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to the nature of the intelligence world, they must remain anony-
mous.

I would, however, like to thank my agent, Tim Hays, whose belief
in this project helped bring it to publication against so many protests,
and my editor, Rick Horgan, an open-minded, diligent fellow whose
sharp eye was a blessing. A final word of thanks goes to Harper-
Collins publisher Jack McKeown and his staff, Judy Tashbook, Kathy
Saypole, Chris McLaughlin, and Mary O’Shaughnessy.

'|'here are many friends and ex-colleagues I'd like to thank, but owing

Victor Ostrovsky
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wrote this book to make known the truth about my journey. I have

no doubt that there are those who would prefer that their account

of the events be the record and who will do all in their power to
make it so.

Because of the complexity of the subject matter, T decided that a
book was the most appropriate medium through which to convey the
facts. I also decided to present the material in more or less chronologi-
cal order.

Although it’s not usual for members of the intelligence services
to keep written notes or records, T had kept some in order to carry
out operational assignments I'd been given. Although they weren't
originally intended as such, these notes did provide a usetul addi-
vional resource in writing the book. Aside from these notes, I've
relied largely on my memory to reconstruct the events described
here and have made every effort to ensure that inaccuracies are min-
imal, Given that my capacity for recall was one of the main reasons
1 was originally sought by the Mossad, T feel confident in saying
that the book is accurate in all but the most minor of details. All
names i the book are real, with the exception of Dina, Rachel,
Albert, David, Sarah, Rami, Edward, and Fadllal, which are aliases.
Other names, such as those of acuve field operatives, are given by
first name only to prevent those individuals from being exposed.
Additionally, I've arranged for the Mossad to receive a copy of the
book just prior to publication to allow them to take whatever pre-
cautions they deem necessary. The intention of this book is not per-
sonal vendetta.

Most major events in this book have been covered extensively by
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the media, and articles on them are in the public recard. I've provided
a partia list of such articles at the end of the book to enable those
interested to pursue further research on particular subjects.

That being said, this book is a factual account of events as they
happened to me.

Victor Ostrovsky

PROGGLE,

turn of the century. They scttled with other immigrants in the

small Saskatchewan town of Wakaw, where my grandfather,
Aaron Ostrovsky, built up a successful retail business, only to lose it
during the Great Depression. Subsequently, he moved the family to
Edmonton, Alberta.

At about the same time that the Ostrovskys arrived in Canada, the
Margolin family—Esther, Hayyim, and their baby, Rafa—escaped the
Russian pogroms and made their way to Palestine. They settled in
Jerusalem and had two more children, Mira and Maza.

Sid Ostrovsky, the fifth of Aaron’s seven children, served a full
tour of duty as an airman in a Canadian bomber squadron over
Europe during World War II. After the war, he joined the fledgling mil-
itary of the newly formed state of Israel.

There he met Mira Margolin, who’d recently completed her tour
of duty in the British army, fighting the Germans in North Africa.

The newlywed couple made their home in Edmonton, where, on
November 28, 1949, I was born. My mother, who wasn’t a typical
housewife in any regard, found a job as a teacher in the Jewish school
in Edmonton and left the chore of raising her child to my paternal
grandmother, Bessie Ostrovsky.

I was fortunate in the grandparents fate had selected for me. My
mother was what might be called a free spirit, a bohemian type. A
graduate of the Israeli Haganah underground and the British military,
she’d dreamed of becoming an actress. Theatrical parts were few and
far between, though, which left her an extremely frustrated person.
My father, on the other hand, knew that he would one day reach his
goal: the American dream of financial security and a quiet life. But the
road was long and hard. The unbridgeable difference in character

My paternal grandparents immigrated to Canada from Russia at the
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between my parents finally led them to separate. T was five at the time.

My mother took me back to Israel, where her parents, Hayyim
and Esther Margolin, took on the job of looking after me. | remember
fondly the small house on Ha-yod-daleth Street as a warm, loving
home, full of books and long talks about the fulfillment of the Zionist
dream and how it could be translated into everyday life.

Since I'd shown an inclination for the arts, my grandparents intro-
duced me to a painter by the name of Gilady, who was living in our
neighborhood. He gave me a box of oil paints and some of his time,
instructing me in the basics of perspective and the use of color.
Gilady’s lessons were ones 1'd apply ever after—even as my childhood
hobby ripened into a midlife passion.

My early years were quiet. My mother would reappear from time
to time like a swirling tornado, disappearing back into the blue sky
just as fast. On one of her rouchdowns, she decided that I would be
better off in boarding school. All my grandmother’s pleading was to
no avail, and [ wound up spending a vear in a dreadful place called
Hadasim, a boarding school in the center of Israel funded and super-
vised by Hadassah Wizo, a Jewish women’s organization in Canada. [
liked to think that, had the organization been fully aware of the
school’s strict, spartan quality and its penchant for putting the kids to
work, they would have closed it.

They weren’t aware, though—as far as [ knew—and by vear’s end,
I'd taken the initiative and returned to my grandparents’ home.
Shortly after, my seif-confidence was lifted when [ joined the Gadna
youth brigades and attained second place in a countrywide shooting
competition as a member of the Abu Kabir target shooting club
headed by an old army major named Dan David.

During my high school years, I met Bella, and it was love at first
sight. We spent every moment we could together; we enjoyed reading
the same books, hiking, and rtalking about politics, and especially
being with each other. At abour the age of eighteen, we were recruited
to the [sraeli military. Bella was assigned to the ministry of defense,
and I was sent to the military police.

After basic training, 1 completed a noncommissioned officers’
course, and then went on to an officers’ course, graduating as the
youngest officer at the time in the Israeli Defense Force. I then gradu-
ated from the military police officers’ course and the special military
law course, and followed that up with demolition and sniper training,.

Once I'd completed my military educarion, Bella and [ got mar-
ried. We were not yet twenty. We were told we were too young, but I
never regarded our union as burdensome; it was something we were

PROLOGUY / xii

building together. A year later, Sharon was born, and things were
looking up. N '

After I completed my three-year term, | left the military, having
attained the rank of lieutenant. We went to visit my family in Fdmon-
ton and wound up staving there for five years. Our second daughter,
{ ccorah, was born in Edmonton when Sharon was tour. '

We returned to Tsrael in 1977. The day after our arrival, I enlisted
in the pavy and was given the rank of captain. I served f{)r the next
five years, rising to the rank of lieutenant commander. l-'or most of
that period, [ was in command of the departm;nt coordmat.mg and
testing new Wweapons systems before they were incorporated into the
navy’s arsenal. During that time, I was also sent to and graduated
from staff and command college, where I was a guest lecturer for the
duration of my service. .

Bella and 1 had a great time in those days. We had a wide circle of
friends with whom we enjoved weekend trips, family outings, and par-
ties. Then I got my first call from the guys in the security services. |
guessed it was Mossad or something similar, gnd 1 went through a
long and strenuous series of tests before more mformat‘lon abqut the
job was forthcoming. Ultimately, I learned that I was being considered
for a “combatant” position, which would mean that I'd be separated
from Bella and the kids for long periods of time. T declined, and after
numerous attempts to persuade me, some of which bordered on
harassment, they finally accepted my refusal. .

Tn 1982, T left the navy and started a video magazine that was the
first of its kind in Israch. Like many firsts, it was a flop (the country’s
being embroiled right then in what was later known as the Lebanese
quagmire didn’t help). After that, T started a small stained-glass busi-
ness (it also folded fairly guickly, owing to a lack of df‘:mand). I was
also taking classes in computer programming, since 1 believed that was
the wave of the future. o

At that point, the Mossad came calling again. This time they made
it clear thar long separations from my family were not what they had
in mind. I entered a second round of testing that was to last nearly a
year.

" While 1 was still working in my stained-glass shop ip Herzeliay, |
was approached by two men ['d gotten to know in my dealing_s with
the video magazine. They were the manufacturers of the plastic cas-
ings in which videocassettes were sold, and I'd done some graphic
work for them. As it turned out, one of them, Itsik Zarug, was well
connected in the Tsraeli underworld. He approached me on behalf of
some of his friends, asking me to take part in a scam to forge large
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numbers of credit cards—Visa, MasterCard, and the like. He handed
me several stolen cards, telling me they wanted similar ones made.

I called a friend of mine, an attorney in Tel Aviv who was a former
soldier of mine in the military police. 1 asked him to make contact
with the police for me. 1 didn’t want to put a stop to this affair with-
our proper legal protection. My lawyer set up a meeting for me with a
police officer named Eitan Golan, the head of the fraud department in
Tel Aviv. I gave him all the information. He asked me if I'd be willing
to work for the police undercover on a volunteer basis, and I agreed as
long as my name was kept out of it.

Several months later, the entire ring was captured and sent to jail,
Th(? papers reported that the police had obtained the help of a graphic
designer, but my name was not mentioned. The Mossad security
department managed to squelch any police efforts to get me to testify,
I was now under the aegis of the Mossad, a member of the elite team,

a protector of the state. My life would never be the same again,

(el

Thunsoay, Juiy 17, 1986

he tiny cell was hot and musty. In a dim corner by the barred win-
.l-dow, an old dingy-looking fan rattled, barely moving the foul-
smelling air. I was trapped.

Three days earlier, [ had arrived in Cairo on an Aer Lingus flight
from New York. I was whisked away from the airport terminal by two
burly men in short-sleeve gray safari suits. One of my seemingly
friendly gorilla escorts spoke English. He explained that he and his
friend were taking me to a safe place. They held my arms firmly and
ushered me to a small white car parked at the curb outside the main
doors.

“Welcome to Egypt,” said the English speaker, who shared the
back seat with me as the car took off. That was all he said until we
cleared the airport complex. Then he handed me a blindfold and asked
me to put it on.

Those who spend any time in the espionage world come to expect
these things. For the next thirty minutes, [ sat in the dark. I assumed
we were on our way to meet the Egyptian intelligence and security
brass, since the sole purpose of my visit was to sell out my former
employer, the Mossad, Israel’s famous intelligence agency.

It wasn’t every day that a Mossad case officer appeared on Egyp-
tian intelligence’s doorstep, ready to deal. I'd expected the proverbial
red carpet treatment, but this was not it. Since my hearing was unim-
paired by the blindfold, I could hear the hustle-bustle of a large Mid-
dle Eastern city loud and clear. The noisy blend of honking cars and
merchants announcing their wares sounded familiar to me. Soon the
sounds commingled with the smell of charcoal stoves and came! dung,
and I was reminded of Jaffa or East Jerusalem.

After a while, the sounds faded, and there was only the sensation
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of the scorching air rushing by the open window. At one point, I
thought I heard the revving sounds of a diesel engine and the squeak-
ing of tank tracks. I'd spent enough time in the military to know we’d
entered a military base.

When my blindfold was finally removed, I saw we were parked in
the inner yard of an old British-style compound. The large square yard
was surrounded by a dilapidated five-story building.

I was taken up a dark staircase to the third floor, Two uniformed
guards armed with submachine guns greeted us and led the way
through a long dim corridor to a green metal door. | expected to be
taken to an office of some sort. Instead, 1 found myself in a ten-by-
twelve cell. The heavy metal door slammed behind me. Then came the
hollow sound of the key turning in the lock and the footsteps of my
escorts as they walked away.

I assumed ar first that this was a temporary holding room. But my
confidence shrank as I looked around. There was a stench in the air of
old urine and human excrement. The window, which gave a view of
the inner yard, was secured with heavy metai bars. And the big iron
bed that filled most of the cell hinted at a lengthy stay. Panic started to
set in. At that instant, I realized I was a captive, and no one on the
outside knew where 1 was.

I walked through an uneven opening knocked through the thick
wall into what seemed like a crypt. I found a shower stall closed off by
a stained plastic curtain. Facing the shower was a sloping floor with a
hole in the center, known in the army as a shit hole, a primitive toilet.
I backed away once 1 realized that the hole, which was the source of
the stench, was swarming with cockroaches.

A minute later, I heard the key turning in the lock. That's it, I
thought, they are here to get me out and apologize. I decided to accept
their apology and brush it off as just one of those things.

An old man wearing a white galabia walked in, carrying a tray
with fruit, a large glass pitcher of cold lemonade, and a single glass. He
smiled and put the tray on the end table by the bed while a uniformed
guard stood at the door watching. The old man entered the tiny, crypt-
like shower and hung up the rowel he had slung over his hand. I tried
to speak ro him, but he would only smile and nod his head.

Several hours later, the old man returned with more food and a
fresh pitcher of lemonade. By nightfall, I'd begun to accept that 1
would be there a while, and the implications worried me. There was
no logical reason for the way I was being treated—unless the Egyp-
tians knew something they shouldn’t have and were now playing some
sort of game, What were they up to? Nothing made any sense.
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From the window, I could see a uniformed guard seated on a
wooden chair by the large gate. Occasionally, he’d open a small side
door in the gate and talk to someone. . . .

The big gate opened noisily every morning at nine, permitting a
white car, similar to the one that had brought me ther.e, to enter the
compound. Each morning, I would get dressed and wait for someone
to come and talk to me. But no one ever did. My watch slowly ~ncked
off the hours until, finally, at six M., 1 would look out the wmd(-)w
and see the white car leaving. I shouted and banged on the bars with
the metal tray, but no one scemed to care. o

The heat didn’t let up, even after dark. I put the rattling little fgn
on the end table and directed it toward me. then lay on my back in
my underwear, wetting my face and chest with a damp towel. My
head rested on a hard pillow as [ tried to sleep. '

After the first day, the stench didn’t bother me. The swarming
cockroaches didn’t bother me either, as long as they stayed in the shit
hole and away from my food. At nightl,(a multitude of thoughts would

rough my head, keeping me awake. o

- glnguc?uestiy(;n kept toriur?ng me. How the hell dic} I end up in thl.S
ten-by-twelve hell somewhere outside Cairo? 1 couldn’ shake the terri-
fying thought that this was where Id spend the rest of my life, th’at my
wife and children back in Canada would never know I hadn’t run
away, that I was trapped. .

I couldn’t tell where or when this was going to end, bpt I could
almost pinpoint the time, 1f not the precise moment, it had all

started . . .

Six months before, on Monday, February 3, 1986, I'd beer} at the
Sun Hull Hotel in Larnaka, Cyprus. I was there to meet a Belgian ter-
rorist, and in my pocket I had a false British passport undfar the name
of Jason Burton. The Belgian was a member of a left-wing terrorist
organization called the Communist Combatant Cells (CCC). '

According to my passport, I'd arrived at the Larnaka airport the
day before, and I had the Olympic Air ticket and boarding pass t©
prove it. The Belgian was expecting to receive from me a.key to a car
parked in Brussels, loaded with untraceable plastic explosives and sev-
eral thousand top-of-the-line detonators. In exchange, I was to receive
proof that over two million dollars had been transferred to a Swiss
bank account. |

It was a sting operatiorn, and I was a full-fledged Mossad case offi-
cer at the time. It was on this assignment that things started to go hay-
wire. I'd actually arrived in Larnaka by boat and not by plane. The
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first leg of the journey, from the Ashdod harbor in Israel to a point
fifty miles south of Cyprus, was made aboard a patrol boat, called a
Dabur. I then transferred from the Dabur to a vachr, The vacht had a
Greek registry and regularly anchored in the Larnaka harbor It was
a floating safe house for Mossad operatives.

[ was only a pawn in this game planned by the Belgian desk in
Melucha.! Once the ulrra left-wing CCC members approached the car
in Brussels, their entire ring would be nabbed by the Belgian police
and security services. Another group would be arrested simultaneously
by the Dutch police. The two police forces were already on the terror-
ists’ tratl, thanks to a series of tips the Belgium desk in the Mossad
was feeding them.

There was more than one reason behind the sting. The CCC was
mvolved in selling and buying arms from the Palestine Liberation
Organization and other Palestinian groups. Putting them out of busi-
ness would be a major victory for the Mossad in combating terrorism.

Another reason for the operation was more sinister, and I learned
about it much later. Itsik Efrat, head of the Israel desk, handled that
part. It involved a veteran case officer named Barda, who in 1984 had
tracked down and contacted a band of Belgian renegade lawmen who
were originally formed by NATO {North Atdlantic Treaty Organiza-
tion) as an anti-Communist body to be activated in case of a Commu-
nist invasion, This plan, which was called Operation Gladiator, was
never put into action, but NATO neglected to dismantle the special
cells it had created, and so the Mossad stepped in to make use of one
of them.

The dormant cell was activated with the consent of the Belgian
state secret service and the Mossad’s antiterrorist advisory section.

Barda made ir clear to the Belgians that to create a public outcry
for a strengthening of the security services, extreme measures were
needed—rthat is, terrorist atrocities that could be blamed on the Com-
munists. “Hesitation should be left to environmentalists and bleeding-
heart democrats,” he told them.

In addition to the NATO cell of right-wing lawmen, the Belgian
secret service could draw from a deep well of right-wing fanatics—
including a fascist party called Westland New Post {WNP}, or so it
was reported by sources within the Mossad. Under the auspices of the

1. Melucha: Code name for the recruitment branch of the Mossad; the branch is

divided into geographical departments thar have desks assigned to support sta-
tions.
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Belgian secret service, this new combimled right-wing.elemem, w}n'Ch
included several active policemen, carried out 2 senes“of robberies
with extreme violence, eventually earning the nickname the.Murder-
ers of Brabant.” In September and November 19.85 ,.they hit seve'ral
supermarkets and carried out the political assassination of a Belgian
minister. They also engaged in several truck hijackings that were later
ateributed to crooks who were “killed in the chase.” The attacks were
not financially motivated. Their purpose was terror apd the destabi-
lization of the Belgian government, which was feaning left. Three
members of the group had to leave the country In 1985. They escaped
to Israel and were given new identities by the M.ossad,.as part of the
initial agreement made with the Belgian extreme right wing.

The Belgians’ request that the Mossa.d find a way to pass arms to
the right-wingers, while keeping the Belgian authorities out of t'hi px;-
ture, led to my being in Cyprus in February 1986 to help with the
Stm%arda gave the right-wing terrorists the Jocation of the CCC stashes
of arms the Mossad had sold them. He told them they could help them-
selves to the goods while the Communists were getting stung.

The day before I was to transfer the key to the CCC man, after a
ten-minute struggle to transfer from one roc;kmg boat to an(_)ther on a
choppy sea, | had met Ze'ev Alon. He was in ck}arge of special teckl)ml—
cal operations, and on his way off the }sland. His presence on the boat
was highly unusual. I was in the recruitment department and ?otfpart
of special operations. He, on the other hand, provided services from
his Proudot subdivision, mainly to combatants? from the highly secre-
tive Metsada® department. They would normally employ combatants
in Arab countries on special Kidon* operations. '

Zeev briefed me on a new secondary assignment. I was now gong to

3 Combatant: An Israeli who is recruited to carry out dangerous operations
behind enemy lines. A combarant is trained separately from tbe rest ofthe
Mossad and doesn’t possess any information about the organization, so that if
captured he will have no information to disclose.

3. Mersada: Code name for the Mossad section that employs combatants and
the hit team called Kidon.

4. Kidon: Loosely translated, the word means “bayonet.” It refer-s toa sub-unit
of the secretive Metsada department assigned to catry out assassinations alnd
special operations behind enemy lines. It consists of se\feral squadrons. All assas-
sinations carried out by the Mossad are the work of Kidon squadrons.
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be a so-called relay station or backup relay station for an operation that,
due to circumstances, had been hastily put together at the last minute.

“Cyprus is not a hospitable place for us,” he said. “The fewer peo-
ple we have there, the better.”

Libyan leader Moamer al Qadhati had called for a three-day sum-
mit of what he termed the Allied Leadership of the Revolutionary
Forces of the Arab Nation. In other words, it was a meeting of all the
terrorist kingpins. The Mossad was watching, drooling over this full
house of goodies it couldn™ wait to get its hands on.

A combatant had been dispatched to Libya for that occasion, pos-
ing as a reporter for the French-language paper Afrigue-Asie. Once
there, he learned that after the conference, several Palestinian terrorist
leaders would fly to Syria aboard a private Gulfstream [I executive jet.
The Mossad convinced Israeli prime minister Shimon Peres to approve
the skyjacking of the plane.

Because of the extremely sensitive nature of the operation, the
Mossad chief wanted to have posittve eyewitness verification that
the people in question were on board, The combatant would watch
the actual boarding of the plane. Then he would transmir a message
via a special mobile burst-communication device. A merchant marine
ship making its way to Gibraltar would receive the communiqué and
transmit it to Israel. The need for a backup was due to previous
communication problems with the same type of device. It depended
on good weather, which in this case wasn’t expected. As planned, it
was really a very simple operation. The combatant, after verifying
that the terrorists had boarded the Gulfstream, would activate the
signaling device and call me at the hotel. If all was well, his message
would be “The chickens have flown the coop.” I would then use a
beeper to send the signal, which would be picked up by a navy
patrol boat close to the Cypriot shore, affirming the acceptance of
the message.

After briefing me, Ze’ev wished me luck and cransferred to the
Dabur and back to Israel. | suspected thar there was yer another
backup besides me.

The meering with the Belgian and the transfer of the key, my pri-
mary mission in Cyprus, went well. Nine days later, on February 12,
1986, the Belgian police nabbed the man and his CCC colleagues. The
terrorists had in their possession over two hundred pounds of explo-
sives and thousands of detonartors, Simultaneously, Mossad’s right-
wing criminal partners entered several warehouses in the Antwerp

area. The fascists got two truckloads of light weapons and several rons
of ammunition.

-
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It was while carrying out the secondary operation that [ got into
hot water. When T was at the hotel in Lamaka, I bad made afl
approach to—or, as we called it in the field, “established contact
with”—a Palestinian businessman from Amman, Jordan, who was one
of the few tourists in the hotel. Such unauthoriz?d contact was pro-
scribed, but it was known that case officers did it all the time. Tak,e
the risk, we told ourselves. If it works, vou're a hero; if not, you don’t

anyone. ‘ ‘

“ cllt iurned out that the businessman had just come from Libya and
had contacts in the PLO. I learned from him that a trick would be
plaved on us in Tripoli, Libya. He said something like, “The I_sraehs
are'going to eat shit tomorrow.” I knew the Mossa@ had cons:dereﬁ
the possibility of a trick, but no one gave the Palestinians that muc
Lrtd(lézonvinced that my information was reliable, I tried to contact
everybody I knew in the system to stop the operation. I struggled with
the endless buffers Mossad puts on a command and control center
during an operation. It was somewhat iromc that the.buffers put in
place to enhance security were now blockmg.a warning. The’ com-
mand center was in Mahaneh David military air base. [ couldn’t help
thinking that someone wanted things to go wrong. .

I eventually got the call from the combatant and 'relayed his mes-
sage. Since [ was only a relay station, | had to transmit the message as
it came, without adding to or subtracting from it, even though 1 was
almost sure the information it contained was incorrect. I never learqed
whether the communiqué was transmitted to the merchant marine
ship. It is possible that it was, but that its reception waskept under
wraps until after the operation was complete, so that if something
went wrong, it could be blamed on the preselected scapegoat, namdy
myself. Anyway, sure enough, the plane was forced down, and the big
prize was not aboard. .

I left Cyprus on the yacht and eventually rendezvoused with the
Dabur. Someone didn’t want me back in Israel just yet, so the Dabur
was instructed to stay at sea for several days. The Dabur captain was
informed by navy command that he had developed “engine prob-
lems.” Even as it was happening, | realized that the delay was to allow
someone the time to set me up as the fall guy for this botched opera-
tion, .

I couldn’t see how that sort of scapegoating was possible, though,
unless the combatant changed his story. Then [ would be the one
blamed for supposedly misunderstanding the message. Were _thalt to
happen, T had no doubt that the record of all my communications
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attempting to warn the command center would be erased, and as it
turned out, that’s exactly what occurred. When we tinally docked in
Ashdod, Oren Riff, then chief of staff for the Mossad heaa, was there
to greet me. It was his job to fill me in on what my duty to the Mossad
was. I was to take responsibility for the foul-up, accepting that I was

doing it for the good of the Office.’ 1 had no choice in the matter, and
so [ agreed. ’

[ APTEn 2

was a thing of the past. I, however, was placed under constant
watch. Things became very difficult with that cloud of failure hang-
ing over me.

I was still a probational rookie, which is the case for the first four
vears in Mossad, except that now I was under special observation.
Most other rookies didn’t want to be paired with me because of the
extra supervision I brought along. “You can’t always be perfect,”
Arik, one of my colleagues, said to me. “You’re bound to slip, and
then they’ll be all over you. Why don’t you just give up and quit?” I
knew he was right, but I wasn’t about to give up. To me, serving in the
Mossad was the highest achievement. Inside the organization, the joke
went that, if there was a second coming, the man would probably be
Mossad.

I found it quite burdensome, double-checking every move to
ensure everything was as perfect as it could be. But I was determined
not to give the higher-ups the satisfaction of catching me in a mistake.
I knew that many of them would be happy to be rid of me because of
my political leanings. I was center, but in Mossad terms [ was left, if
not extreme left.

The constant pressure was taking its toll, and my home life wasn’t
much better. Whatever frustration 1 felt, I took out on my family. As a
rule, all case officers in the Mossad must be married before they can
serve abroad, but few have a happy marriage. Most have a bad one,
and it’s usually not their first. [ began coming home later than usual,
spending what little free time [ had sitting with the guys at one of our
regular hangouts. It was like working with a bunch of old gossips: the
first one to leave was the one everybody talked about and slandered.
The best protection you had was to stay rill the end. I knew Bella and

Hy mid-February, the “Cypriot screwup,” as it came to be known,

5. Office: The term used by Mossad i
Ific y Mossad people when talk b
which is never mentioned by name. g Hing about the Mossad,
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the kids were getting the short end of the stick. But I rationalized it by
relling myself this was a temporary situation, and once I became well
established in the svstem, I'd make it up to them.

Working in the Mossad, therc was always an excuse for coming
home late. Instead of turning to the one person who was my real
friend, my wife, Bella, I turned away from her. And she didn’t like
anyone from the Office; she could see through them.

Since 1 couldn’t change the reality, 1 tried to change the perception.
I told myself that it was her view that was wrong, that she should sce
things the way we did. After all, I was a member of the Mossad, the
elite, the select few. At home, I wasn’t Mossad, and that was all 1
wanted to be.

Some time into my probationary period, I found myself in the
middle of a minor operation in the one place the Mossad was not
“allowed” to work: Israel. Though there are no specific laws guiding
the activity of the Mossad, the proscription against operations within
the country is vigilantly enforced by the Shaback (Israel’s internal
security body). Hence, the rule regarding these “impermissible” opera-
tions is: In the event of a foul-up, make the operation look like a mere
€Xercise.

This particular opetation was to benefit an Isracli optronics ¢om-
pany called El Op, which was developing a special device to broadcast
and receive digitized photographic images (DPI}. It was also develop-
ing a similar system for the Mazlat. Mazlat (the word is a Hebrew
abbreviation for unmanned remote-controlled plane) was a coopera-
tive development project between Isracli Aeronautical Industries (IA),
a substdiary of the Isracli Military Industry (IMI}, and an American
company called AAI Corporation that was based in Baltimore. The
development of the DPI had proven to be extremely expensive and
was running into technical difficulties as well. Further, IAl was on the
Mossad support list because of its enormous financial and defense
potential. Hence, the Mossad devised a plan 1o get the proverbial
wagon out of the mud.

The IMI was advised to reach a development agreement with
Recon Optical Industries, an American company that possessed the
technology that El Op required. IMI chose as its pawn the Israeli air
force, which at rhe time was involved in a project financed by Ameri-
can military aid to Israel. The plan was for the Mossad to insinuate
Israeli engincers into Recon, posing as Israeli air force observers and
quality controllers, and, under the auspices of this unrelated project,
steal new technology that could then be manufactured in Israel. If this
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rechnology theft was done right, the savings in research and develop-
C S
ment expenses could be enormous. . . .

Before this exercise that [ was involved in a military base in Ramjt
Gan, a city adjacent to Tel Aviv. Several Mossad teams had glrfa y

3 7 i "
entered the base and placed E1 Op personnel files into the air orge
reserve bank. That would smooth the way for El ‘Op engineers tolc e
inserted into Recon. We were there to carry out a similar operaton for
a company called Tadiran. . -

Arik and Amir showed up at the base gatc In guard uniforms andd
with the proper documentation, in time for the changing of the guard.
The real guards had been detained by other members of our team pos(;
ing as military police, and the sergeant major 1n charge gf the guar
detail had received a telephone call from manpower assigning twodnegv
men—Aarik and Amir. 1 made that call from a pay phone, an ht e
sergeant major took it at face value. All he really cared about was hav-
i ; ' te.
ing two warm bodies at the ga . . o o

We were heading for the main office building when Yosy said to
me, “I want you to meet someone. - . o

3 “Now” Yosy and I were in military uniforms, both of us wearing

the insignia of corporal. N . ‘
I regmcmber him nodding and smiling. He didn’t seem to think

-as a problem. .
therii‘voacfk‘? I1)’rosy,” [ whispered as we slowly Walked up a smalll hill t(czul
the administration building. “We're in the m}ddle of an F:xer)ase, an
we have a job to do. How about we do this al}other time: Wf’?’ can
come back whenever we want. All we have to do is flash our IDs.”

“Yes.” He smiled. “1 know that, but we're here now. [ planned it
<0 that we'll have the time.” He paused as a pair of officers came near.
We saluted lazily as they passed us. They didn’t bother salutmg back‘.‘ _

When they were several steps down the road, Yosy cs)ntmuf;d,f 1t
things go according to plan, we should have about ten minutes betore
we have to leave.”

“YWhat can we do in ten minutes?”

“T want you to mecet someone.”

“What if [ don’t want to?” . -

“I'm not going to force you to do anything. T can tell you,d ow-
ever, that I'm sick and tired of your long dreary facg and your own-
in-the-dumps attitude. L just want to pump some life into you.

«J appreciate it, but no thanks.” . . -

“P'm talking about a woman who is aching for L ’

Good old Yosy, I thought, He of the one-track ‘mmd. 1 dor}, t have
to break into a military base in the middle of the night for that.
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~ “This one’s different, trust me,” Yosy said, making me wonder
why, if she was so different, he wasn’t keeping her for himself.

