given her any information, even if he is romantically
involved.

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

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

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

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

(Signed)

Robert Jakes

TO: Head of London Station
FROM: Head of Mossad
DATE: 1 August 1968
Do it your way.
{Signed)
Pierre Borg
PostscripT (marked Personal):
Your point 5 is@erdnoble] touching, but remarks like that w
fet get you promoted in this man’s army.—P.B.
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She was a small, old, ugly, dirty, cantankereus bitch.

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

She was some 2,500 tons, 2c¢0 feet long and a little over 30 feet
broad. There was a tall radio mast in her blunt prow. Most of her
deck was taken up by two large hatches opening into the main

. cargo holds. There were three cranes on deck: one ferward of the

hatches, one aft and one in between. The wheelhouse, officers’
cabins, galley and crew’s quarters were in the sternf clustered
around the funnel. She had a single screw driven by a six-cylinder
diese! engine theoretically capable of developing 2,450 b.h.p. and
maintaining a service speed of thirteen knots.

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

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

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

Nobody loved her, and her name was Coparelli.
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Nat DicksTEIN went to New York to become a shipping tycoon.
It took him all morning. %

-1 He looked in the Manhattan phone book and selected a lawyer
with an address on the lower East Side. Instead of calling on the
phone he went there personally, and was satisfied when he saw
that the lawyer’s office was one room over a Chinese restaurant.
The lawyer’s name was Mr. Chung. <

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

The company’s headquarters was listed as No. 8o Broad Street,
Monrovia, Liberia; and its directors were P. Satia, E. K. Nugba
and J.D. Boyd, all residents of Liberia. This was also the
headquarters address of most Liberian corporations, and the
address of the Liberian Trust Company. Satia, Nugba and Boyd
were founding directors of many such corporations; indeed this
was the way they made their living. They were also employees of
the Liberian Trust Company.

Mr. Chung asked for fifty dollars and cab fare. Dickstein paid
him in cash and told him to take the bus.
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ARd so, withoutlgiving an address, Dickstein had created a
Alegitimao'ie shipping company which could not be traced back
either to himpedd or to the Mossad. w..

Satia, Nugba and Boyd resigned twenty-four hours later, as
was the custom; and that same day the notary public of
Montserrado County, Liberia, stamped an affidavit which de-
<elered that total control of the Savile Shipping Corporation now
lay in the hands of one Andre Papagopolous.

By &5 time Dickstein was riding the bus from Zurich airport
into town, on his way to meet Papagopolous for lunch.

When he had time to reflect on it, even he was shaken by the
complexity of his plan, the number of pieces that had to be made
to ##, the number of people who had to be persuaded, bribed or
coerced into performing their parts, He had been successful so
far, first with Stiffcollar and thenf{Al Certone, not to mention
Lloyd's of London and Liberian Corporation Services, Inc., but
fea-neu.On—y

Papagopolous was in some ways the greatest challenge: a man

as elusive, elever-and.cuthless.in his-fashiod as Dickstein swassir

y HS.E-I&: had been born in 1912 in a village that during his boyhood

was variously Turkish, Bulgarian and Greek. His father was a
fisherman. In his teenage he graduated from fishing to other kinds
of maritime work, mostly smuggling. After World War Two he
turned up in Ethiopia, buying for knock-down prices the piles of
surplus military supplics +has had suddenly become worthless
when the war ended. He bought rifles, handguns, machine guns,
antitank guns, es-wel-as ammunition for all of these. He then
contacted the Jewish Agency in Cairo and sold the arms at an
enormous profit to the underground Isracli Army. He arranged
shipping—fer-wireh his smuggling background was invaluable-—
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and delivered the goods to Palestine.[\}ile abways asked if they | Thea k! 9]

wanted more.

¥hiek.was how he had met Nat Dickstein.

He soon moved on, to Farouk's Cairo and thengd to Switzer-
land. His Israeli deals had marked a transition from totally iliegal
business to dealings which were at worst shady and at Hmes-quite-
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legitiaata; Now he called himself a ship broker, and that was
most4-though by no means all-of his business.

He had no address. He could be reached via half a dozen
telephone numbers all over the world, but he was never
there—~always, somebody took a message and Papagopolous
cailed @mé back. Many people knew him and trusted him,
especially in the shipping business—-he never let anyone down—}
but this trust was based on reputation, not personal contact. He
lived well but quietly, and Nat Dickstein was one of the few
people in the world who knew of his single vice, which was that he
liked to go to bed with smeny-yeung-wemen—4§ay|, ten or twelve,
He af9e had no sense of humor.

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

They shook hands. Dickstein said, “How's business?”’

“Up and down.” Papagopolous smiled. “Mostly up.”

They walked through the clean, tidy streets, looking like a
managing director and his accountant. Dickstein inhaled the cold
air. 1 like this town,” he said.

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

Dickstein said, ‘“You’ve been to the Pelikanstrasse?”

“Yes,”

“Good.” The Zurich office of Liberian Corporation Services,
Inc., was in the Pelikanstrasse. Dickstein had asked Papagopolous
to go there to register himself as president and chief executive of
Savile Shipping. For this he would receive ten thousand U.S.
dollars, paid out of Mossad’s account in a Swiss bank to Papa-
gopolous’™ account in the same branch of the same bank—a
transaction very difficult for anyone to discover.

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

- They reached the restaurant, Dickstein had expected that
Papagopoious would be known there, but there was no sign of
recognition from the headwaiter, and Dickstein sewrinded-himseti
Of course, he’s not known anywhere.,

They ordered food and wine. Dickstein noted with regret that
the domestic Swiss white wine was still better than the Israeli.

While they ate, Dickstein explained Papagopolous’s duties as
president of Savile Shipping.

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

Papagopolous smiled. “I think not.”

The implication was not lost on Dickstein. Papagopolous was

_ listening, but he had not yet agreed te do the job. Dickstein

continued. ““Two: buy any one of the ships on this list.” He
handed over asingle sheet of paper bearing the names of the four
sister ships of the Coparelli, with their owners and last known
locations—the information he had gotten from Lloyd’s. “Offer
whatever price is necessary+I must have one of them. Take your
broker’s percentage. Deliver her to Haifa by October 7. Dismiss
the crew.”

Papagopolous was eating chocolate mousse, his smooth face
imperturbable, He put down his spoon and put on gold-rimmed
glasses to read the list. He folded the sheet of paper in half and
set it on the table without comment. Bc-was waitimg-for-meret

Dickstein handed him another sheet of paper. “Three: buy this
ship—the Coparelli. But you must buy her at exactly the right
time. She sails from Antwerp on Sunday, November 17. We must
buy her after she sails but before she passes through the Strait of
Gibraltar.”
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Papagopolous leoked dubious. A

“Wait, let me give you the rest of it. Four: early in 1969 you sell
ship No. 1, the little one, and ship No. 3, the Coparelli. You get
from me a certificate showing that ship No. 2 has been sold for
scrap. You send that certificate to Lloyd’s. You wind up Savile
Shipping.” Dicksteinlsipped his coffee.

“#-gather what you want to do is make a ship disappear without
a trace.”

Dickstein nodded. A

“As you must realize,”” Papagopolous went on, “all this is
straightforward except for the purchase of the Coparelli while she
is at sea. The normal procedure for the sale of a ship is-fes
negotiations $e- take place, a price +o-be agreed -om, and the
documents kﬂrawn up. The ship goes into dry dock for inspection.
When she¥l been pronounced satisfactory the documents are
signed, the money is paid and the new owner takes her out of dry
dock. Buying a ship while she is sailing is most irregular—t"

“But not impossible.”

“No, not impossible e’ _————"

Dickstein watched him.£

e
e

negotiations, agree on the price and have the inspection arranged
for a date after her November voyage. Then, when she has sailed,
we say that the purchaser needs to spend the money immediately,
perhaps for tax reasons. The buyer would then take out insurance
against any major repairs which might prove necessary after the
inspection . . . but this is not the seller’s concern. He is con-
cerned about his reputation as a shipper. He will want cast-iron
guarantees that his cargo will be delivered by the new owner of
the Coparelli.”

*Would he accept a guarantee based on your personal reputa-
tion?”

“Of course. But why would I give such a guarantee?”

Dickstein looked e+ himj,\“l can promise you that the owner of
the cargo will not complain.”™

Papagopolous made an open-handed gesture. “It is obvious
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that you are perpetrating some kind of a swindle here. You need\%{ c
me as a respectable front. That I can do. But you also want me to (}
lay my reputation on the line and take your word that it will not 0&
suffer?”

“Yes. Listen. Let me ask you one thing. You trusted the ‘%
Israelis once before, remember?”’

“Of course.”

“MMd you ever regret it?”’

Papagopolous smiled, remembering the old days. ““It was the
best decision I ever made.” _ /

“So, will you trust us again?” Dickstein found. himsclf holding held
his breath.

“I had less to lose in those days. I was . . . thirty-five. Bt we m wé { T
-dtd have a geed.deal of fun ;-e-.—-ﬂmc}-i'-mﬁ%-aay}glis is the most wed *0/ ot | T
intriguing offer I've had in eeady twenty years — . What the 8] Oi
hell, them+belisse\ I'll do it.”

Dickstein extended his hand across the restaurant table.
Papagopolous shook it.

A waitress brought a little bowl of Swiss chocolates for them to

- “ﬁ:l;’j with, the F‘“‘e?' eat with their coffee. Papagopolous took one, Dickstein refused.
-He-looked-thaughtiul-thea said, “We would have to open jy wus o 39‘,& INT

“Details,” Dickstein said. “Open an account for Savile Ship-
ping at your bank here. The Embassy wiil put funds in as they are
required. You report to me simply by leaving a written message
at the bank. The note will be picked up by someone from the
Embassy. 1f we need to mect and talk, we use the usual phone
numbers.”

“Agreed.”

“I'm glad we're In|businessfagain.” J“’}j' 1\%36‘\”

Papagopolous wasweet-letting-it-go-so-gaieidr—3 “Ship No. 2 “\w‘}‘“f""/ o
is a sister ship of the Coparelli ——1 think I can gashams guess 5 he mosed. S
what you’re up to. There’s one thing I'd like to know, sheovgh) ‘*{ﬂ*"“}k
sueh.i 1'm eertain you won't tell me. Whaf cargo will the 9'] Sufe { lﬁ\t hell
Coparelli be carryingl” — Wiagium

K¥oure-right - Bicksteim-said—Fwomt=

v
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Pyotr Tyrin looked gloomily at the Coparelli and said, “*She’s a
grubby old ship.”

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

*At least the mess decks aren’t in the foc’sie,” Tyrin muttered,
more or less to himself.

“She’s not thet old,” Rostov said.

Tyrin was surprised Rostov knew what he was talking about.
Rostov continually surprised him with sueh odd bits of knowl-
cdge.

From the rear seat of thercar Nik Bunin said, ““Is that the front
or the back of the boat?”

Rostoy and Tyrin looked at one anothey. ““The back,” Tyrin
said. “‘WFheyheve-a.quaint-neme-fordt~tthe stern.”

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

Of course, there was no question of his saying no te Rostov.

“We’ll get you on as radio operator, but you must take your
own eguipment as a fallback,” Rostov said.

Tyrin wondered how this was to be managed. His approach
wouid have been to find the ship’s radio man, knock him on the
head, throw him in the waterLand board the ship}seytnd, ““I hear
you need a new radio operator.” No doubt Rostov would be able
to come up with something a little more subtle je—presumablid
that was why he was a colonel ——
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The activity on deck had died down, and the Coparelli’s Y{p
engines were quiet. Five or six sailors came across the gangplank
in a bunch, laughing and shouting, and hecaded for the town. %&
Rostov said, “See which pub they go to, Nik.” Bunin got out of
the car and followed the sailors. (P /
Wateking him go| Fyrin-found-himsetldepressed by the scene: Tyfia walched z(v}w —
the figures crossing the wet concrete guay with their raincoat
collars turned up; the sounds of tugs hooting and men shouting
nautical instructions and chains winding and unwinding; the
stacks of pallets; the bare cranes like sentrics; the smell of engine
oil and ship’s ropes and salt spray —— it all-pat-him.ioe-marehin
aiad Of the Moscow flat, the chair in front of the paraffin heater,
salt fish and black bread, beer and vodkafand an evening of [ inthe “("3“‘*"”3
television __Ele was a¥se unable to share Rostov’s irrepressible of E ﬂ
cheerfulness about the way the operation was going. Once again
they had no idea where Dickstein was—even though they had not
exactly lost him{but-had-en-Restevis-orders| deliberately let him

@l Ie mode him ‘ﬂ\i'&kl

:ﬂ“l }“d/

go.LNew he was afraid of getting too close to Dickstein, of scaring 1{

the man off. “We’ll follow the Coparelli, and Dickstein will come

_ to us,” Rostov had said.JHassan had argued with him, but Rostov & YB,Si t I

had won, Fhewgh—he had no contribution to make to such Tyfiay Whe L

strategic discussions, ke-eig-think Rostov was prebably correcth‘M'*&“i ¥ 5

but also #ket he had no reason to be so confident-{- ﬁougk“’/ ol
“Your first job is to befriend the crew,”” Rostov said, interrupt- \

ing Tyrin’s thoughts. “You're a radio operator. You suffered a N

minor accident aboard your last ship, the Christtnas Rose—you N

departure of the ship.”

“Fine,” said Tyrin, though it was far from fine. Just Aow was he
to “befriend” these people? He was not much of an actor, in his
view. Would he have to play the part of a hearty hail-fellow-well-
met? Suppose the crew of this ship thought him a bore, a lonely

breke your arm—and you were discharged here in Cardiff to X
convalesce. You segeived an excellent compensation payment Y ‘3“*{
from the owners bmd are spending the money and having a good .\S ) \[ou (
time while it lasts. You say vaguely that you'll look for another h
job when your money runs out. You must discover two things: Qé
the identity of the radio man, and the anticipated date and time of Q

|
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e J"“‘/I man trying to attach himself to theis-ight-titsle group? What if “Christmas Rose,” Tyrin said. “She left me behind.” %j
L thengst plain did not like him . ? Unconstiowly he slmled “You're lucky.” ,éz)
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Bunin was.ceming back across the quay phenp-and Rostov said, | “kiy beoad Showld ¢f5. Eithes « broke my arm.’
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“Get in the back, let Nik drive.” Tyrin got out and held the door
for Nik. The young man’s face was streaming with rain. He
started the car) Tyrin got in.|As the car pulled away Rostov
turned around to speak to Tyrin in the back seat. **Here’s a
hundred pounds,” he said, and handed over a roll of banknotes.
“Don’t spend it too carefuily.”

Bunin stopped the car opposite a smail dockland pub on a
corner. A sign outside, flapping gently in the wind, read, “Brains
Beers.” A smoky yellow light glowed behind the frested-glass
windows. There werc)-Tysin-suppesed] worse places to be on a
day like this{;

“What nationality are the crew?’” he said suddenly.

“*Swedish,” Bunin said.

Tyrin’s false papers made him out to be Austrian. “What
language should I use with them?”

“All Swedes speak English,” Rostov told him‘&i moment of
silence@"Any more questions? [ want to get back te eus-frend
Hassan before he gets up to any mischief}" Rostov-added:

“No more questions.” Tyrin opened the car door.

Rostov said, “‘Speak to me when you get back to the hotel
tonight—no matter how late. [Foodtueid”’ i

Tyrin slammed the car doorjcrossed the road to the pub. As he
reached the entrance s=man came out, and the warm smell of beer
and tobacco engulfed Tyrin s He went inside.

It was a poky little place, with hard wooden benches around
the walls and plastic tables nailed to the floor. Four of the sailors

__-._'—____/_—‘

Wt would doity of ‘J’*""'k

wWeuld Ge some reason W

L ol plosist was T
\ Wi hust -

|

were playing darts in the comer,{\a fifth was at the bar calling out f

encouragement to them.

The barman nodded to Tyrin. “Good merning,” Tyrin said.
“A pint of lager, a large whiskey and a ham sandwich.”

The sailor at the bar turned around and nodded pleasantly.
Tyrin smiled. “Have you just made port?”

“Yes. The Coparelli,” the sailor replied.

212

X m‘;&mﬁ‘htdd‘\e

“S07?” said the Swedish sailor with a grinf “ycu can drink with
the other one.’

*I like that,” Tyrin said. “Let me buy you agdrink. What will it
be?” 2

of

1w

~9wo days later they were still drinking. There were changes in
the composition of the group as some sailors went on duty and
others came ashore; and there was a short period between four
a.M. and opening time when there was nowhere in the city, legal
orillegal, where one could buy a drink —__ but otherwise life was
one long pub crawl. Tyrin had forgotten how sailors could drink.
He was dreading the hangover. He was glad, ¢heugh, that he had
not got into a situation where he felt obliged to go with
prostitutes,“the Swedes were interested in women, but not in
whores. Tyrin would never have been able to convince his wife
that he had caught venereal disease in the service of Mother
Russia. The Swedes’ other vice was gambling. Tyrin had sews lost

.. about fifty pounds of KGB money at poker pad was so well in

i {:“ Yute .

[ [ "Gond tuck.’

{‘_‘r Tt wosld rat e
hk!. that T '\.c(gfs‘ll
weas To Sm\ on T '& oM

MDA ni b 1)
b“’tu.ﬁ ”‘* “zh

be abostd o ’

wita the crew of the Coparelii that the previous night he had been
invited aboard at two a.M. He had fallen asleep on the mess deck
and they had left him there until eight bells.

Yzmldmght It was now ten past eleven. The landlord of the pub was

moving about the room collecting glasses/ emptying ashtrays.

Tyrin was playing dominoes with Lars, the radio operator.

Aretuely Jley had abandoned the proper game and were now

competing to see who could stand the most blecks in a line
without knocking the lot down. Lars was very drunk,LTyr,m was
pretending +e-be. He was also very frightened about what he had
to do in a few minutes’ timeland-skeptical-of-tts-ontcomd.

The landlord called out, “Time, gentlemen, please! Thank you
very much.”

Tyrin knocked his dominoes down, and laughed. Lars said,
“You see—I amni ssteadier alcoholic than you.”

The other crew were leaving. Tyrin and Lars stood up. Tyrin
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put his arm around Lars’s shoulders and/staggered aith-him out
into the street.
The night air was cool and damp.[}'rom now on he had to stay

very close to Lars {wdds] oped(Bunin get his timing right, he And thea: kcpc Fo
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He began talking, fast] asking questions about Lars’s home and
familyl keeping the two of them a few yards behind the main
group of sailors.

They passed a blonde woman in a microskirt. She touched her
left breast. “‘Hello, boys, fancy a cuddie?”

Not tonight, swectheart, Tyrin thought{and kept walking.
He must not Jet Lars stop and chat —_ timing, it was the timing.
Nik, where are you—f—? =

There. They approached a dark blue Ford Capri 2000 parked at
the roadside with its lights out. As the interior light flashed on
and off Tyrin glimpsed the face of the man at the wheel{ Nik
Bunin. Tyrin took a flat white cap from his pocket and put 1t on,
the signal that Bunin was to go ahead. When the sailors had
passed on the car started up and moved away in the opposite
direction.

Not long now.

A“T have a fiancée ——.” [Lars-was-mumblingf

Oh, no, don’t start that.

Lars giggled. ““She has . . . hot pants.”

‘ﬁou going to marry her?”’ Tyrin was peering aheadéistening,
talking only to keep Lars close.

£ “What for?" eaid-the-faithful-bass

“Is she faithful?”

“Better be or I slit her throat.”

“I thought Swedish people believed in free love " Tyrin
was saying anything that camctte-sind——i

“Free love, yes e gut she better be faithful.”

“I see.”

“I can explain . . . fust-adittie-fosgy——y "

Come on, Nik{ get it(svepwith . . .

One of the sailors in the group stopped to urinate in the gutter/,
-while'ghe others stood around making ribald remarks}iaughing‘

%Lf‘ k.;“td .
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Tyrin wished the man would hurry up—the timing, the timing—
but he seemed as if he would go on forever.

At last he ﬁm’shcd{they all walked on.

Tyrin heard a car.

He tensed/ Lars said, “What’s matter?”

“Nothing.” Tyrin saw the headlights. The car was moving
steadily toward them in the middle of the road. The sailors moved
onto the sidewalk to get out of its way. It wasn’t right, it shouldn’t !/ s
be like this, it wouldn’t work this way — suddenly Tyrin was - | & / he
confused fpanielef—thenfsaw the outline of the car more clearly asd panie-sFricken A
as it passed beneath a street light, and he realized it was not the
one he was waiting for, it was a patrolling police car. It went
harmlessly by.

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

A

%
%
R

Land
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Now. o
Come
They wegre halfway acros,sn‘Z ©

A car came -fut~##¢ arourd a corner and into the square, teating
headlights blazing. Tyrin tightened his grip on Lars’s shoulder.
The car was veering wildly.

“Drunk driver,” Lars said thickly.

It was a Ford Caprif wung tz;ward RelotnenICH SO el [{h-
front., They stopped laughing and scattered out of its way,
shouting curses. The car turned away, then screeched around and
accelerated dead straight fer Tyrin and Lars. & ,/

“Look@) Tyrin yelled. Rowarn> -

When the car was almost on top of them he pulled Lars to one
side, jerking the man off balance, and threw himself sideways.

There was a stomach-turning thud, followed by a scream and
crash of breaking glass. The car went by.

It’s done, Tyrin thought{:IEIe scrambled to his feet and looked
for Lars.

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

Lars groaned.
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‘,) He's alive, Tyrin though(/'l‘hank God.

ﬂ he presmed The car braked. One of its headlights had gone out—the one
A A that he-psesssmed had hit Largl It coasted, as if the driver were
“A hesitating. Then it gathered speed and, one-eyed, Ldlsappeared
T into the night.

© Tyrin bent over Lars led the other sailors gathered around,
ﬂ speaking ex¢iteddy-ik Swedish. Tyrin touched Lars’s leg. He

yelled out in pain.

I think his leg is broken, ™ Tvrin said. Thank God that's all.

Lights were going on in some of the buildings around the
square. One of the officers said something, and a rating ran off

LTkzrz was M/ toward a house presumably to call for an ambulanceL!\}(ore rapid
dialogue and another went off in the direction of the dock.
"'“1'/ Lars was bleeding, #heugh not too heavily. The officer bent
over him. He would not altow anyone to touch his leg.
/ The ambulance arrived within minutes, but it seemed forever
© ﬂ to Tyrin+he had never killed a man, and he did not want to stert
HOW.

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

@1 “Yes prd”

ﬂ ; lTkiva [Eo‘““ “You qeem%o"have saved his hfe[’

9—[ H Fyrin “t~answes-as he got into the ambulance with the
officer.
Q They sped&aw through the wet streets, the flashing blue light

on the roof casting an unpleasant glow over the buildings. Tyrin
sat in the back, unable to look at Lars or the officer, unwilling to
) look out of the windows like a tourist, not knowing where to
“"k"‘d/ direct his eyes. He had done many wnsevess things in the service
of his country and Colone! Rostov—he had taped the conversa-
tions of lovers for blackmail, he had shown terrorists how to
make bombs, he had helped capture people whe would later be
tortured—but he had never been forced to ride in the ambulance
with his victim. He did not like it.
They arrived at the hospital. The ambulance men carried the
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And, suddenly, the rush was over. They had nothing to do but
worry. Tyrin was astonished to look at the plain electric clock on
the hospital wall and see that it was not yet midnight. It seemed 2)
hours since they had left the pub.

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

stretcher inside. Tyrin and the officer were shown where to wait. ?SE

weeks.” . He ﬂ
Relief/ Tysin-realized he was shaking with-t. [ Hooded lyein /
The officer said, “Our ship sails in the mornmg—:L e

“Faatrard e won’t be on it,” the doctor said. *“Is your captain a1
on his way here?”

“I sent for him.” IT §7

“Fine{” the doctor petey turned and left. (OLIAN

The captain arrived at the same time as the police. He spoke to
the officer in Swedish while a young sergeant took down Tyrin’s
vague description of the car.

Afterward the captain approached Tyrin, ““#-seems you saved | believe

Lars from a much worse accident.”

Tyrin wished people would stop saying that. “I tried to pull him
out of the wayjbut he fell __..he was very drunk—‘- /5\ G’( ‘ir» OI
“Horst hcrc says you are between ships.”

“Yes, sir.’ ﬂ L

M@% Jouare a fully qualified radio operator?”
“Yes, sir.’ gn
“I need a replacement forhars We-tave-no-timeio-seek &'
~etsewhere Would you like to sail with us in the morning?” ﬂ

v

Pierre Borg said, “I'm pulling you out.’ / He
Dickstein whitened][stared at his boss. L
LT want you to come back to Tel Aviv and run the operation kﬁmf:] taid»
from the office.” '/
S ouare-erazy- Dickskein said, 10“ »
30 and {rmk Yculk\f .
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They stood beside the lake at Zurich. It was crowded with
boats, their muiticolored sails flapping prettily in the Swixs
sunshine. Borg said, ““No arguments, Nat.”

“No arguments, Pierre. I won’t be puiled out. Finish.”

“I’'m ordering you.”

*“And I'm telling you to go-te-hek.”

“Look}:—]—Borg took a deep breath—{—“égur plan is complete.
The only flaw in it is that you’ve been compromisedf The
opposition knows you're working, and they’re trying to find you
and screw up whatever it is you're doing. You can still run the
project —_. all you have to do is ¥eee your face wut-ef-.”

“No,” Dickstein said. “This isn’t the kind of project where you
can sit in an office and push all the buttons to make it go. It’s too
complcx,[too many variables. I have to be in the field myself to
make guiek decisions .. "*Dickstein stopped himself tatking and
began to think . Why do [ want to do it myself? Am I really
the only man in Israel who can pull this off? Is it just that I want
the glory brreh~={

Borg voiced his thoughts. “Don’t try to be a herc, Nat. Yeu're
too smart for that, ¥owussumivedtoe-dong-forthat——] You're a
i I follow orders4-"

Dickstein shook his head. “You eught+e know better than to
take that line with me. Remember how Jews fee! about people
who always follow orders?”

“All right, so you were in a concentration camp—that doesn’t
give you the right to do whatever the hell you like for the rest of
your lifeA"

Dickstein waved-sisr-eff. “You can stop me. You can withdraw
gesruce Q support. But you also won't get your p#eeiess uranium, because
‘feﬂ/ ﬂ Erﬁ*“b‘&°“‘-/ I'm not going to brief anyone else-ea how Fve-plannedto-dott.”
L"‘}w bastued, vyou mean R Borg stared at him.£

Dickstein watched Borg's expression. He had once had the
embarrassing experience of seeing Borg have a row with his
teenage son Dan. The boy had stood there, sullenly confident,
while Borg tried to explain that going on pecace marches was
disloyal to father, mother, country and God, until Borg had
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strangled himself with his own inarticulate rage. Dan, like
Jimself, had learned how to refuse to be bullied, and Borg would Dickstein N
never quite know how to handle people who could not be bullied. ¢

The script now called for Borg to go red in the face pte}begin to m\cll (,p.?

yell e Suddenly Dickstein realized that this was not going to
happen} Borg was remaining calm. Bicksiein-didnt-like-it.
Borg pven-allowsd-himself-a-smilet “Nat} I believe you're

81
seiled dlyly Gad SM

siant—het [ Suza was private, in a compartment siedyehasme!

separate from the rest of his life, and now Borg had-invaded-#. Wat drayging hes out
: : and kbld.‘nﬂ Res up to
public \‘i\t,w ¢ Jusk Yook

No’

Cawht ““h”h“':” “¥ouwsemisinformed " Dickstein said tonelessly.
I ines,” Borg said. “She’s a8 Arab, herS|¥ © :tﬂl ,' :
tmbarrasiment; and the ues Aoy |

father’s politics are pro-Arab, she travels all over the world in her

cover jab tg have opportunity for contacts, and the agent Yasif
Hassan, w you In Luxembourg, is a friend of the family.” ‘95““‘ { '
Dickstein turned to face &#m. “That’s all?” " Boru, shudin %o clasc,

’
Wit the budk fo you

?
LM!«» ' gﬁ_ *
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PR

fieecely iwto 3:“3‘3.
ey, b 5&31" h"’;"j
by} :e}c.'&w‘t', . 1’“
Daketein, shouted,"No!

“All? LYou’d shoot people on that much evidence!™

“Not people I know.”

“Has she gotten any information out of you?"

He-sefused to. dicnifid

“You’re getting angry because you know you’ve made a [
mistake+” o

D ——

Dickstein turned away/looked across the lake, struggling to M\A[
make himself calm~—\Lragc was Borg’s act, not his. #ieeHly he said, Ol Abter ﬁl°"J f‘*“"’/
“Yes, I'm angry because I've made a mistake. I should have told
you about her[ not the other way around. I-sas understand how it 3 } ‘ﬂ ’
smight (2e) to you—" n.vsf{ @
“Seem? You mean you don’t believe she’s an agent?”
~ “Have you checked through Cairo?” -
L You talk as if Cairo was my intelligence service. 1 can’t just 6”3 Jave & qusc/ @
call and ask them to look her up in their files while I hold the litle ‘“‘3"“ l\
line4-" ol o
“But you've got a very good double agent in Egyptian el
Intelligence.”
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“How can he be good? Everybody seems to know about him.”
“Stop playing games] since the Six-Day War even the newspa-
pers say you have good doubles in Egypt. The point is, you
haven’t checked her.”
Borg held up both hands, palms outward, in ap-apparesi
gesture of appeasement. “Okay, I'm going to check her with
Cairo. It will take a little time. Meanwhile, you’re going to write
a report giving all details of your scheme and I'm going to put
other agents on the job.”
Dickstein thought of Al Cortonc and Andre Papagopoious{
neither of them would do what held] agreed to do for anyone
-exeept-Nat Dickstein w—_ “It won’t work, Pierre,” he said
quietly, ““You’ve got to have that uranium, and I'm the only one
who can get it for you.”
“And if Cairo confirms lter to be an agent?”
Zf(hc answer will be negative.” He-had-to_helicve-that.
“But if it's not?”
“Yeu'll kill her, I suppese.”
\  “Oh, no.” Bo inted a finger at Dickstein’s nosel “Oh, no,

wm‘r] D;'du"t;a‘ ,j‘_ L,f st:zsana B g polnte & cste {
/i cliberate slowness, Dickstein took hold of Borg’s wrist
and removed the pointing finger from in front of his face. There
was only the faintest perceptible tremor in his voice as he said,

“Yes,)I will kill her.” And. sight-afies—that,-Pierre Borg-and

Bimiselt, (f << é@
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@ I T4E BARd' at Heathrow AirportjRostov ordered another round of ‘
drinks and decided to take a gamble on Yasif IHassan. The
problem, still, was how to stop Hassan telling all he knew to an
Israeli double agent in Cairo. Rostov and Hassan were both going
back for interim debriefing so a decision reeded to be made

Ty
«.,?»@
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David

‘\gﬁf_’____,_

+mmeditely. Rostov epted-for-diselosure-to-Hessam—oat-the-seme
sme-trvoking. his  desire-te~be—corsitered-a-profesttomat. The

alternative was to provoke him, and just now he needed him as an
ally, not a suspicious antagonist.

. message.

TO: Colonel David Rostov via London Residency
FROM: Moscow Center

DATE: 3 September 1968

Comrade Colonel:

We refer to your signal g/35-21a, requesting further informa-
tion concerning each of four ships named in our signal r/35-21.

The motor vessel Siromberg, 2500 tons, Dutch ownership and
registration, has recently changed hands. She was purchased for
DM 1,500,000 by one Andre Papagopelous, a ship broker, on
behalf of the Savile Shipping Corporation of Liberia.

Savile Shipping was incorporated on 6 August this year at the
New York office of Liberian Corporation Services, Inc., with a
share capital of five hundred dollars. The shareholders are Mr.
Lee Chung, a New York lawyer, and a Mr. Robert Roberts,
whose address is care of Mr. Chung’s office. The three directors
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were provided in the usual way by Liberian Corporation Services,
and fresigned the day after the company was ssgamzed, again in
the usual way. The aforementioned Papagopolous weas then
asmed president and chief executive.

. Savile Shipping has also bought the motor vessel Gif Humition,
%}7&9/ 1500 tons, for £80.000.
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Our people in New York have interviewed Chung. He says that
“Mr. Roberts” came into his office from the street, gave no
address and paid his fee in cash. He appeared to be an
Englishman. The detailed description is on file here, but it is not

-partientasly helpful.

Papagopolous is known to us. He is a wealthy international
businessman of indeterminate nationality. Shipbroking is his
principal activity. He is believed to operate close to the fringes of
the law. We have no address for him. There is considerable
material in his file /much of ifspeculative. He is believed to have
done business with Israeli Intelligence in 1948, Nevertheless, he
has no known political affiliation.

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

Hassan gave the sheet of paper back to Rostov. “How do they
getlall thisﬁ"

Rostov began tearing the signal into shreds. "“It’s all on file
somewhere or other. The sale of the Stromberg would have been
notified to Lloyd’s of London., Someone from our consulate in
Liberia would have gotten the details on Savile Shipping from
public records in Monrovia. Our New York people got Chung’s
address out of the phone book, and Papagopolous was on file in
Mascow. None of it is secret, except the Papagopolous file. st
knowing where to go toask the questions. The squirrels specialize
in thay, It’s all they do.”

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

“I expect we’re working on it.”

“Suggest it yourself. It won’t do you any harm. You might even
get the job of setting it up[ which could help your career.”

222

Hassan nodded. “Perhaps I will.”

Fresh drinks arrivedv-%‘vodka for Rostov,
Rostov was pleased that Hassan was responding well to his
friendly overtures. He examined the cinders in the ashtray to
make sure the signal had burned completely.

[:“You’re assuming Dickstein 1s behind the Savile Shipping
Corporation.”

“Yes.”

%Vhat will we do about the Stromberg?”
kRastov emptied his glass and set it on the table. “My guess is he
wants the Stromberg so he can get an exact layout of the
(Coparemm “

“It will be an expensive blueprint.”

“He can sell the ship again. However, he may also use the

Siromberg in the hijack of the Coparelli — theugh-as-yet-Frmr

net-elear how/-—."

“Will you put a man ahoard the Stroméberg, like Tyrin on the
Coparelli?”

“No point #a1¢. Dickstein is sure to get rid of the old crew and
fill the ship with Israelisailors. I'll have to think of somethingelse.”

“Do we know where the Stromberg is now?” '

“I've asked the squirrels. They’ll have an answer by the time I
get to Moscaw.”

Hassan's flight was e called. He stood up. “We meet in
Luxembourg?”’

‘zI’ll let you know. Listen, there’s something ['ve got to say. Sit
down again.”

Hassan sat down.

“When we started to work together on Dickstein I was very

hostile to you. I regret that now, I'm apologizing[ But I must tell 3

you there was a reason for it. You see, Cairo isn’t secure. It's
certain there are double agents in the Egyptian Intelligence
apparatus. What I was concerned about—and still am—is that
adbatgyer you report to your superiors will get back, via a double
agent, to Tel Aviv| Fhat-witl-enrabld Dickstein felknow how close
we are paove-him-i6] take evasive action.”
“I appreciate your frankness.”
223
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JOf.eatrseyomde, Rostov thought / Mlové{it — “However,
you are now completely in the picture, and what we must discuss
is how to prevent the information you have in your possession
~from getting back to Tel Aviv.”

L“What do you suggest?”

“Well ; u’Il bf-eonrsd have to tell what we’ve found out Iput I
want you to be as vague as possible aboutLdetatis Don’t offer
names, times, places. When you're pushed, complain about me,
say I've refused to let you share all the information. Don’t talk to
anyone except the people you're obliged to report to. In
particular, tell nobody about Savile Shipping, the Stromberg, or
the Coparelli. As for Pyotr Tyrin being aboard the Coparelli—try
to forget it."”

Hassan looked fimderstandsiid worried. “What's left to tell?”

“A-geed-dent— Dickstein, Euratom, uranium, the meeting
with Pierre Borg . . . Wu.fuiend) you’ll be a hero in Cairo it you
tell half the story.”

Hassan was not convinced. “I’ll be as frank as you. If I do this
your way, my report will Jaerdly be as impressive as yours.”

Rostov gave a wry smile. “‘Is that seely unfair?”’

*No,” Hassan conceded, “you deserve most of the credit-/—”

“Besides, nobody but the two of us will know how different the
reports are, And m-tha-erd you're going to get ali the credit you
needjb-assure.yod.”’

“All right,” Hassan said laraty] “T'll be es vague as-possivte”
—.—rinctudiﬁg_mntt‘wﬂhmw&hka_mmm

was-careful-mor-to-snite—-—let-Rostov-continue-te-think-him-e
fooiﬂ&wou%d—ge—aieﬂg-fgxnki&mam

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

“Any plans?”

“I’ll try to take a few days on the coast with Mariya and the
boys. We've a dacha in the Riga Bay.”

“Sounds nice.”
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“It’s pleasant there—but not as warm as where you're going, of
course. Where will you head for—Alexandria?”’

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

And -absupily- Rostovf=-the—nrampuiator~fhad the peculiar
feeling that peshaps Yasif Hassan was lying.

v

Franz Albrecht Pedler’s el life was ruined when Germany lost
the war. At the age of fifty, a career officer in the Wehrmacht, he

was suddenly homeless, penniless and unemployed [\If[e started L

again,

He became a salesman for a French dye manufacturer-{-small
cemmission, no salary. In 1946 there were few customers, but by
1951 German industry was rebuilding and when at last things
began to look up Pedler was in a good position to take advantage
of the new opportunities. He opened an office in Wiesbaden, a
rail junction on the right bank of the Rhine that promised to

. develop into an industrial center. His product list grew,[§o did his

tally of customers{ soon he was selling soaps as well as dyes, and
he gained entry to the U.S. bases, which at the time administered
that pestien of occupied Germany. He had learned, during the
diffiealt years, to be an opportunist: if a U.S. Army procurement
officer wanted disinfectant in pint bottles, Pedler would buy
disinfectant in ten-gallon drums, pour the stuff from the drums
into secondhand bottles in a rented barn, put on a label saying
“F. A. Pedler’s Special Disinfectant™ and resel]l at a siee profit.
From buying in bulk and repackaging it was not a very big step
to buying ingredients and manufacturing. The first barrel of F. A.
Pedler’s Special Industrial Cleanser—never called simply
“soap”—was mixed in the same rented barn and sold to the U.S.
Air Force for use by aircraft maintenance enginecrs{& the late
Fifties Pedler read a book about chemical warfare and prececded
to win a big defense contract to supply a range of solutions
designed to neutralize various kinds of chemical weaponf.
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F. A. Pedler had become a military supplier, small but secure
and profitable. The rented barn had grown into a small complex
of single-story buildings. Franz married again—his first wife had
been killed in the 1944 bombing—and fathered a child. But he
was still an opportunist at heart, and when he heard about a small
mountain of uranium ore going cheap, he smelled a profit.

The uranium belonged to a Belgian company called Société
Générale de la Chimie. Chimie was one of the corporations which
ran Belgium’s African colony, the Belgian Congo, a country rich
in minerals. After the 1960 pullout Chimie stayed on; but,
knowing that those who did not walk out would eventually be
thrown out, the company expended all its efforts to ship home as
much raw material as it could before the gates slammed shut.
Between 1g6o and 1965 it accumulated a large stockpile of
yellowcake at its refinery- near the Dutch border. Sadly for
Chimie, a nuclear test ban treaty was ratified in the meantime,
and when Chimie was finally thrown out of the Congo there were
few buyers for uranium. The yelloweake sat in a silo, tying up
scarce capital.

F. A. Pedler did not actually use very much uranium in the
manufacture of their dyes.lFranz;l}‘}’owever!loved a gambile of this
sort: the price was low, he could make a little money by having
the stuff refined, and if the uranium market improved—as he-felt
it was kleely to sooner or later—he would make a big capital
profit. So he bought hirmsed some.

¥e-bis-surprisa} Nat Dickstein liked Pedler right away. The
German was a sprightly seventy-three-year-old who still had all
his hair and the twinkle in his eye. They met on a Saturday.
Pedler wore a {oud sports jacket and fawn trousers, spoke good
English with an American accent and gave Dickstein a glass of
Sekt, the local champagne.

They werelefeoansse wary of each other at first. Afterall, they
had fought on opposite sides in a war which had been cruel to

them both. But Dickstein had always beli¢ved that theenemywas

not se~mweh Germuny ae~Marim, and he was eeprcbrmed that
Pedler might be uneasy. It seemei(Pedler-fek-{h&mwa‘y.
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appointment. His call had been accepted eagerly. The local
Israeli consul had alerted Pedler that Mr. Dickstein, a senior
army procurement officer with a large shopping list, was on his
way, Pedler had suggested a short tour of the factory on Saturday
morning, when it would be empty, followed by funch at his home.

If Dickstein had been s-esnvestionai-enstomer he would have
been put off by the tour: the factory was no gleaming model of

Dickstein had called from his hotel in Wiesbaden to make an TE@

German efficiency/but rashes a straggling collection of old huts “

and cluttered yards with a pervasive huapleasent-arom.

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

The situation was peculiar. Dickstein had to play the role of a
buyer and be dubious and noncommittal while the seller wooed
him, whereas in reality as hoping to seduce Pedler into a
relationship the German would be unable or unwilling to sever. It

 was Pedler’s uranium he wanted, but he was not going to ask for

iy. Instead he would try to maneuver Pedicr into a position where
he was dependent upon Dickstein for his livelihood.

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

The window overlooked the valley. Down below, the river was
wide and slow, with a narrow road running alongside it. Small
gray houses with white shutters clustered in small groups along
the banks, and the vineyards sloped upward to the Pedlers’ house
and beyond it to the treeline. If cae were going to live in a cold
country, Dickstein thought, this would do nicely.
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“Well, what do you think?" said Pedler.

“About the view, or the factory?”

Pedler smiled and shrugged. **Both.”

“The view is magnificent] the factory is smaller than I
expected.”

Pedler lit a cigarette. He was a heavy smoker%ucky to have
lived so long}-he-efterrthough]. “Small?”

“Perhaps I should explain what I'm looking for.”

“Please.™

Dickstein launched into his story. **Right now the Army buys
cleaning materials from a variety of suppliers — detergents
from one, ordinary soap from another, solvents for machinery
from someone else and so ferth. We're trying to cut costs, and
perhaps we can do this by taking our entire business in this area to
one manufacturer.” -

Pedler’s eyes widened. “That is . .
. . a tall order.”
“I'm afraid it may be too tall for you,” Dickstein said, thinking |
dont PEFOC-wiR- ey

“Not necessarily — Jhe only reason we haven’t got that kind
of bulk manufacturing capacity is simply that we’ve never had this
scale of business. We certainly have the managerial and technical
knowhow, and with a large firm order we could get finance to
expand . . . it all}-ef-eourse] depends on the figures —"

Dickstein picked up his briefcase from #®eside his chair and
opened it. “*Here are the specifications fer the products,” he said,
handing Pedler a list. “Plus the quantities required and the time
scale. You’ll want br-epportunityLassume] to consult with your
directors and do your Aguses—"

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

*“I was told you were a good man to work with.”” Dickstein said.

“There are some advantages to being a small company.”™

." He fumbled for a phrase

(%1

Frau Pedler came in from the kitchen and -apaeunced-ihat
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excited-te-cat—
L 4

My darling Suza,

I have never written a love letter before. 1 don’t bekeve I ever
called anyone darling until now. I must tell you, it feels very
good.

I am alone in a strange town on a cold Sunday afternoon. The
town is quite pretty, with s«ead.manx parks.”n fact I'm sitting in
one of them now, writing to you with a leaky ballpoint pen and
some vile green stationery, the only kind I could get. My bench is
beneath a curious kind of pagoda with a circular dome and Greck
columns all abert in a circle—likefthe kind of summer house you
might find in an English country garden designed by a Victorian
eccentric. In front of me is a flat lawn dotted with poplar trees,
and in the distance I can hear a brass band playing something by
Edward Elgar. The park is full of people with children and
footballs and dogs.

I don’t know why I'm telling you all this. What I really want to

. say is+het I love you and I want to spend the rest of my life with

you. 4-beliewe [ knew that a couple of days after we met. I
hesitated to tell you, not because I wasn’t sure. but — (Well, if
you want to know the truth, I thought it might scare you off. I
belisue you love me, but I also know that you are twenty-five,
that love comes easily to you (I'm the opposite way), and that

love shat comes easily may go sha-some-way ____ So | thoughtj'a-H-

before you ask her to say, orever,LNow that we've been apart for
so many weeks I'm ne longer capable of such deviousness. I just
have to tell you how it is with me. Forever is what I want, and you
might as well know it now.

I'm a changed man. I know that sounds trite, but when it
happens to you it isn’t trite at all, geie the opposite. Life looks
very different to me now, in several ways—some of which you
know about, others I'li tell you one day. Even this is different,
this being alone in a strange place with nothing to do until
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Monday. Not that I mind it, particularly, But before, I wouldn’t
even have thought of it as something I might like or dislike.
Before, there was nothing I'd@refeDto do. Now there is always
something I'd prefes+e do, and you’re the person I'd praferts do
it to —. I mean with yem, not to — well, cither, or both. I'm
going to have to get off that subject, it’s making me fidget.

I'll be gone from here in a couple of days, don’t know where
I'm going next, don’t know-—and this is the worst part—don’t
even‘know when I'll see you again. But when I do, bclieve me,
I’'m not going to eHew you out of my sight for at-teastten or
fifteen years.

None of this sounds how it’s supposed to sound. I want to tell
you how I feel, and I can’t put it into words. I want you to know
what it’s like for me to picture your face many times every day, to

see a slender girl with black hair} and e hopeLagamst all reasonh

that somehow she might be you, to imagine all the time what you
might say about a view, a newspaper article, a small man with a
large dog, a pretty dressj I want you to know how, when I get into
bed alone, Ifache with the need to touch you,

I love you ~e& much.

N. <7

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

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

Dickstein kept his face impassive. @edler continued: “The
prices, which T'll give you in a moment, are conditional. We need
a five-year contract. We will guarantee prices for the first twelve
months}after that they may be varied in accordance with an index
of world prices of certain raw materials. And there’s a cancella-
tion pcnalty amounting to ten percent of the value of one year's

supply.”

mf/ Pedler sald “Well, 1 think we can accommodate you.”
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Dickstein wanted to say, ‘“Done!” and shake hands on the
deal, but he reminded himself to continue to play his part, —
“Ten percent is sethes stiff.”

“It’s not excessive,” Pedler argued. “It certainly would not
recompense us for our losses if you did cance]}?ut it atdeast must
be large enough to deter you from canceling except under very
compeiling circumstances,”

“I see that ——but we may suggest a smaller percentage.”

Pedler shrugged “Everything is negotiable. Here are the
prices.”

Dickstein studied the list, then said, “This is\--!»must-—ﬁey{ close
to what we're looking for."

“Does that mean we have a deal?”

[“No, it means that I think we can do business.”

Pedler beamed. ““In that case,™ he said, *‘let’s have a real drink.
Waiter!”

When the drinks came Pedler raised his glass in a toast. “To
many years of business together.”

“T’ll drink to that,” Dickstein said. As he raised his glass he was
thinking: buelky-Rierreryour-least-favorite-pirmte-scens-to-hare

v

Life at sea was uncomfortable, but st¥not as bad as Pyotr
Tyrin had expected. In the Soviet Navy, ships had been run on
the principles of unremitting hard work, harsh discipline and bad
food. The Coparelli was very different. The captain, Eriksen,
asked only for safety and good seamanship, and even there his
standards were not remarkably high. The deck was swabbed
occasionally, but nothing was ever polished or painted. The food
was quite geod, and Tyrin had the advantage of sharing a cabin
with the cook. In theory Tyrincould be called upon at any hour of
the day or night to send radio signals, but in practice all the traffic
occurred during the normal working day so he even got his eight
hours sleep every night. it was a comfortable regimen, and Pyotr
Tyrin was concerned about comfort.
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o-shiphirmmever-hekl-no-camiod) She was a bitch. As soon
as they rounded Cape Wrath and left The Minch and the North
Sea she began to pitch and roll like a toy yacht in a gale. Tyrin felt
waekehedly seasick, but-of eonrse-was.obliges to conceal it— he
was supposed to be a sailor. Fortunately this occurred while the
cook was busy in the galley and Tyrin was not needed in the radio
room, so he was able to lie tlat on his back in his bunk until the
WOrSt was over,

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

Tyrin's radio gear was in his sea-bag, well protected by

polythene and canvasand some Sweatersilfie could not}!however,\

set it up and operate it in his cabin, where the cook or anyone else
might walk in. He had already made routine radio contact with

Moscow on the ship’s radiolduring a quietbut nonetheless tense h

moment when nobody was listening; but he needed something
safer and more reliable.

Tyrin was a nest-building man. Whereas Rostov would move
from embassy to hotel room to safe house without noticing his
environment, Tyrin liked to have a base, a place where he could
feel comfortable /familiar and secure. On static surveillance, the
kind of assignment he preferred, he would always find a large
easy chair to place in front of the window[anclLsit at the telescope
for hours, perfectly content with his bag of sandwiches, his bottle
of soda and his thoughts. 5
< Here on the Coparelli, he had found a place to nest.&ixploring
the ship in daylight, he had discovered a little labyrinth of stores
up in the bow beyond the for’ard hatch. The naval architect had
put them there merely to fill a space between the hold and the
prow. The main store was entered by a semiconcealed door down
a flight of steps. It contained some tools, several drums of grease
for the cranes and—inexplicably—a rusty old lawn mower.
Several smaller rooms opened off the main one-£some containing
ropes, bits of machinery and decaying cardboard boxes of nuts
and boltsJ others empty but for insects. Tyrin had never seen
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anyone enter the area—stuff that was used was stored aft, where 24

«S‘@g\

it was needed.

He chose a moment when darkness was falling and most of the
crew and officers were at supper. He went to his cabin, picked up
his sea-bag and climbed the companionway to the deck. He tosk
a flashlight from a lecker below the bridge but did not yet switch
it on.

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

Cold spray fell on him, and as the Coparelli executed her
notorious roll he had to grab the rail with both hands to avoid
being swept overboard. At times she shipped water—not much,
but enough to soak into Tyrin’s sea boots and freeze his feet. He
ferventlghoped‘that he would never find out what she was like in
a real gale.

He was miserably wet and shivering when he reached the bow

|

. and entered the littleLstore. He closed the door behind him,

switched on his flashlight and made his way through the assorted
junk to one of the small rooms off the main store. He closed that
door behind him tooj(took off his oilskin, rubbed his hands on his
sweater to dry and warm them some, then opened his bag. He put
the transmitter in a corner, lashed it to the bulkhead with a wire
tied through rings in the deck, and wedged it with a cardboard
box.

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

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

When he reached Moscow hc made: Checking secondary
transmiitter.

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

Tyrin made: Standing by, but hurry.

The message came: Keep your head down until something
happens. Rostov.

Tyrin made: Understood. Over and out. Without waiting for
their sign-off he disconnected his wires and restored the ship’s
cables to normal. The business of twisting and untwisting bare
wires, even with insulated pliers, was time-consuming and not
very safe. He had some quick-release connectors among his
equipment in the ship’s radio room! file would pocket a few and
bring them here next time to speed up the process.

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

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

He had company.

The overhead light was on, casting restless shadows with its
yellow glow. In the center of the storeroom, sitting against a
grease drum with his legs stretched out before him, was a young
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sailor. He looked up, just as startled as Tyrin and—Tyrin realized
from his face—just as guilty.

Tyrin recognized him. His name was Ravlo. He was about
nineteen years old, with pale blond hair and a thin white face. He
had not joined in the pub-crawls in Cardiff, yet he often looked
hung over, with dark discs under his eyes and a distracted air.

Tyrin said, “What are you doing here?”” And then he saw,

Ravlo had rolled up his left sieeve past the elbow. On the deck
between his legs were a phial, a watch-glass and a small
waterproof bag. In his right hand was a hypodermic syringe, with
which he was about to inject himself.

Tyrin frowned. “Are you diabetic?”

Ravlo’s face twisted] he gave a dry, humorless laugh.

“An addict,” Tyrin said, understanding. He did not know
much about drugs, but he knew that what Ravlo was doing could
get him discharged at the next port of call. He began to relax a
little. This could be handled.

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

~men stared at one another, each understanding that the other

was doing something he needed to hide.

Tyrin said, “We-wilt-RerpTach otheriesecereis.”