Yosy stopped. We had reached our target building, a three-story
British relic, tan in color, square, with three rows of small windows.
The eucalyptus trees that filled the grounds rustled in the wind. The
floodlights along the road and on top of the high fence threw the tree
shadows onto the fine stucco walls, creating swaying images to match
my state of mind.

Yosy turned serious. This was work, and to my relief, he plunged
1nto it.

“Do you have it with you?” he asked.

[ slid my hand into my shirt just to feel the large plastic envelope.
SSYCS.”

“Let’s do 1t.”

We walked straight to the small stairwell. We had to be careful as
we climbed the stairs; on every second turn we could be seen from the
ground. The building itself was not a high-security zone, but if a
patrol had spotted us on the staircase or inside, it could be a problem.
Three patrols were making their rounds.

Once inside, we moved fast, first making sure that there was no
necking going on—a common pastime for off-duty military couples
who were stuck on base. The room was filled with four-drawer filing
cabinets. At the far end was a large gray safe. Yosy walked to the desk
by the door and pulled our the drawer. “Get over there and open the
safe. I'll read vou the combination.”

[ walked to the safe and bent down, setting the dial at zero. “How
did yvou get it?”

“That is the difference between a case officer and a burglar. I

made contact with the girl working here and spent some time with
her.”

“Really?”
“Don’t laugh. I sacrificed a lot,” Yosy said.
“Sacrificed?”

“You should have seen her. Believe me, it was a sacrifice.” He

chuckled.
“You didn’t have to take her to bed.”

“It wasn’t a bed. Besides, 1 can’t help myself. For me, a woman is
a woman is a woman.”

“So why are you whining about it now?”

He shrugged and looked at the bottom of the drawer he was hold-
ing. “Seventeen to the right, four to the left.” He went on unui the
lock clicked. I spun the chrome wheel and pulled the door open. There
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i ' itch 1 five
was a stack of manila files inside. We did the switch in less than
: ; re ready to leave.
minutes, and then we we ‘ .
Sud:den'w, there was a noise from the ouﬁer.door. W?fboth fronlv
We didn’t know if the patrols made a round inside the offices © y
checked to see if the outer door was lockf:d. "
“Did you lock the outer door?” 1 whispered to him.
“Yes, | braced it!” _
We ;ﬂOV’Bd quietly to the window and looked outside. Ilt was 3
: i move
{ong drop. After ceveral seconds of testing the dooll.’, fthe patro moved
! . . D . Sa
\diers. We sighed in reliet as we
away. They were women sO / e e S o
i ilding. Everything had gone well.
walking out of the building. . : «©
do nmf was to get the hell out of there. 1 lit a cigarette, and we start

¢ the gate. . .
N Yosg\;f looked at his watch. “We still have about twenty mInNutes,

»”
uch more than 1 planned for. N B
" «\What are you talking about? We finished. What are we waitng
for?” .
«Dov said we should not leave before ten. . o The
«You want to tell me they are planning a tail on us NOW: he
thought frustrated me. To take full advantage lodf tflle 10bs!exez)c;:zdes
ini throw extra
assl training personnel wou :
were assigned, Mossad _ e
1 i t us, to sce 1T W
' i tions. They liked to test us, :
into otherwise simple opera M ‘ e 1 e
' d. Similar exercises were carr .
knew we were being followe ‘ : . o
i i involved in routine operations.
Furope while officers were 1nvo n ing
they Iinight be followed by Mossad testers put case officers on the
best behavior.
“«Anyway,” Yosy said, “we’re not 1o leave before ten,f and tgen
ata ’ vhere. If not, then
1 re clean, we'll meet somew ,
only one at a time. If we’re clean, t so he non fen
J ‘ 1 will be leaving last, like 2 §
vou do what you have to do. o
mander. Now would you follow me? 1 have someone 1 want yo
meet.” \ e
1 i od.
“Forget it, Yosy. I'm not in the mo . ;
“Thegn do it for me. Haim and T can’t handle her alor;i, WCEE:W
i { n
help. We've been double-teaming her for the past month. Haim
her from before, in Haifa.” . N
“Why don’t you call Jerry?” 1 said, smiling,. . .
“\We have a woman, what we need is an extra marn. omelol.m :
It seemed he was determined to get me 01;: Zf}:he n:ier];_tliirilzogld
1 1 id was the best method he an .
was in, and getting me laid w \ . d 1
come ';p with. Did I know I shouldn’t be following him? Yes. Did
‘ ’ hamed to say.
follow him anyway? Yes, I'm as .
We headey;:l for a gray-colored prefab office structure halfway
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between the main building and the gate. 1t started to rain. I stood at
the edge of the covered platform behind Yosy, who was about to
knock on a door.

“Come over here,” Yosy whispered to me. “I don’t have time to
fill vou in on the cover story. Just remember we're from the Shaback.
It would be better it you don’t sav anvthing. Oh yeah, we're not mar-
ried, any of us, and don’t use your own name, family name that is.”
He knocked on the door.

A soft feminine voice answered. “Who's that?”

“Yosy.”

“Come on in.”

He opened the door slowly, turned and winked at me, and entered.

“Dina, how are vou?” He walked over to a slim, beautiful blond
seated behind a large metal desk. She was wearing an oversized green
army sweater with sergeant’s stripes [oosely pinned to her sleeves. A
pair of tight faded jeans wrapped her long legs, which stretched out
under the desk, almost touching a small glowing electric heater.

Yosy bent over and kissed her on the cheek. He then stood behind
her, putting his hands on her shoulders, and said, “This, my beautiful
candy, is my friend Dan.”

I smiled at her, and she smiled back. I felt awkward, out of place,
yer excited by those deep blue eyes. There was a reddish glow to the
room, and [ was starting to feel hot.

“What are you doing here?” she asked Yosy.

“It’s an inspection. We're here to check if the place is secure.”

“Is wz”

Yosy thought for a moment, leaning closer to her. “Not to wortry,
vou're safe as long as we’re here.”

She stared at me, smiling. Yosy leaned over and kissed her on the
lips. The kiss went on and on. As [ turned to leave, I saw her slowly
raise her hands and hold his head. My last glimpse was of his hand
headed for her breast. I waited outside for a few seconds before !
heard him say, “Listen, my tlower. One of us will come over to your
place, around twelve?”

“QOkay. If I'm not there, you know where the key is, right?”

Yosy came out, smiling as he closed the door behind him. “Well,
buddy, if all goes well, it will be Dina at midnight.”
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Wepheson, Feamumny 12, 1986, ec.00

ec i / ing fol-
frer leaving the compound, 1 took steps to see if 1 Waiflt):rl \iﬂf‘,_
. 1his activitv was second nature to me. 5
lowed. By now, this activity ‘ frer e
ing 1 was indeed clean, I called Dov. The phone rang twice.
Dov answered in his somewhat husky voice.
“Ip’s Kid here.”
“What's up?” 1 i
“I just wanted to tell you P'm clean.
“Positive?”
“No doubt.”
“Where are you now?
« At the Elite intersectio
get out of this uniform.” ‘ .
7 «On what side of the intersection are you:

kil
«Ry the diamond exchange. . | .
“Okay Just a minute.” There was a fwo-minute pause o the

] id, pight. I'll see you in
When he came back, he just sgxc:l,l Havg al gtohoi w; e e
e ¥ His voice was stightly cynical; tha S V.
the morning.” His voice wa 3 ; that wa @
picked it up from Mousa, his boss, and carried 1lt a httl; fur;hpouce »
’ -eiver back into place when
1 hadn’t even put the recetve o j !
rate as the umtorme
as ; hone booth. 1 watched as
screeched to a stop by the pho e
[ ~aded for me. [ slowly hung up the ph
oliceman got out and hea e.ls gu i e
?umed to face him. I knew the routine; it was a t}-plt_al. t}rlammg exer
cise to get us used to the kind of harassment we m1ﬁ, t f:bncoI er
: i ’ yod i ut
abroad. [ was smirking; 1t wasnt a good 1.dea todd(? ttladt"dﬁt Cage [
couldn’t help myself. T knew what was coming, and yet 1 di
knew I could handle it. \
“Hey, you!” the policeman called as he swaggered dos;r. .
1 fom’ld the situation comical. 1 could still remember when enc

. Will there be anything clse? 1 want to




16 / VICTOR OSTROVSKY

ters like this got me excited and scared. “What?” I started to chuckle.

“Are you talking to me?”

“What's so funny, soldier boy?”

“Are you talking to me?”

“You think it’s funny, do you? I'll show you how funny this is,”
He slammed the booth door open to one side and stuck in his bulldog
face, almost touching mine. In such situations, I'd been trained to be
overly cooperative, friendly, even wimpish. Soothe the man and get the
problem to shrink as fast as possible. But—maybe it was everything
I’d gone through the past few weeks, maybe it was how the night had
unfolded so far-—for some reason, | wasn’t in an obliging mood. “Are
you talking ro me?” The words just came out, and the smile on my
face widened.

The cop grabbed my shirt collar and slammed me against the back
of the booth. The metal sheif under the phone hit my lower back,
sending bolts of pain through my legs. “Do vou have papers?” His
face was twisted with anger at my smile. He turned his head to his
partner, who was slowly getting out of the car. “We got ourselves a
smart aleck here. Should we take him downtown or feed him some
knuckles first?”

The second cop was a giant. “Well, little soldier,” he satd. “I can
see you want to play games.”

“Are you talking to me?” [ wasn’t smiling anymore. The big cop’s
huge open hand came from behind and hit me on the top of my fore-
head. My head snapped back, slamming against the glass pane. I could
hear the glass crack. The insides of my head vibrated; I was starting to
lose consciousness.

Suddenly, both cops backed up, yanking me out of the booth. The
contact with the cold air brought me around.

“You’re coming with us, soldier boy,” the bigger cop said as they
tossed me into the back seat of the small Ford Escort patrol car.

“Where are you from?” the gorilla asked as he forced my head
berween my knees and cuffed my hands behind my back, closing the
cuffs tight.

“Are you talking to me?”

A fast jab to my ribs brought a short cry of pain. When { tried to
raise my head, he pushed it back down, hitting my lip on my knee. I
could taste the blood. T stayed down. Whatever happened, I couldn’
have them leave marks on my face. My face was the most important
tool I had in this strange trade of mine. 1 could not do my job with a
black and blue face. I knew they were instructed not to harm me or
leave me visibly bruised, but often the cops would get carried away.
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[ felt like telling them, T know the routine; let’s get it over wirl;.
But all I could say was, “Are you talking to me?” My mind \\}fjanjerza
\leanwhile, the beefy cop was slapping the back.of myld Za a '
: unching at my ribs. From time to time, a sharp pain wou rlalg mI
(p)ut of my thoughts and force me to face what was takmg p gce..d
knew 1 could stop this by playing along, but something 1nside

Idn’t fet me. _ . ‘
WOuTherl [ thought of Dina; how easy 1t would be to get into bed V\lnth
her and forget everything, just let things happen.hEvﬁn :fat s,tuzlzr sz\;

: [ tried to push the fantas} \
moment, the thought excited me. Y 2
telling myself the encounter would never fhappen. But 1 knew it would

rehow, and that became something to focus on. .

. It was almost a full hour of sheer agony before the police cgr
returned to where it had picked me up. As the cruiser pulleddover, It\/le
driver turned, grabbed me by the hair, and wrenched my head up. My
vision was blurred, and Thad a pounding headache.

The cop scowled. . i .

“Whatpwere you doing here, you little bastard?” He spoke right

i  face, tightening his grip on my hair. _
1mo“rr;‘gre you tilk'mg o me?” 1 mumbled. I could see they were con

fused. This was not the way things were supposed‘to go. They weren't
sure if I was doing it wrong or they were. _The gorilla was now staring
out the window, clearly worried that he might haveloverclc»nii 1t.I ot

“Yes, you little shit, I'm ratking to you,” he finally said. I didn
realize how much I'd needed that little v1§tolry.

“Why didn’t you say so?” 1 smiled fainely.

He szniled back in relief and let go of my hair. His big fnegd toolk
off my cuffs and opened the door. He then got out of the car an gf;lft y
helped me out. Before he closed the door, he looked at me. “You
okay? No hard feelings?” .

“No hard feelings.” I shrugged and stagg'ered.back into the phon(t:‘l
booth. The cracked pane was staring me straight in thg face. Itdseemc;l
so long ago, 1 had almost forgotten how it started. | dialed, and on the
second ring Dov answered.

“1t’s Kid,” 1 said.

“What’s up?” ]

“You son of a bitch. 1 just got off a roller coaster.

“What took you so long?” o .

«] don’t know. I guess there was a communication problem with
the operator of the amusement park.”

“What do you mean?” ‘ )
« mean I'm tired, you asshole. What do you think I mean?

— it el Clnmiamal Dictrie®
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“Are you okay?”

“As well as could be expected. I will live, though.”

“Okay, just put it all in the report. T'll see you in the morning.” He
hung up.

[ dialed again, this time to the phone in the academy’s' main hall.
Yosy or Haim was supposed to be there. It was a pact we had that we
waited for one another until the last one was done. It was 23:40, and

Yosy answered after the fifth ring. He was breathing hard, as if he had
run.

“Yes?”

“Yosy?”

“Hey, Victor, where the hell are you? We were ready to give up on
you,”

“Who's wez?”

“Haim and me, who else?”

“Why are you breathing like you just ran a marathon?”

*We’ve been playing Ping-Pong. So what are you up to?”

“Not much. I need a place to rest and relax.”

He chuckled. “I think a candy factory would be in order.”

“A candy factory?” I was still somewhat dazed by the beating and
the constant pressure.

“Dina, I'm talking about Dina. Where are you now?”

“I'm at the Elite intersection in Ramat Gan.”

“We’ll meer you in ten minutes at the London mini-stores com-
plex.”

“See vou there.” T hung up and waved down a cab. Several min-
utes later, I was standing at the corner, staring north up Even Gvirol
Avenue. The Jeep came to a screeching stop just behind me.

Haim was sitting in the back. He stuck his balding head out, look-
ing at me. “Come on, come on, we don’t have all night. We've got a
job to do.”

“A job?”

“There’s a lawyer’s office, we have to enter the building and pho-
tograph some of his files.”

“When did this come up?”

“Yesterday.”

“How come 1 never heard of it?”

1.. Academy: Mossad training facility, located across from the country club out-
side Tel Aviv on the road to Haifa.
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“You're not on our team. It’s a nonelected serup; we didn’t choose
it, we were assigned.”

I could feel the long blade slowly making its way through my
back. Yosy, Haim, and I had been a team almost from day one. There
was no reason to break us up; we complemented one another. The
onlv thing thart I could think of was thar someone was trving to isolate
me. | was not paranoid. Had this been a legitimate move, they would
have brought it to my attention and given me an explanation. Because
it was done behind my back, it was sinister. But there was nothing [
could do nowy; accepring it was the only rational move.

“I thought we told her we’d be there at twelve?” Suddenly, 1 real-
ized how anxious I was to see Dina. Funny thing was, it was the image
of her smile, not her body, that fixed itself in my mind.

“What I thought we'd do,” Yosv said, turning around to face
Haim and me, “we’ll drop Victor here over at her place, then we’ll go
and do the casing. Then we will come back and pick vou up.”

I nodded. “Fine with me.”

“We'll come in with vou just to get a cup of coffee, then we’ll
scoot,” Yosv added.

I told them about my encounter with the police.

“How hard did they hit you?” Yosy asked.

“Hard enough. | was asking for ic.”

“I thought vou could sweet-talk anvone.” Haim stared at me from
the dark rear of the Jeep.

“I don’t know, I really don’t know. All I can tell vou is that I didn’t
feel like talking to those two.”

The Jeep was on its wav, crossing several fanes as we headed in the
direction of Dizengoff Street. At the corner of Dizengoff and Gordon,
Yosy made a sharp right, almost turning the Jeep over. It came to a
stop on the sidewalk.

“Nice parking,” I remarked. “I'm sure you're parallel to some-
thing.” We all laughed; this was one of the perks of the job, ignoring
traffic rules. The Jeep’s license plate was false, and although it would
show up on the police computer, it would do so only for a few days,
then it would be changed. We also had a high-level special security
ID card that would send a cop instantly in whatever direction we
might choose. This was our God card, and we liked finding a chance
to use it.

“We're here,” Yosy announced and hopped out. I followed, and
Haim was not far behind. It was a typical Tel Aviv apartment building.

“This is it.” Yosy was at the door to the right of the dark stair-
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well, He turned to face me, one hand on the bell ready to press the lit-
tle red button. “Just remember, we are from the Shaback, we’re all sin-
gle, and we live on base in...” He rurned to Haim. “Where do we
live?”

“Natania.”

“Why Natania? Why Shaback?” 1 asked.

“Natania is far enough vet not that far, and Shaback because we
can’t tell her Mossad, now can we? We don’t want to be police, so
that is the closest thing.”

“QOkay, I can live with that. How often does all this come up?”

“We gave her the story once,” Haim said in a low voice.

“Never spoke about it again,” Yosy remarked. “Come on, hit the
bell.”

I was calm only because [ was bear. It wouldn’t have taken much
for me to fall asleep at that point. The guilt associated in my mind
with this sort of activity was dulled. I'd managed subconsciously to get
my punishment before I did the deed.

The sound of the buzzer was harsh and unpleasant. It was fol-
lowed by a soft, barely audible voice. “Just a minute.”

The peephole blacked out for a second, then the door swung open.
“Hey, guys, [ thought you weren’t coming, so I was about to go to
bed.” She backed away from the door, letting us in.

“Don’t let us stop you.” Yosy said with a sly smile. “We might just
join you.”

She closed the door behind us. Haim headed straight for the farge
bed in the center of the small living room, dropping himself right into
the middle of it. Yosy made his way to the bathroom. The place was
dimly lit, and the air stood heavy with the moisture of a recently taken
bath and a faint scent of perfume. The smell was sensual: I could all
but feel the softness of the woman’s skin. The place was simple, warm,
and seductive. I could feel my heart pumping harder with every pass-
ing moment. The excitement was pressing against my Adam’s apple—
it felt good. Dina was beautiful in her long robe. Her movements were
flowing, somewhat unconcerned, casual. Except for her hair, every-
thing about her was long. Her lazy blue eves staved on me after I sat
on the end of the bed, still tense.

She moved slowly to the bathroom, then flicked on the light in a
second room I hadn’t noticed before. It was a small kitchen. She
paused and asked, “Would anyone like something to drink?”

“I'll have a coffee,” Haim answered, not even turning his head.

“Forget it,” came a shout from behind the bathroom door. “We
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have things to do. We’'ll pick Dan up later.” We always managed to
find a reason for a code name, whatever the activity. It was second
nature; we just did it all the time. .

Yosy stepped out of the bathroom, pulled the girl toward hlm? and
kissed her. She showed no resistance. He jet go of her and said to
Haim, “Let’s go, we have things to do, and so does Dan.” He turned
to me. “Keep the bed warm until we come back.” _

Somehow his manner irritated me. It was as though 1 was taking
offense where she should have but didn’t. It was her submission and
his abuse that angered me. She locked the door after they left and
stood facing me, leaning on the door she had just closed. I felt very
awkward.

“Would you care for something to drink?” she asked, smiling for
the first time.

“I'll have a coffee, please.”

“Make vourself comfortable. I'll be back in a moment.”

She glided across the room, spreading her scent as she passed.. It
was a naked smell, teasing; I could feel the pressure in my loins.
Dishes clattered in the kitchen. I lit a cigarette and picked up what
seemed like a notebook from the small coftee table by the bed.

I opened it and saw it was filled with tight small handwriting. My
first reaction was to put it back on the table. Then 1 looked again;
there were no markings on the cover. If whoever wrote this had not
wanted it read, he or she would not have left It where it was. My first
guess was that it was Dina’s diary. I wasn't eager to read it, but there
was little else to do, and I was not going to sit there like a dummy
until we got into bed like two awkward strangers doing what we both
knew we had intended to do in the first place. Obviously, she didn’t
think my friends had dropped me off to have a friendly chat with her.
And Yosy told me he had asked her if she wanted me to come afte‘r §he
had caught a glimpse of me at the base, and her response was positive.
So there might be something in this little book to break the ice and
make things a bit smoother.

[ realized I was starting to feel guilty again, What the hell was a
thirty seven-vear-old married man with two children doing here,
scated on the bed of this twenty-three-year-old woman? I was one son
of a birch.

{ started to read. At first it made no sense—short sentences that
rhymed but meant nothing to me. She came back with two cups of
steaming coffee and sat next to me on the bed. Her knee shid out.from
under the heavy robe and as though by accident touched mine. I
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cleared my throat. She took her cotfee and started to drink, hiding half
her face behind the cup.

I raised the book. “Is this your stuff?”

She nodded silently, as though she was waiting for me to say more.

“Really?”

“Yes,” she answered, putting the cup down and smiling at me.
“Why?”

“I just asked.”

She moved closer, her smile getting wider. “How do vou like it?”

“I think it’s great.”

She leaned back, laughing softly. “What do you mean?”

“Just what I said.” I told myself that a horny man should not dis-
cuss poetry. “I'm really hot,” | said.

“Why don’t vou take a shower and change? You seem like it
would do vou some good.”

“You mean I stink?” I laughed.

“No, no, not atall . ..”

“I would love to.” I got up and started for the bath. “I have noth-
ing to change into.”

“Use the robe on the door, and then you can pick out something
of my husband’s.”

I froze. “Your what?”

“Oh, don’t worry. He doesn’t live here anvmore.”

[ let out a sigh of relief.

There was something erotic about the shower; there was some-
thing erotic about everything in the small apartment: the simplicity of
things, the improvisational solutions young people find for domestic
needs, furniture and appliances that had seen better davs, vet were
functional and comfortable. When I came out of the shower, the room
was dark except for a red glow from an electric heater.

“Get into bed.” Her voice came from the corner. “I’ll be there in a
minute,”

My pulse was racing as I lay on the bed, hands behind my head,
still in the damp robe I had found in the bathroom. It was anticipation
that kept me awake, and I was well rewarded. She came out into the
red glow wearing nothing. She walked straight for the bed and sat by
me. Leaning her thin, soft-skinned body against my folded leg, she sat
gently stroking my chest.

I was ready to explode. Her elbow touched me, and she could feel
I wanted her. She smiled. It was clear she was happy. I sat up in the
bed and cupped her small breast in one hand, slowly moving the other
all over her body, which seemed to quiver to my touch. She pushed me
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back onto the bed and gently fondled every part of me. Then she
clowlv sat herself on me, bringing us together. The memory of what
took 'place after that is hazy. I remember that when Yosy and Haim
came to pick me up, I told them I would stay the night and would see
them tomorrow. [ had made my escape from brutal reality and wanted
it to last, at least for the night.



[ HAPTER

Tonsory, Fearunry 13, 1986, 07:45

reached the academy and ran into the building, my coat over my
head for protection from the rain.

Dov, our training instructor, looked angry—not an expression reg-
ularly seen on his rounded face. He stopped me several feet from the
coffeepot,

“Where the hell have vou been?”

“Did we have a date?” 1 asked.

“I don’t need a date to fuck vou.” He had a point, and also my
attention. “I'm talking about last night?”

I paused, looking at the ceiling. “You missed me? I'm touched.”

“You weren't home when I called.”

“You called me at home?” 1 felt a mixture of fear and guilt. “What
did you tell Bella?”

“Nothing, I just wanted to talk to you.”

“Whar am I supposed to tell her now?”

“If you'd been there, you wouldn’t have to tell her anything.”

Dov had broken the basic unwritten rule of camaraderic in the
Mossad: He'd called an officer’s home when there was no urgent rea-
son to do so, and it seemed he had not even covered for me once he
realized I was not there. I was furious. “Fuck you, who made you the
sheriff? Trust me, Dov, coul calb bigy youmu [every dog has his day]
I'll find a time to look for vou too.”

I poured myself a cup of coffee. “Okay, now you found me. What
do you want anvway? I don’t have all day.” This was getting far more
complicated than 1 thought.

“What did you think you were playing at last night, with the
cops?” Dov was trying to keep his voice down.
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“Nothing. They took me for a ride and then brought me back,

why?” _
““Is that how you deal with hostile police? After years of training,
that is all you came up with? ‘Are you tatking to me?*”

“Are you talking to me?”

“Don’t start with me. You’re walking the edge and vou know it,
so don’t push me.”

I put my hand on his shoulder and pulled him to the corner of the
room, I leaned over closer to him and spoke in a low voice. “Listen to
me, Dov. You're on loan to the Mossad from internal security because
of your expertise in operational security, right?”

He nodded.

“I'm a Mossad officer. In a few weeks [ will be posted, and even if
I'm not, Pm still a colonel [the rank I had received in Mossad]. I out-
rank vou ten times.” He tried to pull away, but I held on. “You can
tell me whatever you want, that’s your job. However, if vou don’t
want me to break your neck, and trust me I will, youw’ll treat me with
respect. Am [ making myself clear?”

“Get your hands off me.” He backed up.

“You'll get my report shortly, and if vou don’t like what you read,
vou can do whatever you bloody want. Now, if vou’ll forgive me, 1
have a coffee to drink.” T walked back to the main area.

There were some laose ends I had to tie up, which was the reason
I had come to the academy in the first place. It had to do with a con-
ference that had taken place the previous month at the Country Club
Horel, across from the academy on the highway to Haifa. The confer-
ence had hosted the representatives of the South Korean Unification
Church of Reverend Sun Myung Moon, known as Moonies, and their
motley group of assoctates. Meetings had taken place with right-wing
Knesset members and some military personnel. Also taking part on
our side were representatives of the intelligence community and digni-
taries such as Yehuda Blum, the former Israeli ambassador to the UN.
An ex-colonel from the Korean central intelligence agency {KCIA) and
several retired American generals were there too, One man I really
couldn’t stand was a Frenchman called Pierre Ceylac, who was a
member of an extreme right-wing French fascist party. The man con-
stantly wanted me to get him things. He thought that liaison meant
having a servant or something. He had placed a request with the
Mossad for a computer program that would help him communicate
and store data. Ceylac needed to keep the data secure from the French
secret service. 1 was supposed to get the program that had been modi-
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fied for him by the electronics company Sitex and send it via diplo-
matic pouch to the Paris station. They would have the program dehv-
ered to him,

I didn’t understand why we dealt with these characters to begin
with. But David Biran, who had hosted the conference, said the bene-
fits were far greater than the smell. It was not my place to question
but to obey, and so I did.

Friony. Feanuany 14, Mossao Heanguantens, Hine Saut, Bovuevano, TeL Avy

“Hey, Victor.” Yehuda Gill, a veteran katsa' and one of the living
legends of the Mossad, called me as 1 was about to pass through the
security post at the entrance to the building. I turned and he waved at
me, pointing to a corridor that led to the photographic department.
The man was involved in just about every operation that called for
elaborare planning, yet he was one of the more modest people in the
organization.

I smiled and walked in his direction. He put a hand on my shoul-
der. “Come with me, I'm going to have my ugly face photographed for
a new American passport. | want to talk ro yvou.”

We entered the empty photo studio. “The photographer will be
here in a few minutes,” he said.

“What’s with the American passport?” That was a very rare thing
to get. The Mossad tried to avoid as much as possible the use of
American passports.

“T'll be working in the States for the AlZ department. We've got a
big cleanup job there.”

“I never heard of any screwups there. What's to clean up?”

“The Pollard thing.”

“I thought that was LAKAM?#?>

“They made the mess, but we have to clean it up. | have to contact
the famous Mr. X and see to it that he doesn’t get caught.”

1. Katsa: Gathering officer, or case officer, in the Mossad. Only about thirty-five
acrive katsas are in the field at anv given time,

2. Al: A secret unit of experienced katsas working under deep cover in the
United States,

3. LAKAM: Lishka Le Kishry Mada, the section for scientific relations, a special
unit directly under the prime minister’s office that was gathering intelligence in
the United States. Not part of the Mossad.
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| knew something about the case. The LAKAM had recruited a
man named Jonathan Pollard, an American Jew working, in U:S. navy
intelligence, and had worked him as a spy. He was captured. in 1986
by the FBI, after being refused asylum in the Israeli embassy in \Vz’lsh—
jﬁgton. That refusal was the direct result of Mossad intervention,
although the atfair was handled outside the Mossad. There was
rumored to be a link between Pollard and the Mossad, someone
known as Mr X. We never got the full story, and what did come
through was buried in paper.

“So there is a Mr. X?7 I said.

“In name only. Mr. X is not one person. Fitan® took from us lists of
sayanim’® when he left. He used them as sources. They would tell him
where things were, and he would have Pollard bring out the hard copy.”

“They agreed?” I knew it was a dumb question the moment |
asked it.

“Agreed? A sayan is there to serve, not to question. If we don’t
move fast, others will end up in jail cells next to Pollard. So T have to
go out there and see that it doesn’t happen. How many Jews do you
know in America who are willing to be branded a traitor and spend
time in prison for the glory of Israel?”

I nodded in understanding. “So what can I do for you?”

“Nothing. I just want to talk to you about you.”

“Me? What’s to talk about?”

“] heard some things about you, and I think you should know
about thermn.”

“What things?”

“First, you have Mike Harari,% whom you played for a fool. He’s
sull after y:()ur hide. The man is spreading stories about you. Then
there are all the people you rub the wrong way when you talk poli-
tics.” Yehuda looked at me like a teacher eyeing a young rascal. “You

4. FEitan: Reference to Rafael Eitan, an ex-Mossad officer who headed the
LAKAM.

5. Sayanim: Derives from the Hebrew word lesayeah, meaning “to help.” The
reference is to Jewish helpers who do things for the Mossad. They’re not paid,
50 it can never be said they’re doing what they’re doing for the money. Several
testrictions govern their usc. For example, a sayan cannot be asked to do a job
inside an Arab country.

6. Mike Harari: Ex-Mossad officer involved in shady acti_viries worldwide.
Known to have been the Panamanian leader Manuel Noriega’s partner.
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have the right to your opinions. But since you're from the wrong side
of the spectrum, you should keep them to yourself.”

I believed in the right of the Palestinian people to have a country
of their own in the West Bank and the Gaza Strip. I believed we were
losing our humane image through this so-called benevolent occupation
of the Territories. Not only did I believe all this, I said so at every
opportunity. I had therefore been pegged as a leftist. In Israel in gen-
eral and in the Mossad in particular, the difference between left-wing
and right-wing is clearly demarcated by the question of the Territories.
The right wants to keep the Territories and if possible annex them to
the state of Israel, afrer deporting most of their Palestinian inhabitants.
The left regards the Palestinians as a national entity with its own privi-
leges and rights, including that of self-determination. Other issues,
such as the economy and social policies, are not necessarily aligned
along this axis. Thus, an extreme left-winger on the question of the
Territories could be a right-wing conservative on all other issues.

I knew it was a myth that the Mossad, with all its power, could
exist without becoming fascist. Yet I needed the myth to keep going.
“So what are you telling me? Thar I should shut up? Isn’t Israel a
democracy?”

“It is, but you’re not in Israel, you’re in the Mossad. Until we get a
chance to clean house, things will get worse before they get berter. My
advice to you is duck, my boy, duck until the rage passes.”

“What if I don’t?”

“You'll be out on your ass faster than you can believe. Or much
worse.”

“What is that supposed to mean?”

“What do you think it means? We deal in death and deception
every day. Think about it.” He smiled sadly. I wanted to ask him a
thousand questions. But just then the photographer walked in.

“Thanks for coming to say goodbye,” he said to me and turned to
face the photographer. | knew our little talk was over.

Sukaav, Fesnunry 16, DB:00

I was posted to the Danish desk in Country” in Mossad headquar-
ters. I reported to work first thing in the morning. After the ritualistic
coffee and chatter in the corridors, I was handed my assignment for
that day. For my first job on this desk, I was given a pile of Danish

7. Country: A department in the liaison branch.

THE OTHER SIDE OF DECFPTION / 29

visa applications that were shipped to us via diplomatic pouch. They
were photocopies of the originals and were part of a so-called service
we were performing for the Danes.

Ali the applicants were of Arab descent, and the procedure was to
compare their names with our own database. We'd had a new system
installed only some months before, and the cross-referencing of the
information was extremely fast. The computer had over one and a half
million names in its memorv. It took only a few seconds to get a cross-
reference with the new program, which was said to have been freshly
stolen from an ally.

After several days, Benny S., second in command ot Counery, told
me to contact Hombre—code name for our man in Scandinavia—and
have him request a new bugging on a leading Danish judicial figure by
the name of Gammeltoft Hansen. This man was a pro-Palestinian
advocate and a professor in some university. The Danish police, or
secret police, had installed a listening device in his office for us several
years previously. “Study the file,” Benny said, “then you recommend
what should be done. We believe Hansen suspects his office is bugged
from the way he conducts his conversations. If we bug his home, we're
sure to get better results,”

Maxoav. Feanuany 17

From what I found in the Danish secret service file, I could see
that we had a “good friend” in Denmark, much friendlier and more
cooperative than the Israeli Shaback was to us. The Danes had a small
service that wanted to play in the big leagues but didn’t have the
know-how or financial backing to do so. On the other hand, they
could gather informartion inside Denmark and do things without get-
ting caught that we couldn’t dream of. In return for getting things
done for us, we made them feel important.

Hombre’s answer to my request for a second bug came back the
same day. They were working on it. They had placed the first one in
the professor’s office at the end of 1984. It was done bv an agent we
had inside Danish intelligence. His name was Schmidt, and he was
code-named Qil Paint. He sent a police team ro place the bug, making
up a story that the bug had been requested by the man whose oftice it
was, supposedly to stop some phone harassment. He gave the wrong
office location, so they had installed the bug in the professor’s phone.
No one but Oil Paint, and Hombre of course, knew about it. The
tapes were transferred directly, untouched, to Hombre every two
weeks like clockwork, and evervybody was happy.
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The second request that [ had made to Hombre was to try to get
more information regarding Korean dissident activity in Denmark.
This was a request from liaison to fill a promise made to the Moonies.
A similar request had been made in 1982, but the Danes wouldn’t give
us anything then. This time, they replied that they would oblige. They
also wanted us to know how sensitive the information was. They were
collecting it exclusively for the CIA and didn’t want to get caught in
the middle.

I double-checked with Amnon Peleg, the liaison to the CIA. He
said the CIA would shoot us all if they knew we were giving this stuff
to the Moonies.

Peleg asked me to delay the transfer of the information. By evening,
this was starting to take on a crisis format. Head of liaison insisted on
giving it to the Moonies. He said the information was promised to him
by Shabtai, head of Melucha. Shabtai was out of the country and out
of reach. He was in Rome, a guest of the Italian head of intelligence. It
was a working visit. Shabtai had taken with him Menahem Dorf, head
of Sayfanim.® They had information tying Sabry El Bana (better known
as Abu Nidal} to the December 27, 19835, attack on the Rome airport.
The information was solid, although many gaps were artfully filied,
tying the man to other terrorist acts that had taken place in Ttaly. From
Rome, Shabtai was heading for France to meet with French intelligence
officials about Abu Nidal’s activities there.

Finally, the decision came on the side of the Moonies. Head of
Country decided to go ahead and tell Hombre to activate Schmidt and
have him steal the material if necessary.

WeoNesDRy, Fenuany 19

The information for the Moonies arrived before noon and was
passed on directly to Traksin (Mashov’s? department for paraphrasing
information). Paraphrasing was done to eliminate the possibility of
tracing the source of the information. I then passed it on to liaison,
who sent it to Japan, where the Mossad laison officer to the Far
East—from the Dardasim section—handed it in person to his contact
in Dr. Moon’s church.

8. Sayfanim: A department in research totally devoted to PLO activity, part of
the Manginot (code name for research) section.

9. Mashov: Code name for the communications department.
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That same day, Hombre sent a fax through a secure line in the
Israeli embassy in Denmark. He informed me that the special antiter-
ror unit of Purples-Al% had entered and installed a Glass!! in the pro-
fessor’s house. In the fax, he said the action was made under protest
by an officer named Delsgard, but the man did nothing more than

that.

Friony, Fesruny 21

The Danish visa forms that were judged problematic made their
way back to my desk. Several of them had names that were also in our
computer, meaning that they were of some interest to us. The proce-
dure was to double-check, because Arab names are extremely confus-
ing. It was necessary to see if other details such as date and place of
birth matched. That would eliminate almost 80 percent of the so-
called hot files. The women at the typing pool had no clearance to call
up the files they were working on. All they could do was enter infor-
mation, not retrieve it.

Once the name was regarded as hot and verified, it was added to a
roster with all the relevant information. The roster was then passed on
to operations center every second day. There they analyzed the new
names to see if they wanted to recruit immediately or put them on
hold. If the decision was to recruit immediately, the Danes would not
be given an answer regarding the person in question. They were to
assume that all was well, and they would approve the visa. Once the
applicant was on Danish soil and under our surveillance, the Danes
would be informed he was a dangerous person. They would automati-
cally cease refugee proceedings and bring him in for questioning. A
Mossad officer would then attempt to recruit him in the Danish hold-
ing tank. If the recruiting was successful, he would be released and act
as an agent for the Mossad inside the Palestinian community in
Europe, or elsewhere. If not recruited, the man would be threatened
and then released; usually he then escaped to another Scandinavian
country where the Mossad had similar arrangements. There the pro-
cess would start all over.

10. Purples-A: Mossad code name for the Danish civilian secrer service (Politiets
Efterretingsjtneste Politistatonen).

11. Glass: A listening device installed in a phone that can also listen to things
said in the room where the phone is located.
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“We have in this way recruited over eighty Palestinians this past
year,” my boss had bragged. “It’s too easy to be legal.”

It wasn’t, but when I asked if this sort of thing could backfire on
us, I got the usual answer vou would get in the Mossad to just about
any question: “So what?”

Over the next few days, things started to become somewhat of a
haze. 1 was working almost around the clock preparing for my
planned trip to Sri Lanka. I was to escort a large shipment of mines to
the Tamil Tigers and receive payment for them. I was learning my
cover story and being questioned on it by my section head.

It seemed that the whole building was going berserk. Everybody
and his dog were looking for information that could stop Jordan’s
King Hussein’s efforts for a peace initiative. The initiative caught the
Mossad off guard; we had understood from sources in the Unired
States that it was a farce. They had said it was dead in the water
almost a month ago. But somehow it sprang to life again, and
although Yasser Arafat would not recognize Israel, he had agreed to a
meeting with Hussein. The word was that it was a ploy by Hussein.
All he wanted, they said, was American approval of his request for a
two-billion-dollar arms purchase. We had guaranteed the prime minis-
ter that this would not happen. The entire Jewish lobby in the United
States was mobilized. The man in charge of that was Tsvy Gabay, head
of the foreign office intelligence section. He was given lists of sayanim
and pro-Zionist organizations that he could mobilize.

This was not an easy task. The Jordanians could purchase the
arms anywhere they wanted. They were not begging for a grant; they
wanted to spend money in the United States. They were looking for a
cash deal. We knew that if they succeeded, they would have access to
an American market that was more than eager to sell them anything,
And so this deal never stood a chance.

The American Jewish community was divided into a three-stage
action team. First were the individual sayanim (if the situation had
been reversed and the United States had convinced Americans working
in Israel to work secretly on behalf of the United States, they would be
treated as spies by the Israeli government). Then there was the large
pro-Israeli lobby. It would mobilize the Jewish community in a force-
ful effort in whatever direction the Mossad pointed them. And last

was B’nai Brith. Members of that organization could be relied on to
make friends among non-Jews and tarnish as anti-Semitic whomever
they couldn’t sway to the Israeli cause. With that sort of one-two-three
tactic, there was no way we could strike out.

(AT

Thunsony, Manci 27, 1986

wo months had passed since the Cyprus fiasco, and the system was

in torment over how to deal with me. On the one hand, the.Moslsad

leadership had invested a great deal in bringing me to this pomnt.
And I had responded well—meaning [ was a good product' of the sys-
tem’s training and modeling process. However, several high-ranking
officers had come to regard me as a divisive influence. One [ barely
knew, a man named Ephraim, made it his personal crusade to expel
me from what he called the first family of the state. .

He had somehow been made my assessor and was not happy with
things he had found in my file. He said that I was inflammatory and
that my political outbursts were a menace to morale. He agreed that |
had the makings of a good case officer, but since I leaned to the left, |
would be a danger to the system. .

The Mossad is a small organization with thirty to forty case offi-
cers, each an important member of the field family. Whatever happer'ls
to one affects the rest. My situation was well known and was a topic
of discussion at almost every gathering where | wasn’t present. 1
learned about it from friends, but I didn’t have a so-called horse (a
brass member who wanted to advance me as part of his clique) who
would speak for me. -

By now I knew I was going to get the boot. 1 stood outside Fhe
large wooden doors of the academy, at the edge of the §taff parking
lot. | stared at the winter sun sinking slowly into the Mediterranean. A
slow drizzle had started, and the light was fading fast.

“Victor,” came a call from inside the main hall. I turned. It was
Dinur, someone I had regarded as a friend. I was sure he still was.

“What?”
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“They want to talk to you.” He nodded in the direction of the
offices.

“Is the chief there:” As a case officer on his way out, I had the
right to speak one-on-one to the head of the Mossad. If that was
denied, 1 would activate my second privilege and ask for a hearing
with the prime minister.

“No, the boss isn’t there. David Arbel is.”

“I have the right to speak to Rom.” I used the code name for the
head of the Mossad.

“Why don’t you listen to what Arbel and Gideon Naftaly have to
say?”

“Naftaly? What the hell is Naftaly up to?” Nafraly was head of
the psychiatric department and someone 1 didn’t respect. In the cadet
course, one cadet who was a psychologist had made manipulating him
Into a sport,

“Look, Victor, don’t ask me all these questions. Get in there and
ask them.”

[ nodded and started for the hall, stopping by the coffee table to
take a cup and use some napkins to partially dry my hair, which was
still damp from the rain. Dinur was walking by me. I felt like a man
on his way to the gallows,

Gideon popped his head out of the office. “Victor, we’re waiting
for you. Can you please come in here now?”

“Go ahead,” said Dinur, pushing me roward the office. “Go,

»

man.

I nodded and entered the room. “You called?”

“Yes,” said Arbel in his heavy, self-important voice. “We want to
talk to you about the termination of your contract with the Mossad.”

“When will I have my talk with the boss?”

“You won’t,” he said in a casual tone, as though he were telling
his secretary to get him someone on the phone. “This will be your
final talk.”

I felt a sudden burst of anger. I could see that they wanted to get
this over with as fast as possible. [ had ceased to be one of them, and
they didn’t want me around anymore. They had cheated me out of my
country and my belief in a cause. I was clutching at straws. “What are
you talking about? You’re not the boss, and this clown shouldn’t be
here anyway.”

“Watch your mouth, Victor,” Arbel said.

“Nor could you ever be.”

“That’s enough.” Arbel’s eyes were shooting sparks. I could see
that he felt the control slipping between his fingers. “I wanted to talk
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to you before you left. If you don’t want to answer, that will be okay
with me. In fact, I would be grateful if you didn’t. Now listen to me,
and never forget what I say to you.”

I leaned back in my chair. I found his manner offensive, but the
power was his. “Once on the outside, you'll forget everything you
have learned, done, heard, or otherwise understood is taking place
here.”

“I thought I'd get a chance to tell the boss what 1 think is wrong,”
[ returned. “I know that what I say might not amount to much, but at
least he could make a face like he’s listening, the way he does when
Brains here talks to him.”

Naftaly shook his head but didn’t say a word.

Arbel went on. “Well, as you can see, that isn’t going to happen.
Why don’t you just spit out whatever it is you want to say? I'll pass it
on to him.”

“How about talking to the prime minister, if the boss won’t talk to
me?”

“You’ll talk to me and that’s it.” He was losing his patience.

“In my employment contract, it says that upon involuntary termi-
nation of the contract, I will have a meeting with the head of the
Vossad and/or the prime minister. It says the meeting will take place
before final termination of employment.” I moved closer to him, sub-
consciously defying his unlimited power.

He smirked at me. “I don’t give a shit about your contract. Who
are you going to complain to?” His voice was low. “Can’t you see? We
made that promise, and we can break it. We can do with you anything
we want. 1 could put you in jail now and throw away the key. You
know it’s happened to others. You're like a mosquito on my head.
You're starting to become a nuisance, and I'm about ready to crush
vou. So listen, Victor, get moving while you still have time.”

“So does that mean no?” I knew I was pushing it.

“Are you hard of hearing? I said you’re not talking to anyone.
You’re out of the loop, you’re out of the game, and if you don’t watch
it, you’ll be out of this world.”

“What are you telling me?” I was almost whispering. “You'll kill
me if I don’t play it your way? If that's what you said, it's a first. 1
might have flunked an exercise, and, if you want to believe the stories,
even screwed up an operation. But you know as well as | do that 'm
one of the best field people you have, and I'm still a patriot, whether
you like it or not, and it’s starting to look like you might not be one.
You might be responsible for the security of our country, but nobody
has yet made you king.” I got up and headed for the door.
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“Don’t you walk out on me.” Arbel was now on his feet, shouting
after me.

“Fuck all of you,” | answered, not even turning around.

When I reached the door, Naftaly was at my side, breathing hard.
The short run was too much for the little couch potato. I stopped and
turned to face him. “What is it?”

“There is something [ have to tell you, shall we say out of profes-
sional courtesy.”

“I’m listening, but hurry up. I have a life to start.”

“When [ met you in the final testing stages, I wanted you out of
the game. I knew you would be trouble, but ! was overruled; they saw
great operational potential in you, as they put it.”

“Well, 'm out. That should make you very happy.”

He turned red. “I'd like to take the credit for this, but unfortu-
nately I can’t. You turned several of the leadership against you all on
your owrn.”

“So what do you want from me?”

“I have a good psychological profile of you by now. After all, I
have been observing you for several years. I know you have learned a
lot in the courses and the short time you have spent in the field. Now
you’re an expert on how to kill, steal, forge, recruit, and break into
places. Having learned all that, you’re sent into the world with no real
use for it.”

“Does that scare you? Are you worried that I'll be coming for you
or something?”

“Don’t be ridiculous. I just want to tell you that you have a basic
problem, and you should look after it or it will kill you.” He paused,
then went on, “You have what I call in novice’s terms a fear defi-
ciency.”

“What?”

Not one muscle moved in his pudgy face. “I'm not kidding, It was
one of the main reasons they picked you in the first place. Most people
in the system have the same problem, but they have the system to take
care of them. You don’t have that anymore. Before you learned all the
things you did in the Mossad, it didn’t matter.” He paused. “You have
gotten and will get into trouble because you’re not afraid of the conse-
quences. If you would consider the fact that fear is a protective mecha-
nism we have, the lack of it is a deficiency. What you should remember
is to analyze everything you are about to do. You don’t have natural
fear to rely on.”

“So what you're telling me is, Find a job doing something that
doesn’t call for what I've learned here?”
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“Yes, that will be preferable.” He lowered his head and looked at
the tips of his shoes. ‘ ‘

“Tell your boss it didn’t work. You're probably right; nothing
seems to scare me.”

“Tr will kill vou if you don’t watch out, Victor.”

“And a good day to you.” T'headed for my car. l was angry.

Once 1 was inside the tiny blue box, my car, it hit me. This 15 ir.
Once 1 start my car and drive the three hundred feet to the gate, it will
a1l be over. Everybody I knew in the Mossad will now be a stranger to
me. From this point on, all my access to information and the power
that comes with it will be gone. »

I couldn’t comprehend it. Life after the Mossad—it lsounded ‘hk'e
an oxymoron. 1 felt like a figure plucked from one of Dali’s surrealistic
paintings and set down in the real world, a world wher; people are
only the size they were born to be and can do only what is allowed, a
plaée where rules are meant to be followed, not broken.

[ felt like throwing up, and at the same time, I wanted to punch
someone. 1 started the car and headed for the gate. I remembered
entering this place a happy cheerful man, curious and anxious, .llkela
child allowed into Aladdin’s treasure cave. Now here I was heading in
the other direction, bitter, beaten, and betrayed.

I stopped at the gate, waiting for it to open. | was staring ahead
when 1 heard a knock on my window. It was a perimeter guard. |
rolled down the glass, not even looking at the man. “What?”

“I was told to get your entry card, please.”

I wanted to say something mean, but his expression was apolo-
getic. He wasn’t sure what to do or say. I drew the white card out of
my pocket and handed it to him. “Now could vou guys open the
bloody gate and let me out of this shit hole?”

The gate moved quickly. Not waiting for it to open all the way, 1
slammed the gas pedal to the floor. The small wheels spun, and I sped
into the night.

1 knew I should be heading home, but I just couldn’t go there yet. 1
knew that once I told Bella I was out, it would become a full reality.

The rain did not let up. I drove slowly through the streets of Tel
Aviv. Everything seemed gray and dull. Before, there’d been a chal-
lenge in everything; now there was nothing. No one was following me,
and I had nowhere to report. I was mortal again, kicked out of
heaven. It was time to go home and try to put my life back together.



[HAPTER

t was almost midnight when I pulled into my parking stall under my
apartment building in Herzelia. As I locked the car, 1 heard someone
calling from inside the storage room, “Victor.”

I'stepped back.

“Don’t be alarmed, I'm here to pick you up and take you to a
meeting.”

I tried to see who was talking to me, but all [ could discern was a
dark figure leaning on the wall inside the storage room. I reached over
and flicked the switch to turn on the light. I wasn’t surprised when it
didn’t work. “Who are you?”

“Only'a messenger. [ can’t answer any of your questions, but you
have 'nothmg to worry about. . ..” He stopped talking for a minute
llsFenlng to something through a receiver he had in his ear. “Like i
said,” he went on, “vou’ve gor nothing to worry about. You weren’t
followed on your way here. Except for myself, there was no surveil-

lance on this building either.” He opened the screen door and stepped
out closer to me. “Shall we go?”

“Is this some sort of joke?”
“Believe me, it’s no joke. Look, if we wanted to harm you, we
could have done it even before your meeting with Arbel, okay?‘”

. Nobody outside the Mossad could have said what this man just
did. I could feel adrenaline rush into my system. Deep inside, [ hoped
the Mossad was calling me back. ’

“There’s a black Lancia parked across the street, Get in the back
seat. They’ll take you to the meeting.”

“Why can’t I take my car?”

“Don’t worry, they’ll bring you back.”

 “Okay, but first I need to tell my wife 'm going. She’ll be worried
if she sees my car and ’m not around.”
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“As long as it doesn’t take too long.”

“Look”—I was ready to get mad at anvthing at that point—*=it
will take as long as it takes. You on the other hand can go back into
chat little room over there and lay an egg as far as ['m concerned.”

“Sorry, go ahead. We'll wait for you, but please make it fast,
okay?”

His tone sounded much better; for a moment there I thought I’d
found the face I was supposed to slug that dav.

[ rang the intercom. “Yes?” Bella’s voice sounded tired.

*1t’s me.”

“Aren’t you coming up?”

“I will in a while. Some people from the Office were waiting for
me here. We're going for a short ride. 'm okay.”

“You don’t sound okay. Are vou sure vou should go?”

“It’s nothing to worry about.”

“Why don’t they come up? I'll make some coftee.”

“I don’t think that would work. They’re waiting. I have to go. I'll
be back soon. Don’t worry, everything’s fine.” She didn’t answer. I
knew she’d given up. No other woman would have put up with me as
long as Bella had. I loved her but at the same time found it very diffi-
cult to show her that. Telling her was easy enough; showing her was
something else again. I stood there, staring at the silent black inter-
com. I wanted to run upstairs, hold her in my arms, and show her
how much I loved her. Instead, I turned and headed for the car.

As I settled into the front seat of the man’s car, I telt nothing. It
was what we’d call operational numbness. You have a small pain in
the base of your chest, more like a slight discomfort. That’s your per-
sonal feelings. They're compressed into a small controllable zone, your
so-called tragedy spot, while your consciousness is in receiving mode,
pumped up and ready to take in information that will decide how you
should react.

{t was as if I had awakened from a dream and then, while still
awake, stepped back into it. At this stage, there could be only two
options: either they wanted me back, or they were going to have a
“talk™ with me. By “talk,” 1 mean straighten me out so that I
wouldn’t start something thar could damage the Mossad.

After a ten-minute drive, we came to a stop behind an abandoned
warchouse in the industrial area of Herzelia. A car was parked by the
building. I spotted two men seated in it when our car shone its lights
on them momentarily. “They’re waiting for you over there,” said the
driver, not turning his head.

I got out and headed for the parked car. One man was now stand-
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ing by it, his back to me. When 1 got to about five feet from him, he
turned to face me. He then opened the car door just enough to turn on
the interior light. What I saw was not registering. it was Ephraim, the
officer who had constantly tried to get me fired. Seated next to him
was a uniformed officer I recognized instantly. It was a brigadier gen-
eral from the tank brigades. T had respected the man for a long time
and had had several opportunities to work with him during combined
exercises involving the armored divisions and the navy.

[ climbed into the backseat. The driver closed the door behind me
and headed over to the other car.

Introducing himself as if we'd never met, Ephraim extended his
hand and said, “I'm very happy to meet you again.”

[ was dumbfounded, a sttuation I don’t find myself in very often.

“Well, aren’t vou going to shake my hand?”

“No, I don’t see why I should. You’re a liar. You said things about
me that weren't true, and they believed vou.”

The general was silent, relighring his pipe every few minutes, fill-
ing the car with a sweet cherry smell. Ephraim was a heavyset man—
about five foor nine. His hairline was receding, and his thin light hair
was neatly combed to one side. He wore gold-rimmed glasses that he
kept tucking back up into place with his index finger as thev slid down
his nose.

His voice was soft, and he made a pleasant first impression on
most people. “Okay, I'll get straight to the point, then you can ask all
the questions you want. Are you up to thinking?”

“Is this a trick question? Can I stop thinking?”

“No, but after what you went through roday, you might not be
thinking too clearly. Never mind.” He offered me a cigarette and took
one himself. With a friendly smile, the general held our his lighter.

“You didn’t get yourself thrown out,” Ephraim went on, “you
were set up. Don’t kid yourself, though. You would have gotten
kicked out sooner or later. It was better all around thar it be sooner.”
He paused, looking at me over his gold-rimmed glasses. “Before we go
any further, [ want you to know that there’s nothing you or I can do
about it. So whether vou help us or not, vou can’t go back.”

“Wait, vou’re going too fast for me. Who set me up, and why?
What the hell do you mean, I can’t go back? If you know I've been set
up, you could turn it around. 1 will bloody insist you fucking do that.
Do you have any idea what being a Mossad case officer means to me?
What are you, some sort of a god?”

“Cut the crap, Victor. What you want is the life that comes with
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the job. You want to keep your dick employed and have the glory like
the rest of us, and that’s okay.” .

“So how come when it’s the rest of you it’s okay, and when it's me
I'm out?”

“You're not out because of that.” The two men exchanged
glances. Ephraim went on. “There are those who bfelieve the Niossad
exists for them to use. We have to stop them, before it’s too late.

“Too late? Too late for what?” '

“They’ll lead us into a war, just as they have done already in
Lebanon.” . ' o

it was no secret that the relationship the right-wingers within the
Mossad had with Bashir Gemayel, the charismatic playboy leader of
the Christian militias who was elected president of Lebanon, had
developed into a full-fledged love affair. In the sea of hatr_ed that sur-
rounded Israel, the Mossad had supposedly found an ally in the Chris-
tian thugs of Lebanon. The irony was that the hatred others felt was
bolstered by the Mossad to maintain the status quo, forcmg Israel to
maintain a strong military machine instead of succumbing to the
weakness of peace and its so-called dividends. '

“One minute, please.” I raised my hands as if I were trying to stop
a ball headed for my chest. “What does all this have to do with me?
I'm out of the game or, as Arbel said, I'm out of the loop.” ‘

“Don’t believe everything you hear, or see for that matter. There is
a lot you don’t know. You’re going to have to trust me.?’

“Trust you? I don’t know you from a fucking hole in the wall, and
what I do know of you, 1 don’t really like. You lied about me ar’l,d you
were probably the reason behind me getting kick{:d out of the—

Suddenly it dawned on me: He did get me kicked out. He wanted
me for himself, for something he wanted me to do outside the system.
'd heard of things like this done in other agencies. When the;e’s a
problem in the system, you get a man kicked out, then you use hlm.to
do things for you—he’s well trained, knows the business, and remains
ditched. o

“ ook, I know how vou feel, but you'll have to trust me, which is
why T brought the general. You know him, don’t you?”

I looked at the rugged face staring at me from the front seat. The
general’s eyes pierced through me. I nodded.

“Good, now listen carefully. We don’t have much time.”

“Why, what's the rush?” ‘
“Your friends are not so sure about you. Some think you might be
back, others think you might become very noisy, with what you know.”
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“What are you telling me?”

“They want you out of the way. You know, dead. You wouldn’t be
the first one.”

“So, what, they’ll shoot me? Or run me over?”

“No, they’ll have you called for reserves and posted as a liaison
officer to the South Lebanese army. How long do you think you’ll live
in South Lebanon?”

“They know me there as Mossad,” I said with a bitter smile.
“Probably a few hours. Sure would be a neat way to do away with
me. There is only one flaw in that plan.”

“Really?” Ephraim said.

“Yes, according to regulations, { can’t be called up for reserves
before 1 cool off for one year. Then I can only be posted in what is
regarded a safe environment.”

“You have friends in the navy, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Why don’t you call one of them and see if you're being called up
or not. Just so you know, the paperwork is already on the way. If
you’re not out of the country in a day or two, you're a dead man.”

It was starting to sink in. Up to this point, it was as though we
were talking about someone else, a hypothetical situation. But we
weren’t. We were talking about me and about my demise. I didn’t feel
scared. [ was tense, the muscles in my neck stitfening. [ stared out the
back window into the black night. In my mind, I could see myself in a
ditch on the side of the road leading to Marj Uvun,

“What can 1 do?” I was calm. “If the papers are already in prepa-
ration, the military won’t give me a release. Without that bloody paper
and computer confirmation, | can’t get out of the country. I would
appreciate if vou could take me home now so I could spend what little
time I have left with my family.”

“Do you really think we'd drive out in such a night and sit in a car
and wait, just to tell you what is going to happen without some sort of
a solution?”

I smiled. “I’'m listening.”

“When you get home, vou’ll tell your wife that you were kicked
out of the Mossad. You will then tell her that you just met with some
friends who told you that you should get out of the country fast.”

“What do I do for money?”

“Sell that clunker of a car.”

“What can I get for that?”

“Just to get out of the country, you’ll need about five grand.”

“The car isn’t worth more than two.”
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“Put a sign on it and sell it for six. Trust me, you'll sell Ait. Then get
4 ticket on Tower Air to London. You will arrive at Gatwick Airport.
grav at the Skyway Horel. I'll contact you there.”

“Why are you doing this? What’s in it for you? What do you want
from me?” o

“You have my offer. I recommend you take it. [’ll tell you the rest
when we meet in London—that is, if you get there.” He got out of the
car and walked around to the driver’s seat. | |

“Do whar he asks you to, Victor,” said the general 1n a rasping
voice. “Trust him, it'll be good all around.”

“What about the military release?”

Not turning his head, Ephraim handed me a small manila enve-
lope. “The papers are in order and regivstered on the computer. They
will expire in seventy-two hours. And if you’re not on your way to
London before that, so will you.”



[T

walked silently back to the parked Lancia and got in. I ignored the

two men in the front and lit a cigarerte. T could feel my temples

thumping. I'd been given a lot of information, yet there was little
time to analyze it. One thing was clear: If | decided to go along with
Ephraim and his people—and it was obvious to me that there were
more people involved than just Ephraim and the general—I would
have 1o see it through to the end, whatever “it” was. This was the ulti-
mate decision: If you’re right you live, if not vou’re dead.