Ravio gave the rwisted smile and the dry, humorless laugh
again; then he Jooked away from Tyrin, down at his arm, and he
stuck the needle into his flesh.

v

The exchange between the Coparelli and Moscow was picked
up and recorded by a British-kasedligence listening station. Since it
was in standard KGB code, they were able to decipher it. But all
it told them was that someone aboard a ship—they did not know
which ship—was checking his secondary transmitter, and some-
body called Restev—the name was not on any of their files—
wanted him to keep his head down. Nobody could make any
sense of it, so they opened a file titled **Rostov’” and put the
signal in the file and forgot about it.
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WHEN HE HaD finished his interim debriefing in Cairo, Hassan
asked permission to go to Syria to visit his parents in the refugee
camp. He was given four days. He took a plane to Damascus and
a taxi to the camp. «

“1 He did not visit his parents. %

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

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

Hassan felt helpless—and something more. At first he thought
that the fecling was due to his being so completely in the hands of
these boys, his life dependent on their knowledge and courage.
But later, when they had left him and he was alone on a country
road trying to get a lift, he realized that this journey was a kind of
regression. For years now he had been a European banker, living
in Luxembourg with his car and his refrigerator and his television
set. Now, suddenly, he was walking in sandals along the dusty
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Palestine roads of his youth( P{o car, no jet; an Arab again, a O

peasant, a second-class citizen in the country of his birth. None ef

-his reflexes would work here—it was not possible to solve a

problem by picking up a phone or pulling out a credit card or
calling a cab. He felt like a child, a pauper and a fugitive ali at the
same time.

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

“To Nablus?" he shouted.

“Jump in.”

The driver was a heavy man whose forearms bulged with
muscle as he heaved the truck around bends at top speed. He
smoked ail the time. He must have been certain there would not
be another vehicle in the way all night, driving as he did on the
crown of the road and never using the brake. Hassan could have
uscd some sleep, but the driver wanted to talk. He told Hassan
that the Jews were good rulers, business had prospered since they
occupied Jordan, but of course the land must be free one day.

. Half of what he said was insincere, no doubt; but Hassan could

not tell which half.

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

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

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

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

He went in.

There were four or five people asleecp on the floor. One of
them, a woman, opened her eyes, saw him and sat up instantly,
her hand under the pillow reaching for what might have been a
gun.

“What do you want?”

Hassan spoke the name of the man who commanded the
Fedayeen.

v

_ _Mahmoud had lived not far from Yasif Hassan when they were

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

Lﬁuf‘ ﬁ LJ‘“{ Mahmoud}-h@w«eveﬂ was possessed by a,{rage that would allow

otht¢ than

{ is\\‘t' {

4

him to do nething exeept fight for the liberation of his homeland.
Until then he had been oblivious of politics, thinking it had
nothing to do with shepherds; now he set out to understand it.
Before he could do that, he had to teach himself to read.

They met again in the Fifties, in Gaza. By then Mahmoud had
blossomed, if that was the appsepsiete word for something so
fierce. He had read Clausewitz on war and Plato’s Republic, Das
Kapiral and Mein Kampf., Keynes and Mao and Galbraith and
Gandhi, history and biography, classical novels and modern plays.
He spoke good English and bad Russian and a smattering of
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Cantonese. He was directing a small cadre of terrorists on forays
into Israel, bombing and shooting and stealing and then returning
to disappear into the (Gaza camps like rats into a garbage duinp.
The terrorists were getting money, weapons and intelligence from
Cairo; Hassan was, briefly, part of the intelligence backup, and
when they met again Yasif told Mahmoud where his ultimate
loyalty lay~—not with Cairo, not even with @8y pan-Arab cause,
but with Palestine.

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

They had met once more, in Caire, and set up lines of
communication which bypassed the Egyptians. Prae-tassarr-trad

- < P B - t 1t

B0 s0.a5-nel-to-put-off-his-colicagues——capecialiy-the-Russtany,
whose-arFegance-was-bis-best-advantege—Rostov-was-a-prime-
sxammplel At first Yasif sent over much the same kind of stuff he
was giving to Cairo, principally the names of loyal Arabs who
were stashing away fortunes in Europe and could therefore be
touched for funds. Recently he had been of more immediate
practical value as the Palestinian movement began to operate in
Europe. He had beocked hotels and flights, rented cars and
houses, stockpiled weapons and transferred funds.

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

The results of his work had begun to explode in Rome that
year. Yasif believed in Mahmoud’s program of European terror-
ism. He was convinced that the Arab armies, even with Russian
support, could never defeat the Jews, siaee this allowed the Jews
to think of themselves as a beleaguered people defending their
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homes against foreign soldiers, vrteh-+m-tsn gave them strength.
The truth was. in Yasif’s view, that the Palestine Arabs were
defending their home against invading Zionists. There were still
more Arab Palestinians than Jewish Israclis, #=ene-eoumted the
exiles in the camps; and it was they, not a rabble of soldiers from
Cairo and Damascus, who would liberate the homeland. Bur first
they had to believe in the Fedayeen. Acts such as the Rome
airport affair would convince them that the Fedayeen had
international resources. And when the people believed in the
Fedayeen, the people would ¢ the Fedayeen, and then they
would be unstoppable.

The Rome airport affair was trivial, a peccadillo, by compari-
son with what Hassan had in mind.

It was an outrageous, mind-boggling scheme that would put the
Fedayeen on the front pages of the world’s newspapers for weeks,
and prove that they were a powerful international force, not a
gegede of ragged refugees. Hassan hoped desperately that
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Dickstein plans to steal a shipload of uranium so the Zionists wi%
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be able to make atom bombs " Gf &5\?\

At first Mahmoud refused to believe this. He cross-questioned
Hassan: how good was the information, what exactly was the
evidence, who might be lying, what mistakes might have been

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

the truth began to sink in, and Mahmoud became very-semeons.
“‘lfhase bombs could ravage the whole of the Middle East @/hm

Y o.sk"! * do'you and this Russian propose to do?” L

[ LR IRITIR

“The plan is to stop Dickstein and expose the Israeli plot,
showing the Zionists to be lawless adventurers. We haven't
worked out the details yet. But I have an alternative proposal.”
He paused, trying to form the right phrases, then blurted it out.
“I think the Fedayeen should hijack the ship before Dickstein

ets there.” o ™
Mahmoud staredLat him for a long moment / then-slewdy began
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to shake his head from side to sid ,Q)is mouth widened in a smile, |3 ‘WlY

Mahmoud would accept it. and at last he began to laugh, eventuaty-so-wholehenrtediyp-it | begina with & smal!

/ (’{‘: A Yasif Hassan had come to propose that the Fedayeen should brought the rest of the household around to see what was [ chadkle dad finishix “f
SIA /; hijack a holocaust happening giving  wge, bocy -Jhediy
_— o . +
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’ g oy tms d sighed. “It’s wonderful,” he said. “I don’t see how
k// ¢ to look at one anothe.r. : g‘mt; T ogaid Mehmod . Mahmou’ 5ig i 5 .
Mahmoud was a big man, a fraction taller than Hassan and C‘\f"“ smell L8 we ¢an do it, but it’s a wonderful idea. |
much broader; and he looked big, the way he held his head and Herd, “nd Rassan Then he started asking questions. ~
v walked and spoke,;( = h: wed aad Hc‘asked ques£i0n§ all througt? breakfast and for most of t.he 3
(l) | The house had two rooms—}the one Hassan had entered, and ;.‘t:ju;ﬁ& " morning: the «quantity of uranium, the names of the ships S
_i;‘s behind that another, where Mahmoud slept on the floor with two . 5,“ o involved, how the yellowcake was converted into nuclear explo- ¥
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“She will be sailing through the Mediterranean to Genoa.” was playing a flute. Yasif remembered that Mahmoud had once 4&
“Yes."” been a shepherd boy who could neither read nor write.

“What does this yellowcake weigh?” “Do you understand how important oil is?” Mahmoud said.
“*Two hundred tons.” “Hitler lost the European war because of 0il.” @/
“And it is packed in drums.” “No+”

%

“Five hundred sixty of them.”

“Its market price?”

“Two million American dollars.”

“And it is used to make nuclear bombs.”

“Yes m— well, it is the raw material.”

“Is the conversion to the explosive form an expensive or
difficult process?”

“Not if eme-has a nuclear reactor. Otherwisc, yes.”

Mahmoud nodded to the two lieutenants. “Go and teli this to
the others.” -

v

In the afternoen, when the sun was past its zenith and it was
cool enough to ge out, Mahmoud and Yasif walked over the hills
outside the town. Yasif was desperate to know what Mahmoud

really thought of his plan{ Mahmoud did-not sepm.inetimnd-teytedd
k. So Yasif spoke about David Rostov and said thaz'/ despite
his-arrogance—amd the difficultics he had made for him,

admired the Russian’s professionalisrp. 2

“ItH well to ammns,” Mahmoud said, *so long as
we dofrqd trust them. ¥think yomemderstam$| Their heart is not in
our caus¢. There are three reasons why they take our side. The
least important is that we cause trouble fer the West, and
anything that is bad for the West is good for the Russians. Then
there is their image. The underdeveloped nations identify with us
rather than with the Zienists, so by supporting us the Russians
gain credit with the Third World—and remember, in the contest
between the United States and the Soviet Union the Third World

‘IT:E;:‘; to de &kou&
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“Listen. The Russians defeated Hitler. They were bound to.
Hitler knew this — he knew about Napoleon, he knew nobody
could conquer Russia. ¥hes why did he try? He was running out
of oil. There is oil in Georgia, in the Caucasian oilfields. Hitler
had to have the Caucasus. But you cannot hold the Caucasus
secure unless you have Volgograd, which was then called
Stalingrad, the place where the tide turned against Hitler. Oil.
That’s what our struggle is about, whether we like it or not, do
you realize that? If it were not for oil, nobody but eurselxes
would care about a few Arabs and Jews fighting over a dusty little
Quipast country like ours.”

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

these things, yet at bottom [~ or—om~te BT thne—as-thd
]ﬁnancxal-paeplc'caﬁedr—‘\ he believed Mahmoud was right.

They sat in the shade of a fig tree. The smooth, dun-colored
landscape stretched all around them, empty. The sky glared hot
and blue, cloudless from one horizon to the other. Mahmoud
uncerked a water bottle and gave it to Hassan, who drank the
tepid liquid and handed it back.}\\lﬂe asked Mahmoud whether he
wanted to rule Palestine after the Zionists were beaten back.

@i/

o |
8/
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has all the floating voti‘;. But the most important reason—the “IM killed many people,” Mahmoud said. “At first I did it R“‘“’[
only really important reason—is oil. The Arabs have oil.” with my own hands, with a knife or a gun or a bomb. Now [ kill by
They passed a boy tending a small flock of bony sheep. The boy devising plans and giving orders, but I\s_ti‘l_]ﬁ(ill them? We know LI
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this is a sin, but I cannot repent. I have no remorse, Yasif. Even if
we make a mistake,{kill children and Arabs instead of soldiers
and Zionists, still I think only, #This is bad for our reputation,’/
ot, “This is bad for my soul.” There is blood on my hands, and I

will not wash it off. I will not try. There is a story callied The
Picture of Dorian Gray. It is about a man who leads an evil and
debilitating life, the kind of life that should make him look old,
give him lines on his face and bags under his eyes, a destroyed
liver and venereal disease. Still, he does not suffer. Indeed, as the
years go by he seems to stay young, as if he had found the elixir of
life. But in a locked room in his house there is a painting of him,
and it is the picture that ages, and takes on the ravages of evil
living and terrible disease. Do you know this story? It is English.”

“I saw the movie,” said Yasif. He-did-potsmile.

“I read it when I was in Moscow. I would like to see that film.
Do you remember how it ended?”

“Oh, yes. Dorian Gray destroyed the painting, and then all the
disease and damage feli on him in an instant, and he died.”

“Yes.” Mahmoud put the stopper back in the bottle, and
looked out over the brown hillside{[:‘When Palestine is free, my
picture will be destroyed.”

After that they sat in silence for a while. Eventually, without
speaking, they steod up and began to walk back to the town,

v
Several men came to the smal house in Nablus‘at duskgthat

)—-—-..,.—

evemng just before curfew. Hassan did not know who they were

exactly; they might have been the local leaders of the movement,

or an assorted group of people whose judgment Mahmoud

respected, or a permanent council of war that stayed close to

Mahmoud but did not actually live with him. Hassan could see

the logic in the last alternative —— if they all lived together, they

could all be destroyed together.

The woman gave them bread and fish and watery wine, and
Mahmoud told them abowt Hassan's geered scheme. Mahmoud
had thought it through more thoroughly than Hassan. He wrow~
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proposed that they hijack the Coparelli before Dickstein got
there, then ambush the Israelis as they came aboard. Expecting
only an ordinary crew and halfhearted resistance, Dickstein’s
group would be sesesalnesabie. Afterward the Fedayeen would
take the Coparelli to a North African port and invite the world to
come aboard and see the bodies of the #siecnational Zionist
criminals. The cargo would be offered to its owners for a ransom
of half its market price—one million U.S. dollars.

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

They spoke as equals, and Mahmoud seemed to listen to each

. with the same attention. Hassan sat quietly, hearing the[galm

voices of [people who looked like peasants and spoke like
senators. He wasLhopefu]‘ and fearful[2es] that they would adopt
his plan: hopeful because it would be the fulfillment of twenty
years of vengeful dreams; fearful because it would mean he would
have to do things $a# more difficult, violent and risky than the
work held been involved in so far.

In the end he could not stand it any longer and] went outside
and squatted in the mean yard, smelling the night and the dying
fire. A little later there was a chorus of quiet voices from msxde[

‘oting}

Mahmoud came out and sat beside Hassan. “If4 sent for a
car.”

“Oh?”

“We must go to Damascus. Tonight. There is a great—desnt to
do. It will be our biggest operation. We must start work
immediately.”
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“Ith decidesthent”
“Yes. The Fedayeen will hijack the ship and steal the
uranium.”

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

So when the message came to say that Nik Bunin was back
from Rotterdam and had successfully led““‘bﬁgs“‘-'oﬂ the
Stromberg, Rostov used that as an excuse to return to Moscow.

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

From that moment, whenever the ship’s power was on—which
was all the time she was at sea and most of the time she was in
dock—-the beacon would send out a signal every thirty minutes

e T

until the ship sank or was broken up for scrap. For the rest of her |

life, wherever in the world she was, Moscew would be able to
locate her within an hour.
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Rostov listened to Nik, then sent him home. He had plans for
the evening. It was a long time since he had secen Olga, and he
was impatient to see what she would do with the battery-operated
vibrator he had brought her as a present from London.

David Lostay had aluays
liked ks f‘u;\Y i tnnall v
(,l,gy,gi ansk a3 ke 3"* In Israeli Naval Intelligence there was a young captain named
oldec the deses 304’ Dieter Koch who had trained as a ship’s engineer. When the
smalles . Ceparelli sailed from Antwerp with her cargo of yellowcakep+ ﬂ
WSS HRCRSEREY-that KochLbe aboard. Sl
Nat Dickstein reached Antwerp with only the vaguest idea of
how this was to be achieved. From his hotel room he phoned the
local representative of the company that owned the Ceparelli.
When 1 die, he thought as he waited for the connection, they
will bury me from a hotel room.
A girl answered the phone. Dickstein said briskly, “This is
Pierre Beaudaire, give me the director.”
“Hold on, please.”
A man’s voice, “Yes?”’
“Good morning, this is Pierre Beaudaire from the Beaudaire i we M/
he went
“hudoniidenew you.”’

B mallin
Crew List]” Dickstein isnproised. OI o lMD /
Neve ! heard 1
“That’s why I'm calling you. You sce, we're contemplating

opening an office in Antwerp, and I'm wondering whether you
would be willing to try us,”
“I doubt it, but you can write to me and—"
“Are you completely satisfied with your present crew agency?”
“They could be worse. Look here—"
**One more question and I won’t trouble you further. May 1 ask
whom you use at the moment?” -

_ “Cohen’s. Now, I haven’t any more time—" e N2 )
?c(Lq') 1 will be “] understand. Thank vou for your patience. Goodbye.”

f Wt /Cohen’s!| A f luck.]1 d—dock dﬂ“n“%mg )
3 M gl i J It ted—
| e fo 48 T ohen %L piece of luc L was unexpecte ocks an ";Mintﬁ{ {:\'«kﬂ,"“

&y i . »
A ! b(u'““ b shipping were not typical Jewish looked up .
N Yo '\*«nﬁk:\:f Cohen’s crew agency in the phone book, memorized the address, "“ﬁw‘?’,
\uﬁé " { put on his coat, left the hotel and hailed a cab. ., )
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Cohen had a little two-room office above a sailor’s bar in the
red-light district of the city. It was not yet midday, and the night
people were still asleep-—the whores and thicves, musicians and
strippers and waiters and bouncers, the people who made the
place come to life in the evening. Now it might have been any
run-down business district, gray and cold in the morning, and
none too clean,

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

“I'd like to see Mr. Cohen,” Dickstein told her.

She looked him over and seemed to think he did not appear to
be a sailor. “Are you wanting a ship?’’ she said doubtfully.

*“No,"” he said. “I’m from Israel.”

“Oh s"7She had dark hair and deep-set, shadowed eyes, and
she wore a wedding ring. Dickstein wondered if she might be
Mrs. Cohen-as she got up and went through a door behind her
desk into the inner office. She was wearing a pants suit, whiek
from behind she Gled-rrere-them-ampty.

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

“I'm not here to raise money, Mr. Cohen,” Dickstein saidj-aad
smiod-his-mest-graetons smile. Mrs. Cohen had left the door
open/ Dickstein closed it. “May1 sit down?”

“If you don’t want money, sit down, have some coffee, stay all
day,” said Cohen, and #ew he smiled-teo:

Dickstein sat. Cohen/ a short man in spectacles, bald and
clean-shaven Jlooked to be about fifty years old. He wore a brown
check suit that was not very new. He had a good little business
here, Dickstein guessed, but he was no millionaire "Were
you here in World War II1?”

Cohen nodded. “'I was a young man. I went into the country
and worked on a farm where nobody knew me, nobody knew 1
was Jewish. T was lucky.”
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“Do you think it will happen again?”

“Yes. It's happened all through history, why should it stop
now? It will happen again—but not in my lifetime. It’s all right
here. I don’t want to go to Israel.”

“Okay] fp-snderstand—— 1 work for the government of Israel.
We would like you to do something for us.”

Cohen shrugged. “So?”

“In a few weeks’ time, one of your clients wifl call you with an
urgent request. They will want an engineer officer for a ship
called Coparelli. We would like you to send them a-eestair man
provided by us. His name is Koch, and he is an Israeli, but he will
be using a different name and false papers. However, he is a
ship’s engineer—your clients will not be dissatisfied.”

Dickstein waited for Cohen to say something. You're a nice
man, he thought; a decent Jewish businessman, smart and
hardworking and a little frayed at the edges; gleass don’t make
me be-romrghr-on you

Cohen &nallk said, “You’re not going to tell me why the
government of Israel wants this man Koch aboard the Coparelli?”

“No.”

There was a silence.

“You carry any identification?”

“No.”

The secretary came in without knocking and gave them coffee.
Dickstein got distimetdy hostile vibrations from her. Cohen used
the interruption to gather his thoughts. When she had gone out
he said, “I would have to be meshugenah to do this.”

“Why?”

“You come in off the street saying you represent the govern-
ment of lsrael,[you have no identification. you don’t even tell
me your name. You ask me to take part in something thaty
obviously underhanded and maybe criminalf fou won+ tell me
what it is that you're trying to do. Even if I believe your story, I
don’t know that I would approve of the Israelis doing what you
want to do.”

Dickstein sighed, thinking of the alternativcsyfblackmai] him,

kidnap his wife, take over his office on the crucial day . . . He
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“Yes.”

“Would you come in here, please?”

She hurried in, looking worried. “What is it, Josef?”’ she asked
her husband.

L“Don’t get involved, Josef—"

\4

Mossad man, and treated Dickstein with deference. Cohen was

&

e {‘M Dot Hiai.&f/ said, “Is there anything [ can do to convince you?” “Idon’t like it.” _ 40 '
“Itd{need a personal request fromh--vhégheﬁieia{ of Israel before “There’s no danger,” Cohen told her. “We’ll take a scheduled L?) M
8 I would do this thing. Hew.about the Prime-Mimstor——*¥—~ flight, we’ll go to Jerusalem, I'll see p——mie-mamd and we’ll come  The ég““& =
welf-smiled-at-his-own-chitzpah. back.”
Ake_ @[ : Dickstein stood up to leave, thenéthought/ Why not? Why “What-man?’-she-satd: Q (%6
the hell / . éindeed not? It was a wild idea, they would think he was L — “Weuld-the-Prime Minister-dor®’ ﬂ v
would ! it M\JL%&! crazy . .. but it yust—rmight work,(sewc s purpose . . . He Yickskein ealised i\o\h “The Prime Minister! floure-crazy——m>y”
of me o( grinned as he thought it through ! org would have apoplexy — __ 9“°“ 4 she would be “Semc™ would —agree,-Mrs— Colen—But~erszy-or-noTTanmr
EHe said to Cohen, “All right.” ket Aoy thand ne¥  serLious—Nowas-yeou-can-understand—Prrsure, ;his has to be e[
“What do you mean, ‘all right’?” | e e Minitker 9f  secret, Mrs. Cohen. Please tell people your husband has gone to
“Put on your coat. We’ll go to Jerusalem.” / L e Sa\'d;“ Rotterdam on business. He will be back tomorrow.”
“Now?” \sfaed - She stared at the two of them. “My Josef meets the Prime
“Are you busy?” — Ministg“,‘and I can’t tell Rachel Rothstein?”
“Are you serious?”’ j E&U‘ Didistein kaew  Cohen took his coat from a hook and put it on. Mrs. Cohen
“I told you it’s important.” Dickstein pointed to the phoneon | L oing 1 e kissed him, then put her arms around him. "ﬂu‘; {5 vedy Tudden
the desk. “Call your wife.” [\"—m’? é*':j “It’s all right,” he told her ww—My-god—the-Rrme-Mimy=| O ond  sPane, ?u.'r
G’{ “She’s just outside%—” R B €t all ,{;‘a&\t. '
Dickstein went to the door and opened it. “Mrs. Cohen?” She nodded-silestly and let him go. L/).mus/ |

They took a cab to the airport. Dickstein’s sense of pleasuza dd‘j H./
—— grew as they traveled. The scheme had an air of mischief about it,

“This man wants me to go to Jerusalem with him.™ 1 e ke (’* lines wd L he felt a bit like a schoolboy, this was, }n-amay,—&mmmws&#\ %?
“When?” " had 4o ‘.é,,\ v.,w;,‘(nue prank phewever serioustheeansd. He-hud totmmhis face awayse !
“Now.” ! qway so that Dies ihat-Cehkenwonld not-see-the-beginning-of a-huge-grimas-he-omee
“You mean this week-<2"" | oald rat tee . Fre-big : i SN bt /
N “h( L“I mean this morning, Mrs. Coh I t that all L HG-B—C’J!? ht two round-trip tickets to Tel Aviv ing with his <™ Dickstein
g, Mrs. Cohen. I must wess you that a W o g p viv, paying wi N
Y this is highly confidential ——— I've asked your husband to do ! Patie &,‘3 “ma\tj credit card. They had to take a connecting flight to Paris, Befere ¥ bk /
PR something for the Israeli government. Naturally he wants to be L Ly e B2 todéing Off he called the embassy in Paris and arranged fer f"“! S :
™~ certain that it is the government that is asking this favor and not ‘t\\"“ﬁ someone to meet them in the transit lounge. X
y some crank-or criminal.}}’m going to take him there to convince In Paris he gave the man from the embassy a message to send U
N him.” to Borg, explaining what was required. The diplomat was a %
1 i

Cohen shrugged. “I’'m Jewish, I'm involved already. Mind the
shop.”

“You don’t know anything about this man!”

“So I’'m going to find out.”
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allowed to listen to the conversation, and when the man had gone
back to the embassy he said, “We could go back, I'm convinced
already+”

“0Oh, no,” Dickstein said. “Now that we’ve come this far I
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want to‘be abselutely sure of you.” “Anpd-there—was-alsa-the.

pieasure-of Borg's-anticipated-displeasusal

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

“No. Fa-just what ['m-treing-to-de.”

Cohen wanted to knew how to behave, how to address the
Prime Minister. Dickstein told him, “I don’t know, I've never met
him. Shake hands and call him by his name.”

Cohen smiled. He was fpeshape{beginning to share Dickstein’s
feeling of mischievousness.

silent in the front seat of the car, smoking a cigar and fidgeting. @
At the airport he managed to get Dickstein alone for a minute. oS
gt S e e 2
you ever pull a stunt like this again}-

“It was necessary,” Dickstein said. “It took less than a minute.
Why not?”

“Why not, is because half my'(department has been working all (\l“‘k'tj
day te fix that minute. Why didn’t you just point a gun at the
man’s head or something?”

“Because we’re not barbarians,” Dickstein said.

“So people keep telling me.”

7
2,

f. Pierre Borg met them at Lod Airport with a car to take them to “They do? That’s a bad sign.”
Jerusalem. He smiled and shook hands with Cohen l/!ndemeath/‘ “Why?”’

“I have.”

They were with Cohen all the while, whieh-nreant Borg did not
have an opportunity to cross-examine Dickstein. They went
straight to the Prime Minister’s residence in Jerusalem. Dickstein
and Cohen waited in an anteroom while Borg explained to the
Prime Minister what was required and why, KCohen-was-gesting
verp.cald-fectrand-sard-so-Piclstein-waved-hime-sdent]

Llyhnutcs later they were admitted. “This is Nat Dickstein, sir,” _

Borg said.

They shook hands, and the Prime Minister said, “‘We haven’t
met before, but I've heard of you, Mr. Dickstein.”

Borg said, “And this is Mr. Josef Cohen of Antwerp.”

*Mr. Cohen.” The Prime Minister smiled. “You're a

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

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

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

Borg was less polite on the way back to the airport. He sat
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ﬂ fucks [ \he~wason-firel As they walked to the car he’ muttered to “Because you shouldn’t need to be told.” h /
ueking Dickstein, “You better have a-pewerad good reason for all Hortunately their flight was called. Boarding the plane with =
@/ this+" Cohen, Dickstein reflected that his relationship with Borg was in

ruins. They had always talked like this, with bantering insults, but
until now there had been an undertone of . . . perhaps not shed /
affection{ but at least respect. Now that had geme. Borg was G NORIIRE
genuinely hostile. Dickstein’s refusal to be pulled out was a piece
of basic defiance which could not be tolerated. If Dickstein had
wanted to continue in the Mossad, he would have had to fight
Borg for the job of director—there was no longer sufficient room |
for both men in the organization. -Exeep+ there would be no But |
contest now, peeeuset Dickstein fecidad;- was going to resign. for [
Whom-this ume-was-ever. 8]

Flying back to Europe through the night, Cohen drank some
gin and went to sleep. Dickstein seok-the-oppestunity-tdciin over Q] a L /
in his mind wkat he had done in the past five months. Back in the. wer
May he had started out with no real idea of how he was going to
steal the uranium Israel needed. He had taken the problems as
they came up, and semehew found a solution to eacl{: how to Q A"M
Iocate uranium, which uranium to steal, how to hijack a ship, how
to camouflage the Israeli involvement in the theft, how to prevent
the disappearance of the uranium being reported to the authori-
ties, how to placate the owners of the wsanism——r} If he had sat stuft. /
down at the beginning and tried to-imagne-the whole scheme he Aftam W ,
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could never pessibly have foreseen all the complications.ﬁ-le had
had some good luck and some bad. The fact that the owners of
the Coparelli used a Jewish crew agency in Antwerp was
deetdeddy a piece of luck; so was the existence of a consignment
of uranium for non-nuclear purposes, and one going by sea. The
bad luck wes.smestly the accidental meeting with Yasif Hassan.