If what Ephraim had said was true, and I had little doubr it was,
then there was a good chance that even his help wasn’t going to get
me out of this mess. He headed a powerful clique in the Mossad, but
his power was apparently limited. Otherwise there wouldn’t have been
any need for me to run away, Of course, there was always a chance
that this London trip was a setup to get me to run so the Mossad
could nail me. The possibilities seemed endless,

The car came silently to a stop about a block from my building.
Staring ahead, the driver said, “Last station.” He didn’t want to be
scen near my house, should it now be under surveillance.

I'stepped out into the cold night, put my hands in my pockets, and
walked slowly home. What was I supposed to tell Bella now? Honey,
they kicked me out and now they want to kill me, so I'll be leaving for
England.

I stopped by the intercom, my insides churning. What was I sup-
posed to say to someone I loved and at the same time had kept out of
everything until now? My excuse was always that I wanted to protect
her; what bullshit—I knew that it had been easier not telling her, until

now.

I found myself standing there, looking for a new story, rather than
the truth. [ was beginning to think that there was no truth left in me.

SR L a,
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Maybe it would be better just to go up there and say n(l)thing';, dyo;othi
ing, and wait for the call from the army that woqld solve e(;eryt u}]]g.
would answer mv country’s call, put on my uniform, an gofw erel
thev sent me. By the weekend, it would all be over. A mkht_ary unerlad
witil all the honors. It was even possible that the prime minister wou1
show up for that; after all, I was a colonel. He would have it exactly
the way he wanted it; he could talk, and no one wogld‘answer. )

Why go through the hassle of trying to stay alive? What was t e.
point? This might just be the best thing that had ever happened ro me;
[ would do something right, permanently.

But I was not the tvpe to lie down and play dead. If there was a
chance I could make it, I was going to go for it, no matter how slim
that chance was. So there I was, my cigarette almost art its end, and
still with no idea what I would tell Bella. . .

I praved she wouldn’t give up on me. I threw the cigarette ut;
into a small puddle and headed upstairs. I knocked on the door, an
Bella, after peeping through the spy hole, opgned. She le.fr the d(;lor
ajar and walked into the living room. She was in a soft white robe',k er
dark hair shining. Her fresh clean smell made me feel even more like a

/ ter.
" a?ﬁezoi:fsas no smile on her beautiful face; it seemed as though
there hadn’t been a smile on it for quite some time.

She sat on the sofa, pulling up her legs and folding’her arms across
her chest. I was uneasy, yet at the same time | knew_ this was my place;
I belonged. Evervthing that was dear to me was in this cozy apart-
ment, .

I remembered the first time I had laid eyes on her. I was sixteen,
and she was walking toward me on the sidewalk with a good friend of
mine. She wore a dark blue sweater with a white stripe across the
chest and a white ribbon in her black wavy hair, Before she said a sin-
gle word, I was in love. Remorse for the agony 1 had caused her was
gnawing at me. | knew she could see through me. . 4

“So what was that all about?” she asked, her voice carrying an
Ironic tone, as if to say, Why don’t vou tell me another story? |

[ sat across from her; my mind was already made up. “Th,ey
kicked me out.” T felt the lump in my throart as I said the words, “I'm
no longer with the Office.” ‘

* She stared at me, not knowing how to take it, her legs lowered as
she leaned forward. “If they kicked you out, why did they come and

nstairs?”
talk‘fgoi(q):o(ril?:ame to tell me that it would be a good idea 1f [ got out
of the country.”
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She was up on her feet, one hand running through her hair as if to
find a sclution to a problem that suddenly was hers to solve. “What
are you ralking about, leave? Leave where, why, when?”

I got up and went over to her, took her in my arms. There was
something radiating from her that soothed the dull pain in the base of
nmy chest. She was drawing me out of the melancholic coma I'd been in
for so long. “Calm down, it’s going to be all right.”

She pushed me away. “Where will yon go?> Whar abour us? I told
you this would happen. It’s all those so-called friends of yours, Yosy
and Haim and all the others. What will they do to you if you stay?”

“I don’t know. You know whar they can do.”

Bella was well aware of my politics; in fact, her own opinions
were a beacon to me when, as a result of peer pressure, [ occasionally
strayed toward the right. However, not wanting to show her how cor-
rect she was when it came to my “friends” in the Mossad, [ kept from
her most of the details of the political turf wars at the Office.

She dropped back into the sofa. “Where will vou go?”

“I thought about flying to England and from there to the States.
Pll stay with my dad for a while and then we’ll see.”

“Why England?”

“That would be the cheapest flight. And then I could get a charter
from England to the States.”

“So when will you be leaving?”

I sat next to her on the sofa and pulled her toward me. “The day
after tomorrow,”

She threw her head against my chest. She was crying. [ wanted to
pull her face up so that [ could kiss her, but she wouldn’t let me.

“Ilove vou, Bella,” I said, the lump in my throat growing, choking
me. I hugged her as hard as I could. I wanted the moment to last. 1
knew reality was going to tear us apart, and 1 had no idea for how
long. In the back of my mind, I wasn’t sure I'd get to see her again. 1
didn’t even want to think about what Ephraim had in store for me.
Had it been merely terrible, he would have told me about it and given
me a chance to volunteer.

We sat there on the sofa for a long time, holding each other. We
were married when we were nineteen and had gone out since we were
sixteen; I always saw us as two parts of a single human being, I the
vang and she the yin. I knew she loved me in a way I never deserved,
and I loved her more than anything.

We had two beautiful daughters who were now—I hoped—asleep.
The apartment we were living in was rented, and except for the car
and a few pieces of furniture, we didn’t have much. The Mossad
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salarv was good, but it didn’t allow for a lot of luxury. That was
reserved for the case officers in the field, not for their families.

Frinay, Manck 28, 1986

I got up early and showered before my two daughters were up. I
wanted to wake them with a kiss and start their day off on the right
foot. I had the srate of mind of a man who is about to die and has
accepted the fact.

It was the memory of a loving father that I somehow wanted to
burn into their minds. [ wanted to do it fast, in an instant with one big
hug, because there was no way I could reach back into the past and
hand them all the time I had stolen from them. I swore that should I
make it through this, whatever “this” was, I would never leave their
side again. Guilt over not spending more time with them was always
with me. Nevertheless, we were very close. It was extremely important
to me that they know how much they meant to me.

Less than an hour after [ had put the For Sale sign on the car and
parked it on the curb across from my building, the phone rang.

“I'm calling about the car,” said what sounded like a young man.

“What would you like to know?”

“How much are you asking for 1t?”

“Six thousand American,” I said, trying not to laugh.

“Can I come and take it for a spin?”

“Sure, when did you have in mind? You see, | have things to do
and...”

“In about twenty minutes.”

“Great, I'll meet you by the car.”

“My name is Boaz, and you are . . . ?”

“Victor, my name is Victor.”

“See you, then.” I had no doubt it was one of Ephraim’s people
coming to take the car and give me the money so that I could leave.
This whole charade had to be played out because the home phones of
Mossad officers were frequently monitored by Mossad security. [
knew that if they were listening, they too would laugh at the price, but
they’d probably just think I’d landed a sucker.

By noon that day, I'd purchased my tickets and was back home,
stuffing a reduced version of my diary and a set of photographs of
almost all Mossad field officers into a stash I’d prepared in my suit-
case. It had to be perfect. I couldn’t afford to be caught with such a
stash on hand. I’d kept the pictures after using them to prepare a com-
ical graduation photo for our case officers’ course. This was going to
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be my insurance; if Ephraim turned out to be not what he seemed or if
anyone at any stage tried to stop my family from joining me, I would
strip the Mossad of all its field personnel in one day, forcing it to cease
operations for a very long time.

There was more explosive material packed into that suitcase than
had ever hit the Mossad in a single blow.

My flight was Sunday at noon. Bella and I decided to tell the chil-
dren the morning of my flight; she would keep them home until she
knew my flight had taken off. There was no point in spreading the
news; many of my ex-comrades were living in the same area as | was,
and [ wasn’t sure who might try to stop me if they could.

Gunoav, Manck 30

I got out of the cab at the airport. I licked my lips and rasted
Bella’s perfume, which had rubbed off when [ kissed her tiny earlobe.
The girls were sad to see me go again, but they didn’t notice a differ-
ence from the other times I’d packed and gone on duty. I tock solace
in that.

I had two suitcases and a carry-on bag with me. I headed for the
Tower Air counter, at the eastern end of the Ben-Gurion terminal. The
flight was to leave at 14:00 and it was now only 11:30. It was stan-
dard procedure in the Israeli airport to request that passengers arrive
two to three hours before departure. Most passengers dropped off
their luggage the night before at the special counter adjacent to the
North Tel Aviv train station. There was no way, though, that I was
going to leave my luggage somewhere overnight with the papers I had
stashed in it, nor would I want to give anyone the opportunity to plant
something in it.

The Tower Air ground crew wasn't there vet, and there were no
more than five passengers standing in line waiting to check their lug-
gage and get their boarding cards. In fact, there were two lines, and I
was the first in one. I sat on the stainless steel table used by the security
people to go through the luggage. I usually felt good at this airport.

I knew most of the security watch commanders, and most of them
knew me. I had brought into the country and taken out scores of peo-
ple, most of whom could say they were never in Israel. And except for
sore photos stored in the Mossad filing system, no one could prove
them wrong. The feeling I had that day was very strange. Here T was
in a place where only a few days ago, had [ business there, 1 would
have walked around like a peacock in heat, an arrogant snob, with the

ability to have things done at a snap of my fingers.
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Today, however, was different. 1 was alrc?ady on the run, .and even
though no one was visibly after me, I knew it was a race against }tlmll’ed
it turned out I was extremely lucky; at the begmpmg qf the m(int ,f
had to get a real passport for a job, and had picked it up only a few
weeks before. Since I'm a dual citizen, I’d also requested a new Canﬁl—
dian passport and had received that about a week later. This totahy
{ortuitous circumstance would allow me to leave the country at the

was about to attempt. .
Speeseg;fntgl some apprehensiori I looked across at the other hn}f,
where a heavyset blond bearded rian was lit}andmg at the head of the

i usly tapping on his pigskin attache case. ‘

hne’ﬁfervszcurzty gvpatci officer’s face was beaming as he walked in my
rection. “Hey there, how are you?” -

dlre?;lr;ss he ydoesn’t know vet, 1 thought—not t'hat telling the se«;g—

rity at the airport was high on anyone’s list. “I’rg fine. How are y;)”u.

“Good, good.” He paused. “Are you on business or pleasure:

“A little of both, I guess. Why do you ask?” .

«I want to ask you a favor.” This was starting to sgl}nd bizarre.

“How can [ help?” I was trying hard to keep smiling. I was also
grateful for the short conversation that bridged the abygs of self-doubt
and fear. I knew I didn’t have to put on a show for him. He knew I
couldn’t really refuse him, even if I wasn’t thrillgd. o

He leaned closer to me and said in a low voice, “\X{e’re bregkmg in
a couple of new security people, a guy and a woman.” He wm‘lfed at
me. “She’s really something, you'll see.” He leaned even closer. ; Actu-
ally, T understand she’s quite friendly, if you kqow \:Vhat I'mean.” "

“So you want me to seduce her or something?” 1 felt a deep dislike
for the man and wanted him to get the hell away from me as soon as
possible. On the other hand, I couldn’t alter the'fact that I had with
me a wad of top-secret Mossad documents deahng with several for-
eign intelligence agencies, a stack of Mossad gffl'cer phoFos, and a
detailed list of more than two thousand sayanim in Britain, france,
and the United States. What was in my suitcase could get me a life sen-
tence in a dingy prison, and he was leaning on it. . ‘

He laughed. Apparently, he found what I said amusing, not taking
the offense intended in my tone. “No, no, I can dp that. In fact, I
probably will very soon. What rd like you to do is t.:xchange your
passport with that guy over there.” He nodded at the big guy heading
the other line. “And then we’ll see if the two of them realize what has
happened, or for that matter if they notice anything.”

“Did you talk to him?”
“What, you think he’d say no?”
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I looked at the man. “No, I guess not. Sure, what the hell, I'll do
it.” As he was about to turn to the other man, [ held him by the shoul-
der. He faced me again, smiling. “What?”

“If I do ir, ] want you to run me through to the other side like 1
was here on business.” What [ meant was that he should take me
through all the stations, flashing his ID card and clearing the way
for me.

“Sure. No problem.”

I smiled, fecling the blood drain out of my face. A cold sensation
took hold in my chest, as though a chill breeze were blowing
through it.

This teeter-totter of emotion was something we were trained to
deal with in the Mossad, since an officer always has personal feelings
that could get in the way of the job he has to do. You learn how to
create new feelings that will compensate for the ones you lack.

Less than one minute after the security officer had handed me the
passport belonging to the big guv and given mine to him, the new
crew arrived. I glanced quickly at the passport I'd been handed. It
was an American passport, and the photo was a color close-up of the
man standing next to me. The beard he now wore was not on the
passport photo. That could stump the new crew. I read the name and
tried to remember it. This was extremely amateurish; my real name
was on my suitcase, and my ticket was in my real name. They would
have ta be extremely daft not to notice—unless there was something
else behind it.

“Sir, your passport, please,” said the woman. Her attitude was
cordial and quite professional for someone who was the first time on
the job. I could see what the officer had meant, She was indeed very
pretty, which may have accounted for the nasty rumor someone had
circulated, most likely out of envy. I stepped forward, leaving my lug-
gage behind, my arm outstretched, passport in hand. 1 smiled at her.
Her expression didn’t change as she took the passport.

From the corner of my eye, I caught sight of Ephraim, leaning on
the counter some forty feet from where I was. He was watching me. [
couldn’t make out any expression on his face. Was all this a charade to

get me In the slammer; was the Lebanon story a ploy to get me to run
and then catch me in this stupid exercise at the airport? I could hear it
now as I tried to explain in court that a security officer had asked me
to help in an exercise, etc., etc., and there would be no such officer to
verify my story.

She took the passport, and I could see the big man handing in my
passport to the other security officer.

N
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“Your name?” she asked me.

“Robert Freidman.”

She closed the passport and put it on the metal table in front of
her. “Could you please place your luggage on the counter?”

“Sure, no problem.” I turned to pick up my suitcases when heard
the other security man raise his voice at the big fellow. “Don’t move,
raise your hands above your head.” He drew his gun, and within sec-
onds several police were on the scene.

“What's the matter? What's going on?” asked the first to arrive,
gun in hand.

“This man is traveling on a false passport.” He turned to the big
fellow, who was now feverishly searching for the security officer. His
face was wet with sweat, his eyes staring down several gun barrels.

“This is a big mistake. Please don’t shoot. This is only a game, ask
him.” He nodded to me, and at that moment the duty officer came
back on the scene. “Fverybody calm down. David, put your gun
away.” He turned to the policemen. “Everything is under control, this
was only an exercise. You, sit.” He was now talking to the man whose
passport I was holding. “You can put your hands down. It’s all over.
Good work, David.” He then turned to the girl. “Well, Sarah, would
you mind giving that passport another look?”

Her eyes opened wide with the realization that she had done
something wrong. She slowly picked up the passport and looked at
the photo and then at me. I knew ar that moment that no matter
what might happen in the world over the next one hundred years, |
wouldn’t be able to get that girl to look on me kindly. She was
silent.

The officer returned my passport to me and handed the big fellow
his, He then said to Sarah, “I want you to report to me after work at
my office in the prefabricated building. You know where that is?”

She nodded; there seemed to be a tear ready to roll out of the cor-
ner of her eye, but somehow she managed to hold it back. When the
officer and I turned to head for the ticket counter, I saw her wiping her
eye with the sleeve of her dark blue sweater.

The officer stuck to his promise, and after my ticket was in order
and [ got my boarding card, he escorted me through all the stations,
getting my passport stamped and avoiding the body search that every-
one else was put through, We had a cup of coffee on the second floor
in the departure lounge, and after I'd bought myself a fresh pack of
cigarettes and a copy of Time magazine, he got up to leave.

“Have a good flight, man, and thanks for the help.”

“You’re welcome, any time.” About then, some of the other pas-
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sengers made it to the departure area and were sitting down, getting
ready for the almost two-hour wait for takeoft,

I began to feel a slight sense of relief. It wouldn’t be over unui I
was actually aboard the plane and above the Mediterranean, but it
was quickly getting there. Ephraim was seated at the far end of the
departure lounge, reading a paper. It seemed to me at that stage that
he was like a mother hen watching over her young, wanting to be sure
that I got out safely. For now, his presence gave me a sense of security.

I called Bella from the pay phone on the outer wall of the duty-
free store, I could hear from the tone of her voice how she was holding
back the tears. The scund was more painful than if she had sobbed
openly. We had a lot to say, but this was not the forum, given that we
were probably not alone on the line. I knew they were not set up for a
trace; as long as we didn’t say where [ was calling from and talked as
if I were merely on my way to Elat, we were okay. Again I wanted to
reach through the lines and hold her tight in my arms.

“I’ll call you when I get there, okay?”

“Do it right away. I’ll be waiting for your call.”

“Ilove you.”

“I love you too,” she said. “Look after yourself and pay attention
to what you wear so you don’t lock funny.”

[ chuckled. “Okay, I'll do that. Don’t worry, I'll call you then.”

“Bye.”

I waited to hear her hang up; I couldn’t hang up on her. Why such
a precious woman loved me was far beyond my imagination. Looking
back on our life, I really hadn’t done much for her; I had never bought
tickets to a show I knew she wanted to see or taken her on a surprise
trip or had a surprise birthday party for her. In fact, I wasn’t even
there for her when she needed me, when she had an operation. Some-
how, I had other things to do that seemed so much more important.
They involved the security of our country. What bullshit, and not only
did I dish it out, [ believed it myself.

Two police officers entered the cafeteria where I was sitring. I
could feel my blood pressure rising, Had someone noticed me and
advised someone else? Were they here to stop me? I could smell the
disinfectant used in Israeli prisons, having spent time in the cells as
part of the exercises. Then there was that time in the military when I
was caught without a hat and made to spend ten days in the military
brig. I could hear the echo of the locking doors as metal hit metal. The
policemen ordered coffee. Ephraim tensed too as he followed them
with his eyes. I knew he was nervous and wanted to see me out of the
country already.
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[ didn’t catch the first announcement of the flight, but by the sec-
ond, I was already in line, moving in the direction of the gate.

Within twenty minutes, we were aboard and taxiing to the run-
way. I closed my eyes. I didn’t want to look at the tarmac and worry
that every car crossing the runway would be the one that was there to
stop the plane and take me off.

The person seated next to me seemed to be consumed by the view
from the window. The person on my right was reading a newspaper
article about the Swiss rejecting their government’s proposal to join
the UN. Nobody was bothering me, and that’s the way I wanted to
keep ir. In general, 'm quite a talkative person, but in airplanes,
trains, and buses, I prefer to keep to myself; the captive audience syn-
drome always jumps into my mind.

Seeing the sky through the window was very much like staring
into paradise. I was free—for a few hours at least, beyond the
Mossad’s reach.
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Munoav, Manck 31 1986, Garwich, EncLawn

wenty-four hours had passed, and still no word from Ephraim. His
.Ilrestriction, that I should not call home before we talked, was mak-

ing my life difficult. I hadn’t spoken to Bella since calling her from
the Ben-Gurion airport, By now, she must be climbing the walls with
worry about me. Ephraim was concerned that my home phone might
be bugged (there was little doubt it was) and that the Mossad would
know I had made a prolonged stopover in England on my way to the
States. Should something go wrong, Ephraim’s also coming to England
might not sit well.

I scanned the television for something to pass the rime, but found
it difficult to concentrate, At about ten-thirty in the morning I decided
to head for London and get my mind off things for a while. I needed
to loosen up, walk around, get something to eat. When Ephraim came,
he would just have to wait.

I took a train into the city. The thirty-minute ride brought me to
Victoria Station. From there I took the underground to Piccadilly,
changing at Green Park. I wandered the streets aimlessly, eventually
returning to the tube station. I had a couple of hamburgers at Wimpy,
the British answer to McDonald’s. Afterward, I headed back to the
hotel.

In the elevator, I noticed the sweet aroma of cherry tobacco. It got
stronger the closer I got to my room at the end of the pale green corri-
dor. Standing at my door, I could all but taste the pipe. The only smell
as strong as the cherry was the smell of the freshly painted walls,
hanging heavy in the air.

I stood by the door and listened: Ephraim and the general. It was
more the smell of the tobacco than the sound of their voices that
brought recognition.
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] entered the room quickly. They sat staring at me, bewildered.

“Why are you so surprised to see me?” I said. “Who were you
expecting?”

“] asked you to wait for me at the hotel.” Ephraim’s voice was on
the harsh side.

«I don’t work for you, my friend. 'm here as a favor.”

“I saved your life, remember? May I remind you of Lebanon?”

It was true that he had gotren me out of Israel before 1 could be
sent to South Lebanon and a certain death. No doubt he would be
reminding me of this over and over again in the future.

I tossed my coat onto the bed and sat on the edge.

“You only got me out of something you put me into, and probably
in order to get me into something else.” I smiled at him. “For the time
being, I’'m here to listen, then I'll make up my mind who I work for. So
what 1 suggest you do is come out with it.”

“Look here, Victor—" Ephraim started. The general pur a hand
on Ephraim’s shoulder. “The man’s right, why play games? We know
what we want and why we want it. You've got a job for him, ill him
in, bring him inside.”

I could hear the tradition of the Israeli military speaking out of the
brigadier general’s mouth: An informed soldier is a good soldier.

Ephraim stared at me silently for a few seconds. He then leaned
back and glanced at the general, who was relighting his pipe. “Let’s
start from the beginning, then.”

“Just a minute,” said the general, producing a large thermos from
a brown leather tote bag at his feet. “Get some glasses from the bath-
room. I need a coffee.”

“I could use one too,” 1 said, moving quickly to fulfill his request.
Coffee was served.

“Pm listening.” I said, sitting back on the bed.

“This all started in *82. You were still in the navy then. You prob-
ably know we were all preparing for the war in Lebanon. At that time,
the operation was still called the Cedars of Lebanon, and we in the
Mossad had a close relationship with Bashir Gemayel’s Christian Pha-
lange. Our man dealing with Gemayel was Nevot. Nevot was in the
midst of getring Israel involved in what he and other right-wingers
called the best war we’ll ever have.

“They saw Israel as the policeman of the Middle East. Prime Min-
ister Begin loved the idea of appearing to be saving Christians from
the savage Muslims, which fit in well with his right-wing colonialist
ideology. Ariel Sharon, then minister of defense, was all for it.”

He paused to sip the hot coffee. Then he drew on his cigarette, let-
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ting the smoke out as he spoke. “Hofi, then head of the Mossad, was
against the ploy, saying that the Christian Phalange in Lebanon was
not a reliable ally. Military intelligence agreed with him. Bur Hofi,
who’d been in office for almost eight years then, was on his way out.

“Many people in the Mossad were hoping that this time they
would get an insider to run the show. As you well know, until that
point it had always been an outsider who was parachuted into office.”

I nodded. I knew this was the only way the outside world could
ever have any control over the Mossad. A new chief from the out-
side—meaning the military—was a way to clean house.

“Many were hoping that an ex-Mossad officer would be brought
in—someone like David Kimche, who was then director general of the
foreign office and had been a department head in the Mossad before
he had a clash with Hofi. Then there was Rafael Eitan, whom Begin
admired but thought was too close to Ariel Sharon. Begin was worried
that Sharon would have too much power if his friend was head of
Mossad.

“Begin decided that he would keep with tradition and have an
outsider take office.” Ephraim paused. When he started to talk again,
there was something different in his voice; he sounded angry, restless.

“At that point, when the war was about to start and Hofi already
had one foor out of the Mossad, the right-wing element managed to
place many of their members in positions of power.

“In fact, all of us in the Mossad were getting tired of having our
future plans shattered and changed every time a new boss came. And
the right-wingers especially were not going to give up what they’d
grabbed. It was a coup d’état, the only difference being that there was
no état to coup at the time.

“General Yekutiel Adam, or Kuti, as he was called by his friends,
was appointed head of the Mossad and was supposed to take office
some time at the end of June 1982. The war in Lebanon started on
June 6, and by the second dav of the war, Kuti had a run-in with
Sharon regarding the attack on the Syrian antiaircraft missiles in the
Beka’a. Kuti believed and stated clearly that this might lead to ail-out
war with the Syrians. He was undermining the effort the Mossad, in
combination with Gemayel, had worked so hard and so long to
mount. Certain elements realized what was coming if this man became
the new chief. Someone decided that it was not to be.”

“Kuti was my best friend,” the general spat out.

“He had friends in the Mossad,” continued Ephraim, “people who
were preparing working papers analyzing the situation so that he
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could take drastic action once he took office and not spend time wast-
ing the lives of young soldiers who were at the time being used as can-
non fodder for the right-wingers’ dream of a Mossad-run state in
Lebanon. Using the philosophy known as the ‘balance of weakness,’
they believed that they could be the power bfzhind Gemavyel’s puppet
regime, forgetting what every Lebanese child knew—that anyone
could swallow Lebanon but no one could digest it.

“Ir was clear that the power of the right-wingers was threatened;
once Kuti took control, he'd pass an honest assessment of the situation
to the government and to Sharon, who wouldn’t want to be the f1r§t
[sraeli minister of defense to lose a war.” Ephraim paused, sipping his
coffec. “The opportunity came on June 10. The army had entered the
outskirts of Beirut, and there was a cease-fire in effect. Kuti, appointed
to head the Mossad but not vet in office, requested a farewell visit to
his troops in Lebanon. It was the Mossad’s job to organize it.”

“Why the Mossad? Why not the IDF?1” 1 asked.

“Because he was already the responsibility of the Mossad security
and out of the hands of the military.”

“If he bad been our responsibility,” the general interjected, “he
would still be alive today.”

“They planned the visit for the next day.” Ephraim’s voice was
low. “When Kuti arrived at the location, he was killed in an ambush.
The attacker, a fourteen-year-old kid, was killed on the spot by the
guards.”

“You’re crazy.” I got up. “That’s crazy.” [ could not believe what
he was implying. [t was too weird.

He looked straight at me, his voice low and hoarse. “They found a
photo,” he said, “a photo of Kuti on the kid. Who else would have
known Kuti was there except the people who planned his sudden little
trip? The Mossad—or rather, elements within the Mossad—killed him,
there is no doubt in my mind.”

“So you wait four years and then tell me about it?”

“No, you’re the latest step that we are taking. You have to realize
that working against the Mossad from the inside is not the easiest
thing in the world to do.”

“So no one asked how come that photo was found in the killer’s
pocket?”

“That particular piece of information was kept from the investiga-

1. IDF: Israeli Defense Force.
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tive committee—the one piece of evidence that proves beyond a
shadow of a doubt that it was not a coincidence, but in fact a calcu-
lated murder.”

[ sat back on the bed. I could feel the cold sweat on my forehead.
What he was telling me was unbelievable. Mossad members conspir-
ing to kill the newly appointed head? This was far too much to accept.

“You’re crazy.”

“He’s not crazy,” said the general. “I know, because he’s not the
only one who told me. I found out more about it when I interrogated
a captured Hizballah fighter in the south of Lebanon in the beginning
of ’85. He was talking about how, when he was in Nabih Berri’s Amal
Shi’ite militia, he was supposed to go with a kid on a mission to kill an
Israeli general, and let me tell you, the man was not lying.”

“How do you know?”

“Because he knew he was going to die, and the question was
whether it was going to take all night or just a few minutes. And he
thought that I knew about it anyway.”

While I didn’t want to believe what I was hearing, it was hard to
argue with the facts. Yes, it was possible for a terrorist group to obtain
a photograph of an Israeli general and give it to one of their assassins,
prefatory to staging a hit. But it was inconceivable that a photograph
could be obtained and a plan concocted on such short notice—all
while the Mossad napped. I stared at the general for a few seconds,
then turned te Ephraim. “How come you didn’t go to the prime minis-
ter?”

“And say what? Sir, right-wing elements within the Mossad have
just killed the appointed head. What do you think he’d say? Thanks
for telling me. I'll call the bastards and fire them. Besides, there was a
war going on at the time, remember. Within the next day or two, at
the most, I would have had an accident of my own.”

“How do I know you’re not just setting me up, and it’s you who
wants to stage a coup d’état?”

“You have to trust me. We can’t do this without someone on the
outside.”

“I’m listening.”

“I think this would be a good time to have something to eat,”
Ephraim said.

I wasn’t hungry and wanted him to go on, but I decided to play it
his way for now.

“The hotel has a restaurant,” I said. “I just hope their dinner is
better than their breakfast.”

The two men laughed. “No,” said Ephraim. “I don’t think leaving
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the room would be a good idea. There’s always the chance that some-
one will spot us, and that we cannot afford. Ramy will go out and
bring us something.” He turned to the general. “If that’s okay with
vou?”

" “Pm on my way,” Ramy said slowly, the pipe in one side of his
mouth as he spoke from the other. He put on his coat. I couldn’t help
noticing how unimpressive he was in civilian clothing.

After the general left, I turned to Ephraim. “You screwed up my
life,” 1 said.

I did no such thing. All I did was pick you out of a specially
selected group of people, just before you were going to self-destruct
anyway. And you were right for the job.”

“But you never asked me. How do you know I wouldn’t prefer to
be on the other side of the barricade, fighting people like you who
supposedly want to relinquish control of the Mossad into the hands of
parachuted amateurs rather than leave it in the hands of professionals
who rose through the ranks?>” 1 stopped and stared into Ephraim’s
almost skull-like face, with its thick pale skin deeply lined, like that of
a veteran sailor parched by the salty sea air.

“| have your psychological profile, remember. I know you proba-
bly better than you know yourself, Victor. You would not fit into that
category.”

“The Mossad’s psychological profile of me isn’t worth the paper
it’s written on.”

“If you turned out to be a psychological mistake, I'd go to phase
“And what is that?”

“I can’t tell you yet. Bur let me tell you a short story, before our
friend the general comes back.”

“Why? You have secrets from him too?” I was as sarcastic as |
could be.

“Yes. In fact, T probably have more secrets from him than I have
from you. He’s not from the inside, and there are a lot of things he
cannot understand. 1 don’t want to destroy the Mossad, which is
something he would be happy to do. [ want to fix it.”

“Why?”

“Because | believe our country needs a Mossad, a strong Mossad
with teeth that can tear our enemy apart. But above all, it needs a
leash so that it can be kept under control.”

“You were going to tell me a story.”

“In ’82, before the war in Lebanon, we had a man working the
turf, trying to get some sort of a dialog started. He was one of my
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group then. I wasn’t the leader of the group, but we had the blessing
of Hofi and some people in the foreign office who were waiting for a
breakthrough. We had the Palestinians so scared of what we might do
in Lebanon that they were willing to start tatking.”

“So you were attempting to make a link?”

“Yes, not with the Christians, with the Palestinians, We put one of
our better men forward. His name was Yakov Barsimantov. He was
stationed in Paris, working liaison.”

“He couldn’t make contact and be trusted by any Palestinian. If he
was liaison, they had to know he was Mossad,” I interjected.

“He wasn’t working directly with them. We had an American go-
between who had volunteered to give this thing a nudge. Barsimantov
presented it to him as a sort of dare, during a cocktail party at the
French foreign office.”

“And he agreed?”

“He jumped at the opportunity. Mind you, he himself was not in
the best position to talk to the Palestinians. It was against State
Department regulations, but he went for it anyway.”

“Why didn’t you use some other contact, like the Romanians or
something? They were working both sides of the fence, and you had
dealings with them.”

“They were tied directly to the top clique. All they wanted was to
back up the Phalangists and Bashir Gemayel.”

“Who was the American?”

“His name was Charles Robert Ray. He was assistant military
attaché and a very dedicated man. He believed that peace in the Mid-
dle East was in the strategic interest of the U.S.”

“There’s a twist on military thinking.”

Ephraim chuckled, “Right. But that was the case. Someone in the
foreign office must have leaked it out, and both Barsimantov and the
American were shot before they could make the first contact with
the Palestinians. So we know for sure it wasn’t the Palestinians.” He
ran his fingers through his hair, then over his face. He suddenly
seemed older, more tired than before. “They killed Ray in January,
and when Yakov was about to make a new contact, they killed him
too. Yakov was a good man, yet on April 3, outside his apartment,
he was gunned down like a dog by his own people. Our own hit
team took him out.”

“But the Kidon wouldn’t kill an Israeli.”

“They didn’t know who the target was, and later it was said to be
a mistake. After they killed Yakov, they stashed the Czech-made gun
in the apartment of a Lebanese revolutionary, pointing the finger at
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him. They went so far as to claim responsibility for the hit under the
name of the Lebanese Armed Revolutionary Faction, informing the
French intelligence that the LARF was a faction of the pro-Syrian
SSNP, the Syrian Social Nationalist Party.” He turned and gazed out
the window. “Do you know, they had the audacity to try and use the
killing as the provocation they were waiting for to start the war in
Lebanon. If there was ever something you could call chutzpah, that
would be it.”

What surprised me most was the fact that what I'd just heard
didn’t surprise me one bit. I believed him, and yet I almost said, So
what? What 1 did say was not that different. “Okay, you told me a
short story. How is that supposed to explain why I should want to do
anything for you?”

Ephraim sighed. “What I wanted to tell you is that I can’t use
someone from inside because I don’t have a clue who I can trust. The
general has been a buddy of mine for years, and he was a close friend
of Kuti’s. So he’s clean as far as I'm concerned. You I have taken
straight from the womb, you’re not yet tainted, and unlike most of
your friends, you didn’t come in on the back of a horse but through
the normal recruiting process. You came in because you were a patriot
and not because you wanted to make a career.”

“Well, I wanted that too. I wanted the job, the life, the fun.”

“If you want the life, stick around. You’ll get more than you can
handle.”

“So what now? Are you going to offer me a job?”

“That is exactly what 'm doing. Your cover will be you. Every-
thing you do will be on your own; you have no net and no tether. I
will hand you an assignment and help you as much as I can, but you
will be out there on your own.”

“Doing what?”

“You'll be putting the present Mossad out of business.”



[preny

door and stared through the peephole. It was the general. I swung
the door open, and he entered as though the corridor were on fire.
He clearly didn’t enjoy playing the spook.

For the next hour we ate. Very little was said, and the atmosphere
was like the beer: lukewarm. I was tryving to place myself in the
scheme of things, but I didn’t see a purpose or an end result. Sure, I
knew he said he wanted to fix the Mossad, but what did that mean?

From what I could guess, he was out to destroy it first, and that I
could relate to. What 1 wasn’t sure of was whether the Mossad he
wanted to build out of the ashes would be any better than the one we
had. Was his notion of a cleaner and better Mossad the same as mine?
And if not, why should I align myself with him? I was out on my own;
why not stay that way?

I decided to listen to whatever Ephraim had to sav and then do
what | wanted. [ was a Canadian citizen with a valid Canadian pass-
port, and at this point he could not intimidate me.

At the same time, there was a voice inside me that said I had
tasted the life and 1 liked it; it was hard to turn your back on it. I was
like the soldiers whose war ends on them too soon, before they’ve had
a chance to get it out of their system, so they roam the world looking
to keep that war alive, to live on the edge, and the sharper the edge the
better. Was I one of them now, testing the limit?

“So what next?” the general asked, wiping his hands. Smears of
fish and chips and ketchup stuck stubbornly to his fingers. Ephraim
stood up. “We’ll be leaving shortly, and Victor here will leave tomor-
row.”

“I will?”

'I'here was a knock on the door. Ephraim stiffened. I walked to the
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“Yes, you are going to New York, and then you will go visit your
dad in Nebraska.”

“Why New York?”

“Because that way we’ll know if someone is on to you or not.”

“Yowre not sure? What do you mean?” The general sounded
alarmed. This was one thing he hadn’t considered. Suddenly, fighting
che Mossad had taken on a whole new meaning.

“We’re never sure, but there is a way to find out.”

“How?>” the general asked. I had a feeling I wasn’t going to like
the answer.

“Victor here will go visit the PLO office in New York. If all the
lights and bells go off in headquarters, we’ll know that he has a tail.”

“I thought you people could check these things yourselves?” The
general’s face was serious.

“We can,” Ephraim said, “but we can never be sure. There is a
limit to what we can do. If the team on our tail is big enough, we can-
not detect them. That is something we cannot risk.”

“What if someone in the PLO office is working for Mossad, what
then?” I asked.

“We don’t have anyone working there. And even if we did, it
would take time for the message to get through, and by then you’d be
out of there.”

“Okay.” I tried to strengthen my point. “What if someone runs
with the information and volunteers it to the embassy? I'll be history
before I can leave the city.”

“You will not tell them who you are. What vou will do is go in
and tell them you are an Israeli sympathizer, something along those
lines.”

“But how will that help what we want to do?” The general was
now sucking hard on his pipe as if he wanted to turn it inside out. He
kept looking at the door. I could see this wasn’t his game; he liked to
see his enemy and measure him up. A brave man, no doubt, but some-
what afraid of the dark.

“Victor here will be asked to do things in the near future that are
extremely dangerous. He will have to do them in places much less hos-
pitable than New York. Before I send him to those places, I want to be
sure, If there’s a problem with his cover or if someone suspects him of
wrongdoing, this is the time to find out about it—when he is in the
United States, where it is more difficult for the Mossad to operate. If
they’re watching us now, they will want to see what comes next. So
we’ll hand it to them on a platter; if they’re on our tail, as soon as he
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enters the PLO office, they’ll almost instantly arrest me and you,”
Small beads of perspiration appeared on the general’s forehead.
Ephraim continued, “If that happens, then of course we won’t contact
Victor. That will be his sign that ir’s time to get lost, and I mean lost.
But if nothing happens, we know that we’re clean.”

“How will he get lost?” The general’s voice quivered slightly.

“He shouldn’t have a problem with that. After all, he did get what
probably amounts to the best training for that in the world, or at least
we'd like to think so.”

; The general cleared his throat, then asked, “What will they do to
us?”

“We went through that before.” Ephraim was getting annoyed. “I
thought you understood.”

“Ido. It’s just that I didn’t . . . ” He hesitated.

“Didn’t what? Do you want to back out? Because if vou do, say so
now, before we make one more move. After today, there won’t be a
way out. We are rapidly approaching the point of no return. Once Vic-
tor leaves for New York, we’re committed.”

“That’s very nice of you,” I said, raising my voice at Ephraim.
“You’re letting him back out, and you didn’t even let me decide if I
want to get on board.”

“You don’t understand. I was talking about bim. If he wants out

he can get out, but we are committed. In fact, if he leaves now and we
are under surveillance, then he’ll be put away just like I will, and like
they’ll try to do to you. He can, however, walk away if it turns out
we’re clean.”
_ The general got up, shaking his head. I had a feeling he was start-
Ing to get my drift, and was worried it would not be reversible in a
matter of seconds. “I don’t want out. It’s just that it’s starting to get
very real to me now. I never played this game before, and I had no
idea what I was getting into. It’s not what we are about to do that
gives me the creeps, it’s how. What [ want to know is this: If they
catch us, what do you think they will do to us?”

“You can relax if you’re worried about standing trial, because you
won’t. They can’t afford that. They’ll settle matters with us behind
closed doors; an accident perhaps, or maybe we’d be admitted to an
asylum for an undetermined length of time. Almost anything is possi-
ble, except a trial.”

“Not a very promising future,” said the general, smiling.

“Well, that is if we are caught before we finish what we have set
out to do. I believe we won’t fail; the cost to our country, let alone
ourselves, would be too great.”

e
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For the next few minutes, we were all silent. Then I got up and
rurned to Ephraim, “There is something 1 want from you before I
plunge into this.”

“You’re in it already,” he replied.

“I might be, but I promise you I won’t do one more thing for you
until you do one thing for me.”

“And what might that be?”

“You have to put me in contact, right now”—I pointed to the
phone—“with someone I know personally from your clique in the
Mossad.”

“What?”

“You heard me. Someone that I know. I want to be sure you’re not
setting me up.”

“What about the general? I thought you trusted him.”

“With all due respect, we both know that you could have tricked
this man ten ways from Sunday. I want someone from the Mossad,
someone who knows the ropes.”

“I can’t just expose someone to you like this.”

“In that case, 'm walking.”

Ephraim paused. “You know I can’t let you do that, not with what
you know.”

“Kill me then, but if you want me to work with you, you better
call somebody on that phone now.”

Ephraim stared at me silently for several seconds. He then walked
over to the phone, got a line from the operator, and dialed a number.
He waited with the receiver to his ear. “Reuven?” he finally said, and
waited. “Hold it for one minute.” He turned to me. “Do you know
Reuven Hadary?”

“Yes.”

He spelled it cut to the man on the phone that 1 wanted verifica-
tion that there were others in the Mossad working with Ephraim.
Reuven, a man [ knew and liked, confirmed it. I insisted on getting
Reuven’s number so that I could call in the event of a mishap and not
be totally dependent on Ephraim. They agreed, and by the time we
hung up, 1 was satisfied. This was not a setup but a legitimate effort to
bring down the Mossad, to make room for something we all hoped
would be better.

[ opened the window—I badly needed some fresh air. After the
cigarettes, the pipe, and the fish and chips, the smell was getting to be
overwhelming,

“Just one more thing.” I said. “How many are involved in this?”

“About ten people. But only the three of us know what is really
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going on, or should I say four. No one outside this room, except for
Reuven, knows about you, if that’s what you’re asking.”

I didn’t answer. 1 sat by the open window and srared out ar the
gray concrete housing project that was the best view this hotel had to
offer.

“You’ll arrive in New York on April 2. From that point on, you’ll
be on your own. I won’t recommend a hotel for you. In fact, I don’t
want to know.”

[ nodded and kept my eyes on the view outside.

“Are you listening to me?” Ephraim asked softly.

I nodded.

“Here’s the number I want you to call after the meeting in the
PLO offices.” He handed me a business card. “There is a number like
that in New York; it’s a bakery. Dial the same number in Tel Aviv, and
Il be there.”

“And if you’re not?”

“Call back three times, once every four hours, never from the
same place. After the first time, start your disappearing act; by the last
cail, you should be gone.”

“What should I do if they get you?”

“Just try to stay alive and out of their hands. This I can tell you,
you’ll be better off than we will.”

“That’s cold comfort for me. What about my family?”

“If we’re caught, you don’t have one. Or rather they don’t have
you; for them you’ll be as good as dead.”

“Does it have to be so drastic?”

“No, I'll be there to answer the phone. I won’t lose you.”

Several minutes later, they both left. They did so without fanfare; a
simple handshake sent me on a journey that at times I wish I’d never
taken,

WeNesaae, AeiL 2, 1986, New Yoru

arrived in New York feeling like a wreck. I was exhausted, plastered
from the endless stream of little rum bottles and half-filled plastic
cups of Pepsi [ had consumed on the flight.

The large terminal at the end of the long gray corridor leading
from the docking bay came suddenly. The smell of a hot dog in a fresh
bun replaced the smell of jet fuel and recycled air, causing my mouth
to water. [ automatically lit up a cigarette to kil! the craving that could
only be satisfied somewhere on the other side of the United States of
America’s bureaucratic defense line, also known as Customs and
Immigration.

I could barely keep my eves open, kicking my small carry-on bag
forward every time the line moved up. I eventually found myself facing
the immigration officer, who at that moment looked as though he
would be more than happy to kick me back to wherever I came from.

“Passport, please.” His voice was mechanical.

[ put my Canadian passport on the counter, having returned to
being a Canadian from the moment [ landed in Gatwick, England. It
was a good feeling indeed; that little blue document with the gold
Canadian crest on it gave me a sense of relative security.

“Business or . .. ”

“Just a vacation. I'm going to visit my dad.”

“Canada?”

“No, he lives in Nebraska. He’s American.”

“How long will vou stay?”

“I don’t know yet. Why, is there a problem?”

The man handed me my passport back after stamping it with a red
seal. “Have a nice time, sir.” He signaled me to continue.

Customs was not much of a problem either. It seemed that even
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though I was slightly drunk, I managed to make a fairly good impres-
sion on the officials, Besides, I didn’t have anything to hide, that is if
you didn’t count the documents hidden in the special compartment in
my suitcase.

After a short taxi ride, I ended up at a small motel not too far
from the airport. I dropped on the bed fully dressed, apart from one
shoe I'd managed to get off, and fell asleep.

THuRsoRy, Aear, 3

The first light coming through the loose top of the curtain jolted
me into consciousness. [ realized instantly that it was almost a week
since I’d talked to Bella. Considering the way I’d left, and the state I'd
left her in, I felt like a heel. I slowly got off the bed, trying not to move
my head too fast since the pain above my eyes was killing me. The
alcohol was taking its revenge.

I stared at myself in the peeling mirror and realized T actually felt
much better than I looked. The alarm radio on the small wooden table
by the bed glowed seven a.M. T tried to figure out the time back in
Israel but couldn’t concentrate enough.

Ephraim had told me that I could call home after six A.M. on the
third. I badly needed to make that call.

[ lit a cigarette and sat at the end of the bed, clutching my head in
my hands. I put the cigarette in the chipped glass ashtray and noticed
that several of the previous patrons of this establishment had missed
the ashtray altogether, leaving short burn lines on the wooden table-
top. Some had even managed, it scemed, to put out their cigarettes on
the thin, worn-out greenish carpet. How the hell did I find this place?
When Id told the taxi driver “inexpensive,” I should have qualified it.
On the other hand, it was a good choice since no one would look for
me here—unless of course they were already on to me.

I made the call collect; should they be listening, this was some-
thing I wanted them to hear, it was something Ephraim wanted me to
verify. “They must have confirmation that you are in New York if
we’re to find out anything.” It had made sense when he’d said it, but
at the moment, I couldn’t reconstruct the logic. All I could manage
was the mechanical action of dialing the number.

Her voice was fresh, like a breeze of cool air dissipating the clouds
of pain in my head. I wanted to keep listening to her voice; it was
soothing. It didn’t matter much to me what she said as long as I could
cling to the sound. Her image flashed in front of my tired eyes: her
dark wavy hair, her feminine body, the spark in her deep brown eyes. 1
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could hear she was tired, worried, pained that 1 hadn’t called before.
She complained only briefly and then, once she realized that she
wasn’t going to get a full explanation, she asked, “So what are you
going to do?”

“I'm going to be in New York for a day or so, and then I’ll go visit
my dad.”

“What are you planning to do there?”

“I don’t know vet. Maybe Pll get some sort of job or something.
Don’t you worry, everything will be fine.”

“They came here yesterday with your call-up for military
reserves.”

“Who did?”

«An officer from the navy. They hand-delivered it to me.”

“Really? I never heard of it being done that way before.”

“] told them you were abroad. They didn’t believe me at first.”

“What did they say?” ‘

“They asked how you left without getting a release form from
them.”

“] got a release from them. The bloody bureaucrats don’t know
their hands from their legs.”

“Did you call your dad yet?”

“No, I'l do it right after [ hang up with you.”

“] hope he’s home. He might be out of town or something, What
will you do then?”

[ could feel she wanted to talk almost as much as I did. “Don’t
you worry. Things will be fine,” I lied. From where I was at that point,
things were not looking up. Suddenly, T wanted to end the conversa-
tion; 1 was afraid I might say something that would irritate her. I
couldn’t handle it now. As far back as I could remember, I'd always
managed to place the blame in her lap for whatever failure I was
responsible for. I promised to call back the next day.

After a quick trip to the diner next door, then a long, hot shower
back in the room, I felt sufficiently revitalized to embark on the day’s
errands. I called the front desk and told the man [ wanted to keep the
room for a few more days. Then I asked him to call me a cab.

In less than half an hour, I was in front of the UN building. From
there 1 walked to the PLO offices. I knew I could get most of the way
back by subway and then use the cab for the last leg, but going there 1
wanted to be relatively quick and make sure I did not lose any tail I
might have. After all, if they were after me and I took the subway and
then a cab, there was a good chance they might lose me. And then
we’d think we were clean because they didn’t report me entering the
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PLO offices. That false sense of security could bring worse calamity
further down the road.

The sun had come out, and it was slowly turning out to be a nice
day, in New York terms, of course. There was still a slight chill in the
air, which kept whatever amount of freshness the city would allow.

[ knew what was expected of me, and I wasn’t about to fool
around. This was something I had to do, and I wanted to get it over
with. T entered a small coffee shop across the street from the PLO
office. I had to rake my time. As before, if the team following me was
slightly behind, I wanted to give them time to carch up and take posi-
tion so that they could see exactly what was going on.

After another coffee and an excellent croissant, I started slowly
across the street. I was nervous. I had dealt with Palestinians before,
but always from a position of strength, with the entire military or
Mossad mechanism close behind me. Today was very different. It was
possible that the Mossad was still behind me, but for totally different
reasons. And the PLO people I might meet were not in any way sub-
ject to my power or will. I was armed only with self-confidence and
the hope that things would go smoothly.

The reception area of the suite was lined with brochures and
posters, the light blue and gray colorings giving the place a sophisti-
cated aura. The front room was deserted for several minutes until a
tall, well-dressed man entered. His gold-rimmed glasses dropped
slightly on the bridge of his nose as he looked at me over the top of his
bifocals. He was about six foot two, on the heavy side. His black suit
was well tailored, and he smelled of an expensive aftershave. I felt
slightly out of place in my jeans and black leather jacker.

“Can I help vou, sir?” His voice was deep, friendly, and without
any traceable accent.

“I’d like to talk to someone in charge, please.”

“I’'m in charge. My name is Yasin. What can [ do for you?”

“Well, can we talk freely here?”

“That depends on what you want to say. I'm sure that there are
more people listening in on this room than are present,” he said, smil-
ing.

[ drew my Israeli passport out of my pocket and handed it to him.
“I wonder if you might join me for a coffee,” I said. “There is a nice
little place just across from here.”

He seemed somewhat surprised as he leafed through the docu-
ment. He then handed it back to me, smiling. “Actually,” he said, “I
was just on my way out. There is an even better place down the street.
Would you care to join me?”
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“I'd be delighted.” I smiled back, feeling great. I’'d made contact,
and if the Mossad were in fact watching me, they’d see me with a man
whom | had no doubt was known to them. We would know for sure
in a very short time what was going on, if anything.

“Let me just get my coat,” the big man said and disappeared
down the hall. T looked out the window at the scene below. Even
though the streets were not overly crowded, there was no way I could
spot any surveillance. T had no doubt that the Americans were watch-
ing this office—the feds, certainly, and probably also the city police,
wanting to observe any subversive activity stemming from this place
and at the same time attempting to stop any attacks on it.

The only thing that worried me was the possibility that someone
might get a photo of me with the PLO man and send it to the Mossad.
Then I'd be in deep trouble. Even though Ephraim had promised me
that this particular aspect of the operation was covered, I knew that
the graveyards were full of irreplaceable people, lying next to those
who had good intentions.

This was the point of no return for me, and I was happy to have
passed it. From now on, it was the life again.

We didn’t speak on the way to the small restaurant, which was
about a block away from the office building. The place was badly lit
and looked like a scene from a Bogart B-movie. T ordered coffee, and
he did the same. I got the impression that he wanted to get this meet-
ing over with as fast as possible.

“Se what was it you wanted to talk about?”

“As you know, I'm an Israeli.”

He nodded. “What do you want?”

“I just wanted to give you a warning.” His evebrows arched
slightly, hardening the look in his eyes.

“Nothing personal or imminent, just a general warning, that’s
all.”

“About what?”

Ephraim had made it very clear that I was not to go into any
detail, only give the general information and then throw in an example
or two to make them realize I was not some loony off the street.

“It’s important that you tell your top brass that everything they
say, on any phone they use, is listened in on. Just to give you an exam-
ple, when your people were talking to Felitsia Langer! before the war

1. Felitsia Langer: A well-known Israeli attorney who stood up for Palestinian
human rights.
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in Lebanon, right up to the actual invasion, it was all recorded. So
were the talks between Arafar and the king of Saudi Arabia during the
siege on Beirut, and so were the calls made by Arafat from Tripoli,
Lebanon, to Damascus during the Syrian siege of Tripoli. And today
all the calls from Tunis to wherever.”

“We know that. What do you think we are, stupid? Who are you,
anyway?”

“All I can say to you is that not everybody who is against vou is
your enemy. There are those who think that even though we are on
two sides of the barricades, we will have to live together, or at least
next to each other, in peace.”

“Look, we have many enemies, and the various authorities in this
country are looking for any excuse to kick us out of here and make a
mockery of our cause. 1 will have to end this conversation with you
for that reason.”

“I understand. Only one more thing that you must take back, and
that is that only in Tunis is Arafat safe.”

“You people are funny.” He smiled. “You know more about us
than we do; you know our history, our customs, our daily habits. You
know the location of every tree in the Palestinian forest, but you can’t
see the forest. You can’t comprehend us as a people, nor do you
understand anything about us.” There were several seconds of silence.
The man stared directly into my eyes, as if he were trying to solve
some puzzle or find a way out of some darkened maze. “All I can tell
you is that there are many on our side of the barricade who feel the
same. We want to live in peace and be a free people. There are those
who think that this can only be achieved over the dead bodies of your
people. Most of us do not, but we will never break ranks to be slaugh-
tered by you. We ask for respect, and a place we can call our home.
Let me send a warning to you, and it is nothing personal. But, trust
me, it is imminent. There will come a time, and it is not that far off,
when the street will dictate to us what we are to do and the extremists
will take our place. And then all you will have to talk to will be your
ancient wall. Tell whoever sent you to seize the moment.” He got up
and held out his hand across the small table, his face still frozen. I
stood up and shook his hand, noticing the small smile on his face as I
did so. He nodded. “Tell them,” he said, “if they want to see who we
really are, all they have to do is look in the mirror.” He turned and
walked out.

HAPTERH

frer Yasin walked out of the restaurant, I remember feeling a
strange sensation, having met a PLO man face-to-face on an equal
footing and realizing he was a nice person.

I kept looking at him as he made his way outside, past the restau-
rant window. I leaned to one side and saw him turn the corner.

[ had about two hours to kill before making my scheduled tele-
phone call. Ephraim had calculated that two hours were more than
enough time: if the alarms in Mossad headquarters didn’t go off by
then, we were safe. This was a crucial and dangerous point in the
operation. If anything went wrong, the entire program would be elimi-
nated, Ephraim would probably rot away in some jail cell, and I
would make it to the top of the Mossad hit list.

Time, it seemed, was at a standstill. Under normal circumstances,
when a Mossad case officer is working in the field, either he is on his
way to another appointment and has barely enough time to get there,
or he has a safe house to go back to, where he writes reports or gives
an account of the meeting to his superiors. With the exception of the
short time a case officer is on his way to or from a meeting, he is
rarely alone.

I’m not one for window shopping, which always made this part of
the job more of a burden to me. While waiting, | had very little
patience for anything. 1 walked slowly, searching for something to
take my mind off things, while time passed at its snail’s pace. I consid-
ered making a call to my dad in Nebraska. The time was right, since
there’s a one-hour time gap between Nebraska and New York. But
then I decided against it. Should something go wrong, there was no
point in implicating him in all this. I would call him once I knew I was
clean. I trusted Ephraim to do the right thing, and I'd do whatever—

My thoughts snapped abruptly. Across the street, a man in a long
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black coat caught my attention. He was standing by a street vendor
and busily dumping mustard onto a hot dog. I had seen him before,
entering the restaurant where [ sat with the PLO man and seating him-
self at the back.

He was clearly trying to avoid looking directly at me, a true mark
of an amateur. I moved closer to the wall, out of the pedestrian traffic,
and watched him. By my estimation, he should have started on that
hot dog already, unless he was loading it with mustard simply to buy
time at the stand. I remembered that he hadn’t been alone in the
restaurant: He was with another man. I began to scan the street
slowly, searching for his partner. The man with the long coat and the
hot dog had a Middle Eastern complexion. That could make him just
about anything from a New York cop of Italian descent to a Syrian
intelligence officer—or a Mossad man, for that matter.

I kept turning slowly, scanning the street, moving casually. I
noticed a man standing by the entrance to a bookstore, holding a
small bag in his hand. He stared at me through the reflection in the
store window. The man was less than ten feet from me. His presence
jolted me: I hadn’t expected to find him so close. It was the other man
from the restaurant. In a strange way, the unprofessionalism of his
positioning offended me—he wasn’t playing by the rules. I assumed
that they were either amateurs or members of a lesser organization,

I stepped into the bookstore, passing right by the man. I had to
find out who these guys were working for.

[ leafed through a book for several minutes, running options
through my mind. I had to forget most of the things I was trained to
do in situations like this, such as call for backup or set up a surveil-
lance locator exercise.! I was on my own. It all boiled down to not
having protection from the local authorities, or from anyone who felt
like taking a shot at me.

From the bookstore, I saw the man toss the hot dog into a trash
can as he rushed to cross the street. The one by the door moved
toward the intersection, waiting for his partner to arrive. They spoke
for several seconds, then the man in the long coat gestured at the
bookstore, The man with the bag pointed down the street and
shrugged his shoulders. The man in the long coat nodded and moved

1. Surveillance locator exercise: A preplanned activity that places members of a
security team along a predesignated route. Once an officer detects a tail, he calls
it in, and the team takes position. The officer then passes through the testing
area, and the tail is verified and identified.
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closer to the store door, while his partner headed in the direction he
had just indicated.

What do you know? The dummies actually think. Not good
enough, though. 1 felt like walking out and talking to the one in the
long coat, straightening him out, giving him a short lesson, and send-
ing him back to try it again. There was a part of me that would ger a
kick out of doing something like that. This, however, was neither the
time nor the place to do it; for all I knew, they were planning to snuff
me out, for whatever reason. It doesn’t take a genius to kill someone. I
had to concentrate and make my move, and I didn’t have all day. I was
just hoping the two were not some fancy decoy someone was setting
up for me to grab.

I knew for certain that they had been tailing me at least since |
entered the restaurant, and it was more than likely that they were on
to me from the time I left the PLO office building. Time was suddenly
moving very fast. I had only an hour before I had to make my call,
and by then I had to have some answers.

The plan came to me in a flash. [ walked out of the bookstore and
headed south for about ten minutes, occasionally stopping to look in a
window, just to make sure I didn’t lose my new friends. I walked at a
slow pace to make sure of that. Around Forty-seventh Street, [ made
a sharp turn and stepped into the first store I came to. It was a large
electronics discount store. I was now out of sight. If there were more
than the two of them, my constant movement in a single direction
would more or less put them to sleep, operationally speaking, and
string them along behind me. There was a slight chance that someone
would move ahead of me, but it was very slim. In fact, I didn’t really
believe there were more than the two I'd seen. Now 1 was ready for
the second stage.

I waited for the man with the bag to pass the store and stop, real-
izing he had lost me. He was looking in all directions until his coated
friend arrived. They stared into the electronics store but didn’t see me.
As I had anticipated, the man in the coat sent his friend to search for
me down the street while he started in the other direction. I had split
them up. One down and one to go.

I stepped out of the store. The one with the coat had his back to
me and the bag man had just entered a store in the other direction. I
walked briskly, passing the coated man at the crosswalk, heading west
on Fortieth Street. If he didn’t want to lose me, he would have to come
on alone, and he did.

I had only gone fishing once in my life, and that was with my dad
on a short visit I made to the States—and then it was my dad who
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caught the fish. But I could feel the pleasure now as the fish took the
bait and I slowly reeled him in. We walked in single file for another
five minutes. I wanted to put as much distance as possible between
him and his partner. We were almost at the Port Authority Bus Termi-
nal, not the best neighborhood in the world, with its endless array of
adult bookstores and peepshow parlors. The terrain was extremely
good for my purposes, though, and I prepared to do my second disap-
pearing act.

At the corner of Seventh Avenue and Forty-first Street, | made an
abrupt stop at the pedestrian crosswalk. I wanted to make sure the
coated man was still with me. It was lucky that I’d stepped to one side,
or my fish would have swum right into me. Speaking of operational
sleep, this man was absurd. He was an amateur if ever I saw one. But
he had determination.

Even the most backward agency in the Middle East had the privi-
lege of learning basic surveillance techniques from either the French,
the Soviets, or the Americans—not to speak of the ones we had
trained in our time. This guy was private,” and he must have gotten
his training from TV movies or cheap paperbacks.