Hassan, the p#evesbisd fly in the ointment. Dickstein was
reasonnbly-certaimhe had shaken off the opposition when he flew
to Buffalo &e—ee&«@eﬂene and that they had not picked up his
trail again since. But that did not}..oﬁ-eﬂmsq mean they had
dropped the case.

It would be uscful}-—-&mpertam—\to know how much they had
found out before they lost him.

He-aiso-trad-restized-fe could not sec Suza again until the
whole affair was over, and Hassan was to blame for that too. If he
were to go to Oxford, Hassan was sure to pick up the trail
somehow., Aﬁd~$bea~%he¥e~wzs*thﬂ~dmﬂﬁab§c—ﬁnpiicatimrvf'
Berg' s—&bmhef-svmmhzcs—i\‘e—way—ze- ansuer-it-fer-certatm
eReept-norto-see-fror]

The plane began its descent. Dickstein fastened his seat belt. It
was all done now, the scheme in place, the preparations made.
The cards‘--%e—uﬁe-i—he—ei&-me%aphm{ had been dealt. He knew
what was in his hand, and he knew some of his opponents’ cards,
and they knew some of his. All that remained was to play out the
game} l‘zo one could foretell the outcome. He wished he could sce
the future more clearly, he wished his plan were less complicated,
he wished he did not have to risk his life once morej—it-wasweortht
[$oesmuch-ta-him-sinee-Suza—fand he wished the game would start
so that he could stop wishing and start doing —

Cehen was awake. “Did I dream all that?” he said.

“No.” Dickstein smiled. There was one mere unpleasant duty
he had to perform—+scare Cohen half to death. “Mr—Ceheni 1
toid you this was important, and secret.”

“Of course, I understand+"’

“You don’t understand. If you talk about this to anyone other
than your wife, we will aeed-te- take Jireet action.”
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“Is this a threat? What are you saying — ?” (yb(‘

“I’m saying, if you don’t keep your mouth shut, ?&f—G&heﬂ* we %3
will kill your wife.” .&

Cohen stared, }yvent pale| then gfter a moment he turned away /\4*“‘ O/ 3 &
and looked out of the window at the airport coming up to meet ‘é\’*
them.

<= /RI95 JUPL A an <
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Dickstein gave Sarne a little more gas each time he shewed
signs of waking. He administered the last dose at six a.m. the
following day{paid the bill for the two rooms and left.

v

When Sarne finally woke up he found that the woman he had
slept with had gone without saying goodbye. He also found he
was massively, ravenously hungry.

During the course of the morning he discovered that he had
been asleep not for one night, as he had imagined, but for two
nights and the day in between.

He had an insistent feeling in the back of his mind that there
was something remarkable he had fergotten. but he never found
sut what had happened to him during that lost twenty-four hours.

-

Meanwhile, on Sunday, November 17, 1968, the Coparelli had
sailed with-a-pevw-enginees.

< /9y </Hl’i LA
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{PF“‘J (@P(ASSAN DID NOT GO BACK TO cmao‘vthen or cver.
Erultation iy
L > 9{({) A[Xs his pIane took off from Palermo

Toviddete b i

. 8 by Coriens
_uuued-hu-muy—auyxuay.mand-xhem-pﬁempdy—ie&k

— SO -reid-

.,am:l _for._ all_he..knewf Sura—

)|
“’klﬁbtendﬂ&(,bﬂt/ M{ delight_in_the realizatiop—thet he¥H outwitted Rostov emee e 9

? ‘3‘&\4(

7%%7

again —_ He could hardly believe it when Rostov had tele-rim

)

‘w\{ -ter&et sut of bie sight Hckl feit sure he would be forced to board -
c.,gimdi the Karla s the hijack by the Fedayeen. But
7[ ey . tomgletely believed that

border into Algeriajand dropped him off at a fishing village with akdo
small natural harbor %
Hassan found him on the beach, sitting under a propped-up
dinghy +het shelterpd hime from the rainé playing backgammon "3 "‘dl
with a fisherman. The threc men got into the fisherman’s boat and
cast off‘@he sea was rough as they headed out in the last of the Y_
capsize, though the fisherman grinned cheerfully et-him-aad-the b
+weather through it all.
The trip took them less than a half hour. As they approached / )
the looming hulk of the ship, Hassan felt again 4 rising sense of
Lancejved) A ship . . . they had a ship —
He clambered up oat‘o the deck while the man who had met T
him paid off the fisherman. Mahmoud was waiting for him on
deck. They embraced, and Hassan said, “We should weigh

One of the I*“edayeen{-mx pﬁeeﬁ&ﬂgemeﬁt‘ was waiting for him. ﬂ
day. Hassan, no seaman, worried that the little motorboat would i [ 61
tho-—possibilisy—of—puccess—for—thefartatched —operaion—he'd ‘MW“/
gl ©
anchor immediately—things are moving very fast now.”

gz fand Rostov ad-eonsidered. him,-as-usuei-meselAimpulsive knexperl- o “Come to the bridge with me.”
b encedjevas-stuptd. It had never occurred to him that he-might-be Harsan x«;:x‘w::‘* ‘:f/, | Hassan followed Mahmoud forward. The ship was a small
Hassan ;“;L’ﬁ: ] weang, that_this_Arab might-have-a-wision—a-doditation-thae  ovel - BV coaster of about one thousand tons, quite new and in good
fhan ukf’(:;.mu;t transeended-the-nerrow-ones-of-those-in-Caire-—No——hd was condition. She was sleek, with most of her accommodations
hassm ‘\Ifhe representative of Egyptian lntelhgence on the team] Iﬁe WM had foyed | below deck. There was a hatch for one hold. She had been
an Arab. Bgyptiaps—were— L Fhey—were-all_the—same. | ’}""L:i 01‘ designed to carry small loads quickly and to maneuver in local
U\} oS {Wonderful. Clever, arrogant, patronizing Colonel Rostov and :i ‘:;‘ o he miy h" North African ports. .
Aetorioed the might of theKKGB had been fooled by a lousy Palestinian hoke. Mg,werl .»mktf They stood on the foredeck for a moment, looking about.EShef\ [ L>

refugee, a man theylbaredy-teleratedy 2 nobody — [But efrourse
it was not over yet. He still had to join forces with the
517 Fedayeen. —

The flight from Palermo took him to Rome, where he tried to
get a plane to Annaba or Constantine, both near the Algerian
coast. The nearest the airlines could offer was Algiers er Tunis.
He went to Tunisf Yhere he found a young taxi driver with a
newish Renault and thrust in front of the man’s face more money
in American doliars than he normally earned in a year. The taxi
took him across the hundred-mile breadth of Tunisia, over the

Phougrt wesfef | 6]

(T
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wt\& appeacs.io.bs just what we need—{—”k ,] f\ k:&';‘““; N

“Ipvd renamed her the Nablus,” Mahmoud told him. ‘ZVhe first l\aﬁ.! LS\L lg
JREEINN ship of the Palestine Navy.”
tha- o & ey |Be$hmenmene-deau¥dekghted\@"hey climbed the ladderené [ Ol
Qq\csh“‘:;ti awie s I IMahmoud #, ] got her from a Libyan businessman who Sm4 /
entesed ‘s = wanted 38 save hxs sou!l. tadsa-ins-hifel”
Conld Mh&"’ §ide T ridge was compact and tidy. There was}in-fact} only one 5\
on the 1ous iauk{wradar Many of these small coastal vessels stiil o
managed without it, and there had been no time to buy the
equipment and fit it ._@ahmoud introduced the captain, also a Ol [_

We wos wmkmj
Lsraeks, Lot ‘M"i "y

Massan felt tears
| stact o his eyes -
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Libyan;the businessman had provided a crew as well as a ship| The ship’s engines roared, the deck tilted, the prow broke %(\\

-after—al{ none of the Fedayeen were sailors. The captain water qnd/‘ c E ﬁ "
promptly gave orders to weigh anchor and start engines. /I‘hey were on their way. t,/ \:;\
The three men bent over a chart as Hassan told what he had ‘
learned in Sicily. “The Stromberg left the south coast of Sicily at v O
midday today. The Coparelli was due to pass through the Strait of Dieter Koch, the new engineer officer of the Coparelli, lay in e —-{
Gibraltar late last night, heading for Genoa. They are sister ships, his bunk in the middle of the night wesdering.suhet-he-weuld say ‘lhin\ﬁaj: b_‘:" W"“‘t”"“‘

if somebody saw-hisnt Stes me - |

with the same top speed, so the earliest they can meet is twelve

Widt he had todo

hours east of the midpoint between Sicily and Gibraltar.” ole Hisjeb-new-waste go to the aft engineering store, take out the
and / The captain made some calculations/ looked at another chart. MW W fimpic. spare oil pump and get rid of it.LI-[Iis cabin was close to the store, |
“They will meet southeast of the island of Minorca.” \‘W\ fo qet upy most of the crew were asleep, and those that were awake were on
“We should intercept the Coparelli no less than eight hours "[* was almost cecfain  the bridge and in the engine room and likely to stay there. He
earlier.” he wuld do Hhes eught.to_he_able~o.manage-it-without.being seen——rBut-if-tre
The captain ran his finger back along the trade route. *“That % u* being $E2A should-fait| if anyone should suspect, now or later, what he was I
would put her just south of the island of Ibiza at dusk tomorrow.” withow 3 ! really up o~ . . _ be dont
“Can we make it?” fot He put on a sweater, trousers, sea boots and an oilskin.l He The *,',“'“a‘dmmt:,,_:onn;w,/\
“Yes, with a little time to spare, unless there is a storm.” Pud Yalmost cectain” pocketed the key to the store, opened his cabin door and went and )
“Will there be a storm?”’ was ot eweugh M out. As he made his way along the gangway he decided-#-he.sueze ‘?““5“1’
“Sometime in the next few days, yes. But not tomorrow, I | , speration of WS  stepped.-or-observed-that-his-story-wenld-be-that-he couldn’t sleep 1&‘ |
think.” impor tance . . so ke-was checking the stores. I "‘\
“Good. Where is the radio operator?” ' He unlocked the door to the store, turned on the light, went in
“Here. This is Yaacov.” and closed it behind him. Engineering spares were racked and
Hassan turned to see a small, smiling man with tobacco-stained shelved all around him—gaskets, valves, plugs, cable, bolts,
teeth and told him, “There is a Russian aboard the Coparelli, a filters . . . given a cylinder block, you could build a whole engine
man called Tyrin, who will be sending signals to a Polish ship, the out of these parts.
O} Karla. You must listen on this wavelength " He wrote it ' He found the spare oil pump in a box on a high shelf. He lifted
down. “Also, there is a radio beacon on the Stromberg that sends it down—it was not bulky but it was heavy—and then spent five
a simple thirty-second tone every half hour. If we listen for that minutes double-checking that there was not a second spare oil g\
QX every time we will be sure the Stromberg is not outrunning us.” pump. \\
The captain was giving a course. Down on the deck the first Now for the difficult part.
officer had the hands making ready. Mahmoud was speaking to ... I couldn’t sleep, sir, so I was checking the spares. Very
Q one of the Fedayeen about an arms inspection. The radio good, everything in order? Yes, sir. And what’s that you’ve got \g
, operator began to question Hassan about the Stromberg’s under your arm? A bottle of whiskey, sir. A cake my mother sent
(})‘ ﬂ ~ q beacon « But—¥astf Hassan was not really listening. Wrs ! me. The spare oil pump, sir, I'm going to throw it overboard . . . {
é __—> thaughts,.his-feelings-were-taken-over-by-a-kind-of -cestasy-hcd He opened the storeroom door and looked out.
Q aever thought-possibte “for=Hm—He—weas;—at-this—moment—a- Nobody.
— . . . .
supremely Tappy wramr— ——| He killed the light, went out, closed the door behind him and

. 302 o
He was fhinking - CTNPERInERNGy: | |
Whabeser happens, ¥ Wi\ he gloriovs.



*

locked it. He walked along the gangway and out on deck.
Nobody.
6\ It was still raining. He could see only a few yards, which ke
ﬂ remiaded. himseld was good, because it meant others could see
only that far.
He crossed the deck to the gunwale, leaned over the rail,
A~  dropped the oil pump into the sea, turnedj\and bumped into

someone.
d A cake my mother sent me, it was so dry-£

“Who's that?™" a voice said in accented English.

“Engineer. You?” As Koch spoke, the other man turned so
that his profile was visible in the deck light, and Koch recognized
the rotund figure and big-nosed face of the radio operator.

“I couldn’t sleep,” the radio operator said. “I was . . . getting
some air.”

He’s as embarrassed as I am, Koch thought. I wonder why?

“Lousy night,” Koch said. “I'm going in.”

*QGoodnight.”

Koch went inside and made his way to his cabin. Strange
fellow, that radio operator. He was not one of the regular crew.
He had been taken on in Cardiff after the original radioman

M roke his leg. Like himself, he was something of an outsider here.
\w\{ atherthfA good thing held bumped into him <astead of one of the
5] others

Inside his cabin he took off his wet outer clothes and lay on his
bunk. He knew he would not sleep. His plan for tomorrow was ali
73"/ ” worked out, there was no point in going over it again/lﬁe tried to
think of other things: of his mother, who made the best potato
? kugel in the world; of his flancée, who gave the best head in the
N

world; of his mad father now in an institution in Tel Aviv; of the

magnificent tapedeck he would buy with his back pay after this

N assignment; of his fine apartment in Haifa; of the children he

%§ un[ would have, and how they would grow up irx[}srael safe from war.

; He got up two hours later. He went aft to the galley for some

9 coffee. The cook’s apprentice was there, standing in a couple of
22 inches of water, frying bacon for the crew.

“Lousy weather,” Koch said.

304

%

“It will get worse.” (5\’7@\'

Koch drank his coffee, then refilled his mug and-teele a second g]
one}\up to the bridge. The first officer was there. “Good and took th
morning,” Koch said.

“Not really,” said the first officer, looking out into a curtain of
rain,

“Coffee?”

“Good of you. Thank you.”

Koch handed him the mug. “Where are we?"

“Here.” The officer showed him their position on a chart.
“Dead on schedule, in spite of the weather.” t

Koch nodded.LI-ﬁe had to stop the ship in fifteen minutes. “See ‘Thq L
you later,” he said,] left the bridge and went below to the engine (& He
room,

His number two was there, looking quite fresh, as if he had
taken a good long nap during his night’s duty. “How’s the oil
pressure?” Koch asked him.

“Steady.”

“It was going up and down a bit yesterday.”

“Well, there was no sign of trouble in the night,” the number

* two said. He was a little too firm about it, as if he was afraid of

being accused of sleeping while the gauge oscillated.

“Good,” Koch said. “*Perhaps it’s repaired itself.” He put his
mug down on a level cowling, then picked it up quickly as the ship
rolled, “Wake Larsen on your way to bed.”

“Right.”

“Sleep well.”

The number two left, and Koch drank down his coffee and
went to work.

The oil pressure gauge was located in a bank of dials aft of the
engine. The dials were set into a thin metal casing, painted matt
black and secured by four self-tapping screws. Using a large
screwdriver, Koch removed the four screws and pulled the casing
away. Behind it was a mass of many-colored wires leading to the
different gauges. Koch swapped his large screwdriver for a small
electrical one with an insulated handle. With a few turns he
disconnected one of the wires to the oil pressure gauge. He
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wrapped a couple of inches of insulating tape around the bare end
of the wire, then taped it to the back of the dial so that only a
close inspection would reveal that it was not connected to the
terminal. Then he replaced the casing and secured it with the four
SCrews.

fMWhen Larsen came in he was topping up the transmission fluid. &

“Can 1 do that, sir?”’ Larsen said. He was a Donkeyman
Greaser, and lubrication was his province.

“I've done it now,” Koch said. He replaced the filler cap and
stowed the can in a locker.

Larsen rubbed his eyes and lit a cigarette. He looked over the
dials. did a double take and said, ““Sir! Oil pressure zero!”

“Zero?”

“Yes!”

“Stop engines!”

“Aye, aye, sir.”

Without oil, friction between the engineeg metal parts wouldef 1N

Jeousse] cause a very rapid build-up of heat until the metal melted,
the parts fused and the engines stopped, never to go again. So
dangerousp-in-faef} was the sudden absence of oil pressure that
Larsen might well have stopped the engines on his swn initiative,
without asking Koch.

Everyone on the ship heard the engine die and felt the
Coparelli lose way; even those dayworkers who were still asleep
in their bunks heard it through their dreams and woke up. Before
the engine was completely still the first officer’s voice came down
the pipe. “Bridge! What's going on below?”

Koch spoke into the voice-pipe. “Sudden loss of oil pressure.™

“Any idea why?”

“Not yet.”

“Keep me posted.”

“Aye, aye, sir.” -

Koch turned to Larsen. “We're going to drop the sump,” he
said. Larsen picked up a toolbox and followed Koch down a half
deck to where they could get at the engine from underneath.
Koch told him, “If the main bearings or the big end bearings were
worn the drop in oil pressure would have been gradual. A sudden
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drop means a failure in the oil supply. There’s plenty of oil in the
system—I checked earlier—and there are no signs of leaks. So
there's probably a blockage.”

Koch released the sump with a power spanner and the two of
them lowered it to the deck. They checked the sump strainer, the
full-flow filter, the filter relief valve and the main relief valve
without finding any obstructions.

“If there’s no blockage, the fault must be in the pump,” Koch
said. “Break out the spare oil pump.”

“That will be in the store on the main deck,” Larsen said.

Koch handed him the key, and Larsen went above.

Now Koch had to work very quickly. He took the casing off the
oil pump, exposing two broad-toothed meshing gear wheels. He
took the spanner off the power drill and fitted a bit, then attacked
the cogs of the gear wheels with the drill, chipping and breaking
them until they were ali but useless. He put down the drill, picked
up a crowbar and a hammer}and forced the bar in between the
two wheels, prising them apart until he heard something give with
a loud, dull erack. Finally he took out of his pocket a small nut

_ made of toughened steel, battered and shipped. Held brought it

with him when he’d boarded the ship. He dropped the nut into
the sump.

Done.

Larsen came back.

«9% )

>

had |

Koch realized he had not taken the bit off the power drill . (}){

when Larsen left there had been a spanner attachment on the
tool. Don’t look at the drill! he thought.

Larsen said, “The pump isn’t there, sir.”

Koch fished the nut out of the sump. “Loak at this,” he said,
distracting Larsen’s eye from the incriminating power drill.
“Hezelsthesulpsit.” He showed Larsen the ruined gear wheels of
the oil pump. “The nut must have been dropped in the last time
the filters were changed. It got into the pump and it’s been going
round and round in those gear wheels ever since. I'm surprised
we didn’t hear the noise, even over the sound of the engine.
Anyway, the oil pump is beyond repair, so you’ll have to find that
spare. Get a few hands to help you look for it.”
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Larsen went out. Koch took the bit off the power drill and put
back the spanner attachment. He ran up the steps to the main
engine room to remove the other piece of incriminating evidence.
Working at top speed in case someone else should come in, he
removed the casing on the gauges and reconnected the oil
pressure gauge. Now it would genuinely read zero. He replaced
the casing and threw away the insulating tape.

It was finished. Now to pull the wool over the captain’s eyes.

As soon as the search party admitted defeat Koch went up to
the bridge aad(told the captain, “A mechanic must have dropped
a nut into the oil sump last time the engine was serviced, sir.”’ He
showed the captain the nut. “At some point—maybe while the
ship was pitching so steeply—the nut got into the oil pump. After
that it was just a matter of time. The nut went around in the gear
wheels until it had totally ruined them. I'm afraid we can’t make
gear wheels like that on board. The ship should carry a spare oil
pump, but it doesn‘t7/—”

L“Are you telling me you can’t repair it?”

“I’m afraid so.”

A“And-l—-m.telhug-yea there will be hell to pay when I find out
who s responsible for thls—‘-

“It’s the engineer’s job to check the spares, but as you know,
sir, I came on board at the last minute/4"

“That means it’s Sarne’s fault.”

“There may be an explanation—"

(Such as he spent too much time chasing Belgian whores to
look after his engine. Can we limp along?”

‘““ Absolutely not, sir. We wouldn’t move half a cable before she
seized.”

“Damnation. Where’s that radio operator?”

The first officer said, “I'll find him, sir,” and went out.

“You’re certain you can’tjput somethmg together?” the captal__/’\

asked Koch.

“I'm afraid you can’LGake an oil pump out of spare parts and
string. That’s why we have to carry a spare pump }-sif.”

The first officer came back with the radio operator. The captain
said, ‘““Where the devil have you been?”
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The radio operator was the rotund, big-nosed man Koch had
bumped into on the deck during the night. He looked hurt. “I was
helping to search the for’ard store for the oil pump, sir, then I
went to wash my hands.” He glanced at Koch, but there éeemred
no hint of suspicion in his ook e Koch was not sure how much
he had seen during that little confrontation on the deck, butif he
had made any connection between a missing spare and a package
thrown overboard by the engineer, he wasn’t saying.

*“All right,” the captain said. “Make a signal to the owners:
Report engine breakdown at ... What's our exact position,
number one?”’

The first officer gave the radio operator the position.

The captain continued: ‘““Require new oil pump or tow to port.
Please instruct.”

Koch’s shoulders smapereeptibly slumpecz He had done it.

Eventually the reply came from the owners: COPARELLI
SOLD TO SAVILE SHIPPING OF ZURICH. YOUR MES-
SAGE PASSED TO NEW OWNERS. STAND BY FOR THEIR
INSTRUCTIONS.

Almost immediately afterward there was a signal from Savile

" Shipping: OUR VESSEL GIL HAMILTON IN YOUR WA-

TERS. SHE WILL COME ALONGSIDE AT APPROXI-
MATELY NOON. PREPARE TO DISEMBARK ALL CREW
EXCEPT ENGINEER. GIL HAMILTON WILL TAKE CREW
TO MARSEILLES. ENGINEER WILL AWAIT NEW OIL
PUMP. PAPAGOPOLOUS.

v

The exchange of signals was heard sixty miles away by Solly
Weinberg, the master of the Gil Hamilton and a commander in
the Israeli Navy.k‘Right on schedule. Well done, Koch.” He set a
course for the Coparelli and ordered full speed ahead.

v

It was not heard by Yasif Hassan and Mahmoud aboard the
Nablus 150 miles away. They were in the captain’s cabin, bent
over a sketch plan Hassan had drawn of the Coparelli, and they
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were deciding exactly how they would board her and take over. Eventually she had slept—fitfully at first, with strange mean- 4 Q,
Hassan had instructed the Nablus’s radio operator to listen out on ingless nightmares, but in the end deeply. Dawn woke her. > )
two wavelengths: the one on which the Stromberg’s radio beacon She lay still, feeling the motion of the ship and looking blankly '&»@
broadcast and the one Tyrin was using for his clandestine signals at the cabin around her; and then she realized where she was. It &
from the Coparelli to Rostov aboard the Karla. Because the was like waking up and remembering the blind terror of a é??)
messages were sent on the Coparelli’s regular wavelength, the nightmare, except that instead of thinking{Oh, thank God it was a g]
Nablus did not pick them up. It would be some time before the ————___ dream, she realized it was all true and it was still going on.
Fedayeen realized they were hijacking an almost abandoned ship. She felt [\olr{uy AShe had been fooling herself, she could see 4 now _— py that [Olﬂ

v 5&%\1’{. pather-free-it———oh-y06{ she had convinced herself that she had §l

to find Nat to warn him, no matter the risk) but the truth was she
The exchange was heard 200 miles away on the bridge of the would have reached forl@nyexcuse to zationalize-herdesire-to.sce @ 90 "')'/

Stromberg. When the Coparelli acknowledged the signal from him. The disastrous consequences of what sheld done followed had |
Papagopolous, the officers on the bridge cheered and clapped. naturally ~—alnost-inexitably—she-pow-reatized—— from the {,
Nat Dickstein, leaning against a bulkhead with a mug of black confusion of her motives __. It was true hnough.,.-&eé-kﬂew\ that ©
coffee in his hand, staring ahead at the rain and the heaving sea, [ She thudht of that Nat had been in danger| $ut it~was-Just-as-trae-thet he was in -’I bl
did not cheer. His body was hunched and tense, his face stiff, his [ aad ske %un“‘ worse danger now| /f‘nd it was er fault . . . ,l al Sva ' I

AN l\ﬁhe was at sea_in_a Polish ship/ commanded by Nat’s S\gl

brown eyes slitted behind the plastic spectacles. One of the others| of how__ gl
enemies — p-wonderful-result-for-her-cffortd —— fShe closed ond ( 5[

. o . b
noticed his silence and made a remark about getting over the first / sufrounded by

big hurdle. Dickstein’s muttered reply was uncharacteristically __ Kossian ﬂwﬁ? her eyes tigh{/pushed her head under the pillow te-ketp-fioht-the (ly and ﬂ
peppered withlobscenities‘ Theofficer turned away, and later in Ld‘e“{"_‘_‘__________-—/_ BuildingXhysteria—1 End thenj_blessedlyy she began to feel [
the mess observed that Dickstein looked like the kind of man who @-—]"’“ Gt thevash ' 1 i —4|She
would stick a knife in you if you stepped on his geddama toe. / . 3k dria thought of her father, and how held-been.wim-ng\ to use her to wanted . fd\']
v / 1 . further his pe-ealled] political fdeald——{ She thought of Hassan, g1 ideas ‘f‘;\k hira «
| that bubbled ap manipulating her father, p-deeeitful disguetimg-—Trmm—presmmving an "?"‘
And it was heard by David Rostov and Suza Ashford 300 miles { hes theoat. —{ A#nd she thought of ¢ke ‘q“‘“‘/ 4]
away aboard the Karla. “th and thet was ] Rostov, of his hard, intelligent face and figié smile, and g\ w\'ﬂ\‘ his ‘°\°: s hell 1
Suza had been in a daze as she walked across the gangplank {-\ e saved l\u'Smi'fr how he intended to ram Nat’s ship and kill him —— g and she ot ma
from the Sicilian quayside oﬁfo the Polish vessel. She had hardly :_t v Net:-by-God--ifshe-conld-help-it. s
noticed what was happening as Rostov showed her to her P““‘“:\ hs haad on hes Rerhaps-she-was—willful,_but she was-alse-not-aceustomed-40
cabin—an officer’s room with its own head—and said he hoped Knee,, and she withtd  [astns what she wanted.-And she-bad anted-a-araa-nanmediNa
she would be s#erp comfortable. She sat on the bed. She was still ohe had ,\,."e,] his : e I— g ORE~11A ho o onderfutly

.......

there, in the same position, an hour later when a sailor brought e while she had
some cold food on a tray and set it down on her table without the chanie .

speaking. She did not eat it. When it got dark she began to shiver,
got into the bed and lay there with her eyes wide open, staring at
nothing] #til] shivering.