I wasn’t happy about having to deal with amateurs; they’re so
unpredictable. I would have preferred to encounter professionals any
day—at least it’s not personal with them. You feel much better if you
know that whoever you’re confronting is after something, and once he
gets what he came for, he’s off your case. Should your termination be
what he’s after, at least it will be done quickly and neatly.

The little green man appeared in the traffic light and I crossed the
street, my tail close behind. I made a fast left into the first street after
the light, and then a right. I stood at the entrance to a large adult book
and video store. I waited for my tail to show up on the corner, and
once I was sure he had noticed me, I entered the store.

I knew he would stand outside for some minutes before entering,
since at this point he had time to think, and he knew he was alone.
This was a one-on-one now.

In a glass showcase that doubled as a counter, I saw a large array
of kinky sex paraphernalia, from strange-looking male organs to
spiked condoms. In the corner of the showcase was a pair of silver
handcuffs. I bought a handful of movie tokens and the cuffs from the
clerk, who handed me my change and was happy to return to his dirty
magazine. Who said shoemakers go barefoot, I thought, smiling to

2. Private: Not part of a professional intelligence agency or trained by one.
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mvself. I walked to the back, where the red neon sign read “Movies,”
an’d turned down a long dim hall lined on both sides with a row of
small booths that looked much like the stalls in a public washroom.
Each booth had a number on it and a small framed picture by the
door depicting a scene from the explicit sex movie showing inside.

I walked in such a way that my tail would think that I knew my
way around and therefore might use a back door to slip away, or
ma'ybe meet someone inside. He had to come in after me. The fact that
[ didn’t know the place and was not meeting anyone there didn’t
change a thing.

I entered the booth at the end of the hall and latched the door
behind me. I put a token in the slot and pressed the start button. The
booth was not much bigger than a toilet stall and had a small three-
legged chair tucked against the corner, The walls were painted black,
and opposite the door, about four feet from the ground, was a televi-
sion screen almost flush with the wall. There were no controls on the
set, and as it turned out, the sound was not adjustable. The show
started while my thumb was still on the start button. It began with a
threesome involved in an elaborate act of lovemaking. The male was
extremely well-endowed and seemed to impress the two women in the
movie very much—their moaning was quite loud. I looked around the
small cubicle, searching for a crack of some sort through which I
could look out and see what my friend was up to. The plywood wall
had a small cavity in it where a nail had fallen out at the joint.

I stood on the stool and peered out—just in time too. I saw the
man in the long coat look around; after going all the way to the back
and realizing there was no door, he tried the door of the cubicle just
across from me. Finding it occupied, he tried my door, and then settled
for the one just ahead of me across the hall.

He entered, and I could see that he had left the door slightly open
and was watching the dim hall. T had to admit it wasn’t a bad move at
all, for an amateur.

1 waited for several minutes, letting him get comfortable. Then !
opened my door and walked out, staying in his blind spot. I closed the
door behind me, clutching the small batch of tokens in my fist. I was
alone in the hall, but I had to move fast—someone could pop into the
hall or out of a booth at any moment. T took a deep breath and
stepped across the hall, grabbed the knob of his door, and pulled it
open hard. I could feel him lose his grip and his balance too. It seemed
that he had been crouched by the door, staring at the hall ahead, com-
pletely taken by surprise.

There was no gentle way to do this; I had no gun or other weapon
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with which to impress on him the seriousness of the situation. |
walked right over him into the cubicle, closing the door behind me. I
hammered my coin-filled fist on the top of his head before he had a
chance to utter a single syllable. My quick action had the expected
stunning effect on him; he was on his knees in shock, facing the dark
screen,

I latched the door, grabbed his hand, and rwisted it high behind
his back, pinning his face hard against the screen and placing my knee
on his shouider. I was now in total control.

I dropped a token into the small slot under the screen and pressed
the illuminated red button with my thumb. The movie started instantly,
but I could hardly see what was taking place on the screen, as my
friend’s face was smeared over most of it. He was motionless—not that
he could have done much even if he’d wanted to, but it was very clear
to me that he didn’t want to. Things were happening far too fast for
him even to think. I leaned forward closer to his ear so that he could
hear me above the moaning of the big-breasted woman on the screen,
who was being rocked back and forth by someone I couldn’t see.

“What’s your name?”

The man was silent. I could see he was closing his eyes tight in
expectation of a blow.

“You can close your eyes, asshole, but your ears are open. I'll ask
you one last time. What's your name?”

“Marvin.” His voice trembled.

“Who do you work for, Marvin?”

“Nobody, I don’t work for nobody.”

“Why are you following me, Marvin?” My voice was steady, low,
almost friendly.

He tried to turn his head and look at me, so I pushed his hand up
as high as it would go without breaking, and he let out a sigh of pain.
“Were you with the guy from the PLO?” he said.

“Who are you working for, Marvin?”

“I told you, nobody. I'm a detective. I'm on a case.”

“What case?”

“I can’t tell you. That’s privileged information. Let go of my
hands. I have rights, you know.”

I realized that the man thought he’d been caught by a policeman. I
pulled out the cuffs I'd purchased and cuffed the hand I was holding
behind his back. Now I held the empry cuff in the same hand with
which I grabbed his hair, so that when he pulled his hand down he

was pulling on his hair. With my free hand, T took out a Bic pen from
my coat pocket.

1
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“Would you like my autograph, Marvin?”

“What?”

“Do you want my autograph?”

“What would 1 do with your autograph?” His body was starting
to move as he attempted to get up, so I pressed my knee harder on his
shoulder. Now I could see the big black man who was rocking the
woman on the small screen, her moans getting louder. Someone tried
to open the door. 1 applied a little more pressure to the hand. 1 didn’t
want him to start screaming,.

“You're breaking my hand, man, you’re breaking my hand. Please
let go of my hand.”

“This is a pen, Marvin.” I spoke again in my monotonous voice as
I placed the nib on his cheek. The big-breasted woman was starting to
move faster. “I will now place this pen in your ear, and then 1 will
push it in slowly until such time as [ autograph your brain. Think
about it, Marvin.”

“What are you talking about?” Panic was getting into his voice as
he felt the tip of the pen in his ear. I knew that at this point he was
sure he was dealing with a psycho who would derive pleasure from his
pain. “Whaddaya want? Whaddaya want from me?”

“You followed me, Marvin, and I really don’t like that. I want to
know why, and who sent you.” I pushed slightly on the pen, holding
tight on to his hand. The little room was getting hot, and the heat was
making me nervous. [ wanted an answer, although I already had an
idea of what I was dealing with.

“I told you.” His voice was whiny. I could see a tear, shining in the
blue light of the TV, rolling down his face. The woman was reaching
her orgasm, the black man just kept on going, and it was hard to
make out what Marvin was saying.

“I told you. I am a detective.”

“And [ want to know who vou are working for, Hercule Poirot?” 1
pushed the pen deeper: a few more millimeters and it would start to
cause damage.

“Let go of me. You can’t do this.”

I moved the pen, and he pushed hard against the screen as he tried
to get away from it. The little red light started to flicker, reading “Add
token,” so I did. The show must go on. “I will be very clear with you,
Marvin. If you don’t start talking to me, I will rake this pen our of
your other ear, and I'll still get my answers from your friend. In fact,
my friends are probably getting those answers right now.”

I could see he was thinking. His eyes were wide open, and he was
terrified. Any thought that his friend might save him was gone. He



80 / VICTOR OSTROVSKY

realized I knew more than he did. He was trying to analyze the situa-
tion—this was not what 1 wanted. 1 had to do something to move
things along faster. I left the pen sticking out of his ear, raised my
hand, and hammered him over the head again. This shocked him—it
was totally unexpected. Then, when he thought he would stare talking,
I hit him over the head yer again.

“I'm from the JDL, vou know? The Jewish Defense League. We’re
watching the offices of the Palestinian scum. We saw you come out
and we thought you worked for them or something so we wanted to
know . ..”

“Know what?”

“Who the fuck you were, we wanted to know who the fuck you
were. How were we to know you were a cop?”

“Who sent you?”

“The rabbi, he tells us what to do, Nobody cares what happens to
us, we have to take care of ourselves. Jews have to take care of them-
selves or the goyim will eliminate them. Are you Jewish?”

“No,” I answered.

“Well, you don’t know that the Palestinians have a plan to exter-
minate all Jews. And the American government is a party to the
scheme.”

“What the hell are you talking about? 1 think I hit you over the
head too hard.”

“We will not let that happen! You just wait and see! We will kill
them all first, we will.” The man was starting to lose it. I eased some
of the pressure on his hand. By keeping my knee hard on his shoulder
and pinning him down, I could put some distance berween us.

I stood up, took my knee off him, and pulled him up by his
twisted arm, the pen still in his ear. There was nothing in the room to
tie him to, and I couldn’t render him unconscious without risking
killing him. He was not a threat to me, so killing him would not be
even a consideration.

I let go of the pen again and undid his belt.

“What are you doing?”

“I'm undressing you, my boy.”

“What for?” There was fear in his voice. “Whart’ll you do to me?”

“Nothing, if you behave yourself. Now undo your pants and drop
them.”

His pants fell to the floor. After about five minutes of wrangling,
with my keeping his hand pressed behind his back, he was buck
naked. I put all his clothes inside his big coat and held the bundle
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under my arm. He was down on his knees, facing the screen, his hands
cuffed behind his back.

“I will leave you now,” I said, and put several tokens in the slot,
“You have about ten more minutes of entertainment, then you're on
vour own.”

“You can’t leave me like this. Please don’t take all my clothes.
Please.” He was begging. The place was extremely hot, yet he was
trembling. I was worried that he might start to defecate on the floor
and on my shoes, He smelled bad enough as it was.

“Well, it’s either that or kill you. You understand that I can’t just
let you walk out of here with me, so which would you prefer?”

There was no answer; he was now sabbing silently. I got out of the
cubicle and slammed the door behind me. I heard him drop to the
floor, moaning—or was it the woman with the big breasts? I wasn’t
sure. I felt pity for the guy; after all, this wasn’t the best neighborhood
in which to walk around naked. But I knew I couldn’t have done it to
anyone more deserving. I hated the JDL people or, as they were called
by many, the Judeo-Nazis (somehow the biggest paradox of our time).
I passed by the clerk at the counter and spoke to him without looking
in his direction. “There’s a man in number four who is bugging people
back there.” The clerk stared at the closed curtain leading to the hall.
From the door, [ said, “He’s naked and is asking to be punished or
something.”

He didn’t even stand up—he was not about to leave the cash regis-
ter for nothing. He picked up the phone and started to speak. No one
paid any attention to me as I blended into the lunchtime crowd now
moving through the streets like a human torrent. I dropped the bundle
of clothes into the hands of a street person huddled in a narrow alley
between two red-brick buildings. His glazed eyes didn’t realize what
had fallen into his lap until he slowly started to unfold it. As soon as
he felt the wallet, he moved faster, thrusting the whole thing into a
shopping cart and disappearing into the alley.

I hopped on a bus and was back at the Chrysler Center just in
time to make my call. It was afternoon in Israel; I got through without
a hitch, and Ephraim was almost instantly on the line. The sound of
his voice came as a relief—someone familiar. And the fact that he was
there to answer said it all. Only then did I realize how nervous I was
about the consequences of what we were doing, should we be caught
at such an early stage of the game.

“I guess you did what you had to?” He was inquisitive; there was
always the possibility in his mind that the reason he hadn’t been
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arrested was not that I wasn’t being tailed, but rather that I hadn’t
made the move [ was supposed to.

“Yes, 1 did. I went into the office and met the man that was work-
ing there, Then we went out for a coffee and I gave him the message.”

“What did he say?” Even though the phone line Ephraim was
talking on was secure and I was calling from a randomly picked pay
phone, we were still playing it safe.

“Well, he wasn’t surprised by what I had to say. He knew all that
and so does his boss, apparently.”

“Anything else he said?”

“Just that we should know that in his firm there are people that
want what we want, but the time to do business might be limited.
What he was hinting at was that the market has a say in the matter,
and that he might undergo a hostile takeover which would leave us to
deal with someone we might not like.”

“I see, I had expected as much. At least he knows there are those
in our firm that want to do business t0o.” I could hear him smiling; he
was clearly as relieved as I was. “Did you run into any problems?”

“Well, I had a visitor, and it turned out to be a member of this
radical group here.”

“From our people?”

“You could ¢all them that. They were Meir’s people.” I was refer-
ring to their leader, the so-called rabbi Meir Kahane.

“You’re kidding me.”

“No, I'm not. I got rid of them, it’s okay. Did any of our people
see anything?”

“Apparently not. I found out we don’t have the place watched at
all, and if someone else does, they’re not reporting to us. It’s regarded
as a political location, nothing we really care about.”

“I guess that’s why those loonies from the JDL are watching.”

“QOkay, so much for the first step. Now get out of sight, just get
lost,” Ephraim said slowly, over the phone. “Do you know what I'm
talking about?”

“Yes.”

“Will you be going to visit someone now?”

“Yes. I'll call him later today and fly there tomorrow. When will I
hear or see you?”

“Have patience; it won’t be long. I'll call you there. Just remember
what I told you; stay there until I say you can leave. Is that clear?”

“Yes, but give me an estimated time,” I pressed. “When I come to
visit, | need to know a timeframe, something.”

“I can’t tell you.”
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“What? Days, weeks, what?”

“Shouldn’t be more than a couple of weeks.”

“That’s a hell of a long time.”

“We have a hell of a big job. I'll call you there.”

“How about I call you to check how we’re doing?”

Ephraim knew the importance of a live link for someone out in the
cold; the fact that you had a place to call and didn’t have to sit and
wait made all the difference. “Call and leave a message if I'm not here,
the message we agreed on.”

“] will.” The line went dead. 1 was alone again in New York. It
was night in Israel. I headed back to the motel. I could feel the numb-
ness the afternoon’s activity had given me starting to dissipate.
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called my father from the motel. He was happy to hear from me and

surprised to learn I was in New York. He offered to pay for my

ticket so that I could come out and visit with him {my dad always
offers to pay for everything, and quite often does). But 1 said I could
handle it and that I planned on arriving in Omaha the following day.

[ was not exactly enthusiastic about this visit. Not really knowing
where my life was parked at that moment and not being able to tell
my father how long [ actually planned to stay put me in an odd situa-
tion. I told him that I was actually between assignments and was wait-
ing for a call from a friend who was also my boss. As an ex-officer in
the Royal Canadian Air Force and then in the Israeli air force, he
knew not to ask too many questions,

Once my friend called, 1 explained, T would know where I was
supposed to go. I told him and his wife, Gigi, that my friend would be
arriving in Washington shortly, and if there was any problem about
my staying with them, I could wait for my man in Washington. I
found myself apologizing almost constantly, even though there was no
need to.

I had never really spent much time with my dad before. My par-
ents had separated when I was about five, and my mother had taken
me with her to Israel. It wasn’t so much that she wanted to raise me,
but rather she didn’t want my father to do so. In fact, my maternal
grandparents were saddled with that job, which was made all the
harder by my mother’s attitude. In that household, she behaved more
like my sister than my mother, constantly competing with me for the
affection of her parents. Even though I was only a small child at the
time, she made me feel as though she were the younger sibling.

[t was my grandparents who ingrained in me the love for Israel
and the Zionist movement. I also received a heavy dose of Judaism for

10 -

.

THE OTHER SIDE OF DECEPTION / 83

which I'm grateful to this day, although they were not what would be
considered Orthodox Jews.

At the same time, fearing that if my father had any direct contact
with me he would want to take me to the United States, they made
sure that such a connection did not exist. All communication with him
was severed until I reached the age of seventeen and found a letter
from my father addressed to me, hidden in a drawer, along with a
monthly child support check. Up until that point, I had been led to
helieve that he didn’t want to have anything to do with me. It is hard
today to quantify the pain that belief caused me through the years.
Nor can I express the anger [ felt when ! discovered that this was not
the case, and that all those years had been wasted.

Years later, | would learn that such a letter had arrived monthly
for years and that my father, having seen that the check was cashed
without any reply, was sure | wanted nothing to do with him. He
never imagined I was not made aware of his letters.

Shortly after finding that letter, 1 phoned him, and later [ visited
him just before joining the army. Since then, we had met several times
for short periods, but somehow we were never able to bridge the gap
that time had put between us.

On this visit, [ didn’t feel much different. T could feel his frustra-
tion at not being able to get through to me. Nor could I get through to
him. We seemed like two opposing magnets trying hard to lock. I
couldn’t sit him down and run the truth by him, much as I wanred to
and probably should have.

The quiet, harmonious life my dad was living, in an affluent neigh-
borhood in Omaha, with all the trappings of a success story and the
serenity of living the American dream, only intensified my feelings ot
frustration at being ripped away from Bella and the kids to dangle on
a thin string over a bottomless pit.

Tuesoav, ArnL 8, 1986, Ovaun

I made a call to Ephraim from the pay phone at the mall. I'd been
in town for almost a week and hadn’t heard from him vet. I'd held
back as long as I could, but it was starting to get to be too much.

“Im glad you called,” he said. “I have something I want you to
do.”

“Why didn’t you call me, then?”

“I was about to. I want you to make a call to a man in New
York.”

“Do I know him?”
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“I don’t think so. His name is Avraham Bar-Am. He’s a reserve
brigadier general.”

“Another one of your friends?”

“Not at all. The SOB is trying to sell arms to the Iranians. He sub-
mitted the names of his contacts to us and is waiting to hear if they’re
approved. He actually brought one of them here for a visit a while
back.”

“So what do you want from me?”

“I want you to call him in New York and tell him that it’s all been
approved. He might record the call, so be brief.”

“What do you mean, it’s all approved? If it is, why don’t you peo-
ple call the shmuck?”

This didn’t feel right. It seemed more as if I was doing the
Mossad’s work for them than going out to get the bastards. | had a
strong feeling that Ephraim was using me for other things, as if to say,
Since you’re already there . . .

But he was my link to “the life.” He was also restoring a purpose
to the long years I'd given to the Mossad. What's more, he was
enabling me to fulfill my desire for revenge. I never learned to like
Ephraim or to regard him as a friend, but I always knew that T was
using him just as much as he was using me.

“I can’t call him,” Ephraim replied. “The man knows me; it’s a
setup. The Office started this situation. I was the one who made the
contact for him. What I learned today was that the contact was turned
by the FBI and is now an informer. He used to work for the CIA
before.”

“So why don’t you warn your man, this Avraham guy?”

“I would, but that wouldn’t serve our purpose.”

“Why not?”

“I want him to get caught. It’s going to be a blow to the Office. If
they try to help him, they will look dirty in the eyes of the Americans,
and if they let him hang out to dry, I have no doubt he will sing and
implicate them. And since it’s my call, I'm going to let him hang.”

“I see. So that is what I’'m to expect from you too, when the time
is right?”

“Don’t be ridiculous. This is a different matter; the man is in it for
the money, and he deserves what he gets.”

“Okay,” 1 said.

There was a short silence on the line. Then Ephraim’s voice
sounded like a snake on sand. “Call him and tell him that you're a
friend and that the connection is cleared. He’s to go ahead as
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planned.” He gave me the number to call and the rest of the informa-
tion that I might need. “And I'll call you soon,” he said.

I just hung up. I stood there thinking for several seconds about
what I was going to do. Then I picked up the receiver and made the
call.

The phone rang several times before it was answered. A woman’s
voice came on the line. “Yes?”

“Can I speak to Avraham?”

“Who wants him?”

“A friend of his.”

“Do you have a name?”

“No, just a friend with an answer.”

She didn’t say a thing. After several seconds, there was a click on
the line. “Hello?”

“Avraham?”

“Yes, who is this?”

“A friend with a message.”

“Who is this?”

| started to speak Hebrew. “I have a message for you from vour
friends. They say that the contacts you have submitred check our and
that it’s a go.”

“Are you sure?”

“Pm only a messenger. It’s not my father’s company. Take it or
leave it.”

“Thanks.”

I hung up. I was sweating. I knew he was walking into a trap. I
had an urge to call back and shout at him that it was all a hoax. I
didn’t.

I drove back to the house and went to my room. It wasn'’t really
my room; it belonged to my half brother, Mike, but he wasn’t living
there at the time. The housekeeper had the day off, and both my
father and Gigi were out. 1 sat there staring at the silent pictures on
the television screen.

On April 23, 1986, twelve men were busted by the FBI in a sting
operation for attempting to sell arms to Iran. The story was all but
lost in the big bang that followed the Americans’ bombing of Libya
and the nuclear accident in Chernobyl that same month. I heard that
General Bar-Am pleaded not guilty and presented the documentation
that had supposedly authorized him, in the name of the Israeli military
industry, to deal on their behalf. The official Israeli response was that
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the man was a liar and that the documents he presented were issued
indiscriminately to anyone who wanted to deal in arms. They added
that such a document did not grant him the authority to finalize a
transaction, only to act as a sales representative. [n short, the man was
hung out to dry. But there was no shakeup in the Mossad, and the end
of the tunnel was nowhere in sight.

I do suspect, however, that this was part of a bigger plan that
Ephraim and his clique were part of. 1 knew that Ephraim’s channel to
power was Amiram Nir, adviser to the prime minister on terrorism,
While this dirty affair with Avraham was taking place, Nir was travel-
ing to Teheran with a Bible autographed by President Ronald Reagan,
without the knowledge of the Mossad or the CIA, in what later
became known as the Iran-Ccntra affair. Using the general as a patsy
to pacify American intelligence was ingenious; it took the focus away
from Amiram Nir’s secret dealings, and once he was out of CIA view,
there was no way for the Mossad to find out. Since the CIA was the
Mossad’s only contact in this escapade, having the CIA in the dark
meant the Mossad was out of the loop too.

The telephone talks 1 had with Bella were getting to be more and
more frustrating; she wanted to know when things were going to start
moving. [ could not fill her in on what was really going on, and so I
had to build up a cover story for her. I keprt telling her I was looking
for a job and had a plan that [ was about to present to a friend of my
father’s. The friend in question was the owner of a national travel
reservation company based in Omaha.

[ did in fact talk to this man. My plan was to offer a secured flight
package to passengers, since air piracy was affecting the industry. I
suggested we set up several teams that would rotate between various
major destinations and would escort and secure specific travel routes.
For instance, there would be a chartered flight every day or every sec-
ond day leaving New York for London or Paris and one returning. We
would not establish an airline as such, but only the security package. 1
would train the teams, and we would work out 2 schedule. T had no
doubt that during these times of fear and uncertainty the flights would
be full even if we charged a slightly higher fee. We could then turn to
the major airlines and offer them a similar service on a per-flight basis.

It sounded great, but 1 had a distinct feeling my father’s friend was
going along more to appease my father than anything else. I sensed
that nothing would come of this, but it served my purpose as a cover
for Bella.

There was one thing [ had not considered, although I should have.
I'd always expected that Bella would not pass on any information
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about us, simply because she was a very private person who believed
that the less anyone else knows about you, the better off you are. She
regarded our little family as the center of the universe, and it was
almost impossible to get anything out of her unless she wanted to say
it, and that was very seldom indeed. I should have remembered that
she too was running through a very dark and scary tunnel, probably
darker and more frightening than mine. I at least had the benefit of
knowing what this was all about, or so I thought. She was discon-
nected from me and vet could read me like an open book. She knew
something was not exactly as I was telling it and that there was more
to it than [ was letting on.

One day, she called me in Omaha. Gigi, my father’s wife,
answered the call. Having always gotten along, they struck up a con-
versation in which Bella, thinking that everybody in Omaha knew [
was out of whatever I'd been doing before and that I really was look-
ing for a job there, made a statement to that effect, asking if Gigi
knew how things were going. 1 had never told Bella not to ask thar,
nor did 1 tell her that it was not common knowledge that I was look-
ing for work. It turned out that the two women surprised each other.

I had been to the shopping center, where 1 had called Ephraim
from a pay phone to let him know I was fed up, and if he wasn’t
about to get moving, [ was.

I didn’t reach Ephraim, but there was a message for me to meet
him in two days in Washington. He would be waiting for me in a hotel
somewhat out of the way: the Holiday Inn in Silver Spring, Maryland.

Back at the house, I received a call from Bella. She was both
wrathful and concerned; she told me about her conversation with Gigi
and warned me that my secret had been revealed. She demanded an
explanation and started to cry on the phone; the faint hope I had built
up in her regarding our future was dashed again. I tried to explain,
and at the same time, I was thinking about what to do. I knew that
when 1 faced Gigi, she would not be the pleasant, gracious hostess I'd
enceuntered before. My dad would probably be incensed at my having
lied to him. He had assumed, and I hadn’t corrected him, that I was
still working for whoever it was in Israel, and that I was waiting for a
call from a colleague who was coming to the States. This was not a sit-
uation I was looking forward to. As things were shaping up, [ could
do very little explaining. The only consolation I had was in that mes-
sage Ephraim had left me: Things were in fact starting to move.

[ pulled myself together. “I can’t tell you anything now,” 1 said.
“You will just have to take my word for it. Trust me just this one more
time, please.”
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“But how can I? What do you want me to do? If only I could sleep
unti! all this is over, whatever ‘this’ is.”

“Please trust me, everything will be fine. 'm leaving here tomor-
row and I will call you when I get where ’m going, okay?”

“I know this is the end,” she said, her voice as sad as a human
voice could be over a wire stretching thousands of miles. “I will never
see you again, will 27

“Don’t talk like that. What are you talking about?” Deep down, I
had the feeling she might just be right; there was a strong possibility
that whatever Ephraim was getting me into had no way out. I knew of
a few men who had crossed the Mossad and were now sealed away in
unidentified prison cells in high-security facilities—living corpses with
no names. And there were others, more fortunate, who had perished
in a hail of gunfire or been torn apart by a hidden bomb. Would Bella
ever know what it was that killed me, or would they leave her to won-
der, to think that T had chosen to vanish and was living somewhere?

That thought was too hard to handle. I could feel the tears run-
ning down my cheeks as I tried to control my voice. “That is not true.
We will see each other sconer than you can imagine.” T wanted it so
badly, it must have come through in my voice, because when she
answered me, she sounded somewhart relieved.

“So what are you going to do about what they know now?”

“There’s not much I can do. I'll just have to face the music and
make as fast an exit from this place as I can.”

My dad came in as I hung up. We had a brief exchange of words; [
could see in his face that he didn’t exactly know how to handle this.
On the one hand, there was the lie he couldn’t understand, and on the
other, there was the fact that [ had made him look bad in front of his
wife,

It was clear to both of us that the sooner I left, the better for all
concerned. He took me to the airport just as soon as I could get my
things together. He put a thousand dollars in my hand and, trying to
keep his voice from cracking, told me that no matter what, he was my
father and he loved me. I told him I loved him too and left him sitting
in his car as I entered the terminal.

I was hoping he’d come after me and try, in whatever way he
could, to drag out of me whart the hell was going on, and say he could
help or get me out of it or something. But he didn’t; I was a mystery to
him, a memory of a relationship that had gone sour many years ago.

Sunoav, ReaL 20, 1986, Waskierow, [.C.

t was raining in Washington when I landed. I was a lonely stranger in
an unfamiliar place, feeding on my own silence.

I took a cab from the airport to the Holiday Inn in Silver Spring.
Being registered in the hotel under my real name during an operation
made me feel naked. I was there to do strange things, and would have
felt much more comfortable had I gone under an alias from which I
could walk away if things got hairy.

My cover story in the hotel was that | was looking for a site on
which to build a restaurant. I represented a group of investors who
were into building specialty gourmet restaurants, getting them to run
and become profitable, and then selling them off at a large profir. 1
said I would probably stay in the hotel for several days, if not weeks.
Not knowing what exactly was going to be my assignment, I decided
to remain in my room except for meals, for which I came down to the
dining room on the main floor.

1 called Bella and gave her the number of the hote!; if someone
was listening, they would not suspect a thing. It was not unusual for
someone with my background and knowledge to be in Washington in
search of work in the field of security. After all, how many people
around could provide the level of protection I could for executives and
other high-profile personalities?

There was a relief in being alone, almost as strong as the feeling of
safety I'd had at my dad’s house. I didn’t have to keep up appearances.
I could smoke as much as [ wanted and drink myself to sleep, which I

did.
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Mowgay, Reas 21, 09:00

The phone rang. Ephraim was on the line. “So I see you arrived
early,” he said, not bothering with any niceties.

“Yes. When did you get here?”

“I just came in from the airport. Did you have company?”

“No, I'm fine. How about you?”

“I'm fine too. Why don’t we have breakfast? I'm starving.”

“Sure, give me ten minutes or so. I'll meet you in the dining
room.”

He hung up. I jumped out of bed. At last things were starting to
move. The sooner I did what had to be done, the sooner it would be
over and [ could get on with my life, whatever was left of it. I wasn’t
expecting to be out of the game just yet, but I wanted a secure base
from which to operate, with my family by my side.

I made my way directly to Ephraim’s table, which was across the
dining room in a corner, just by the door leading to the hotel bar.

He greeted me with a big smile. He was alone with a cup of coffee.
As [ sat down, the waiter arrived with our breakfast.

“] took the liberty of ordering for you. I didn’t want to wait; we’ve
got things to do.”

I stared at my plate with the bacon and eggs over easy and raised
my hand. “No problem. I see you ordered exactly what I wanted any-
way.” I found the place a bir dark for breakfast, but the aroma of
fresh coffee and country bacon brought on an appetite I didn’t think I
had.

“$0, what are we going to do?”

“After breakfast, we’ll go to my room and talk.”

I nodded and dug into my food.

We took a couple of large Styrofoam cups of coffee with us so that
we wouldn’t have to call room service. His room was on the sixth
floor. In the corner, I saw a small carrying bag. “Where is your lug-
gage?” I asked, curious, since | knew Ephraim was a dresser, and there
was no way he could get more than one day’s worth of clothing into
that lictle bag.

“There.” He pointed at the bag. “I'm not going to stay long. 'm
here to instruct you, and then once you're on your way, I'm out of
here.”

“Pll have no backup?”

“You have me, and the training you got. What more do you
need?”