~fighfe~fheaglhts,_8m_whm_was-she~ge%ng4e- e lagk she ‘MUM =
do———— .fhb\k u‘“{'(‘_d‘dd“ R
She was in the enemy camp, a prisoner, but only from ker point

Dickstein was ket man . He was k‘“\“\f‘l and he .
310 way Yo , and he was OM\Y vaintrable.  and 311
/ he wiete Voie letters and stole shipf, and he was

. - . AA
the "\\\i man She Rad tued loved \ike '\1\_;_? ;e ‘ | ”
She. way Ast geingto lode Nw-&ﬁ—eﬁ«:«h&hﬁﬁmﬂe-&:ﬁ§@£



', R
h\"‘f W'ék* The Wa3 OR ellthawstill considarad :

e Sit’&; they foaseed sf-them—She-qughi+e have a chance to throw a wrench i
her . Cernags She "““’“\""d]-pmeieaﬁ- works.{She would move about the ship, pretendfeo-d )

ki

n their __—\
She mast ook
¢ it

{saceal ing hes {m ,

Hesy.pretend to share their ambitions and concerns, until she saw ’

K;é (_37( her opportunity ., § Lalkina to ke tatmied,
“The thouht mde | e ke If I don't do-t, I lose tonsslidating Me/

hee tiewhle. £ la]  him| Knd if I lose him, I _— position i *“h‘:&.

o/ [I\S\\e. She got out of bed&ok off the clothes she had slept in, washed (oafidene | JRIAAAY

and put on clean sweater and pants from her suitcase. She sat at \\ ., de toWd kqssdf:/
ale / the small nailed-down table and fereed-hesselt-to-eat some of the ' t 4
ady oSt o boost sausage and cheese that had been left there the day before. She don't wani 10 ive.
andy Jo } brushed her hair/ put on a trace of make-up.

hes motale o liltie 5 She tried her cabin door. It was not locked.

She went out.

She walked aleng a gangway and followed the smell of food to
the galley. She went in and looked swiftly about.

Rostov sat alone, eating eggs slowly with a fork. Now he
looked up and saw herHlis narrow mouth seesed hard, his eyes
without emotion. Suza hesitated, then forced herself to walk

! Now h val M*

§53k1(*i“j of all® \"t’
wos sTaring odes Sua
Shouldtt with o fonds
indulgent expressionon

g
fu&&ulrr his face Z\ HI‘T

‘:t,un.(«i ;(’_HY Q\fﬂx

. 1]
/?\ fcfl toward him. Reaching his table, she leaned briefly on a chairﬁe- b hu”
hes \"j‘ felt weak, steady-hrersel.
Rostos saidy L“Sit down."”

She dropped into the chair.

Hatirer-kad-n-famity ——— ?ut-e&--ﬁe&m- he seemed less frightening 8\

— it wounld ‘\t\f \

this fashionmm&ﬂmmbmmammd%o&r L0 S
“Your son?” k she Sa:d,k @
*“Yuri Davidovitch, he’s twenty.” t%}'
“What does he do?”
Rostov’s smile was <hstinedly-Jess chilly thas before. “Unfortu- nef “"[ “s!
nately he spends most of his time listening to-sieienlous music. He ﬂ\emim"t]
afso doesn’t study as hard as he should. Not like his brother.” g
Suza’s breathing was slowing to normal, her hand no longer €eit Shasle,
wasteady when she picked up her cup. She reminded-hesself that 2:‘1 k«m/
this man was no less dangerous just because he had a famil : D
N ol

when he talked -e# like this ww= “And your other sen?” she

asked. “The younger one?”
~Rostov nodded. “'Vladimir.[l-{e’s very gifted. He will be a great

mathematician if he gets the right schooling.”
“That shouldn’t be a problem,” she said, watching him eleselw. q

“Soviet education is suppased-se-be the best in the world.” g’]
It seemed w-dikely thing to say, but it must have had some bke = ‘“E‘C}

. special significance for him, because the beaiga look disappeared faraway

and his face turned hard and cold again. *No,” he said. It
shouldn’t be a problem.” He continued eating his eggs. -
Bematt-che thought %e was becoming friendly, I mustn’t lose 301"’*/ “‘3’»“"[]"

———— e -
“How did you sleep?” guihab uld they

. ] % She was breathing too quickly, as if she had been walking very | falk aboxt ?
3 l As&s&ld “t( [ R SN" .faSL “Fine{” }\

¢ \g

His sharp, skeptical eyes seemed to bore into her brain. *“You
seem sether upset.” He spoke evenly, without sympathy or

\ hostility.
41,')/! ‘{ “y (Dama—i.&.,-&hdgords seemed to stick in her d.]—llat""\”/{\{ awm’t‘
B e meerly choking her. “Yesterday . . . was confusing.” Fhet-ssued t was g, ;
9”{ S g y 8 using [t was easy fo 5o 5.

3 was-certainly-trus-Bo-was ‘1 never saw asyone die.”
% _~—" “Ah.”|He reached for a coffee pot and poured her a cup.
< “You're very young,” he said. ““You can’t be much older than my
first son.”

Suza sipped at the hot coffcxi, hoping he would go on talking in

4 3«*:.&‘3\‘1

A’(’ {Q,d" q ‘\;‘\'r 0(’ ‘\!.\MM\ {tdi\ Skowox n 312
Postou's Trpression perhags B femewbered

he fist tisn ke watoned o man die.

him now. She cast about/fer something te bring-him-baek. What [despecafely say
did they have in commony }-and-thea-remembered-——] I Thenshe wai Cvup{ftd-{
wish I could remember you from when you were at Oxford.”

“You were very small.” He poured himself some coffee.
“Everyonie remembers your mother. She was easily the most &

beautiful woman we’d-everseen. And you're exactly like her.” avosnd ] ‘ﬁ
That’s better, Suza thoughtf-end asked him, “What did you e:g““

study?” §

“Econormics.”
“Not an exact science in those days, I imagine.”
“And not much better today.” Dam#-near-heresy-he-thonght, é
for-a-good-Seuiet citizen whose Giad was-supposed-to.be-sconormie gl
Suza put on a faintly solemn expression. “We speak of
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He seemed Fo dedide

Suza was Shocked Yoyee

bourgeois economics, of course.”

Rostov stared at her. The blood seemed to drain from his thin

She was g shpulzpal. “Of course.” Rostov looked at her as if he could not tell him ‘.“‘M'-"[‘( l°"‘;““ face.l“ Hassan)intends to take-evesthe ql Loroom

he whether she were serious or not. da.fact¥he-couldn't-Thiswamean his Po‘m, and tonfiden Coparelli?”

Sty ‘tﬂ“"“"' had-;nlngued-h;m@m—fheﬁaﬁﬂ@n officer came into th.e He Didy \Aﬁ ::Are @sgggestmg thaf you didn’t k’xjow?” @fc“i me

ik ankistroeysebesn lima galley and spoke to him in Russian. Rostov lookfed at Suza a-b® 2, petented fo | Butlnot-wrth the Egyptlaqs, su.rely who 'EK N

ominisl. regretfully)-she—&he&gh{. “I must go up to the bridge.” be shoked . “The %edayeen. Hassan said this was your plan4” o)} _ - | and
‘ She had to go with him. She forced herself to speak calmly. Rostov banged the bulkhead with his fistl-Fhe-fasmily-mansthe j loeking vefy ncosl =2

— 3
Suza thought : He
chould \ct me. He's

“May I come?” Y
He hesitated j End.as-she—w&i{»eé-ferhcr-mwmt#hc-seccnd

I.‘::“j.:i" 6-nj0 .._.'._’ *.- hat evemif-fo {néo\lu& talks %Mf-)
Feasemhedid pstie ‘i"-a =ty ; WOTIC TOTIT he belitves V' on WS

a S ) T leadn
do-with-any.seeretd stuck here as.she-was on a KGB ship —_? W& and it

how Gutd
. . . an| geLiets
After-a-century she-saw-him_nod,-heerd-him-say,—Follow . "‘"‘]‘ e T wuldut
1y S () AR
Up in the radio room Rostov was-smHtes as he read through Yhem g .
the messages and exea translated them for Suza’s benefit. He U{o;’fo\; said : W“)(
seemed delighted with Dickstein’s ingenuity. “The man is smart] ap¥?
”» g R m\kCA Qvl“Y'

veey-smrert,”’ he said. '3

“What'’s Savile Shipping?” Suza asked. Suta &o\“""’d' .

“A front for Israeli Intelligence. Dickstein is eliminating all the 4 .t ;f she did Aot do the

sophisticated-operative-able-to-admire-his-Israeli-adversary-auas fustian foc .0 '“"“""
gome) “Hassan is jrot-oniy-a-foot~he'da liar|” q’\“\.‘a s traitor,
}Z-Bat”;@eérle&—hepd’e—sms-;igm—“b_uw;e@_ngm 4 was Saua's dunl\t:,t "

. , she Knews. She the
way we can stop him . . . Give me g,‘...amﬂ;.

Rostov looked at her. “What’s his plan?”’ said  “Mayhe
“To pake-ower~iq hijack the Coparelli before Dickstein gets &1
there, then ambush the Israeli team, and sail to . . . he didn’t tell
me exactly, somewhere in North Africa H-believer—— What was g
your plan?”’
-Aad-he_told_her— - ‘“To ram the ship after Dickstein had
stolen the uranium—"
“Can’t we ., still do that?”
“No. We're too far away, we’'d never catch them.”

Suza knew evelything-depended—on—what-eame—next. She /

people who have reason to be interested in what happens to the yeqt bt trackly right, beth [ crossed her arms to stop the tremeors-she-fek. She said, “Then 5\1\0«‘(-'»3

uranium. The shipping company isn’t interested because they no  ghe and Dickstein would dic.

fonger own the ship. Now he’s taking off the captain and crew. No |Restov losked up ot het "n"':“"‘mmp*w-\t‘warn Dickstein ameut-the Fedayeen ambush so
f:*l\ s(, (X
W

——h She watched Rostov’s face. Hneredibly—he-was-half-smiling-as  He must

doubt he has some kind of hold over the people who actually own_ T¥s o bea
the uranium{” i £cia — K

g1 i Rostov was talking essiy to herf There. She had said "tl‘

AT E

This was what

only one thing-le&-&e-do.”@.né-beﬁere—-he—ee—u}d o we (““{ 9l

g_k'we_ mwk

swallow ﬂ)
it was \oﬁiu\, it wad

there heemé-ee-bq . / o

that he can #rave-a-good-ehanee-te take back the Coparelli.”

C

Suzn wonted. (l ’l /. eimest like a colleaguel|*“I suppose the breakdown was rigged?” Rostov was t{\inkc‘-ﬂ T
“Yes. Now Dickstein can probably take over the ship without W, 4 He saidy 1

firing a shot.”

k-was-her.opportunity—-.—the-moment-to-prove-her loyalty to
Restov's.side, by-betraying Hassan, the-man_they all_detested
ook,

A“And so can Yasif Hassan, of course.”

“What?”
‘““Hassan can also take over the Coparelli without firing a shot.” _~ h
( . Suza Wt fns\', When sk:")d'(a\‘td Wlesbein
3141 (i head ploved her loyalty Tothe Arab .ﬁde, L
the Arad wde had 5?\3* inty fjno (aﬂ\ffiv N oent W(-‘:L
a\os"b\!, AL K& and E_Sa"hn\ 11\“’.“30\(.(..’7 inThe

othes Hatlan and _
her loyalty +o Restov's Side by betraying Hassan .

She sq;d, a§ Calwal L
ay the poS\ikl\’ 7Y\ 9

e

che wag al the cendie of events 5 she. /
Mt be able to find o way to foul Z\

J(ku&s up for Kim, e Sﬁid-)

A

the. Fedoyeen. New Suta Could plove

though-be-not-enly-approved -been-thinking-aleag-with dhe riqhFothina fo
her——perhaps-ateat-uf-her | Warn Dickstein so that he can 3¢ \Wuo1
take the Coparelli back from the Fedayeen/ se—he can proceed o Then)
according to @ plan —— and we can proceed according to owmesw

our .’ Q

\ 4

FROM: SAVILE SHIPPING, ZURICH
TO: ANGELUZZI E BIANCO, GENOA
YOUR YELLOWCAKE CONSIGNMENT FROM F.A.
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6&,1,.\., hed fo uur/
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PEDLER INDEFINITELY DELAYED DUE TO ENGINE [Mﬂ\ 16T
TROUBLE AT SEA. WILL ADVISE SOONEST OF NEW A\uovuul now L

HE

lifeboat}+hd cover pfadied hefd loosened earlier. The stem of the whosr.!«f

boat could be seen from the deck amidships, where the sailors

Qﬂ had /

7’@?

DELIVERY DATES. PAPAGOPOLOUS. had it. were standing, but the stern could not. Tyrin moved to the stern,
11fted the cover, got in and from inside put the cover back in ,\?
v place E[e was a big man, and the life jacket made him bigger. With [ 6}
As the Gil Hamilton came into view, Pyotr Tyrin cornered some difficulty he crawled the length of the boat to a position
Ravlo, the addict, in the 'tweendecks of the Copareili. Tyri from which he could see the deck through an eyelet in the
acted with a confidence he did not feel hold of Ravlo’s ot dopled o b"li\“ﬂ tarpaulin. Now{.dama.it} it was up to Ravlo. (_—I_-Ie watched as am I:

. ad qrah
sweater. Tyrin was a bulky man, and Ravlo was somewhat Mt @42

wasted. Tyrin said, *“Listen, feend| you're going to do something

for me—4"
“Sure, anything you say.”

second detachment of men went down the ladder to the launch,

then heard the first officer say, ‘“Where’s that radio operator?”
Tyrin looked for Ravlo / located him. Speak @p, damn you —_
Ravlo hesitated —. “He went over with the first lot, sir.”

Aml/ q .'/-

Tyrin hesitated. It would be risky f-depending om=a-mmamn- ﬁkEl
MRawdq. Still, there was no alternative. “I need to stay on board

ship when the rest of you go on the Gil/ Hamilton. If I'm missed,
you will say that you have seen me go over. \ls-that-cleas]”

“Right, okay, sure/"

“If I'm discovered, and I have to board the Gil Hamilton, you
can be sure I'll tell them(iour}ecret.”

“I’ll do everything}jHi-do-i#=4"

l\[(«ow\ 50\[ .’

"
All hands were summoned on deck for the changeover. The sea

was too rough for the Gil Hamilton to come alongside, so she sent
a launch. Adlasere lifebelts for the crossing. The officers and crew
of the Coparelli stood quietly in the pouring rain while they were
counted, then the first sailor went over the side{ down the ladder,
jumped into the well of the launch.

The boat would be too small to take the whole crew—they
would have to go over in two or three detachments, Tyrin
realized. While everyone’s attention was on the first men to go
over the rail, Tyrin whispered to Ravlo, “Try and be last to go.”

“You’'d better |l-m-eounting-on-il ' and-he-;eleased»him,-w
no&-:eassuned_hux.fe.eling,held.doae-au-he-could______, [HIM let l\m\ 0. He

was Aok (eassuﬂ“
that wou

tan e

fall o pieees-

The two of them edged out to the back of the crowd on deck.
The officers were peering over the side at the launch. The men
were standing, waiting, facing toward the Gil Hamilton.

Tyrin slipped back behind a bulkhead.E‘Ie was two steps from a

316

plomise you anyThirgs
h“‘- when it tame
he cranth e M‘j"

ol
“Are you sure?”
“Yes, sir, I saw him.”
Fyrin-breathed-easter Q
The officer nodded [§a1d something about not being able to tell Aa“‘l
one from another in this filthy rain.
The captain called to Koch, and the two men stood talking in

the lee of a bulkhead, close to Tyrin’s hiding place./*I’ve never UL‘ aphin saidy
heard of Savile Shipping, have you?”

“No, sir.”

“This is all wrong, selling a ship while she’s at sea, then leaving
the engineer in charge of her and taking the captain off.”

“Yes, sir .—I imagine they’'re not seafaring people, these new © l
owners—" O/

“They’re surely not, or they’d know better. Probably account-
ants.” There was a pause. “You could refuse to stay alone, of
course, then I would have to stay with you. I'd back you up
afterward ..

“I'm afraid I'd lose my ticket.”

“Right, I shouldn’t have suggested it. Well, good luck.”

“Thank you, sir.”

The third group of seamen had boarded the launch. The first
officer was at the top of the ladder waiting for the captain, who
was still muttering about accountants as he turned around,
crossed the deck and followed the first officer over the side.

of
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Tyrin turned his attention to Koch, who now thought he was Hassan had observed. They’d been expecting a fight at midday, E{S}
the only man aboard the Coparelli. The engineer watched the Anow they had to wait, dawdling about in the crew quarters and c\@‘\ Q

launch go across to the Gil Hamilton, then climbed the ladder to T\t\, weie L\\lpd w l'b‘ the galley, cleaning weapons, playing cards,!bragging about past awdg
the bridge. (ombat, and incloned and-future-dattles. : §] PLISN

Tyrin cursed sileatly .. he wanted Koch to go below so that 4, ("“‘Y duauou's Knife~ ever-an-imeginary-insuttt-Fhereafter the crew kept-their.distancs wele &'mf"\) W'“;W“n[

he could get to the for’ard store and radio to the Karla. He &;ow{.b qame? ¥ ptoit  from the eseey Fedayeen.

9l

watched the bridge,(saw Koch’s face appear from time to time 4o (surme o €0t ot/ Hassan wondered how he would handle them if he were { “\”j“‘m
behind the glass. If Koch stayed there, he’d have to wait until | o to Aemselves. 0'\f°(' respensible-for-them. Heldl thought smere-then-a-litte-like-this Makmoul/l\qd\ finesa lot
dark before he could contact, and remlta Rostov? fugm had %wu\d with recently. Mahmoud was still the commander, but he was the one
It looked very much as if Koch planned to remain on the bridge Awo (EamEn oLt AN who had done all important work—f—discovered Dickstein, @’
all day. {aats A ult aw . brought the news of his plan, conceived the counter-hijack, becians "01
Tyrin settled down for a long wait. ok Ut heth t\ovﬁt Jestablished the Stromberg’s whereabouts. k-as.heady-business [and He was tgianing
v face with o hioken 4\ to speewlate on what his position{would be in the Ralestinian Woh‘"[m
ol 81

e okt s DA vement jhe-Eedayeen} when all this was over — Aad.it.was
When the Nablus reached the point south of Ibiza where b"“"‘ J

pretiy-cleas—that-such-thoughts—weore-on-Mahmoud's-mind-as- [ Clearly, Mahmoud o

Hassan expected to encounter the Coparelli, there was not a - Now aell — Bw{ M there was to be a power struggle between the two \womu\'ﬂP The Same ﬂl‘f)'
single ship in sight. Hassan felt o litte of them, it would have to wait —— First t-hepe-wa&-{-hc'mattef-efl [‘é 0] gl Ixé I
They circled the point in a widening spiral while Hassan gaqscous when Ve taking-ever the Coparelli and destroyiag Dickstein when—he ol ﬂ«y had to L 4
scanned the desolate rainswept horizon through binoculars. Thought about that. IX at&ae-keéﬁﬁ—FUr‘Tﬁﬁt‘HasSﬁa&was_mc;e-&haﬂ—with-ee—hme&; 2 "f}“‘k/ am ""L{
Mahmoud said, “You have made a mistake.” :“l:{:“k::ly well, for the. Mehmoud-aroundYHetimsel had never been in war, never even 9\
LE) '\ -

“Not necessarily.” Hassan was determined he would not :

. L . . . : below 1o Loaviaw thewm - i . ;
appear panicked. ‘“This was just the earliest point at which we felves They looked fiwat) [Ae—he—hadn’t-liked—it—in—fact, the-thought-of—it-made—him
could meet her. She doesn’t have to travel at top speed —_" & Hm,h« Hassan pausecus;-as-did-the-violenee-that-was-eertatn-te-come-ROW——r

“Why should she be delayed?” There was a false alarm at four-thirty in the afternoon when
Hassan shrugged/ ‘“Perhaps the engine isn’t running well. Me was ahnid) and bkt |/ they sighted another ship coming toward them, but after examin-

had a gun pointed at him except by Cortone in hat ruined villa. e

Perhaps they've fad worse weather than we have. MERY  a esen moie abiidol | ing her through binoculars Hassan deeidéd she was not the G"M“'\‘—“j/

ol

q] stet {,

A 10 Al)ob\’f QKA

reasons.” disaraciaa himself b Coparelli, and as she passed they were able to read the name on
“What do you suggest, then?” S\\OEEA 3; fear, by h«mi-\j her side—Gil Hamilton.
Mahmoud was also very uneasy, Hassan realized. On this ship , 4 aoei awayy B\/ As daylight began to fade Hassan}-—&hough}-bggame truty
he was not in control,[the decisionsWsere-rottis— “We travel 4 pwin wp as ht had it | worried. In this weather, even with navigation lights, two ships
southwest, backing along the Coparelli’s route. We must meet in the villa. bur healse could pass within half a mile of each-athes at night without seeing one anoﬂ\u/
her sooner or later.” b rtedy for it they each other. And there had been not a sound out of the Coparelli’s
“Give the order to the captain,” Mahmoud said, and went wen ~ it they won - secret radio all afternoon, although Yaacov had reported that
below to his troops, leaving Hassan on the bridge with the Rostov was trying to raise Tyrin. To be certain that the Coparelli
captain. did not pass the Nablus in the night they would have tol\Spend the
Mahmoud burned with theLanger of tension. So did his troops, night traveling toward Genoa at the Coparelli’s speed, then
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resume searching in the morning. But by that time the Stromberg

ﬂ would be close by and the Fedayeen treep might lose the chance #

of springing a trap on Dickstein.

Hassan was about to sckrowledge-all this to Mahmoud—who
had just returned to the bridge—when a single white light winked
on in the distance.

“She’s at anchor,” said the captain.

“How can you tell?”” Mahmoud asked.

“That’s what a single white light mean}”

S / Hassan put-tr-quieledss, “That would explain why she wasn’t off
Ibiza when we expected her. If that’s the Coparelli, you should
O/ prepare to board-+-*

M aqiee, ufq‘d(;\ “;“'g[. A Mahmomldlaeéded-vigoseuebt and went off to tell his men.
7" ol “Turn out your navigation lights,”” Hassan told the captainfaﬁé

A~ EIS the Nablus closed with the other ship, night fell.
e B

tgfh.in/

&>

“I’mertain that’s the Coparelli,” Hassan said.

The captain lowered his binoculars. *She has three cranes sn
deck, and all her upperworks are aft of the hatches.”

“Your eyesight is better than mine,” Hassan saidg-satisfed.
“She’s the Coparelli.”

He went below to the galley, where Mahmoud was faeirg his
troops. Mahmaoud looked at him as he stepped insidej-ard Hassan
nodded. '“Fherd’s-no-guestion-any-longer.”

Mahmoud turned back to his men. “We do not expect great
resistance. The ship is crewed by ordinary seamen, and there is
no reascn for them to be armed. We go in two boats, one to
““‘1/ attack the port side/one the starboard. On board our first task is

to take the bridge and prevent the crew from using the radio.

© / Next we round up the crew on deck ——"" He paused and turned

to Hassan. ““Tell the captain to get as close as possible to the
Coparelli and then stop engines.”

Hassan turned-te-gey-aware~that suddenly he was again-an

address; 4\3 /

ol €l
This is o
"‘“"l‘l

olg £

l}\l\s&qn weal ou‘t /\

o / | wag g I errand boy/ Mahmoud/\demonstratinsg= that whea-i-cennted—in __—

8} baltle
bload to his cheeks.
“Yasif.”
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=y
petde{ he was still the undisputed leader. Hassan feitAa rush of the huanliatien s'{“j

Th laughed louder.
\ ¢ mea laughed even louder

C’(Ts'_:_gzb@ sign of the Ceoparelli’s crew. Hassan had a dreadful

—“\Q cc&a\i een

. (oared with
He turned back. 4 lawghter b
“Your weapon.” Mahmoud threw him a gun}-whie Hassan ol /
fusmbled sltgirtty-asbhe caught it. It was a small pistol, almost a toy M/
the kind of gun a woman might carry in her handbag. Mebmeud's
reaps-theughiit-uery-Many.
Hassan Sesided-ba-conld play theyr games too. He feund what ‘&0‘\;‘" g Im:&:’“&]
looked fike the safety catch and released it. He pointed the gun at
the floor and pulled the trigger. The report was very loud. He
emptied the gun into the deck.
There was a silence. I
Hassan said, “I thought I saw a mouse]” end-gramdiy threw the G)[ He
gun back to Mahmoud.
FQAQYQCN/

tHassanrwith-ao—gosture~teff] went back up to the bridge, HCI
passed the message to the captainland returned to the deck. It #>
was very dark now. For a time all that could be seen of the 3k c5‘/
Coparelli was its light}éhen, grednelld. a silhouette of solid black g L @5 he stiained RiveY
became distinguishable against the wash of dark gray. }
Mahmeud's4nsn, quiet now, had emerged from the galley and T\‘ M“]‘M

~ stood on deck with the crew. The Nablus's engines died, the crew

lowered the boats.

Hassan and his Fedayeen went over the side. ﬂ

Hassan was in the same boat as Mahmoud {he.had-te.be&em ) ’
Wis-point-of-view-and-Mahmeudis). The smeall launch bobbed on 9] ble
the waves, which now seemed immense. They approached the/ A $he%
side of the Coparelli. There was no sign of activity on the ship.
Surely, Hassan thought, the officer on watch must hear the sound
of two engines approaching? But no alarms sounded, no lights
flooded the deck, no one shouted orders or came to the rail.

Mahmoud was first up the ladder.

By the time Hassan reached the Coparelli’s deck the other
team was swarming over the starboard gunwale.