“How do I have you if you're back in Israel?”
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“P’ll get to that. Once you understand what your first assignment
is you'll—”

“Whoa, whoa,” I interrupted. “First assignment? Did you say tirst
assignment?”

“Yes, what did vou think it was going to be: Bang, and it’s over?”

“Don’t give me the lecture, okay? I need to know a timetable.” 1
knew I could walk away anytime [ wanted, but Ephraim was betting
that [ wouldn’t, that with the drive | had to get this done I couldn’t,
and he was right. I was like a junkie promising himself this was the
fast fix.

“What difference would that make? You have a job to do, it will
all be over when the job is done, and that will be whenever it will be.
You weren’t promised a rose garden when you joined.”

“I know, and I'm not asking for one now. When I joined the
Office, they put Bella through a grueling security check, and they gave
her a clearance just as high as mine. We were always told that the wife
was part of the team and that there were no secrets from her.” As [
spoke, Ephraim was nodding at me over his glasses. “Now you say
that I can’t even tell her I'm still working for the Mossad.” 1 paused.
“Am I still working for the Mossad?”

“No, you're not working for the Office, you're working for me.
And about Bella: You’re one hundred percent right. But the rules have
changed; this is a different ball game.” He leaned back and pushed his
glasses into place. “Does Bella know about Dina or Rachel or all the
others? Does my wife know everything I do? No, they don’t. Do they
know the risks we take out in the field?> Do you come home from a job
and tell Bella, ‘You know, I was almost killed last night in Austria,” or
“There is a good chance they will get me on my next trip to Spain?’
No, you don’t. When you’re called out on patrol in the military and
you’re given an assignment from which vou might not come back, do
you call your wife and tell her about it? We make decisions every day
that affect their lives, and we do not consult them. We say to our-
selves, ‘If something happens to us, they will understand we had to do
it.” That’s the way it works. Now can we put this aside and get down
to business?”

“I need a timetable,” I insisted.

“Three weeks and you’re on your way,” he finally snapped, clearly
not pleased at having to tell me that.

“On my way where?”

“What difference does that make? You will be with your wife and
children, I promise you that.”

I felt a wave of optimism taking over, rejuvenating me. You never
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realize how bad things are in your mind until a moment like this.

“Okay, I can live with that.” I now wanted to put a lid on my
high. “So what is it we're getting into this time?” I could feel myself
grinning.

“You'll volunteer to work for a foreign country.”

“Work?”

“Intelligence. You will volunteer as an ex-Mossad officer. You’ll
offer to work for them, tell them how we do things, structure person-
nel, and so on.”

“You mean sell out, become a traitor.” 1 found saying the word
hard.

“Yes, that’s exactly what you’ll do.”

“Who for?” I raised my hand as if to say, Let me guess. He didn’t
say a word. “Okay, who could it be? The NSC? No, they wouldn’t
deal with me. CIA? I don’t think so. Must be FBI; for sure it’s the FBI.
I could be valuable to them regarding the Al department.”

“No. You're going to have a chat with the KGB.” He got up and
faced the large window. The glass was wet; it hadn’t stopped raining
for the last twenty-four hours.

I was stunned. It hit me like a ton of bricks. “No, really?” I said,
trying to keep my composure. I was barely able to talk.

Ephraim stayed by the window, only turning his head slightly. I
could see his profile; he wasn’t smiling. “I told you. The KGB, the
Soviets. What’s so hard to understand?”

“I don’t get it, that’s what. Why would I want to do that? | mean,
what makes you think they would buy me?”

“If you do it right, they will. Think about it. How could they turn
you down: Fresh out of the Mossad, you’re an asset. With all the Arab
partners they have, they will swallow you like gravy.”

“What if they want me to go to Moscow or something? They
might just work like we do.”

“So you go. Just remember you are doing it for the money, always
think about that or they’ll suspect you. You will use your real name
and your real story to back yourself up.”

“What if they just pump me for information and then throw me
out? I mean, what will we have gained then? Think about it. I have no
access to information anymore. What good will I be to them?”

“Well, you tell them you are still working.”

“What are you saying? You want me to tell them about you?”

“No, of course not. Tell them your story, but instead of saying you
were canned, tell them you’re on probation, just so they think you still
have a way back. Then they’ll try to recruit you.”
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“Ephraim, listen to me.” I wanted to do the job if it would cripple
the Mossad, an organization that as it stood was a danger to the state
of Israel as a democratic entity. But, on the other hand, I was not
going to walk blindly into anything anymore. If I was to be killed or
locked up forever, it would be because of something I agreed to do. “I
need to know what it is I'm doing.” I knew he was listening. “You
must trust me, Ephraim. My life is in your hands, and you say yours is
in mine, so let me in on the secret.”

He thought about this. I got up and headed for the washroom. I
had to get rid of the coffee that was filling my bladder. When I came
back, Ephraim was opening a new pack of cigarettes. We lit up.

“Okay,” he said finally, placing the smoldering match in the over-
flowing ashtray, “Okay. We’ll do it your way.”

“Thank you.” I was watching his expression as he spoke. It was
very possible he had anticipated that I would react this way and had a
story ready that would make me feel good. If that was the case, there
was little I could do about it, but at least he would have to make up a
good story; that elevated me in my own eyes from a robot to a human
being, although how vulnerable remained to be seen.

“To be honest with you,” he began—I was never happy when peo-
ple said that, but I reserved judgment—*“this job is not as hard as you
might think. The only obstacle is the FBI observation station overlook-
ing the Soviet embassy. They will photograph you and then send the
photo to reference. They will try to match your picture to their files,
and if there is no match they’ll file it away electronically.” He
shrugged. “That’s no big deal. If it were an Arab embassy, they might
send the photos to us; I mean the people we have there would do that,
nothing official of course.”

“So there won’t be a need for a disguise or anything?”

“No, no, you can just go in. Don't forget, the Soviets are looking
t0o, so don’t take your time casing the place; once you get there, just
go in.”

“Well, I'd probably do that anyway.”

“Good. Now to answer the question of why. I know from a friend
I have in the FBI that they’ve found information they gave us in the
hands of the Soviets. My friend was sure the Americans gave that
information only to us. We were the only possible source for the Sovi-
ets.”

“A mole in the Mossad?” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing; [
never believed that could be possible.

“Well, that’s what it locks like. And if we could flush him out, the
scandal would force the top brass of the Mossad to resign.”
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“QOkay, but how will my volunteering to work for the KGB help
with this? All we’ll be doing is giving them more information. You
don’t expect them to tell me that they have a mole and who he is.”

“If you come to them with a good story, and play your part well,
they’ll want to verify whether you're out of the Mossad or just on pro-
bation like you said.” Ephraim was starting to get excited; I hadn’t
seen him like this before. He was turning red in the face. “You see, if
they think you're still in the Mossad, then you’re a very valuable
asset.”

“But you said they have someone in the system.”

“So what’s wrong with having two? That way they can spread the
risk. We don’t know how many they have. We’re only assuming they
have one. And, to be honest with you, I doubt very much that who
they have is a case officer; 1 would think he is some clerk or something
like that.” He paused and stubbed his cigarette into the ashtray. “A
live case officer: If they can verify that, it will be the catch of the year
for them.”

“How will they verify?”

“They’ll go ask their mole.” He was pleased with himself. 1 could
almost hear him purring like a big cat. It suddenly all came together.

“So I’'m the bait?”

He nodded. “Does that bother you? I thought you wanted to
know.”

“What did you expect me to say? That I'm thrilled?”

“So what will it be?”

“I'll do it. What else is there to do?” I leaned over in his direction
and said in a low voice, “Just one thing. If you’re not telling me the
truth, Ephraim, and you're playing some game with me, you better
think about it some more and maybe even consider taking me out.
Because if you’re not one-hundred-percent above-board with me, I
swear to you | will kill you, if [ have to dig my way back to Israel with
my bare hands.”

There was a soft smile on his face, as if a window had momentar-
ily opened onto the man behind the facade. I had a feeling that this
was the side of him his family and friends knew. “I would never do
anything to hurt you. I know what ’'m asking for is hard, and I can
only imagine what you’re going through. But this is not a game, and
I’m not pulling anything. This is the real thing, and we’re losing
ground by the minute. I don’t want to start waving the banner, but
there is a far bigger rthing at stake here than just you and me. If we
lose, everything is lost, and if we win, we might not get to eat the
fruits of victory; you know that.”
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“I figured as much.” I wasn’t sure how to feel. On the one hand,
he had gone a long way toward winning me over with that outburst.
On the other, [ was fearful of being a patsy. I knew I could put on just
as good an act as he could, at a moment’s notice. Still, I chose to buy
in. I was smiling. [ could feel the fog clearing out of my head. Now I
knew what the game was and therefore I could play it. A clear direc-
tive was always easier to execute than some vague instruction that you
had to work out yourself.




make contact with the resident KGB. We knew, in general, what

takes place when someone comes to volunteer in an embassy. After
all, it’s a daily occurrence in just about every Israeli embassy in the
world. We had to assume that it wasn’t much different with the Sovi-
ets.

“I'll wing it,” I said. “What the hell can happen? The worst-case
scenario is that they’ll keep me there and try and ship me to Russia in
a box or something.”

We both laughed; this method had been used by the Mossad to
smuggle people back to Israel several times.

“When do you want me to go in?”

“I have to get back to Israel before you make your move. I do
have someone in archives who will report to me before he answers any
request for files or anything, but still I'd feel better if 1 was there.”

“Why? If you're covered, wouldn’t it be better if you stayed here
in case something went wrong?”

“What if the inquiry comes in from an unexpected direction?
What if our mole is a case officer after all? Besides, the reason for my
visit here is almost over.” He smiled at me. “I'm here to ensure we get
the bid for the Mazlat with the American navy. I’'m here to make sure
that the right man gets the money and the other one is scared enough
to do what he has to.” This was a reference to an operation run by the
Mossad from Israel, using a crooked Israeli air force officer who was
connected to someone in the office of the American naval secretary.

Ephraim lit another cigarette; the room was hazy with smoke.

I nodded. I knew about the Mazlat deal, and [ knew we were gert-
ting some help from the inside. I would have preferred to have
Ephraim stay. But I could manage without him.

The game plan was simple. I would go to the Soviet embassy and
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“So when will you be leaving?”

“T’ll leave right after I buy you a meal.”

“Where are we going?”

Ephraim picked up the receiver. Turning to me, he asked, “What
would you like?”

“Not bloody room service,” I whined.

“That’s all I have time for.”

“Fine,” I grumbled. “Get me a hamburger. Or, no, I'll have a club
sandwich.”

We were halfway through the meal when he looked at his watch.
“I have to run. I have a dinner appointment with a very greedy young
man,”

“I’ll make my move the day after tomorrow,” I said, “That should
give you ample time to get everything in order and stand ready.”

“Right. Now, you watch yourself. This is not some exercise in the
academy, you know.” I could sense a genuine concern in the man’s
voice.

“Don’t worry, just make sure things are tight on your end. One
more thing, what do I do for money? 'm running out very fast.”

“We’ll see about that.” He handed me an envelope. “Here’s some
money to tide you over, for the time being. We’ll figure something out
later. Let’s just get this one under our belt.”

I nodded and headed for the door, bringing my half-eaten club
sandwich with me. I stood there for a moment, wondering if there was
something 1 had forgotten. I couldn’t think of anything. I opened the
door and walked out. I was alone again.

There was very little for me to do in Washington. I didn’t know
anyone. This was the worst kind of operation imaginable. My cover
was my real identity; I had no elaborate expense account. All Ephraim
had handed me in the envelope was five hundred dollars, barely
enough to keep me in the hotel. I was starting to feel down again; the
whole thing was more of a partach! than anything else.

I was trying to act like a combatant in enemy territory, totally dis-
connected from his country and family. But I was worse off than any
combatant. A combatant’s job is clear and very well defined; he knows
for whom he is working and against whom he is fighting. Besides, he
has no financial problems, and his family matters are, as far as he
knows, in good hands. The fact that the people who are supposed to

1. Partach: Slang for screwup.
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take care of his family back in Israel will be busy trying to get his wife
into bed if she looks only slightly better than Godzilla is something
that can’t bother him because he’s not aware of it, and probably never
will be.

To kill time, I walked the streets of the city, somehow always end-
ing up in a large square where yuppies and homeless people sat
together on wooden benches, the yuppies trying to get some fresh air
as they munched their sandwiches, the homeless staring at them, hop-
ing they would not finish so that a meal could be picked out of the
garbage.

I had an urge to pass by the Soviet embassy, just to see where it
was and how I should approach it. But I knew that it would be expos-
ing myself to whoever was watching the place. It was better that [
come there on foot at the last minute and just walk straight in.

I took the subway to Silver Spring, heading back to the hotel, only
to find that I was far too restless to sit in the room and watch relevi-
sion. Tomorrow | was to make my move; I wanted it to be that time
already.

In the evening, the downtown city took on a different look. The
men were still wrapped in suits and ties, although most coilars were
worn slightly open. But the women had changed, going through a
total metamorphosis, unless, as was very possible, it was a whole dif-
ferent breed of woman out there. They were long and sexy and moved
more like cats than like any other animal, and the so-called watering
holes (better known as meat markets) were full.

I made stops at some of them and sat for a while in conversation.
But [ was too edgy to feel comfortable, and by eleven I realized it was
time to head back.

Weowestav, AraiL 23, 1986

I got up early, and by the time [ was dressed and into my third
cigarette, I was starting to get over my habitual hangover.

The sky was cloudy and there was a constant drizzle; the weather
couldn’t have been better if I'd ordered it myself. I was wearing casual
pants and a simple shirt with a yellow sweater. T was also wearing a
gray wind jacket with a fold-in hood. I would wear the hood when
entering the embassy; that way, no surveillance could actually see who
I was or photograph my face.

By eleven, I was in front of the embassy. The weather had started
to clear, but there was still reason enough for the hood. The iron gate
was open, and the surveillance cameras didn’t move in my direction. 1
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walked quickly up the marble stairs and entered the main door.

The place was virtuaily empty; there was no one but me and an
unimpressive blond woman behind the counter. She looked at me,
smiling. I walked straight up to her.

“Can I help you, sir?” she said with a heavy Russian accent. I
knew that the Soviets preferred to employ Soviet citizens in their
embassies whenever possible.

I was fairly sure that the waiting area was bugged by the Ameri-
cans since the access to it was so easy. “l would like to get some
hrochures on the Soviet Union,” I said.

“What sort of brochures?”

“Whatever you have.”

Her smile faded somewhat. “Just one moment, please.” She turned
and disappeared behind a small wall. I saw a notepad on the counter
and a pencil on a string. I took the pencil and scribbled the words “I
want to talk to security” on the notepad. When she came back, she
handed me a thin booklet that looked as though it came straight from
a printing house in the fifties. If this was a travel brochure, it wasn’t
very appetizing. I turned the small pad to face her. “Thank you, is this
all you have?” I said.

Her smile was not there when she raised her eyes and stared back
at me, “Why don’t you have a seat, sir. [ will see if there is anything
else T might have.”

“Thank you very much.” [ turned and headed for the wooden
bench under a poster of Lenin’s tomb at night. The woman disap-
peared behind the smail wall again. When she came back, several min-
utes later, she sat down in her chair, ignoring me. I couldn’t see what
she was doing behind the counter, but it took all her concentration,

[ had to wait patiently; at least she hadn’t asked me to leave. [ was
hoping that they hadn’t misinterpreted the note as a threat to their
security and called the police. Well, if they did I had a story ready for
them, albeit one I'd prefer not to use.

After about fifteen minutes, a well-dressed, solid-looking man
came in from a door behind the receptionist. He leaned and spoke to
the woman and then left. She stood up and, smiling again, signaled me
to come over.

I moved fairly fast and leaned on the counter. “Yes?”

“We need your passport for identification if you want more infor-
mation.”

Without hesitation, I pulled out my Israeli passport and handed it
over. “Here.”

“Thank you.” She got up. “Please have a seat.” She nodded in the
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direction of the bench I had just left. [ was tapping the side of the
bench this time, not as calm as before. The woman reappeared shortly,
and several minutes later, the man came out and beckoned me over.
When I reached the counter, he raised the flap and allowed me to
enter. Then he signaled me to follow him. Not a word was said.

We walked into a narrow hall and then climbed a flight of stairs.
The carpet was worn, and the banister was slightly loose. Our steps
echoed loudly on the squeaky floorboards—not at all what you would
expect in an embassy of a world power.

I was ushered into a small bright room with a large mirror on one
wall. I realized I wasn’t nervous; in fact, I was very calm and quite
cheerful. So far, I was doing well.

At last, my host smiled at me and pointed to a wooden chair on
the other side of a plain wood table facing the mirror. “Would you
please sit down, Mr, Ostrovsky.”

“Thank you.”

“So what brings vou here today? s there some threat to our secu-
rity?”

It was turning out to be almost identical to the routine we would
follow in our embassy. “No sir, no threat.”

“So, what then?”

“I want to work for vou people.”

The man slowly sat down and leaned back in his chair. His smile
was warm and friendly.

“And who exactly do you mean by ‘you people’?”

“KGB. I want to work for the KGB.”

“In what capacity?” The man was doing extremely well in keeping
a straight face. He must have been the first buffer, as they probably
got their fair share of intelligence nuts per day.

“Well, you will have to help me there. I can only tell you where
I'm from. Where I'm going, we’ll have to plan together.”

“I see that you're an Israeli, Mr. Ostrovsky.”

“I'm a member of the Mossad.” I paused. “Have you heard of the
Mossad?”

His smile turned into a grin. “I have indeed. How do | know
you're not just making this up? The world is full of, shall we say,
funny people.” The man’s English was excellent, but his accent was
heavy. I had to concentrate to get every word, since he was talking
fast.

This was the part that Ephraim and I had worked on, and I was
ready. “Well, there is not much in the way of documentation that I
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could show you, as you can well imagine. But I could probably prove
it to you by going into some details regarding methods of operation—
without of course revealing too much that [ might later want to be
paid for.” I smiled at him.,

“I understand.”

“Are you at a level where you can make any decisions, or should I
ralk directly at the mirror?” [ said, a slight irony in my voice. The man
smiled. There was an unspoken understanding between us, as if we
belonged to a strange cult that had bizarre rituals. And although we
might have been on different sides of the barricade, we were still
somehow related.

“No, it’s not up to me. But [ will get the information from you,
and then we will see.”

We talked for almost a full hour. He made little notes on a yellow
paper block. “I will be back in a short while,” he said as he got up.
“Could I get you something to drink or eat, maybe?”

“Coffee, just some coffee, if that is not too much trouble.”

“Not ar all.” He nodded and walked toward the door.

“One more thing.”

“What?” He stopped and turned back.

“Please don’t mention my name on your communication to the
Motherland.”

“I don’t understand.”

“The Mossad broke vour embassy code a long time ago and is
updating itself every time you make a change. So if you don’t mind, I
would very much appreciate it if you didn’t use my name in your
broadcasts.”

“What you’re saying is impossible.” He raised his chin in defiance.

“Ben-Gurion, the first prime minister of Israel, once said, “The
most difficult we’ll do at once, the impossible might take a little
longer.””

“I'll see what I can do.” He seemed very unhappy when he left the
room.

Several minutes later, the receptionist walked in with a hot cup of
coffee on a silver tray with a creamer and a sugar bowl. I wasn’t sure
at first if 1 should drink the coffee, since it could be laced, but then I
realized that if they wanted to knock me out, there was very little I
could do about it in this place. All T had to worry about was the possi-
bility that the man I was talking to (or the one behind the mirror) was
working for the Mossad, or CIA, or the FRI, or all of the above. And
that he wouldr’t decide to defect minutes after [ left the building. But



104 / VICTOR OSTROVSKY

that was the risk one had to take in this business. 1 grimaced to myself
as [ wondered whether 1 was still in the business or on the outside
being used.

I stirred some drops of cream into the coftee and raised the cup in
a gesture roward the mirror. [ had no doubt that 1 made someone
behind it either smile or feel uncomfortable,

When my friend came back, he had a series of questions.

“Is the coffee okay?” he asked, playing the gracious host.

“Surprisingly so.”

“Why surprising?”

“I would expect the tea to be good, but the coffee I find a very
nice surprise.”

“Very well then,” He sat down. “This shouldn’t take too long.”

[ lit a cigarette and offered him one.

“Thank you.” He took the cigarette. “Americans never offer a
cigarette,”

“That’s because they all have plenty if they want them.”

He nodded, smiling. “Well, what my friends would like to know
is, are vou still in the employment of the Mossad or are you now on
your own?:”

“I'm on my own in the employment of the Mossad. What do you
mean, ‘friends’? Is this in front of some bloody committee or some-
thing>” [ was playing a part I knew well from contact with Mossad
agents, No one wants his name or the fact that he is involved in a situ-
ation like this made public, and a group of several people is regarded
as public.

“No, no. It’s as you say, a figure of speech. Just my boss and me.”
He looked at the mirror and said to me, “He says cheers to you too.”

“Qkay, so I'm on probation. The bloody assholes think they are
God. I made one small mistake and they shafted me. Let me tell you,
I'm going to show these bastards where the fish pisses from.”

“How long is your probation?”

“Six months. That way, I lose my rotation turn this year, so I'll have
to sit in headquarters for another three years before I'm rotated abroad.”

“So what are you doing in America?”

“Visiting my father and trying to get recruited by a foreign agency.”

This seemed ro amuse him. “What do you expect to make doing
this?”

“What are you people willing to pay?”

“That will depend on what you bring in. If, of course, we decide
to make a deal.”

“I’ll be very frank with you. Your reputation is not very good as a
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source of income, but it is said that you do take care of your own. I
mean, | wouldn’t want to work for somebody who would have noth-
ing to trade if things went wrong.”

“That is a very valid point.” He nodded at me and at the mirror. It
seemed that [ was giving all the right answers. The conversation went
on for almost a whole hour, during which time I learned the real rea-
son that the Americans would not offer the man cigarettes. He almost
tinished mine without once offering me any of his, which were in his
shirt pocket and in plain view. He was one of the types we in the army
used ro call the Yours Filter smokers.

“Okay, my friend,” he said, “one last thing. We know that your
company puts everyone in its staff through a lie detector test every six
months or s0.”

I nodded in approval. The man knew his stuff. Ephraim hadn’t
been sure if this would come up. “Don’t worry about that. I thought
about it before I set foot in this building.”

“QOkay then, what’s your solution?”

“What they ask is fairly routine. You have to be sure not to lie, so
when they ask me if I have made contact with an enemy agent, I will
say yes.”

“And?” He frowned.

“After the questioning, they will want me to explain. T will tell
them about the brochures. It’s a thing in the Mossad to bring
brochures. You bring as many and from as many places as you can.
They end up in the library and help officers to build up their cover sto-
ries. I had placed your country’s name on my list of promised
brochures several weeks ago.”

The man was clearly amused by the solution. I, on the other hand,
was very happy he bought it because I had no idea if the trick would
have worked. I knew, though, that they wouldn’t much care if it
didn't; as long as I was satisfied and willing to take the risk, it was no
skin off their backs.

“We will think this over and contact you at your hotel room. How
long will you stay there?”

“Not long, [ hope. Once I get your answer, 'm out of there. If you
don’t call me in three days, I'll know there is no deal.”

“Here.” He scribbled a number on a small piece of paper and
handed it to me. “Before you leave, call me. We don’t want to lose you
just because of a technical problem in communication.”

“Thanks.” 1 took the paper and followed him down the steep
staircase. Before letting me out of the building, he handed me a pile of
brochures. “Don’t forget what you came for.”
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“Thanks again.” I took the brochures and headed out into the
rain, my hood pulled tightly over my head and my face to the ground.
[ was happy to be out. The fresh air was a blessing. After turning the
corner, | started a testing course. I wanted to see whether [ was being
followed. You can never be too careful.

I was very hungry. After realizing that no one was tailing me, I
stopped at the Dupont Circle. I had my traditional hot dog and
headed back to the hotel. The subway station in Silver Spring was
almost deserted. I stopped at the pay phones on the station wall, tak-
ing the last one in the row and facing the empty hall. I dialed the oper-
ator, gave her the number, and asked for a collect call. Ephraim was
on the line almost instantly.

“Well, what do you have to say?”

“I visited my uncle from the Old Country.” I knew there was no
need for speaking in code since my line was picked at random and
therefore clean, even if I was being followed, and his was a secure
line—he had to make sure of that. Still, it was a hard habit to kick.

“How did it go?”

“If there is no way for them to check at your end, [ have no doubt
I’m their next Philby.”2

“It went that well?”

“What did vou expect?”

“So now we have to sit and see what happens next. I have a good
feeling about this.”

“I’ll get back to the hotel. I don’t want them to call and not find
me.”

“Well, you shouldn’t sit there all the time. If you played it the way
we decided, they’ll be expecting a playful person, not one who will
pass up a good time in the city for his work. Go out and enjoy your-
self. After all, you have a reputation to keep up. We have a series of
jobs for you after this one.”

“With the few dollars T have, it’s not easy to play the playboy.”

“That’s okay; youwll be getting money soon. Just use what you
have to build your image.”

“When will I see you?”

“Once this little episode is finished, I'll come over.”

“What will you do if you find what we’re looking for?”

“That’s a problem in itself. I can’t just waltz in and accuse some-
one. I'll have to manipulate someone I know in the Shaback and put

2. Philby: Kim Philby, a Soviet mole in British intelligence.
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them on the trail without letting out much. But don’t you worry about
that. If he’s there, I'll nail him, and we’ll chalk one up for you.”

“Yeah,” 1 replied. “A lot of good that will do me, that chalk
mark.”

“It will mean a hell of a lot when you come in from the cold.”

There was silence on the line. I could feel myself choking up. I had
figured that I would do whatever I had to do, and then I would fade
into oblivion, living with Bella and the kids somewhere in Canada,
doing something or other. Coming in from the cold had not been in
the cards for me, not until he said it over the phone as if it were a
given, something he’d always thought would happen. “You never said
anything about coming back.”

“What did you think?”

“I don’t know. To be honest with you, I didn’t think about it.”

“Do your job, my boy, and we’ll talk about it later. This call is get-
ting too long for my system. I'll call you if anything happens. You call
me if there’s anything new t0o.”

The line went dead. I stood for several minutes, receiver in hand,
trying to comprehend what I had just heard. There was a way back
into the life; suddenly things were not as black as I had believed they
were.

I was in a very good mood when I left the station. I decided to
have a good time that night. It was part of the job, as Ephraim had
said.



(apre

I could be on an emotional high while walking so close to the

edge. It was probably the old sense of power, which I hadn’t felt
for some time. But the doubts I still had were giving me a pain in my
gut. I was a pessimist by nature, though I led my life taking risks. I
was curious to know what was happening in the Soviet embassy.

I had little doubt they’d sent a communication to Moscow, passing
on all the information collected in our meeting and asking for instruc-
tions.

After spending some time in the hotel bar, T decided to stay in
that evening and not head out to the city. It was the first time I’d
stayed at the hotel after the happy hour, and I was surprised at how
the place filled up. There was more to do in this little place than I
could have found in the city. I was sitting at a table meant for five,
and it didn’t take long for some newcomers to join me. I made a new
group of friends: normal regular people, the kind you find in any
American city: honest, fair, and very vulnerable. One was a painting
contractor and another a slightly odd guy who had a part-time job
with the city’s gardening department; he was newly divorced and
extremely high-strung.

The contractor, a big burly guy, was friendly and very protective of
his odd friend. He spent most of his time telling anyone who’d listen
how much money he had made that day—not working too hard. In
fact, when he described what he’d done, it seemed to me he’d earned
every penny he made. After he was finished telling about that, he went
on to talk about what was planned for tomorrow. Somehow the sim-
plicity and basic integrity of these people was like a breath of fresh air.
I envied their uncomplicated lives, the fact that they could plan for
tomorrow with some certainty. Being in their presence rubbed some of

My spirits were high when I got back to the hotel. It amazed me how
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that off on me. I couldn’t help wondering what they would have said
had they known who I really was and what [ was up to.

For the next four days, there was nothing. 1 was starting to get
restless and called Ephraim. He wasn’t there, and the answering
machine didn’t take my call. By the fifth day, the line was discon-
nected. This could mean nothing but trouble. Were they on to
Ephraim at headquarters?

Reacting to such a situation is the hardest thing to do. You are in
what you might regard as a relatively safe situation in a fairly comfort-
able place. Suddenly, without knowing whether there is a real danger
or just some mistake or mechanical problem, you must get up and
leave it all behind. The odds are even that it is a mistake. The price for
not reacting to a real problem, however, is high.

That morning, I had paid my hotel bill and realized that 1 had
about fifty dollars left. I was starting to get very worried. It was one
thing to be disconnected, but it was far worse to be totally broke while
it happened.

At that point, T had to consider the possibility that the gamble
hadn’t paid off. Even though there was nothing new when I had spo-
ken to Bella, and that was somewhat reassuring, I had no doubt that if
the Mossad learned about my trip to the Soviet embassy, they would
not want to tip me off, I could see it in my mind’s eye: Ephraim, now
trying to get his ass out of the fire, getting on the bandwagon and sug-
gesting ways to bring me in. If there was anyone [ should worry about,
it was he.

At this point, if the Mossad was aware of my contact with the
KGB, they’d want above all to have a talk with me and measure the
amount of damage my escapade had caused. That’s a normal proce-
dure called damage control. On the other hand, if it were left up to an
exposed Ephraim, he’d want to have me eliminated. That was natural
and very understandable; I knew I would have done the same. [ had to
disappear and stay in contact at the same time. | wanted to see what
might happen in the hotel, but not be around if anvthing did.