Men poured down the companionways and up the ladders. 3

=
L onam L,&‘“— weS

premonition/ fomething seemed terribly wrong. that | ‘] had 3P l
He followed after Mahmoud up to the bridge. Two of the men 3’(
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LIN : T z
m‘“({] +ed alreédy made-their-weay there. Hassan asked, “Did they have that they concealed the entrance to his small radio room. Now he ti(-?

time to use the radio?”’ was-gbliged to get down on hands and knees, pull awayl\boxéf, kd{ 77 bntL S)
@ g} “@’ Mahmoud said +a~eisgust. Aand

[crawl through a little tunnel to get in.
They went back down to the deck. Slowly the men were The set was repeating a short two-letter signal. Tyrin checked 6}
Hheie “H/ emerging from the bowels of the boat, looking puzzled, -t#rtsed Mahmond S“{A:"n‘t the code book,/found it meant he was to switch to another ad/ é}’
Lﬂu‘r sA gl 1 guns inLhEQdé il wavelength before acknowledging. He set the radio to transmit '

ne
-New two men came across the deck with a frightened looking | wreck of the Mat2 and followed his instructions.
’

sailor between them. (c\CS""" Rostov immediately replied. CHANGE OF PLAN. HASSAN WILL
gl Hassan nesveusly spoke to the sailor in English. “What’s Sl , ATTACK COPARELLI. /
happened here?” Tyain said alowd : 1 Tyrin was-uadesstandably-puzzled, and made: REPEAT PLEASE. -f(ow\ed " f“ul"“"f
feglied in Some othes [“3"“3"'1 The sailorf~Bietes-Koeh{rbegan-to-answer in Gennan-whed "Yesus, w\\q‘\':‘s HASSAN/A TRAITOR. FEDA YEEN WILL ATTACK COPARELLI. L2
L(] Lq—';]{] @assan had a sudden/ terrifying thought. “We-havead checked- Yoing on h The Coparelli was here, he was on it . . . slene.cxcept-for-the 4)

OREIReSE—— Why would Hassan+for the uranium, of course+ ﬂ @/@/
Rostov was still signaling. HASSAN PLANS/\AMBUSH DICKSTEIN. Iof

OBEY‘\FOLLOWING INSTRUCTIONS PRECISELY., FOR OUR PLAN TO THE A

fetief{~was-prmpty-oi-mon—Whek-filled-it-were-woodenm-wedges, & WoS full of l“'J::\ PROCEED WE MUST WARN DICKSTEIN OF[AMBUSH —— ™ME A O
d(ums, sealed a -

|: the hold,” he said to Mahmoud.ﬁl‘hey found a companionway
fwenl == leading below andkdown into the hold. >
MA/L a’\ < Hassan found a light switch| turned it onEl"he hold ke Hassand

%

The drums had the word pPLUMBAT stenciled on their sides.

) ) n—decoded-at-first-confused-then-understanding—It-puts
[\"TU";{\’, said Hassan. "Bt{ ¢/The uranium.4 Secuied W as-back-in-pls a aver Exce - : R
T\“), / Hassan.said-the word--the-twe-mes looked at the drums, then N“ﬁ“ ’ He made: How?
6] at each other. Fheir—expressions—were—solema;,—thetr—feetmygs T\[M {“W“‘d = k‘d‘“,"‘ YOU WILL CALL STROMBERG ON COPARELLI'S REGULAR WAVE-
ﬂ\{ ecstatie—Espectatty-Hassan's) For the- moment all rivalry was this, thea his face f;‘\ﬁ::'d ENGTH{ SEND FOLLOWING MESSAGE PRECISELY REPEAT PRECISELY. @I
1+ by Aforgotten in-the-grandeur-of-thetr-vietory. as he undesstood . " JQUOTE COPARELLI TO STROMBERG | AM-BOARDED ARABS|UNQUOTE. | L THIWK WATCH
Fwe aid ity " said We'h he back to squate [QUDTE COPARELEL T0 STROMBERG | At ERAKDED ATASSAUE
" . v one o "he aid to himsel€ yrin nodded. Dickstein would thin t. at oc‘: ad time to get
L‘\aSSM. 6\/ (\oo\, we U That's dheved fut what [ @ few words off before the Arabs killed him. Forewarned,
dad " As darkness fell Tyrin had watched the engineer go forward to 4. 't do'.“; Dickstein should be able to take the Coparelli. Then Rostov’s
switch on the white light. Coming back, he had not gone up to the bt Karla could collide with Dickstein’s €€opure# as planned. Hiney ““i’ /ﬂ tﬁ}&
af bridge but had walked ffirther aft and entered the galley/Tyrin P wie 4oy ¥ A Mers-aeati hut what about me? Tyan thohtfl V€
was hungry too. He would give his arm for a plate of salted §°“"Qﬂ“"j He made: UEDERSTOOD‘heard a distant bump, as if something g Hg,'

l \ herring and a loaf of brown bread. Sitting cramped in his lifeboat
all afternoon, waiting for Koch to move, he had had hte-else to
Phink abat / ? l’\t[\ occupy-his-thoughts-bestdes his hunger, and/had tortured himself
k\ ; with thoughts of caviar, smoked salmon, marinated mushrooms

and-f-most of all-tbrown bread.
As Soon n/ ©Onee Koch had disappeared from sight, Tyrin got out of the
lifeboat, his muscles protesting as he stretched, and hurried along

the deck to the for’ard store.

He had shifted the boxes and assested junk in the main store so

b : 322
{{’_—Nd‘ qd’, ‘\fp‘tl7 l\e,, told Km&df,

had hit the ship’s hull. At first he ignored it, thenkemembered (he
there was nobody aboard but himse¥ and Koch. He went to the ﬂ :
door of the for’ard store and looked out.

Hassaa-eﬁd-éhe Fedayeer( l: Zk‘d

He closed the door{hurried back to his transmitter. He made:  and , N

*HASSAN IS HERE.

Rostov replied, SIGNAL DICKSTEIN NOW.

WHAT|THEN? MD ,(
MO
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rmr—

" )ﬂ\t ane ‘ﬂmu) he d;nl‘ nob cate abodl was him sd(' k‘""" —

and hf.:~ to kill Yasif Haseaq{ He had no
ﬂ,ﬁﬂu% an&{ and l fear[\of bullets | pain jeved death. Suza had saken-eare
hetrayed him, aad | ~ok-thet:-ket Isracl g¢t its bomb, end Esther would die peacefully,
b w| Mottie would finish Treasure Island, and Yigael fould look
he had ao uining
desire 1 liveal the grapes.

S fhat \mj He gripped the barrel of the machine gun beneath his oilskin
life wi S 1:: ﬂﬂ“”“ﬁ They crested a wave[ and/there in the next trough, was the
his P"‘t "% Ceparelli.

45 !
v
witching, several times\ from forward to reverse' in rapi
U7 Switchingseveral times\ Trom forward ¢ in rapid
) succession Levi Abbas edged his boat closer to the bows of the
('V“h Coparelli. The white light above them enabled him to see(clcar[y,

while the outward-curving hull shielded his boat from the sight of
anyone on deck or on the bridge. When the boat was close
enough to the ladder Abbas took a rope and tied it around his
waist under the oilskin, He hesitated a moment,Lshucked off the
oilskin, unwrapped his gun and slung p4 over his neck. He stood
with one foot in the boat and one on the gunwale, waited for his
moment, and jumped.

He hit the ladder with both feet andLhands[ untied the rope
around his waist and secured it to a rung of the 3adder[ went up
the ladder almost to the top fstopped. They wentedse go over the
rail as close together as possible,

He looked back down. Sharrett and Sapir were already on the
ladder below him. As he looked, Porush made his jump, landed

L‘ﬂ\tn
the quo /

‘Doﬁ'\ / o“(/
OHt[ﬂcn o 4

— T —

~amip-

after ;

-

/5

across the deck. “Take cover on the port side.” Eharretl bcﬂ(lf {_
across two yards of open deck, Jpartly concealedaewby the ralsed’d
edge of the for’ard hatch. He inched forward.

Abbas looked up and down the deck. At any moment they
could be spotted}-whieh—fact-wonid-pe-anmonnced-byl bullets
umog into them./Up in the stem was the winding gear for the ::;r:;‘:x’g
anchor, with a large pile of slack chain. “Sapir —"" Abbas 4
pointed, and Sdplr*uade&st-andmg‘ crawled along the deck to the ¥/
position.

[&c./

“1{H-+ateed the crane,” Porush said.

Abbas locked at the derrick towering over them, dominating
the whole of the foredeck. The control cabin was some ten feet
above deck level. It would be a dangerous position, but it made
good tactical sense. *“Go,” he said.

Porush crawled forward, following Sharrett’s route. Watching,
Abbas thought| He's got a fat ass—my sister feeds him too well. G)I
Porush gained the foot of the crane| began to climb the ladder-as- and / Of

-“k{ Nw.td

— ik one of the eaemy
Showld happen to Yook
this way aowis while/
foruih was en the K
laddes —Then

a«lT mv7/

awkwardly and missed his grip 4resf slipped down 4 rung before
he managed to hook an arm around the side of the ladder and
arrest his descent.
Abbas waited for Porush to come up close behind Sapir, then
put—inmsed over the rail. He landed softly on all fours and
/ crouched lew beside the gunwale. The others followed swiftly--

he weal /

cwi/ one, two, three. The white light was above them/ they were very
exposed.
uﬂii Abbas looked about. Sharrett was the smallest/ he could

wriggle like a snake. Abbas touched his shoulder and pointed

228

and for a moment

Abbas held his breathLunﬁl he reached the cabin. ﬁm\[
Behind Abbas, in the prow, was a companion head over a short

. flight of steps leading down to a door. The area was not big

ﬂbkm beeath {augk

in hit f[\féa‘t'
Peimk

*

f

enough to be called a fo'c’sie, and there was almost certainly no
proper accommodation in there—it was simply a for’ard store.
He crawied to it, crouched at the foot of the steps in the little
weli{gently cracked aperrthe door. It was dark inside. He closed
the door and turned around, resting his gun on the head of the
steps, satisfied that he was alone __,

v

There was aimost-ne light at the stern end, and Dickstein’s boat
had to get very close to the Coparelli’s starboard ladder. Gibli,
the team leader, found it difficult to keep the boat in position.
Dickstein found a boathook in the well of the launch and used it
to hold the boat steady, pulling toward the Coparelli when the sea
tried to part them and pushing away when the boat and the ship
threatened to collide broadside.

Gibii,}sx—army, insisted on adhering to the Israeli tradition that kao 'NLY!

foed I
of

very [ittle
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' .
the officers lead their men from in front, not from behind( }f[e
had fbﬂo/ went first. He always wore a hat to conceal his receding hairline,
[ and now[sported a beret. He crouched at the edge of the boat
while it slid down a wave; then, in the trough when boat and ship

OH&/ q-w\/ upm"‘{ moved closer together, he jumpedlanded wellf moved ferward.

. On the edge, waiting for his moment, Feinberg said, ‘“Now,
}\-Kb\ L\/ then—I count to three, then open my parachute, right?” }-ﬁe
qz jumped inte-thetecth of-his nerous-man.s-humor.

Katzen went next, then Raoul Dovrat. Dickstein dropped the
boathook and followed. On the ladder, he leaned back and

61 g) looked up through the streaming rain to see Gibli just reachiag

G] the level of the gunwale/ then swing one leg over the rail.
{ Dickstein looked back over his shoulder, saw a faint band of
O lighter gray in the distant sky, the first sign of dawn+
(\ﬂ\m thefe was q] :m“’l L#Lburst of machine-gun fire and a shout.
) Dickstein looked up again to see Gibli falling slowly backward
am N‘S/ off the top of the ladder. His beret came offf-&e-bd whipped away
by the wind, disappearing into the darkness. Gibli fell down,
and [ down past Dicksteinfdowy into the sea.
5\\.‘1,,.{, (w, 3 3» Dickstein}-stomaeh-turning, gave the order-to-open-fire}
flew! Feinberg vawlted over the rail. He would hit the deck rolling,

Dickstein knew, then—yes, there was the sound of his gun as he

gave covering fire for the others ——

ﬂ /\Mﬂ“y’ And sew Katzen was over| and there were four, five,/guns
crackling, and Dickstein was scampering up the ladder and
pulling the pin from a grenade with his teeth and hurling it up and

JI over the rail some thirty yards forward, where se-heped it would
cause a diversion without injuring any of his men already on
deck —_ and then Dovrat was over the rail and Dickstein saw
him hit the deck rolling, gain his feet, dive for cover behind the

|—

y!

£

Al

g( <’I stern suErstructu;r{/
) Mded on hands and knees, bent double

g[ under a sheet of covering fire and scampered to the stern.
[ L he yelied, :{ E‘Where are they?”A
Q ‘fﬂ Feinberg stopped shooting-eady to answer him. ““In the galley,”
/ jerking a thumb toward the bulkhead beside them. “}sd| the
/\ lifeboatsLandkhe doorways amidships.”

7/

,/\ke Sm'd;
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“All rlghtl +-Dickstein got to his feet—+*“we hold this position .‘/4(07)}\ g] o l Y
until Bader’s group makes the deck. When you hear them open 6)
fire, move. Dovrat and Katzen, hit the galley door and head 4)
below. Feinberg, cover them, then work your way forward along

this edge te the deck. I'll make for the first lifeboat. Meantime o”

give them something to distract their attention from the port stern

ladder and Bader’s team. Fire at will.”

\ 4

Hassan and Mahmoud were interrogating -kesh when the the Sq.'lor/
shooting started. They were in the chart room, aft of the bridge.
¥eoeh would speak only German, but Hassan spoke German+oe. The sailor , Q
oehs story was that the Coparelli had broken down and the Hit |
crew had been taken off, leaving him to wait in the ship until a
spare part arrived. He knew nothing of uranium or hijacks or
Dickstein. Hassan did not believe hi as he pointed out to j {DFL
Mahmoud/if Dickstein could arrange for the ship to break down, [—|
he could surely arrange for one of his own men to be left aboard

it. %oek was tied to a chair, and now Mahmoud-pseceeded-ta-ens 1 he SG“'-‘" — ‘“ﬂi“J

_ off his fingers/one by one, te~eneeurage-him-to tell a different 6\6\ n an aftempl

story. o malcehim

They heard one quick burst of firing, then a silence, then a
second burst followed by a barrage. Mahmoud sheathed his knife (}
and went down the stairs/which led from the chartroom to the
officers’ quarters.
Hassan tried to assess the situation. -Mebmoudis.man were The &t’\wf“"\

grouped in three places—the lifeboats, the galley and the main \
amidships superstructure. From where he was Hassan could see '
both port and starboard sides of the deck, and if he went forward Q\

r- from the chartroom to the bridge he could see the foredeck. Most
w of the Israelis seemed to have boarded the ship at the stern. The ?

Fedayeen, both those immediately below Hassan and those in the
lifeboats at either side, were firing toward the stern. There was no
firing from the galley, which must mean the Israelis had taken it. S Ny
-Apparenty-theytd gone below(but|had left two men on deck, one The 1 mwst "“"'! Y
on either side, to guard their rear ——

Sq Mahmoud’s heped-£o& ambush had falledlané -Hassan-# g’]q’\ lﬁ\l'\
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(‘?‘ spim.nf.in’ms;clf, almost.teok-a-sacrel-pleasure.in-it. The Israelis

MN“, 3] were supposed to be shet down as they came over the rail. In fact,/

',
had
(a/ ﬂ\«ﬂ
©
o] {They m\: bﬁ‘?
!
£
had
ol Tt was /
Z\T‘ujg was, *’l{
L
ju‘dfo):.‘t{an? g‘l
begen /
[hen

yor

+ ar

theykd succeeded in reaching coverp-Fhe-advantage—was—gomd
prr-it-was-pow-all-even———3

The fighting on the deck was stalemated, with both sides
shooting at each other from good cover [—{ whieh was the
Israelis’ intention, Hassan assumed—-to keep the opposition busy
on deck while they made their progress below]{attacklﬂ-g the
Fedayeen stronghold, the amidships superstructure Jafter making
their way the length of the ’tweendecks gangways. —m—

Where was the best place for-iner to be? Right where he was,
Hassan decided. To reach him the lsraelis wewld~have to fight
their way along the tweendecks, then up through the officers’
quarters, then up again to the bridge and chartroom«}{a tough
position to take.

{~*chuge explesion from the bridge. The heavy door separating
bridge and chartroom rattled, sagged on its hinges and fell slowly
inward. Hassan looked through.[}:% grenade had landed in the
bridge. The bodies of three Fedayeen were spread across the
bulkheads. All the glass of the bridge was smashed. The grenade
must have come from the foredeck, which meant that there was
another group of Israelis in the prow. As if to confirm his
+heught, a burst of gunfire came from the for’ard crane.

Hassanp-the-srmehair-warrior~was-retised.—Hej picked up a
submachine gun from the floor, rested it on the window frame,
and eermmeneed to shoot back.

v

I.evi Abbas watched Porush’s grenade sail through the air and
into the bridge,Lsaw the explosion shatter what remained of the
glass. The guns from that quarter were briefly silenced, and then
a new one started up. For a minute Abbas could not figure out
what the new gun was shooting at—— none of the bullets landed

4 | «vem near him. He looked at either side, Sapir and Sharrett were

oli-]

both shooting at the bridge, and neither seemed to be under fire.
Abbas looked up at the crane—-}-Porush{it was Porush who was
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under fire. There was a burst from the cabin of the crane as
Porush fired back.

The shooting from the bridge was amateurish, wild and
inaccurate—the man was just spraying bullets. But he had a good

position—— he was high, and well protected by the walls of the CD}‘;},
bridge.,§oonér or laterlhe @oulﬁlit something, Abbas took out a sl H @

7
~r
4

s,

grenadey lobbed it, but it fell short. Only Porush was close ana /

enough to throw into the bridge, and he had used all his grenades{
though only the fourth had landed on target.

Abbas fired again, then looked up at the control cabin of the
crane. As he looked, he saw Porush come toppling backward out
of the control cabin, turn over in the air, and fallj a dead weight{
to the deck.

L And]Abbas thought[‘l{low will T tell my sister?

The gunman in the bridge stopped firing, then resumed with a

burst in Sharrett’s direction. Unlike Abbas and Sapir, Sharrett

{—{
g1

lke | 97

g

had very little cover| squeezed as-he-was between a capstan and @‘\& wa$ / §7

the gunwale. Abbas and Sapir both shot at the bridge. The
unseen sniper was improving — bullets stitched a seam in the

screamed, jumped sideways, jerked as if electrocuted while

]\buiiets sheedded his body, until at last he lay stil]}-}n‘a{sereem-iﬂg-q Amol%

The situation was bad. Abbas’s team was supposed to com-

e/

. deck toward Sharrett’s capstan}-and-found-their-targe#| Sharrett 31{\0\

ﬂmd&tﬂl into I g\
ank the Sc&«m‘f\ﬁ s

mand the foredeck, but at the moment seme-damn-rateon the the MMI

bridge was doing that —— AbbasLthrew another grenade. It @[
landed short of the bridge and exploded y~——#nt-tea®t the flash {D{

might dazzie the sniper for a second or two. [{\bbas was on his feet

w 15 ‘fﬂkt ]'\im
RALLS
When The bnnj ome

and running for the crane, the eowad of Sapir’s covering fire in his ¢rash

ears. He made the foot of the ladder and started firing before the
sniper on the bridge saw him.
all around him. It seemed to take him an age to climb each step| 0

g

. seven-eight-nine-ten—

L/( ricochetfbullet entered his thigh just below the hip bone }+bd
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[ﬁullets were clanging on the girders £ Then é’/

Some autencmeus part of his mind began to count the steps{ % xl"“*""i""—/ ./

o] foTe o]

L shock of it seem{ng to paralyze the muscles in the lower half of his &4 /

]
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SEVENTEEN &

‘q ‘L’A YEAR EARLIER THE BOAC JETyin which Suza Ashford was ke
serving dinner had abruptly begun to lose height for no apparent
reason over the Atlantic Ocean. The pilot had switched on the
seat-belt lights. Suza had walked up and down the aisle, ateniag:
“Just a little turbulence,” and helping people fasten their seat
belts, all the time thinking]| We’re going to die, we’re all going to

Soq\'nj '

of

“l am an operator, not inventoyg.”

“And you can broadcast on any of the sets, just by switching to
TRANSMIT?”

“Yes, Morse code or speech. But of course, on this operation
nobody uses speech.”

“Did you have to go through long training to become a radio
operator?”’

“Not long. Learning Morse is easy. But to be a ship’s radioman
you must know how to repair the set.”” He $heatrically.lowered his g]
voice. ““And to be a KGB operator, you must go to spy school.”

He laughed, and Suza laughed with him, thinking —~ Come on, () /
Tyrin] and then her wish was granted.

The message began, Aleksandr started writing and at the same
time said to Suza, “Tyrin. Get Rostov, please.”

Suza,reluctantly|left the bridgebadty-wanting to know what 1\

./h & <adl
S@@

She wanted ,

. ——T N 0 . .
die. / was in the message. She hurried to the mess, expecting to find
raﬁ\tl/ She felt semething like that now. & e NS Rostov there drinking strong black coffee] ’fhe room was empty. ,bu{" ",
There had been a short message from Tyrin: Israelis Ml,du)\“j She went down another deck/ made her way to his cabinf am\l o/

attacking—then silence. At this moment Nathaniel was being shot -~ bow\
. at. He might be wounded, he might have been captured, he might
2 and/with Attveos h““"‘/be dead wee-ab-the while Suza seethed lastddshe had toshow the give [

radio operator the BOAC Big Smile and say, “It’s seali quite a

L She

knocked on the door.
His respense) in Russian|-she-presumed meant come in.
he onened The d idre

“Tyrin’s coming through,” Suza said| #ad turned <uicky to @[ Skt.) 8/)

said SQMdkin.j ,
WRich tight hive

)
ol setup you’ve got here . "' say (i offy / leave.
The Karla’s radio operator was a big gray-haired man from he caid, “Suza.” 4 b k/
Odessa. His name was Aleksandr, and he spoke passable = She stappad.withont turoing. furned bac
ﬂ English. “It cost one hundred thousand dollw ® ool a(: |\ “What would you say if I surprised you in ris=way}” your undtiweac.
“You know saythiag about radio?” She had sid “:: W %mﬁﬁﬁ#ﬁ#ﬁ#\
“A little . . . I used to be an air hostess.LI’ve seen the air crew  be?* withou? fote :3) “Wait for me outside.” l
using their radios. $-guessI know the basics.” and nowW S W°$: ke She closed the door, thinking-sew-she*¢ done it. '-Tf""d 5,
p\eq“yi 0(‘:’ “Wetl, this is four radios,” Aleksandr explained] pleased-by. W whethed IR WL wwhen he came out she said, “I'm sorry —~" @/

the-company|{ “One picks up the Stromberg beacon\ One listens  ceally Was %""'
to Tyrin on Coparelli. One listens to Coparelli’s regular wave-
length. And this one wanders. Look.”
He showed her a dial whose pointer moved around slowly. “It
seeks a transmitter, stops when it finds one{” Aleksandr said.
“That’s samarkablg .— did you invent that?”

o

)
naedible [O( D,__ _
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He gave a tight smile. ““I should not have been so unprofession-
al. Let’s go.”

She followed him up to the radio room, which was immediately
below the bridge in what should have been the captain’s cabin.
Because of the mass of extra equipment, Aleksandr had ex-
plained, it was not possible to put the radio operator adjacent to

343



hod J‘S“’d aut ““ heeself / the bridée, as was customary. Suza eelized that this arrangement

d
q

{\T weat st for Suzq

€ wad she theught:
Oh, God, what
Ao T donew !

[ Nat

that thes /
“m( To

o

had the additional advantage of segregating the radio from the
crew when the ship carried a mixture of ordinary seamen and
KGB agents.

Aleksandr had transcribed Tyrin’s signal. He handed it ew-to
Rostov, who read it in English. “Israelis have taken Coparelli.
Stromberg alongside. Dickstein alive.”

Suza patr-aetwalyl slumped) into a chair.

No one noticed. Rostov was already composing his reply to
Tyrin: “We will hit at six a.M. tomorrow.”

Ott-went .t'he tide of relief — Whatin God's name.did she.de
T S

v

LDickstein stood in silence, wearing a borrowed seaman’s cap,
as the captain of the Stromberg read the words of the service for
the dead, raising his voice against the noise of wind, rain and sea.
One by one the canvas-wrapped bodies were tipped over the rail
into the black water: Abbas, Sharrett, Porush, Gibli, Bader,
Remez,/Jabotinsky. Seven of the twelve had died. Uranium was
the most costly metal in the world in-seven-more-xays.than-ome.
There had been another funeral earlier. Four efdha=drrntreess
werred-aud] had been left alive—three wounded, one who#d lost
his nerve and hidden—and after theyld been disarmed Dickstein
had allowed them to bury their dead. Theirs had been a bigger
funeral—they had depesited twenty-five bodies into the sea. They
had hurried through their ceremony under the watchful eyes—
and guns—of three surviving Israelis, who understood the-

wud ‘lw Nlﬂ\ fdi‘tf_
Che had to sif down.

(he

courtesybut did not]like it.

Meanwhile, the Stromberg’s captain had brought aboard all his
ship’s papers. The team of fitters and joiners, which had come
along in case it was necessary to alter the Coparelli to match the
Stromberg, was set to work repairing the battle damage.
Dickstein told them to concentrate on what was visible from the
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deck ——the rest would have to wait until they reached port. ggpelatim and ('q\'nf.'
They set about filling holes, repairing furniture,Lreplacing panes gayitty vobvinlE

! .‘\\’o" teat
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doomed Stromberg. A painter went down a ladder to remove the
name Coparelli from the hull and replace it with the stenciled
letters S-T-R-0-M-B-E-R-G. When he had finished he set about
painting over the repaired bulkheads and woodwork on deck. All
the Coparelli’s lifeboats, damaged beyond repair, were chopped
up and thrown over the side, and the Stromberg’s boats were
brought over to replace them. The new oil pump, which the
Stromberg had carried on Koch’s instructions, was installed in the
Coparelli’s engine.(_Work had stopped for the burial. Now, as [
soon as the captain had uttered the final words, it began again.
Toward the end of the afternoon the engine rumbled to life.
Dickstein stood on the bridge with the captain while the anchor
was raised. The crew of the Stromberg quickly found their way
around the new ship, whichy~ef-eeurse—as—a—sister-shifl was
identical to their old one. The captain set a course and ordered
full speed ahead.

It was almost over, Dickstein thought. The Coparelli had
disappeared[ for all intents and purposes the ship in which he now

of glass and metal fittings with spares cannibalized from the 4&%

ol

~ sailed was the Stromberg, and the Stromberg was legally owned g\

by Savile Shipping. Israel had her uranium, and nobody weuid
ever-knew how she had ebtained it. Everyone in the chain of kn&w( jof
operation was now taken care of—except Pedler, still the legal
owner of the yellowcake. He was the one man who could ruin the
whole scheme if he should become/ curious/ or hostile. [ either Q
Papagopolous would be handling him right now . Dickstein OI
silently wished him luck. ]

“We’re clear,” the captain was-saying. Sﬂ‘d/

The explosives expert in the chartroom pulled a lever on his
radio detonator ke-aH=trad| watched the empty Stromberg, now Aen uu\/l:od)l
more than a mile away.
/\—frloud, dull thud, like thunder, and the Stromberg seemed to A“‘MQ way “/
sag in the middle. Her fuel tanks caught fire and the stormy

A

evening was ht by a gout of flame reaching for the sky.fThe
Stromberg began to sink, slowly at first and then faster. Her stern
went under; seconds later her bowii her funnel poked up above L[‘bnodu‘
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the water for a moment like the raised arm of a drowning man,
and then she was gone.

Dicksteinjturned away.

He heard a noise. The captain heard it too. They went to the
side of the bridge and looked out, and then they understood.

Down on the deck, men were cheering. Fhey-toe-waderstaad.

v

Franz Albrecht Pedler sat in his office on the outskirts of
Wiesbaden and scratched his snowy-white head. The telegram
from Angeluzzi e Bianco in Genoa, translated from the Italian by
Pedler’s multilingual secretary, was perfectly plain and at the
same time totally incomprehensible. It said: PLEASE ADVISE
SOONEST ®F NEW EXPECTED DELIVERY DATE OF YELLOWCAKE.

As far as Pedler knew there was nothing wrong with the old
expected delivery date, which was a couple of days away. Clearly
Angeluzzi e Bianco knew something he did not. He had already
wired the shippers: 18 YELLOWCAKE DELAYED? He felt a little
annoyed with them. Surely they should have informed him as well
as the receiving company if there was a delay. But maybe the
Italians had their wires crossed. Pedler had formed the opinion
during the war that you could never trust Italians to do what they
were told, He had thought they might be different nowadays, but
perhaps they were the same.

He stood at his window, watching the evening gather over his
little cluster of factory buildings. He could almost wish he had not
bought the uranium. The deal with the Isracli Aumy, all signed,
sealed and delivered, would keep his company in profit for the
rest of his life, and he no longer needed to speculate.

His secretary came in with the reply from the shippers, already
translated: COPARELLL SOL® TO SAVILE SHIPPING OF ZURICH WHO
NOW HAVE RESPONSIBILITY FOR YOUR CARGO. WE ASSURE YOU OF
C@MPLETE RELIABILITY OF PURCHASERS, There followed the phone
number of Savile Shipping and the words S$PEak TO
PAPAGOPOLOUS,

Pedler gave the telegram back to the secretary. “Would you
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call that number in Zurich and get this Papagopolous on the line
please?”

She came back a few minutes later. “Papagopolous will call you
back.”

Pedler looked at his watch. “I suppose I'd better wait for his
call. 1 might as well get to the bottom of this now that I've
started.”

Papagopolous came through ten minutes later. Pedler said to
him, “I'm told you are now responsible for my cargo on board the
Coparefli. I've had a cable from the Italians asking for a new
delivery date—is there some delay?”’

“Yes, there is,” Papagopolous said. **You should have been
informed—I'm terribly sorry.” The man spoke excellent German
but it was still clear he was not 2 German. It was also clear he was
not really terribly sorry. He went on, “The Coparelli’s oil pump
broke down at sea and she is becalmed. We’re making arrange-
ments to have your cargo delivered as early as possible.”

“Well, what am I to say to Angeluzzi ¢ Bianco?”

“I have told them that T will let them know the new date just as

~ soon as I know it myself,” Papagopolous said. ““Please leave it to

me. I will keep you both informed.”

“Yery well. Goodbye.”

Qdd, Ped!ler thought as he hung up the phone. Looking out of
the window, he saw that all the workers had left. The staff car
parking lot was empty except for his Mercedes and his secretary’s
Volkswagen. What the hell, time to go home. He put on his coat.
The uranium was insured. If it was lost he would get his money
back. He turned out the office lights and helped his secretary on
with her coat, then he got into his car and drove home to his wife,

v
Suza Ashford did not close her eyes all dusing-the night.

@%

s

Once again, Nat Dickstein’s life was in danger. #rmt once againf\ﬂ % 1’1‘
she was the only one who could warn him. Exeept this time she And |

could not eupe others into helping her.
She had to do it alone.
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ﬂ It was simple prand-impesstbid. She had to go to the Karla's
T never do iy [ radio room, get rid of Aleksandr, and call the Coparelli.
she mﬁm. / b Lapassible. The ship is full of KGB. Aleksandr is ajman. [It's f\um
Toarkto 3ohsk(pfolmt.‘ impossible. I can’t do it. Fvegot-te. [N Nethanied
At four a.M. she put on jeans, a sweater, boots and an mlskm—z
The full bottle of vodka she had taken from the mess—*“to help

me sleep”—went in the inside pocket of the oilskin.
She had to know the Karla's position.
She went up to the bridge. The first officer smiled at her.
“Can’t sleep?” he said in English.
“The suspense is too much,” she told him. The BOAC Big
@L ﬂ 3; Smile . is your seat belt fastened, sir? — just a little turbu-
- GD, lence, notﬁmg to worry about .~ She asked the first officer,
“Where are we?”’
He showed her their position on the map, and the estimated
position of the Coparelli.
q “What’s that in ee-numbers?”’ she said.
He told her the coordinates, the course, and the speed of the
Karla. She repeated the numbers once aloud and twice more in
her head, trying to burn them into her brain. “It’s fascinating,”
she said brightly} “gveryone on a ship has a special skill . . . Will
Q we reach the Coparelli on time, do you think ee— 7
G **Oh, yes,” he said. *“Then—boom —
th s Mf\d‘l)’ ““‘\} She looked outside. @ »

M
ack—{pc 5tars/ no ships’ lights in sight.
The weather was getting worse.

“You're shivering,” the first officer said. “Are you cold?”

“Yes,” she said, though it was not the weather making her
shiver. “When €ees Colonel Rostov getup?”

“He’s to be called at five.”

“I think I'll try to get another hour’s sleep.™

She went down to the radio room. Aleksandr was there.
“Couldn’t you sleep, either?” she asked him.

“No. I've sent my number two to bed."”

She looked over the radio equipment. “Aren’t you listening to
the Stromberg anymore?”’

% [ gelting {

“The signal stopped. Either they found the beacon, or they/

i Wit ke
thad ay i 'g 3 O ocked sat ! R
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sank the ship. We think they sank her.”

Suza sat down and took out the bottle of vodka. She unscrewed
the cap. *‘Have a drink.” She handed him the bottle.

“Are you cold?”

“A litde,”

“Your hand is shaking.” He took the bottle and put it to his
lips, taking a long swallow. “Ah, thank you.” He handed it back
to her.

Suza drank a mouthful for courage. It was/\Russian vodka,
Stotrctmaya] and it burned her throat, but it had the desired
effect. She screwed down the cap and waited for Aleksandr to
turn his back on her. - /

hfong

“Tell me about life in England,” he said conversationally. ““Is it
true ¥e-fut-ofhomosexuais- &népeef-peepb-wmkmg-wmpm-a}
~_ Corrupi-monarehy’”’

She a[lowed him a good look then shifted her grip on the bottle

“Not resty,”” she said — Turn around, damn it, turn arow:ci{@ l l\
—— 1 can’t do this facing you —— “But there is sewssibing-ia ‘c‘ﬂ O(

T m?g

T LTSN gre there wet=very different laws for rich and 8'] 4
peor"” .

g\ere s a saying-+"The law forbids rich and poor alike to ; @)}
steal bread and sleep under bridges.”

Aleksandr medded-and laughed. “'In the Soviet Union people
are equal, preepl-sormid-ara-more-equnl-than-othess—— -4 Will you
live in Russia now?”

“l don’t know."” Suza opened the bottle and passed it to him
again.

He took a long swallow and gave it back. “In Russia you won’t
have such clothes.™

bul Some &‘YA-&_ f!iv;ltsts_l

+C9 1“!‘(&“]

A’flme was pasem% she had to do it now. She stood up to take &*"\f- t/L
the bottle. Her oilskin was epen down the front. Standing before
hlm shc tilted her head back to drink from the bottle}-&he-had

Yrowina he would Tt
a‘t hei hreasts ad ey
&u&uﬁ dK‘k

and brought it down as hard as she could on the top of his head.

His eyesclosed and he slumped in the chair. Suza got hold of
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SIXTEEN

THE THREE nom‘s‘%ulled away from the Stromberg in the last few
minutes before dawn. <
a~ Within seconds the ship behind them was invisible. She had no
navigation lights,[all deck lights and cabin lamps had been fand
extinguishedLevcn below the waterline}\to ensure that no light A4~ ‘3
escaped to warn the Coparelli, <
m The weather had worsened during the night. Thez\StrOmberg Liﬂfhi""{’ the
-eaptain said it was still not bad enough to be called a storm, but
the rain was torrential, the wind strong enough to blow a steel
bucket clattering along the deck, the waves so high that now
Dickstein was obliged to cling tightly to his bench seat in the well
of the motorboat.

Fer a while they were in limbo, /nothing visible ahead or Lkﬁ’{*
behind. Dickstein could not even make-eut the faces of the four seel
men in the boat with him. Feinberg broke thefgsilence: “I still say
we should have postponed this fishing trip until tomorrow.”

Whistling past the graveyard.

Dickstein was as superstitious as the rest: underneath his
oilskin and]]ife jacket he wore his father’s old striped waistcoat f s
with a smashed fob watch in the pocket over his heart. The watch/ ¢]
after-all{ had once stopped a German bullet. Powerful-magic-not g1 g
pa-the Koraiayed
/\lin a way he knew he had gone a hittle crazy. His affair with "{ { ,
Suza,[her-i_n__ewéible betrayal, had turned him upside down: his ‘\N*]\ | ha

and [\"_

&

old values/had been jolted,[the new ones held.-found with her and motivabins] g

[\turned te dusy, He still cared ebewt some thingsphough—ihe ku\/\ L™ has handy * £

wanted to win this battle, he wanted Israel to have the uranium,
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hat then

of

and k

'i'b 3:3 him . She w2 sccl
kg e
patrhac
L g

. : ; and gave o vy ob

. ' . dissay : 1t wa'S
his feet and pulled. As he came off the chair his head hit the deck, -“ She looked at her wristwatch4-ten minutes to five. The™ 4 v
. H'ﬁ'sjui'% welly .
. Coparelli would soon appear on t

making Suza wince,-sat#she thought thatwhat-she'd-dene vemwns

beund.to be.mare. damasins) he'l\ stay out 1""3‘"

Rostov would be here, and she would have lost her chance.

e Karla’s radar screen, and ‘5?72

She dragged him to a cupboardZFrom her jeans pocket she [ She was """ﬂ“’“ﬁ She sat down at the radio desk, switched the lever to TRANSMIT,
took a long piece of baling twine she had picked up in the stern. fast, from i‘:{“s selected the set that was already tuned to the Coparelii’s .
She tied Aleksandr’s feet, then turned him over and bound his well ay eyechion . wavelength and leaned over the microphone.

hands behind his back. } the. doof. “Calling Copatrelli, come in please.”
She had to get him into the cupboard.{She put his feet in, then She ] Mo qd "o\t She waited.

straddled his unconscious body and tried to lift him. He was a | On,* ' 5 ~owt  Nothing.

heavy man. She got him half upright, but when she tried to shift in\anyont St “Calling Coparelli, come in please.”

him into the cupboard he slipped from her grasp. She got behind Nothing. |
him to try again. She grasped him beneath the armpits and lifted. “Damn jt’to hell,ZDickstein, speak to me." Y"“l { Nq’f@ A

This way was better} she could lean his weight against her chest v

while she shifted her grip. She got him half upright again, then p. .. 14 have liked to ¢ Nact

wrapped her arms around his chest and inched sideways. She had open one awd Frel the K Dickstein stood in the amidships hold of the Coparelli, staring A

to go into the cupboard with him, let him go, then wriggle out stabt, 5.,._{- o kaow N“\" at the drums of sandy metallic ore that had cost so much. They 51 thi ’

from underneath him. b way tke, hat e W% [ aedly looked anyshing special—just large black oil drums with rolwy
He was in a sitting position now, his feet against one side of the e htavly sedled - the word PLUMBAT stenciled on their sides. A .

cupboard, his knees bent,]bis back against the opposite side. S He felt m.eleﬁen.l#nlike.th&.man.dming-&he-&ews’ stragple-tar S“md.\/

. {
checked his bonds-}-still tight [She looked about for something to 4 Bat he tnld skl ’w‘ evict the-British from—their—hkemeland -he_did-net—feeta—t
stuff in his mouth}coutd-fndynothing. She could not leave the | tead of the ehafion - —his—hearieach—time—one—pi hicenemy dic -
room to search for something — he might come round in the ¢ \li(.(‘o(y,‘*- had oal\, aure-t-diffroatttotrate To rety ‘ g,l ~
meantime. The only thing that she could think of was her-paaties. |, oa ment, He wuld st | ddostly he could only mourn for his own dead.(He went over {

@ seemed to take her forever to do it. She had to pull off her ¢ e oves the feroist | the battle again, as he had been doing throughout a sleepless /

borrowed sea-boots, take off her jeans, pull her panties off, put he haa killed, night —— If he had told Abbas to open fire as soon as he got ©
her jeans on, get into her boots, then crumple the nylon cloth into aboard it might have distracted the Fedayeen atdeast long enough g1
a ball and stuff it between his slack jaws. = S Y bo [ ¢he for Gibli to get over the rail without being shot ___ If he had G/
[ O} I CShe could not close the cupboard door _lit was Aleksandr’s L 0‘:\' ot ‘\oud e gone with three men to take out the bridge with grenades at the c
Ak 'ML = elbowLin the way. His bound hands rested on the floor of the Said O very start of the fight the mess might have been taken earlier and
cupboard, and because of his slumped position his arms were lives would have been saved —— If . . . but there were a hun- G)/ N
"% bent outward. No matter how she pushed and shoved at the door dred #s-end-maybes..Surgly-he-would.have done.-same. things. %iujs he woalyd have }
\% that elbow stopped it from closing. Finally she had to get back differently if he had been able to see into the future, or if he were dent
‘ into the cupboard with him and turn him slightly sideways so that just a wiser man. BBut-he-had not,-and.-he-was-Aot—y /
0 he leaned into the corner. Now}-ﬁn&ﬂyf his elbow was out of the Well, Israel would now have ie-preeiens bombs to enswse-ite- atom l plof ot hes
{ way. Susvaval. Forever|
did fuq‘t’ She looked at him a moment longer. How long wesald-he stay <Aad ¢ven that thought gave him no joy. A year ago}yeslgl;mt a §] € é
knscked ont HREORSSIOUS] “‘he“w‘“;;{ﬂh"ﬁﬂeeﬂﬁm_‘a year ago he had not metj-oedesy Suza Ashford-$- / - 4\ @’/ =
oo knew the sheald hit hin
She had n idea. She Kntw e shaald Wt ing, 351 /
aqain, hat she wal atraid ot l<“i.'mln:\t.cccl s . + W have, theilled k:
wint wﬂae* He bote) and even U f e down, and slammed the cuphoard doo7 . 1T wWea ve thr nM.{

\ead; but at the lask moment she \eat her aeve, put the b



t
.LM | we - it sounded ag if Propie

; § tod
gonderivg what fods IapiRg-abeut-on-desld He climbed the ladder out of the hold/ A

Come aaubiaal asis, 7o AoW

] ) . ) . . hira.
;.'tk t:( m“f:'s rating peered at him. “Mr. Dickstein?”’ LS\!U"“‘A chanyed hie®
‘(‘“a' : L) “Yes. What do you want?” Che hod taughd him botypes
LASL 2 “We've been searching the ship for you, sir . . . Tt’s the 1adio,| e sat ot e thanvictoly

in hattle  Whea he had
antiGipated iy day, whea
he had thonght ahout what
it would feel ke b have
pulied off this fremead s
Loup, she had always beea
A Wi th.yd(gau\) NA;KA?
he him somenheie, fﬂ&y
shate his tnumgh  Aab
(d Noi\u suf' L(, Hare, .
“c‘wdvi dse wald do. And

Theie was ao (oY 1A S
slifary celebretion,

someone is calling the Coparelli. We haven’t answered, sir|
because we're not supposed to be the Coparelli, are we? But she
says—'"

‘@n

“Yes, sir. She’s coming over clear—speech, not Morse code‘
She sounds close. And she’s upset. ‘Speak to me, Nathaniel,” shej
says, stuff like that, sir,”

Dickstein grabbed the rating by his peajacket. “Nathaniel?
Did she seady say Nathaniel?”’

“Yes, sir, I'm sorry, if—""
LDickstein was eheedy heading for the bridge at a run.

—~ v

Bueksteins—weiee came over the radio: “Who is calling

Copalefli?” —
She found her voice. “@h, Gﬁ&%xwﬁﬁg
“Suza? Is t-yeu?”
“Yes,@” Sa eqixg
(33567

G

he. shauted. ] 4]
}‘&aﬂ’ c{]

The voice & Nat Dicksttin /
N"ﬁ) at ‘*ST. }

BesH

Syta wa}

. “Where are you?” ,ﬂ eatirg N
«).ﬂw.ted hee ﬁ“ﬁhﬁél w ] She foresd-hamselite-br-coterent. ‘M’ ith § David Rostov on a [Gpeek, aptes o she ho
oMeke a rote of this. / Russian ship called the Karla —_" She gave him the position, [ bren thiowgh , madt he
course and speed just as the first officer had told them to her. | fee} weakand helpless.
AN&S t/ “That was at four-ten this morning,.!\’this ship is going te ram E\ﬁu i uu‘.‘j
ﬂ yours at six AMAY "
‘N‘\Y ? 01 “Ram?&'h, Himgmp ey [see...” /"—' i (fﬂf—‘ )
“Nat, ddenit-have-tons-ai-this-Faeicm they'll Cofch e o
gl _Sr_ “kuza—-v-.-...l.iswmte-memwg gan you create a diversion of some ﬁ,_’ff,‘l;, any minule,

I"VV
.

kind at precisely five-thirty
“Diversion?”’
“‘Start a fire, shout ‘man overboard,” anything to kecp them all
Lbusy fer a few minutes.”

What afe We 30\'*2:”‘
oA

Ao, JWBRRg, 5

Avey
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1 He. hacd a noise and looked

. e
WU (unning afcand ond v

‘ @@rren)to tell Nat about Tyrin.

ot best. 1 waat thim all (unaing anuad

‘-’ ?:b?d\t 1\‘.‘1’0. sure what's qoing on o bto do &

'3 ‘,é’ll try—" /\w¢|\-
| “Lknow-yeuit-dobottestenthatmm are they all KGBjsofa) 4&7, §]
AS-peon-gai-coh "’ ﬂ ' éz)

“Yes.”

“Okay, now—"'

The door of the radio room opened—Suza flipped the switch te
TRaNSMIT and Dickstein’s voice was silenced f§ Rostov walked in.y — ’_“\a Yavid I ‘D
€] “Where'’s Aleksandr?” A He saidy

BOA6 smile. “He went for coffee. Seems-I’'m minding the Svia teied ’ro, 9/}

shop.”

“The damn fool . . .” His curses switched into Russian as he
stormed out,

Suza moved the lever to RECEIVE.

Nat said, “I heard that_[Make yourself scarce until five- A

thirty-—"
@khat are you going to do [\

“Do?" Ye said. “I'm comin%io get you.”__,___,_r/Lt

You'd belter “"/

usk& s‘r\ou{u‘. ! “;}:,,

%oh," che saidd. "OW,
hank you.

["i fowe Jou - " ‘gl
g

G
ﬂ

f}"

As she switched off, Morse began to come through on another
set. TyrinpHd would have heard every word of her conversation,
and now he would be trying to warn Rostov. -Gedy ghe had

She could try to contact Nat again, but it would be very risky,
and Tyrin would sesedy get his message through to Rostov in the
time it took Nat's men to search the Ceparelli, locate Tyrin and

destroy his equipment. And when Tyrin’s message got to Rostov, A
he would know Nat was coming,z\he would be prepared. hon

She had to block that message.

She also had to get away.

She decided to wreck the radio.

How? All the wiring must be behind the panels. She weuld )
have to take a panel off. She needed a screwdriver. ®uickly,A S R

before Rostov gives up looking for Aleksandr —— She found :
Aleksandr’s tools in a corner and picked out a small screwdriver.
She undid the screws on twe corners of the panel. Impatient, she
pocketed the screwdriver and forced the pane! out with her
hands. Inside was a mass of wires like psychedelic spaghetti. She
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7‘ thea

'l‘I

|

That/

GN{L

grabbed a fistful and pulled. Nothing happened: she’d pulled too
many at once. She selected one, and tugged: it came out.
Furiously she pulled wires until fifteen or twenty were hanging
loose. Still the Morse code chattered. She poured the remains of
the vodka into the innards of the radio. The Morse stopped, and
every light on the panel went out.

There was a thump from inside the cupboard. Aleksandr/
coming round —— Well, they would know everything as soon as
they saw the radio now anyway.

She went out, closing the door behind her.

She went down the ladder and out OR‘O the deck, trying to
figure out where she could hide and what kind of diversion she
could create. No point now in shouting “man overboard”—they
certainly would not believe her after what she had done to their
radio and their radio operator. [ —~ ———————

What was Rostov likely to do now? He would look for
Aleksandr in the galley, the mess, and his cabin. Not finding him/
he would return to the radio room — _ and es-¢het-petnt would
start a shipwide search for her.

He was a methodical man. $¥edeubt he would start at the prow
and work backward along the main deck, then send one party to
search the upperworks and another to sweep below, deck by
deck, starting at the top and working down.

What was the lowest part of the ship? The engine room. 4t
would have to be her hiding place. She went inside and found her
way to a downward companionway. She had her foot on the top
rung of the ladder when she saw Rostov.

And he saw her.

She had no idea where her next words came from.
“Aleksandr’s come back to the radio room, I'll be back in a
moment.”

Rostov nodded grimly, Lwent off in the direction of the radio
room.

She headed straight down through two decks and emerged into
the engine room. The second engineer was on duty at night. He
stared at her as she came in and approached him.

She would ot
wheie to hgal'\ .

Sk( k@ no hM
fo ﬂ\it\k .

354

Ve
DY
wll -

v

)
Let down the anchor
know

.

“This 1s the only warm piace on the ship,” she said cheerfully.
“Mind if I keep you company?”’

He looked mystified, and said slowly, “I cannot . .. speak
English . . . please—l—”

“You don’t speak English?”

He shook his head.

“I'm cold,” she said, and mimed a shiver. She held her hands
out toward the set{ throbbing engine. “Okay?”

Arbroad-smie: He was more than happy to have this beautiful
girl for company in the-sttnkisg engine room. ‘“Okay,” he said,
nodding vigorously.

He continued to stare at her, with a pleased look on his face, -
until it occurred to him that he should perhaps show some
hospitality. He looked about,/pulled a pack of cigarettes from his
pocket and offered her one.

“I don’t usually, but I think I will,” she said, and took a
cigarette. It had a small cardboard tube for a filter. The engineer
lit it for her ,@!éhe looked up at the hatch, half expecting to see OI é g]
Rostov. She looked at her watch./Five-twenty-five already! No Utm\haf he 'F/
FIOLC G g_iversion, start a diversion. Shout ‘“man over- the ancho?
board,”[light a fire— A”\“’P * 7

Light a fire.

With what?

Petrol, there must be petrol, or diesel fuel, or something ke3¢ o /
right here in the engine room.

She looked over the engine. Where did the petrol come in? The ate!
thing was a mass of tubes and pipes.[She wished she¥ learned A{"“"‘Thh" (:\:(:\“/T“
more about the engine of her car p¢hough-she-was-no-ady-Staptd ol
ebout-it—-} Were boat engines the same? No, sometimes they
used truck fuel. Which kind was this? It was supposed to be a fast
ship, so perhaps it used petrol — she\\gguelxlrm'that
petrol engines were more expensive to run but faster. If it was a
petrol engine it $hould at-$erst be similar to the engine of her car.
Were there cables leading to spark plugs? Shekdjchanged a spark
plug) once. .

She stared(&t—it—.ﬁzes, it was like her car —

[‘*Hu n

o[ o

o] o
hqdl
a4

there were six O’Y (-)/ T,

-
-
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plugs, with leads from tha to a round cap like a distributor.
Somewhere there had to be a carburetor. The petrol}she-kaewd
went through the carburetor. It was a small thing that sometimes
got blocked—

The voice-pipe barked in Russian, the engineer walked toward
it to answer. His back was to Suza.

She had to do it now,

There was something about the size of a coffee tin with a lid
held on by a central nut. It could be the carburetor. She stretched
herself across the engine and tried to undo the nut with her
fingers. It would not budge. A heavy plastic pipe led into it. She
grabbed it and tugged. She could not pull it out. She remembered
she had put Aleksandr’s screwdriver into her oilskin pocket. She
took it out and jabbed at the pipe with the sharp end. The plastic

and l\

Hh ol was thick and tough. She stabbed the screwdriver into it ..._Eit
v ot Le made a small cut in the surface of the pipe. She stuck the point of
hes i A the screwdriver into the cut and worked it.

The engincer had=-mow reached the voice-pipe and spoke into
itfin Russianf-of-coussq.

Suza felt the screwdriver break through the plastic. She tugged
it out. A spray of clear liquid jetted out of the little hole, and the
air was filled with the unmistakable smell of petrol. She dropped
the screwdriver and}meved-qutckiy—quieddy) toward the ladder.

She heard the engineer answer yes in Russian and nod his head
to a question from the voice-pipe. An order followed. The voice
was angry. As she reached the foot of the ladder she looked back-
\Lhe aelcome.map-hed-disapprared-from-the.cnginssts.facel| She
went up the ladder as he eeme-en-the-san:across the engine room
deck after her.

b
(an
wa

O| She 5“,/ At the top of the ladder she turned around ke-seq a pool of
petrol spreading over the deck, and the engineer stepping on the
bottom rung of the ladder. In her hand she still held the cigarette

k“d/ hekd given her. She threw it toward the engine, aiming at the

place where the petrol was squirting out of the pipe.
She did not wait to see it land Mput-as) her head and shoulders
emesged orjo the next deck{she heard a loud whooosh, there-was

weiR em!'y"‘j[ .]Z;t":q
wal
356

She wanted Yo uﬂq’fl .
Che Katw if skt lay
down the weuld pass
out and The pain weel

909 hat

/

%,

a bright red light from below, and a wave of scorching heat. Suza
gasped as her trousers caught fire and the skin of her legs burned.

She jumped the last few inches of the ladder and rol]ed/beating

ed/ and

7
e 25

of

at her trousers, then strugglisg out of her oilskinj-whieh=she & A
managed to wrapfaround her legs. The fire wasemt, but fret pai " k;““‘/ the / @
-( $he had to get away from the ﬁre,Lshe had to be somewhere 3 andf ‘2’}

3 where Nat could find her —— She forced herself to stand up. Her ©
legs felt as if they still burning. She looked down to see bits like
burned paper falling off, and she wondered if they were greees of 5-"’5'

§) witsof |

g1 C Sl’a.j’wa

trouser{ or of-the-skeimn-from-her leg.
She took a step.@t—-}eas(- She could wa]k‘[She made.hes-way [

along the gangway. The fire alarm began to sound all over the

ship. She reached the end of the gangway, and leaned on the

q
ladder.

UP»L%O up. /‘ she had =

She raised one foot, placed it on the bottom rung, and began

the longest climb of her life. < < |
/RS /4 e Lgan

The mj-'mu's SM“"AJ jtw. had been

trans formed iate a maile of malie .

) She. (aiced on up

‘tk( lClJAQ{ .
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o /No( do 1/

Well, 1 do, and it's

s the best way

“I don’t think ¢het-will.be-aecassary,” Feinberg said. %d,\
“You.seem-t0.he. set-on-handiing-thet-yeussel,” Ish said/ ol ¢ 6
ﬁﬂﬁh’lﬂﬁ i -his-.t.houghé. =Y ) \

/" Dickstein smiled. “Fa glad you-see-the-light—Neverrthey-say)

rlly Sy

_ an2 berided) [ argne with-a-crazy—we = , <$, -
, @ |'m the seaioroffices hete “A_ happen-to-be-around-here\” &
E IG HTE E N it my dedtion, o to helt with So he had dressed and armed himself, and the captain had
/ $ ﬂ% ot you. shown him how to operate the launch’s radio and how to maintain
“H’ @ FOR THE SECOND TIME IN TWENTY-FOUR HOURS (\Dickstein was [‘ he wal an interception course with the Karla, and they had lowered the
with %rossing huge seas in a small boat to board a ship held by the ﬁ'\:\‘_z: Z l launch,‘and he had climbed down into it and pulled away.
? enemy. He was dressed as before{life jacket, oilskin, and e ' It wasp-of-comrse] impossible for him to overcome a whole
sea boots; and armed as before with submachine gun, pistol and ad he was boatload of KGB all on his own. We#, he was not planning that. uownu/
5} "{ grenades/ But this time he was along <~ A vtoe ) Hetd\not fight with any of them if he could help it. He would ¢ry NNHI
~ There had been an argument aboard the Coparelli about what pesrifie s <o~ get aboard, hide himself until Suza’s diversion began — ’
to do after Suza’s radio message. Her dialogue with Dickstein had fouzdwr-] and then look for her{ #&nd when held found her, he T ;\q\ Mc\l
gl been listenedk4A to by the captain, Feinberg, and Ish. They had would get off the Karla with her and — he had a small magnetic flee ‘ Hy
)“»“q*“,‘/ seen the wxeisement-in Nat’s face, and they had felt entitled to mine with him that heM fix to the Karla’s side before boarding. woul , l
disbt\"“’/ argue that his judgment was now effeeted by personal involve- LWhether he managed to escape or not, whether the whole thing hheay W
ment. < was a trap or genuine, the Karla would have a Wfg-crongh hole L 1
g\ leud/ ~ “It’satrap,” was Feinbergl+ie®. “They can’t catch us, so they 4 blown in her sideLto keep her from catching the Coparelli — b"'s taough O
G/] want us to turn and fight tPammed-tonventem——\" Hat Somehan the hod [‘\\Emeepi he was sure it was not a trap | be knew she was there, he S| H, © Lo ,
Know f 'l ‘koﬂwl “Iwe-been-up-agminel Rostovierztong-timd,” Dickstein sai% been in Theil powtd and knewfphetd been forced to help them, aad-aew had risked her life hqdl he knew she
evactly £ @/ “This isLhow his mind wOrks = he waits for you to make a to save his. s
[he [ideq break, then/\pounces. This ramminthas his name written all over < He knew}-enee~morey that she loved him. Ly hewas
ol i ' And rhar dema-near-eeared-rim-to-death. was Wiy
Ftinbc.rj yot a“3'Y'L Romen) A “This isn’t a@ Dickstein.” -Beeause-éuddenly he wanted se-badly to live that-he-was-afsatd *g“ .Of
“Listen, Nat,” Ish said more reasonably, “let’s just carry on \te-gie| The blood-lust was gone —— he was no longer interested §] ~Q
« and be ready to fight if and when they catch us. What have we got in killing his enemies, defeating Rostov, frustrating the schemes )
> to gain by sending a boarding party?”’ of the Fedayeen or outwitting Egyptian Intelligence. He wanted | kto Find

c,w” “I’'m not suggesting a boarding party.@going+”

“Don’t be a damn fool,” Ish said. “If ycu go, so do we—you
can’t take a ship alone.”

“Look,” Dickstein said, trying to pacify them]} ‘;fl make it, the

Karla will never catch this ship. If I don’t, the restof you can still

alone |

1

o

of

)

:‘? fight when the Karla gets to you. And if the Karla really can’t
é\?\ J] catch you, and it’s a trap, then et4eastI’'m the only one who falls
~N

ol | into iffy-rr-86-Lei.a-daimis-fo0k-50- kith-sme—

358
[t's the best way /

Suza, ¢e take her home,+e spend the rest of his life with her. ¥#re GM\I asd
ovw-man-conld-be.uwhole-asainr-and yes-the-prospeci-of-dyineg He was qlrt-'fl'\b'i"‘
Td-himrtodeath. 3

He trredte concentratd\on steering his boat. Finding the Karla 4] ‘\d °§

at night was not easy. He could keep a steady course but he had ;

to estimate and make allowance for how much the wind and the

waves were carrying him sideways. After fifteen minutes he knew I ’ %

- he should have reached her, #he was nowhere to be seen. He 7""‘T 5
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amarement.

WMAU??) d“f‘-"td)'/ began to zigzag in a search pattern, with~ge-idea- how far off

course he was.

He was contemplating radioing the Coparelli for a ncw fix
when,suddenly/the Karla appeared out of the night alongside
him. She was moving fast, faster than his launch could go, and he
had to reach the ladder at her bows before she was pasifand at the
same time avoid a collision. He gunned the launch forward,
swerved away as the Karfa rolled toward him. then turned back,
homing in, while she rolled the other way.

He hadlreadyrt he rope tied around his waist! The ladder came
within reach. He flipped the engine of his launch into idle,
stepped on the gunwale, and jumped. The Karfa began to pitch
forward as he landed on the ladder. He clung on while her prow
went down into the waves. The sea came up to his waist, up to his
shoulders. He took a deep breath as his head went under. He
seemed to be under water forever. The Karfa just kept on going
down. When he felt his lungs would burst she hesitated, and at
last began to come upf-whictl scemed to take even longer ——
At last he broke surface and gulped lungfuls of air. He went up
the ladder a few steps, untied the rope around his waist and made
it fast to the ladder, securing the boat to the Kar/a for his escape.
The magnetic mine was hanging from a rope across his shoulders.
He took it off and slapped it ofo the Karla’s hull.
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Heshed his oilskin and climbed up the Jadder.

The sound of the launch engine was inaudible in the noise of
the wind, the sea, and the Kar/a's own engines, but something
must have attracted the attention of the man who looked over the [we desk ) and skill
rail just as Dickstein came up level with the deck. For a moment they did st Knew
the man stared at Dickstein, whish-gave-Dickstetn-the-advantags  he was on boad -
he-nesded -gave-hira-the - moment-as-he-climbed-cuer-the-raitto

Bickslein srowelred d5WN on the deek. The Karla was a small
ship, much smaller than the Coparelli, There was only one
superstructure, located amidships, two decks high. There were
no cranes. The foredeck had a big hatch over the for’ard hold, but
there was no aft hold . the crew accommodations and the
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engine room must occupy}..Dicksmin_th.ough&{ all the below-susface 3] ) 0?7 deck
space af (gbiduith concluded.
He looked at his watch.(five-twenty-ﬁve. Suza’s diversion [ it was f/
begin any moment em— g ik she wold é}}
He began to walk along the deck. There was some light from do it
the ship’s lamps, but one of the crew would have to look twice at
him before being surc he was not one of them. He took his knife
out of the sheath at his belt — he did not want to use his gux{
[ the noise would 4eadeihssmmismbizm [As he drew level with the fje stadt
superstructure a door opened, throwing a wedge of yellow light
or{o the rain-spattered deck. He dodged around the corner,
flattening himself against the for’ard bulkhead 4ed heard two G)“Q/
voices speaking Russian. The door slammed, and the voices
receded as the men walked aft in the rain.
In the lee of the superstructure he crossed to the port side and
continued toward the stern. He stopped at the corner and,
looking cautiously around it, saw the two men cross the afterdeck
and speak to a third man in the stern. He was tempted to take alt
three out with a burst from his submachine guanut warRed. ‘ﬂ [
fisnsali.io-be.patiert—] it was too carly, Suza’s diversion had decided nof to:
not yet started and he had no idea where she was — of
The two men came back along the starboard deck and went
inside. Dickstein walked up to the remaining man in the stern,
who seemed to be on guard. The man spoke to him in Russian.
Dickstein grunted something unintelligible, the man repiied with
a question| Dickstein/ close enough pews-meved-i and cut the 4

nless he had To
@/[u iess:tk“a;wl{

‘ﬂun!mi /ﬁfﬁ&l’af

He threw the body overboard and retraced his steps.[l—ie

looked at his watch. The luminous hands showed five-thirty. € l
L’fime to go inside. £ Lt was

He opened a door/saw an empty gangway and a companion- MA,
way leading up, presumably to the bridge. He climbed the ladder,

Loud voices came from the bridge feed gs he emerged through © I /i/
the companionhcad he saw three men—the captain, the first
officer and, he guessed{\the second sublicutenant? The first officer 6] S
was shouting into the voice-pipe. A strange noise was coming
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back. As Dickstein brought his gun level, the captain pulled a
lever and an alarm began to sound ali over the ship. Dickstein
pulled the triggerhhe loud reperts of the gurxfpartly smothered by
the wailing kiaxon of the fire alarm. -Adbshsae were killed where
they stood.

Dickstein hurried back down the ladder. The alarm must mean

alive until he found her _(Ihe companionway from the bridge

los"ov Saw his {'&Ld

ladder onto the deck. One of the hands moved in front of him.
Dickstein knocked him to the deck with an elbow bilow to the
face, and jumped on Rostov.

Even in his rage, he realized that he could not use the gun in
this confined space while Rostov was so close to Suza. Besides, he 1
wanted to <ake-gasemad the man with his ewa- hands . (He ki"{ ﬂ@ [‘

ol-betose-hitingdind a pile-driving blow4ethe [ ]

S L —
that Suza’s diversion had started. Now all he had to do was stay u:&:‘jt!# Y“! / ' lirabbed _I}ostov’s shoulder Jspun him around/ tooiebrielploasare  and [ ol

met the deck at a junction of two gangways—a lateral one, which )ﬂl;}»ﬁ,\ hit him in the
Dickstein had used, and another running the length of the Shomach f'\'tsf)

superstructure. In response to the alarm doors were opening and
men emerging all down both gangways. None of them seemed to
be armed l»-.-..ai&es-aﬂ{ this was a fire alarm, not a call to battle
stations. Dickstein decided to run a bluff, and shoot only if it
fajled. He proceeded briskly along the central gangway, pushing
his way through the milling men, shouting, ““Get out of the way”
in German. They stared at him memestsrty, not knowing who he
was or what he was doing, except that he seemed to be in
authority and there was a fire smergeney. One or two exer-spoke
to him. Heusiy~ignored them. There was a rasppagd order from
semewhere, and the men began to move purposefully. Dickstein
reached the end of the gangway and was about to go down the
ladder when the officer who had given the order came into sight
and pointed at him, shouting a question.

Dickstein dropped down.

On the lower deck things were better organized. The men were
running in one direction, toward the stern, and a group of three
hands under the supervision of an officer was breaking out

fire-fighting gear pm——Asd=—then—hc—sawd a place where thg/

gangway widened for access to hosesiz;rfﬁka red mist[mreé his
eyes.

Suza was on the floor, her back to the bulkhead. Her legs were
stretched out in front of her, her trousers torn. He could see her
scorched and blackened skin through the tatters. He heard
Rostov’s voice, shouting at her over the sound of the alarm .
“What did you tell se?” Gre-ofthe-handslooked-as-thowgh-he
[ was-abous-ie-kick-her ——againd {I:)ickstein jumped from the

stomaek that buckled him at the waist/ made him gasp for air. 9] Md\l

snapping & chin up and breaking his jaw; then, continuing the Aastev's

motion, he put all his strength behind a kick into the throat that

smashed Rostov’s neck and drove him backward into the
bulkhead.

A Rostov had berely completed his fall whes Dickstein turned I\e"f"“- ﬂﬂ
quickly around, went down on one knee to bring his machine gun

off his shoulder, and with Suza behind him and to one side

opened fire on three hands who appeared in the gangway,

He turned again, pickHSuza up in a fireman's lift, trying not “'j[
~ to touch her charred flesh. He had a moment to thinkknow. n
" Clearly the fire was in the stern, the direction in which all the men

had been running. If he went forward now he was less likely to be

seen.

He ran the length of the gangway, then carried her up the
ladder. He could tell by the feel of her body on his shoulder that

she was still conscious}thatshe-wasnettdead-weight- | He came () /

off the top of the ladder to the main deck level, found a door and

stepped out.
fj{-(_k;f'gia faw There was some confusion out on deck. A man ran past him,
50,,\,,(#\;.3 which : heading for the stern; another ran off in the opposite direction.
made him fempeeY Somebody was in the prow. Down in the stern a man lay on the
W\N.y:i, deck with two others bending over him; presumably hefdibeen
injured in the fire.

Dickstein hurried forward to the ladder that he} used to ‘\M‘(
board/ cased his gun oﬁo his shoulder, shifted Suza a little on the @ He I T
other shoulder, and stepped over the rail.

-Bu-tlooking about the deck as he started to go down, he knew S—] 1:';

had /

(aﬂ‘-—
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that they had seen him[lt was one thing to see a strange face on
board ship, wonder who he was, and delay asking questions until
later because there was a fire alarm;Lit waskanother to see
someone leaving the ship with a body over his shoulder.

He was not quite halfway down the ladder when they began to
shoot at him.

A bullet pinged off the hull beside his head. He looked up to
see three men leaning over the rail, two of them with pistols.
Holding on to the ladder with his left hand, he put his right hand
to his gun, pointed up and fired. His aim was hopeless but et-teast:
the men pulled back.

And he lost his balance.

As the prow of the ship pitched up, he swayed to the left,
dropped his gun into the sea and grabbed hold of the ladder with
his right hand. His right foot slipped off the rung—and ther{Suza
began to slip from his left shoulder.

“Hold oﬁfo me,” he yelled at her, no longer sure whether she
was conscious or not. He felt her hands clutch at his sweater, but
she continued to slip away, and ss-she-dia her unbalanced weight
was pulling him even more to the left.

WP —" A

She slipped eempietady off his shoulder/and went plunging into
the sea.

Dickstein turned, made-emt the launch, and jumped, landing
with a jarring shock in the well of the boat.

He called e+ her name into the black sea all around him,
swinging msedd from one side of the boat to the other, his
desperation increasing with every second-as she failed to surface.
And then he heard, over the noise of the wind, a scream fand
jurning toward the sound he saw her head just above the surface,
between the side of the boat and the hull of the Karla.

She, was out of his reach,

The launch was tied to the Karla by the repe, mest of which
was piled on the deck of the boat. Dickstein cut the rope with his
knife, letting go of the end that was tied to the Karla's ladder and
throwing the other end toward Suza.
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As she reached for the rope the sea rose again and engulfed%
her.

'LS\' ; ta *!4[
Up on the deck of the Karla they «erc-agmimrshooting over the ?)Q; ‘

. - . =
the boat pitching and rolling in different directions the chances of

a hit were relatively slim. Jssif-not,mhat-were-his-options——3
After [ seconds that seemed hours, Suza surfaced again. Ao few
Dickstein threw her the rope. This time she was able to grab it{ @ Q)
amd he pulled it in, bringing her cleser and closer until he was Sw;'?”yl - \
Lleani-n-g fer-out over the gunwale of the launch #e take hold of her Lahk to ) pec sheus Y(w I
WIists.
H2 pulled her into the well of the launch 4 up above trem a © ¥ €]
up aobove aE b
machine gun opened fire. Dickstein threw the launch into gear
then fell on top of Suza, covering her body with his own. The
launch moved away from the Karle, undirected, riding the ke o Lesk ‘“‘%m‘d'l
WAVES ey
The shooting ssemed.sa.baxe stopped. Dickstein looked back.
The Karla was eeurty out of sight.
Gently he turned Suza over‘ Her eyes were closed. He took the ,fcnrt'ﬂg foc bee

rai 1 Lagam
.——gﬁfs_tgx;@ swept the sea) heping-that with the ship and © \*l;, %

\:hz,(

~ wheel of the launch, looked at the compass, and set an approxi- ﬂ

mate course #or-the-Coparellirmrihe-Siromberyd. He tumed on
the boat’s radio and called the Coparelli. Waiting for them to
come in, he lifted Suza toward him and sHed-te cradlefher in his g] JL

arms.
A muffled thud came $rem across the water —_like a distant ﬂ g\ {
explosion]-By o} the magnetic mine @, O

The Coparelli replied. Dickstein said, “The Karla is on fire.
Turn back and pick me up. Have the sick bay ready for smm the irl - she's bedly /
ease——4 "' He waited for their acknowledgment, then switched hucaed .
off and stared at Suza’s expressionless face. ““Don’t die,”” he said.
“5:::::&‘ Elease}ion‘t die.” g‘ ‘;' @

: she opened her eyes and looked up at him. 3

She opened her mouth, struggling to speak. He bent his head to .
her. [“Is it really you?" smd-theas—Denit-worry—TH-make L“"‘ saidy
#t———Frm-too-damrstrebberm-nor-to=—"4
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There was the sound of a tremendous explosion. The fire had
reached the fuel tanks of the Karla. ¥hes the sky was lit up for
several moments by a sheet of flame, the air was filled with a
roaring noise, and the rain stopped. The noise and the light died,
and so did the Karla.

“She’s gone down,” Dickstein said to Suza. He locked at her.
Her eyes were closed, she was unconscious again{ But he-theusht

she wasfsmiling. «_ '
i /RITS /b e

) 29D
EPILOGUE &

NATHANIEL DICKSTEIN resigned from the Mossad,-but his name
and-explotts-were-tatked-of-encugh-to-make-hivintosamething
ei-a-divime legend. He married Suza and took her back to the
kibbutz, where they tended grapes by day and made love half the
night. In his spare time he organized a political campaign to have
the laws changed so that his children could be classified Jewish;
or, better still, to abolish classification.

“Exeept fhiey did not have children for a while. They were
prepared to wait ., . Suza was young, and he was in no hurry.
Her burns never healed completely. Sometimes, in bed, she

~ would say, “My legs are horrible,” and he would kiss her knees

and tell her, “They @#e beautiful, they saved my life.”

When the opening of the Yom Kippur War took the Israeli
armed forces by surprise, Pierre Borg was blamed for the lack of
advance intelligence, and wes-terced-to—resrerr. The truth was
more complicated. The fault lay with a Russian intelligence
officer called David Rostov—an elderly-looking man who was
whliged to wear a neck brace every moment of his life. He had
gone to Cairo and, beginning with the interrogation and death of
an Israeli agent called Towfik early in 1968, he had investigated
all the events of that year and concluded that Kawash was a
double agent. Instead of having Kawash tried and hanged for
espionage, Rostov had told the Egyptians how to feed him
disinformation, which Kawash, in all innocence, duly passed on
to Pierre Borg.

The result was that Nat Dickstein came out of retirement to
take over Pierre Borg’s job for the duration of the war., On
Monday, October 8, 1973, he attended a crisis meeting of the
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cabinet. After three days of war the Israelis were in deep trouble.
The Egyptians had crossed the Suez Canal and pushed the Israelis
back into Sinai with heavy casualties. On the other front, the
Golan Heights, the Syrians were pushing forward, again with
heavy losses to the Israeli side. The proposal before the cabinet
was to drop atom bombs on Cairc and Damascus. Not even the
most hawkish ministers actuaily<4i#e# the idea; but the situation
was desperate and the Americans were dragging their heels over
the arms airlift which might save the day.

The meeting seemed-actualluabout—te—eome around to
accepting the terrible-potten of using nuclear weapons when Nat
Dickstein made his only contribution to the discussion: "“Of
course, we could el the Americans that we plan to drop these
bombs—on Wednesday, say—unless they start the airlift
immediately . . .”

And that is exactly what they did.

\ 4

The airlift turned the tide of the war, and later a similar crisis
meeting took place in Cairo. Cnce again, nobody was in favor of
nuclear war in the Middle East; once again, the politicians
gathered around the table began to persuade one another that
there was no alternative; and once again, the proposal was
stopped by an unexpected contribution.

This timef—at-first—ineonspicuonsiy] it was the military that
stepped in. Knowing of the proposal that would be before the
assembled presidents, they had run checks on their nuclear strike
force in readiness for a positive decisionf Knd they had found that
all the plutonium in the bombs had been taken out and replaced
with iron filings. It was assumed that the Russians had done this.
as they had mysteriously rendered unworkable the nuclear
reactor in Qattaratbefore being expelied from Egypt in 1¢72.

That night, one of the presidents talked to his wife for five
minutes before falling asleep in his chair. “It’s all over,”” he told
her. “Israel has won—permanently. They have the bomb, and we
do not, and that single fact will determine the course of history in
our region for the rest of the century.”

368

‘“What about the Palestine refugees?” his wife said.

The president shrugged and began to light his last pipe of the
day. “I remember reading a story in the London Times . . . this
must be five years ago, I suppose. It said that the Free Wales
Army had put a bomb in the pslice station in Cardiff.”

“Wales?” said his wife. “Where is Wales?”’

“It is a part of England, more or less.”

“I remember,” she said. “They have ceal mines and choirs.”

“That’s right. Have you any idea how long ago the Anglo-Saxons
conquered the Welsh?”

“None at all.”

“Nor have I, but it must be more than a thousand years ago,
because the Norman French conquered the Anglo-Saxons nine
hundred years ago. You see? A thousand years, and they are still
bombing police stations! The Palestinians will be like the Welsh . . .
They can bomb [srael for a thousand years, but they will always
be the losers -aexer.mind-what-tnterpational-agreements-that-may-
s '

His wife looked up at him. All these years they had been

_ together, and still he was capable of surprising her. She had

thought she would never hear words like this from him.
“I will tell you something else,” he went on. “There will have

Y

&

to be peace. We cannot possibly winLnow, so we will have to /1\
make peace. Not this-mement — perhaps not for five or ten M'w{ ;/

years. But the time will come, and then I will have to go to
Jerusalem and say, ‘No more war.” I may even get some credit
for it, when the dust settles. It is not how I planned to go down in
history, but it’s not such a bad way, for all that. “The man who
brought peace to the Middle East.” What would you say to that?”

His wife got up from her chair and came across to hold his
hands. There were tears in her eyes. “I would give thanks to
God,” she said.

The-presidant. did-not-smilor

\ 4

Franz Albrecht Pedler died in 1974. He died content. His life
had seen some ups and downs—he had, after all, lived through

Ll
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the mest ignominious period in the history of his nation—but he
had survived and ended his days happily.

He had guessed what had happened to the uranium. Qne day
carly in 1969 his company had received a check fer two million
dollars, signed by A. Papagopolous, with a statement from Savile
Shipping which read: “To lost cargo.™ The next day a representa-
tive of the Israeli Army had called, bringing the payment for the
first shipment of cleaning materials. As he left, the army man had
said, ““On the matter of your lost cargo, we would be happy if you
were not to pursue any further inquiries.”

Pedler began to understand then. “But what if Euratom asks
me guestions?”

*“Tell them the truth,” the man said. “The cargo was lost, and
when you tried to discover what had happened to it, you found
that Savile Shipping had gone out of business.”

“Have they?”

“They have.”

And that was what Pedler told Euratom. Wiy-ret} They sent
an investigator to see him, and he repeated his story, which was
completely true, if not truly complete. He said to the investigator,
“1 suppose there will be publicity about all this soon.”

“I doubt it,” the investigator told him. “It reflects badly on
us. 1 don’t suppose we’ll broadcast the story unless we get more
infermation.”

They did not get more information, of course; at least, not in
Pedler’s lifetime.

v

On Yom Kippur in 1974 Suza Dickstein went into labor.

In accordance with the custom of this particular kibbutz, the
baby was delivered by its father, with a midwife standing by to
give advice and encouragement.

The baby was small, like both parents. As soon as its head
emerged it opened its mouth and cried. Dickstein’s stght became
watery and blurred. He held the baby’s head, checked that the
cerd was not around its neck, and said, “Almost there, Suza.”
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Suza gave one more heave, and the baby’s shoulders were E%& dowa bl

born, and after that it emerged-cmatly. Dickstein tied the cord in
two places and cut it, then—again in accordance with the local
custom—nhe put the baby in the mother’s arms,

“Is it all right?” she said.

“Perfect,” said the midwife.

“What is it?"”

Dickstein said, “Oh, God, I didn’t even look . . . it’s a boy.™

A little later Suza said, “What shall we call him? Nathaniel?”

*“I'd like to call him Towfik,” Dickstein said.

“Towfik? Isn't that an Arab name?”

“Yes.”

“Why? Why Towfik?”

“Well,” he said, “that’s quse a long story.”
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POSTSCRIPT @

3 Fros the Londen Daily Telegraph of May 7, 1977: [ A / //7' /ﬂ,

SRAFL SUSPECTED OF HIJACKING SHIF W TRANIUM << ST TR SN w
@HRAEL SPEC 3 KING SHIP WITH UR J -~ / (CMU we  (@n

by Henry Miller in New York A A

Israel is believed to have been behind the disappearance from the
high seas nine years ago of a uranium shipment large enough to
build 30 nuclear weapons, it was disclosed yesterday.

Officials say that the incident was “*a real James Bond affair”
and that although intelligence agencies in four countries investi-
gated the mystery, it was never determined what had actually
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happened to the 200 tons of uranium ore thag vanished . . . £ ) Q 3 O
—Quoted by permission oféhe(:Qaily Telegm@ Ltd. > > /)( 195 /Hf’l AN % /7’(‘, J 2
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