There was a small plaza in front of the office building across the
street from the hotel. Remembering that the Mossad had access to the
reservation setup of just about every hotel chain in the world, I had no
doubt that my exact location could be found in a matter of hours with
nothing more than a few phone calls. I decided to spend my days in
the hotel and the nights on a bench on the edge of the small plaza
overlooking the hotel. If they were going to come for me, it would be
at night, and if that happened, I wanted to see it not from the confines
of my room but from a safe distance.
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Because of the delay in communications, I had to consider the
option that when Ephraim renewed the contact, he might be attempt-
ing to trap me. I could feel that I was becoming paranoid, but for
good reason. | tried Ephraim’s phone again. The line was still discon-
nected. If things didn’t clear up by tomorrow, 1 had two choices: I
could just fall out of sight for a while and see what happened, or I
could call my friend Rolly, the Mossad liaison to the CIA stationed at
the Israeli embassy here in Washington. I would meet with him and
bring everything out into the open. I had it all planned out in my head,;
I’d bring along a newspaper reporter so that I wouldn’t just vanish,
and my problem would be solved somewhere outside Tel Aviv.

But there was time for that later. Now I had to make sure I was out
of the hotel once it got dark. During the day, I'd gone to a Salvation
Army store and bought myself a long ragged overcoat. 1 brought it
back to the hotel wrapped in a regular shopping bag. I also placed a
supermarket cart at the end of the outdoor parking lot by the hotel’s
back door. I didn’t shave that day and had a mickey of Cutty Sark rum
in the shopping bag along with the overcoat. Once it got dark, [ took
the elevator to the underground parking lot, and there I took the coat
out of the bag. By the time I came out of the back door of the hotel and
threw a pile of laundry into the shopping cart, [ was indistinguishable
from any of the other homeless people who invisibly filled the streets.

I positioned myself on the hard bench and got ready for the night,
warming myself with an occasional sip of rum. It was cold and lonely.
More than anything, the night out on the street is long. I wanted to
make sure that I didn’t fall asleep so that I could see if there was any
activity around the hotel, the kind of activity someone with a Mossad
hit team after him might expect.

Nothing happened—nothing that was of any interest to me, that
is. Drugs were bought and sold on the street, a car was stolen not
twenty feet from where I was located, and another homeless person
wanted to get into a fight with me over what he claimed was his
bench.

By four-thirty in the morning, I realized they were not coming, or
if they had come, [ hadn’t seen them, There was always the chance
that they were waiting for me in my room, so I wasn’t going to go
back until I could get someone to come up to the room with me. There
were at least another four hours to go before I could do that. The
bench was getting much too cold. I walked the few blocks over to the
subway station, where I spent the rest of the night on the floor, leaning
against the large ticket dispenser. I'd left the shopping cart outside the
hotel and was sure [ wouldn’t have it in the morning when I came out.
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At seven-thirty, | woke up, realizing that I had been asieep for some
time with commuters rushing all about, ignoring me as if 1 weren’t
there. It was as though I had clocked myself our of existence. This was
something I would not soon forget; that sort of device could come in
extremely handy in the line of work I was involved in.

THURsmay, Mav 1, 1986

I slowly staggered back to the hotel. The carr was untouched. I left
it by the back door and went into the underground parking, where I
got back into being myself. [ entered the lobby. Using the house
phone, [ called for someone to please come and fix the tap in my room
because there was no water. [ watched as the service man walked out
of his tool room. I joined him in the elevator. [ waited at the end of the
hall while he went to my room and knocked on the door. When he got
no response, he opened the door with a pass key and entered. I ran to
the door and went in after him.

“Did you call with a problem, sir?” he asked, looking somewhat
bewildered.

“No water,” 1 said, pointing to the closed washroom. I scanned
the room; it was empty. The service man checked the taps and
informed me that all was well. [ apologized, and he left. I needed to
use the washroom and badly wanted a shower. Afterward, 1 called
room service. At that point, I could have just about eaten a horse.

There were no messages for me and no sign that anyone had been
in the room. I'll call the embassy at eleven, I decided; I'll try Ephraim
one more time, then it’s over. The big breakfast I'd ordered could very
well be my last. The waiter was at my door. I opened it and turned
back into the room. Before he could close the door, I heard him talk-
ing to someone behind me. “Excuse me, sir, you can’t just—"

[ turned on the spot, moving slightly out of the way, ready to duck
around the corner. I was expecting to see a gun pointing in my direc-
tion; instead, I caught the big grin on Ephraim’s face. “It’s okay, it’s
okay,” he was saying to the surprised waiter. “The man is expecting
me, right?” He turned to face me.

“Sure, it’s okay. Would you care to join me for breakfast?”

“No thanks, I'll just have a coffee.”

The waiter put the tray on the table and handed me the check. I
signed the paper and ushered him out. I turned on Ephraim. “Do you
have any idea how close you came to blowing the whole thing? Can
you even imagine what would have happened if I'd decided that ves-
terday was enough?”
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“Things were out of my hands. I couldn’t get in touch with you.”
“What about the bloody phone? Who disconnected the phone?”
“What are you talking about? The phone is fine.”

I handed him the receiver. “Show me.”

“Not from this phone. We’ll go out later, and I'll call from a pay
phone.”

“You call now.” I wasn’t backing off. My tone was harsh. I wasn’t
ready to take any more bullshit.

He grabbed the receiver and dialed direct, using his calling card
number. After listening for several seconds, he seemed flustered.
“You're right! What the hell is going on?” He dialed another number
and waited. “Whart the hell is the matter with number twelve?” he
snapped at someone on the other end. He listened for several seconds,
then said, “Do you know that could have cost us a life? If something
happens to my mau because of you, then you’d better not be there
when [ come back.”

I could hear the incoming voice but couldn’t really make out what
the man was saying; all I could get was the panic in his voice. “No,”
Ephraim went on, “I don’t want the line restored, you get me a new one
and [ want it now, and it better be working if T call it in the next hour.”

He listened, then grabbed the pen from the night table and scrib-
bled a number on the hotel pad. While he was still talking, he handed
me the pad. When he hung up, I was already seated, buttering the
toast and taking the cover off the order of eggs and triple bacon.

The only comfort I could draw from what had happened was the
fact that, had this been a Mossad operation and not one run by a
rogue element within the Mossad, it never would have happened: It’s
not like the Mossad to screw up on the hardware and technical side. I
could trust him now, but it was funny that it was trust by default.

He poured coffee into the glass I had brought from the bathroom.

“Did the Russian call you back?” he asked.

“No,” I snapped at him. “And don’t change the subject.” I was
still angry about the phone screwup.

“Im sorry,” he said, trying to catch my eye. I was staring into my
plate, dipping the toast into the soft egg yolk. “Someone screwed up.
These things happen.”

T looked at him. “You should have made sure they didn’t. If you
were only a few hours later getting here, the whole thing would have
been over.”

“What were you going to do?”

“That’s none of your business. I was going to take care of myself.
What did you expect?”
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“We’re on the same side.” He had a slightly embarrassed look.
“What did you plan to do?”

“What brings you here?” I asked, ignoring his question.

“I just got saddled with the tail end of an operation,” he said.

[ wasn’t going to say anything until he was finished.

“It’s the old Trojan dick trick.” He lit a cigarette.

“What’s that?” T couldn’t help smiling; I'd never heard it called
that before.

“I knew that would get your attention,” he said, grinning. “Shi-
mon activated Operation Trojan in February of this year.”

I nodded. I'd still been in the Mossad when that order was given,
and because of my naval background and acquaintance with most of
the commanders in the navy, I participated in the planning for the
operation as liaison with the navy.

A Trojan was a special communication device that could be
planted by naval commandos deep inside enemy territory. The device
would act as a relay station for misleading transmissions made by the
disinformation unit in the Mossad, called LAP,! and intended to be
received by American and British listening stations. Originating from
an IDF navy ship out at sea, the prerecorded digital transmissions
could be picked up only by the Trojan. The device would then
rebroadcast the transmission on another frequency, one used for offi-
cial business in the enemy country, at which point the transmission
would finally be picked up by American ears in Britain.

The listeners would have no doubt they had intercepted a genuine
communication, hence the name Trojan, reminiscent of the mythical
Trojan horse. Further, the content of the messages, once deciphered,
would confirm information from other intelligence sources, namely
the Mossad. The only catch was that the Trojan itself would have to
be located as close as possible to the normal origin of such transmis-
sions, because of the sophisticated methods of triangulation the Amer-
icans and others would use to verify the source.

In the particular operation Ephraim was referring to, two elite
units in the military had been made responsible for the delivery of the
Trojan device to the proper location. One was the Matkal? reconnais-
sance unit and the other was Flotilla 13, the naval commandos. The

1. LAP: LohAma Psicologit. Psychological warfare, or, as it’s known in the West,
disinformation.

2. Matkal: Top military reconnaissance unit of the Israeli army.
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commandos were charged with the task of planting the Trojan device
in Tripoli, Libya.

On the night of February 17-18, two Israeli missile boats, the
SAAR 4-class Moledet, armed with Harpoon and Gabriel surface-to-
surface missiles, among other weaponry, and the Geula, a Hohit-class
missile boat with a helicopter pad and regular SAAR 4—class arma-
ment, conducted what seemed like a routine patrol of the Mediter-
ranean, heading for the Sicilian channel and passing just outside the
territorial waters of Libya. Just north of Tripoli, the warships, which
were visible to radar both in Tripoli and on the Italian island of
Lampedusa, slowed down to about four knots—just long enough to
allow a team of twelve naval commandos in four wet submarines nick-
named “pigs” and two low-profiled speedboats called “birds” to dis-
embark. The pigs could carry two commandos each and all their fight-
ing gear. The birds, equipped with an MG 7.62-caliber machine gun
mounted over the bow and an array of antitank shoulder-carried mis-
siles, could facilitate six commandos each, while towing the empty
pigs. The birds brought the pigs as close to the shore as possible, thus
cutting down the distance the pigs would have to travel on their own.
{The pigs were submersible and silent but relatively slow.)

Two miles off the Libyan coast, the lights of Tripoli could be seen
glistening in the southeast. Eight commandos slipped quietly into the
pigs and headed for shore. The birds stayed behind at the rendezvous
point, ready to take action should the situation arise, Once they
reached the beach, the commandos left their cigarlike transporters
submerged in the shallow water and headed inland, carrying a dark
green Trojan cylinder six feet long and seven inches in diameter. It
took two men to carry it.

A gray van was parked on the side of the road about one hundred
feet from the water, on the coastal highway leading from Sabratah to
Tripoli and on to Benghazi. There was hardly any traffic at that time
of night. The driver of the van seemed to be repairing a flat tire. He
stopped working as the team approached and opened the back doors
of the van. He was a Mossad combatant, Without a word said, four of
the men entered the van and headed for the city. The other four
returned to the water, where they took a defensive position by the sub-
merged pigs. Their job was to hold this position to ensure an escape
route for the team now headed for the city.

At the same time, a squadron of Israeli fighters was refueling
south of Crete, ready to assist. They were capable of keeping any
ground forces away from the commandos, allowing them a not-so-
clean getaway. At this point, the small commando unit was divided
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into three details—its most vulnerable state. Were any of the details to
run into enemy forces, they were instructed to act with extreme preju-
dice before the enemy turned hostile.

The van parked at the back of an apartment building on Al
Jamhuriyh Street in Tripoli, less than three blocks away from the Bab
al Azizia barracks that were known to house Qadhafi’s headquarters
and residence. By then, the men in the van had changed into civihan
clothing. Two stayed with the van as lookouts and the other two
helped the Mossad combatant take the cylinder to the top floor of the
five-story building. The cylinder was wrapped in a carpet.

In the apartment, the top section of the cylinder was opened and a
small dishlike antenna was unfolded and placed in front of the win-
dow facing north. The unit was activated, and the Trojan horse was in
place.

The Mossad combatant had rented the apartment for six months
and had paid the rent in advance. There was no reason for anyone
except the combatant to enter the apartment. However, if someone
should decide to do so, the Trojan would self-destruct, taking with it
most of the upper part of the building. The three men headed back to
the van and to their rendezvous with their friends on the beach.

After dropping the commandos at the beach, the combatant
headed back for the city, where he would monitor the Trojan unit for
the next few weeks. The commandos wasted no time and headed out
to sea. They didn’t want to be caught in Libyan waters at daybreak.
They reached the birds and headed at full speed to a prearranged
pickup coordinate, where they met with the missile boats that had
brought them in.

By the end of March, the Americans were already intercepting
messages broadcast by the Trojan, which was only activated during
heavy communication traffic hours. Using the Trojan, the Mossad
tried to make it appear that a long series of terrorist orders were being
transmitted to various Libyan embassies around the world (or, as they
were called by the Libyans, Peoples’ Bureaus). As the Mossad had
hoped, the transmissions were deciphered by the Americans and con-
strued as ample proof that the Libyans were active sponsors of terror-
ism. What’s more, the Americans pointed out, Mossad reports con-
firmed it.

The French and the Spanish, though, were not buying into the new
stream of information. To them, it seemed suspicious that suddenly,
out of the blue, the Libyans, who’d been extremely careful in the past,
would start advertising their future actions. They also found it suspi-
cious that in several instances Mossad reports were worded similarly
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to coded Libyan communications. They argued further that, had there
truly been after-the-fact Libyan communications regarding the attack,
then the terrorist attack on the La Belle discotheque? in West Berlin on
April 5 could have been prevented, since surely there would have been
communications before, enabling intelligence agencies listening in to
prevent it. Since the attack wasn’t prevented, they reasoned that it
must not be the Libyans who did it, and the “new communications”
must be bogus.

The French and the Spanish were right. The information was
bogus, and the Mossad didn’t have a clue who planted the bomb that
killed one American serviceman and wounded several others. But the
Mossad was tied in to many of the European terrorist organizations,
and it was convinced that in the volatile atmosphere that had engulfed
Europe, a bombing with an American victim was just a matter of time.

Heads of the Mossad were counting on the American promise to
retaliate with vengeance against any country that could be proven to
support terrorism. The Trojan gave the Americans the proof they
needed. The Mossad also plugged into the equation Qadhafi’s lunatic
image and momentous declarations, which were really only meant for
internal consumption. It must be remembered that Qadhafi had
marked a line in the water at that time, closing off the Gulf of Sidra as
Libyan territorial waters and calling the new maritime border the line
of death (an action that didn’t exactly give him a moderate image).
Ultimately, the Americans fell for the Mossad ploy head over heels,
dragging the British and the Germans somewhat reluctantly in with
them.

Operation Trojan was one of the Mossad’s greatest successes. It
brought about the air strike on Libya that President Reagan had
promised—a strike that had three important consequences. First, it
derailed a deal for the release of the American hostages in Lebanon,
thus preserving the Hizballah (Party of God} as the number one enemy
in the eyes of the West. Second, it sent a message to the entire Arab
world, telling them exactly where the United States stood regarding
the Arab-Israeli conflict. Third, it boosted the Mossad’s image of itself,
since it was they who, by ingenious sleight of hand, had prodded the
United States to do what was right.

It was only the French who didn’t buy into the Mossad trick and

3. La Belle discotheque: The terrorist attack on this location was said to have
been linked to the Libyans and was the catalyst for the April 14 bombing of
Libya by the Americans.
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were determined not to align themselves with the aggressive American
act. The French refused to allow the American bombers to fly over
their territory on their way to attack Libya.

On April 14, 1986, one hundred and sixty American aircraft
dropped over sixty tons of bombs on Libya. The attackers bombed
Tripoli international airport, Bab al Azizia barracks, Sidi Bilal naval
base, the city of Benghazi, and the Benine airfield outside Benghazi.
The strike force consisted of two main bodies, one originating in Eng-
land and the other from flattops in the Mediterranean. From England
came twenty-four F-111s from Lakenheath, five EF-111s from Upper
Heyford, and twenty-eight refueling tankers from Mildenhall and Fair-
ford. In the attack, the air force F-111s and the EF-111s were joined
by eighteen A-6 and A-7 strike and strike support aircraft, six F\A-18
fighters, fourteen EA-6B electronic jammer planes, and other support
platforms. The navy planes were catapulted from the carriers Coral
Sea and America. On the Libyan side, there were approximately forty
civilian casualties, including Qadhafi’s adopted daughter. On the
American side, a pilot and his weapons officer were killed when their
F-111 exploded.

After the bombing, the Hizballah broke off negotiations regarding
the hostages they held in Beirut and executed three of them, including
one American named Peter Kilburn. As for the French, they were
rewarded for their nonparticipation in the attack by the release at the
end of June of two French journalists held hostage in Beirur. (As it
happened, a stray bomb hit the French embassy in Tripoli during the
raid.)

Ephraim had spelled it all out for me and confirmed some of the
information I’d already known. He then went on. “After the bombing
of Libya, our friend Qadhafi is sure to stay out of the picture for some
time. Iraq and Saddam Hussein are the next target. We're starting now
to build him up as the big villain. It will take some time, but in the
end, there’s no doubt it’ll work.”

“But isn’t Saddam regarded as moderate toward us, allied with
Jordan, the big enemy of Iran and Syria?”

“Yes, that’s why I'm opposed to this action. But that’s the direc-
tive, and I must follow it, Hopefully, you and I will be done with our
little operation before anything big happens. After all, we have already
destroyed his nuclear facility, and we are making money by selling him
technology and equipment through South Africa.”

“That still doesn’t explain why you played hide-and-seek with me.”

“I was incommunicado in Belgium, explaining to an Iragi how to
hit the oil pipeline in Kuwait. As you can imagine, I wasn’t alone
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there, and no one was coming or going until the man was on his way.”

“One man?”

“Yes, one. He’ll instruct his friends when he gets back there.”

“And you trust him to do the job?” It sounded fishy to me. It was
almost standard procedure in the Mossad that acts of sabotage were
carried out only by our people, and that the locals were set up for the
fall if something went wrong. Sending a team to get secondhand train-
ing was suicidal.

“He’ll do the job.”

“I’m willing to bet that he either blows himself up or gets caught.”

“I sure hope you’re right, because that is exactly what 'm banking
on. What I mean is, he’ll probably get caught, and by the time he’s fin-
ished spilling the beans, the Kuwaitis will be positive that the man is
working for the Iraqis, and that he’s there to try and help overthrow
the Kuwaiti royal family.”

“And what the hell would be achieved by that?”

“Agitation, my boy, agitation, what else? Then we’ll see where we
can take it. After all, there’s still a war going on between Iran and
Iraq, and the Kuwaitis together with the Saudis are paying for most of
it.”

I was grateful to Ephraim for talking to me in such detail about
things I had no direct connection with. It made me feel I was still part
of it all. Within the Mossad, everybody told everybody else about
everything. Had Ephraim not done that, we both knew he would have
lost me,

I was now dumping large quantities of marmalade onto the
remaining toasts and washing down the loaded triangles with hot cof-
fee. Coffee, extra bacon, jelly, cigarettes, alcohol—it’s funny how,
when the pressure’s on, healthy habits fly out the window.

“So what happened with our little escapade?” asked Ephraim.
“You said the Russians didn’t call you back?”

“No.”

“Call them now.”

[ got up and took from my wallet the scrap of paper the Russian
had given me. I dialed the number and waited.

“Hello?” came a heavy Russian-accented voice.

“I was waiting for your call.”

“Is this Victor?”

“Yes. Do you have anything for me?”

“I’m sorry, but we will not be talking to you anymore. 'm sorry.”
And he hung up. He couldn’t know how happy he made me feel.

“Well?” Ephraim was craning his head in my direction as though
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he could catch what I had to say faster if he was closer. He also helped
himself to a piece of my toast.

“They don’t want me.”

“Yes!” He got up, punching a fist at an imaginary opponent. “Yes!
We got the bastard.”

“Who did you get?”

“I told you it couldn’t be from operations. We got a request from
the prime minister’s office for information on several people that were
let go from the Mossad in the last year. We sent up four files; yours
was one. | had someone from Prudot [technical], using some half-
assed story, set it up so that we could see which of the files were han-
dled and by whom. The result was as I'd expected. Only yours was
opened. It was ordered by the man in charge of security for the prime
minister’s office, a guv by the name of Levinson.”

“Is he from Shaback?”

“No, he’s office security, documentation, telephones, that sort of
thing. They couldn’t get someone in a better position if they recruited
the head of the Shaback.”

“What now?”

“It will take a while, but we will nail him before the end of the
year. [ passed a warning to my friend in the Shaback. I told him I got it
from a liaison, but he can’t use it formally because that would burn
the source. He knows the situation, but he’ll have to catch him on his
own.”

“So we did it,” [ exclaimed. “We actually did it, didn’t we?”

He nodded. “Yes, it seems we did.”

[ was happy. After all, it wasn’t every day that you nailed a Soviet
spy. And it was so easy, thinking back on it now. It was a stroll in the
park.



lit a cigarette and sat on the end of the bed. There were several minutes of

silence, except for the dripping sound of a bad faucet.

“Okay. Now for your next assignment,” said Ephraim.

“What 1s it?”

“You’ll make a short journey across town and offer our British
friends your services.”

“The British? They’re allies. Whar the hell do you need from
them?”

“Nothing in particular. It’s just that we know they’re suspicious
that we might have had something to do with the attempt to pur a
bomb on an El Al flight.”

“The one that was foiled at Heathrow?”

“That’s the one.”

“But didn’t El Al security prevent that at the last moment?”

“Exactly. There is a rumor running around that we did it to
embarrass their security and show off our own, and at the same time
to pin the terrorist tail on the Syrians.”

“Did we?”

“Quite possibly. I have no idea, but the rumor has to stop.”

“So you want me to go in there and tell them we didn’t do it?” 1
was smiling; I found the whole thing amusing,

“No. You will tell them more or less what you have told the Sovi-
ets, except you'll tell them you’re no longer working for us here.” He
handed me a manila envelope. “These are some papers you can give
them to prove that you worked for the Mossad.”

“Why don’t we let them just ask their man in the Mossad to check
me out?” I was now laughing.

“This is a simple job.” He was serious. “I need you to do it as
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soon as you can. I will be here while you do it and leave after you're
done.”

“You know, this job doesn’t quite jibe with what you've been
telling me about the reason we’re doing all this.”

“And what’s that?”

“I thought we were out to put the Mossad in the shit and force a
change in the command. Suddenly, we’re protecting their reputation?”

“We're killing two birds with one stone. On the one hand, we’re
cleaning up the reputation of Israel when it comes to this sort of unac-
ceptable act, as well as putting the lid on Syrian diplomatic relations in
England. Then, at the same time, we’re giving you a good in with the
British. If you don’t come on as just a man on a vendetta now, you'll
have more credibility with them later. We’ll use that credibility to
embarrass the Office and blow the London station out of the water.”

“Will I have to wait long for the next job? I'm losing my patience,
killing so much time here. I want to see the end of the tunnel, or at
least a facsimile of it.”

He smiled. I could see it wasn’t easy for him—smiling, that is. He
was involved in a world that was changing every moment, and he had
to adapt. It was a lifestyle that took a big chunk out of a man’s per-
sonality.

“Your next job is in the works as we speak. After it’s done, you’ll
get back together with Bella and the kids.”

“What's it going to be?” I was anxious.

“Not yet, Victor. First we have this British thing to do.”

I wanted to press the point harder and see if I could get more out
of him, but he leaned back in his seat. His rounded face seemed
slightly amused, as though he were watching a Roadrunner cartoon
for the tenth time, knowing the fate of the coyote but still going
through the motions. His stare made me feel like the coyote, making
a futile effort to catch the stupid bird and knowing full well I'd soon
be taking the short way to the bottom of the canyon. 1 decided to let
it go.

It seemed that he felt this was a time for a pep rtalk, since he now
said: “You asked me once why don’t we just leak things to the media
and bring the Mossad down that way.”

I nodded.

“We can’t tear down the organization from the outside—it has too
much credibility in Israel. No matter what we say, we can’t even
scratch its Teflon surface. It has to be shown for what it is: an incom-
petent, lazy, oversized, greedy monster. And that can only be done one
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step at a time. What we are starting now is an assault on the Mossad
from its flanks. We will be hitting it from all directions, cutting the
Medusa’s heads off one at a time. We are betting our existence against
the incompetence of the Mossad.”

“How do you mean, ‘betting’?”

“If the Office is as incompetent as we think it is, they’ll never
know what hit them. If they’re as good as they want everybody to
think, then”—he smiled—*“we are toast.”

“Whar about the reputation of the state? Not everybody can dis-
tinguish between Israel and its Mossad.”

“That is true, but we will be dealing only with intelligence agen-
cies, and they will know the difference. After all, we don’t want to
destroy the state in the process. We have to be very careful what we
do. It is much like a demolition crew that must bring down a high-rise
in the middle of a city. One way will destroy the city center; the other
way takes a professional. If we’re hasty, we could end up causing a
breakdown in relations between Israel and every country in the world
that the Mossad is screwing. And that would be just about every coun-
try in the world that we have a relationship with, plus a few more that
we might have one with in the future. Our target is the Office and
only the Office as it is now.”

[ sat and stared at him. I felt exhausted. 1 had no doubt as to what
I was facing, but I was glad he had put the effort into explaining the
situation the way he did. I had volunteered for the Mossad for that
exact reason: to protect my country—not to protect the Mossad or its
bosses. And if the Mossad was a threat to my country, then it was the
enemy. I’d volunteered for the navy after [ came back from Canada for
the same reason. I believed that what you truly love deserves to be
defended.

“There is one more thing.” His voice was back to normal. There
was not a trace of the emotion he’d just shown. He spoke like a teller
counting someone else’s money. “There is a Kidon team running
around New York searching for a man they believe has made conract
with the PLO.”

I could feel the blood turning to ice in my veins, and my knees
were shaking. T raised my hands and shook my head. “What did you
say?”

“You heard me.” He kept his matter-of-fact composure.

“You’re taking this very well, considering it’s not your ass the
Kidon is after.”

“Well, as things stand at the moment, they aren’t after yours
either,”
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“Whose, then?”

“Apparently, the PLO man you spoke to was not as smart as you
might have thought, or he didn’t really give a shit. Anyway, he passed
the informarion on to Tunis and it was picked up by Unit 8200.1”

“You want to tell me the jerk actually phoned them about me?”

“Yes.”

“Did he identify me?”

“That’s what I'm trying to tell you. No, he only gave a descrip-
tion, and that wasn’t too good. I believe the team will try and pick
him up and see if they can get a better identification from him.”

“Did he tell them who I said I was?”

“Yes, they know he reported a so-called Israeli intelligence officer,
but they aren’t sure. You know that every little fart says he’s from the
Mossad. I'll bet you half the Israelis living in New York have told that
to someone at one time or another. It’s the Israeli Mayflower; everyone
was on it when it hit Plymouth Rock. And yes, they called for a code
white.>”

He smiled, but I suddenly wasn’t in the mood to do so. I knew he
was trying to make light of it, but the Kidon team would not give up
easily. Their reputation was not that of losers. “What about the
Kahane people, the ones that were watching the PLO office? Has the
Office gotten to them?”

“Not yet, but you can bet they will. I don’t want to scare you, or
on the other hand give you a false sense of security, but I really don’t
think you have too much to worry about. The Kidon team will do
their little song and dance and then go home. There are much more
important things for them to do than chase the wind.”

“If they can get a good description of me, they will not exactly be
chasing the wind. What if they ask the Kahane man, the one I left to
piss in that peepshow?”

Ephraim smiled. “Him you don’t have to worry about. He
wouldn’t say anything.”

“Why not? He got a good look at me, and so did his friend.”

“Well, like I said, I don’t think he’ll be telling that to anyone, not
the way it happened anyway. You see, when his friend finally came to

1. Ul’llit. 8200: A unit in Aman (a Hebrew abbreviation for military intelligence)
that is in charge of shooting down communications: telephone, telex, and just
about any other open-air transmission.

2. Code white: An Israeli intelligence officer crossing the line; high alert.
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get him, he said that he was arracked by a whole group of Palestinians,
and he said that you, or the one who entered the PLO office, was a
Palestinian leader or something. It made him a hero in his tiny little
circle of Judeo-Nazis, and he didn’t have to admit it was done to him
by one man that he was supposed to be following.”

“How do you know that?”

«“Ye have people in there, You don’t think we’d let those jerks run
around loose, do you?”

It was good to hear, but it didn’t really calm me down. In fact, T was
starting to get more edgy the more I thought about it. “It appears that
someone in the Office is taking it seriously, or they wouldn’t have sent
the Kidon team to the U.S. That is sensitive terrain. What do they have?
I mean, if it was me doing the investigation, I would first try and find
out where the hell I, Victor Ostrovsky, was. I'm the fast man out of the
system, and here, before you can say Jack Robinson, someone answer-
ing my description pops up at the offices of the PLO in New York.”

“Well, that's probably what they’re thinking, but to be able to pin
something on you, they have to find you first.”

“So 1 am a fugitive now?”

“No, but warch out. Make your security checks and don’t slip into
some euphoria just because you're on American soil. T know that
Mousa from security is trying to get ahold of you; he had someone call
your wife asking her to pass a message on to you that he wants you to
call him. But for some reason or other, I guess she hasn’t passed it on
to you.”

“No, [ didn’t get the message. It’s possible she thinks he wants me
back in the system and she prefers I stay out. I have no idea.”

“Just make sure you don’t ask her. They’re listening to her line. If
you know something that she didn’t tell you, they will realize you’re
still connected, and you’ll blow the whole thing.”

“Will you be informed about what the Kidon team are doing, of
will you just find out after the fact?”

“Im in the loop, if that’s what you mean. Il have some knowl-
edge beforehand and, yes, I will warn you if things get hot.”

It rurned out that this little game with the British was no less dan-
gerous than the Soviet exercise. In fact, it was considerably more diffi-
cult. We were facing a very sophisticated agency that had good if not
excellent connections with the Mossad. The fact that there was grow-
ing concern in that agency regarding the Mossad’s dirty tricks was not
something we could latch on to right away. It would be necessary to
dig a little first.
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I had to have a reason for coming to them, and had to be able to
prove that I was Mossad. Ephraim gave me several documents that I
could use to convince them that T was who I said I was. One was a
photocopy of a British passport that | had used in an operation in
Europe almost a year earlier. Ephraim handed it to me, with a back-
grounder form for the passport.

. [ was also to use the contact | had made with the British represen-
tative to the Middle East who was in charge of the British cemeteries
in this particular corner of the now defunct Empire. In the Office, it
was bf:lieved that he was working for British intelligence and vzras
gathering tactical data in the area. Posing as a Canadian filmmaker, I
had contacted him during an exercise and had tried to milk him f’or
mforrpation. Ephraim had no doubt that if the gentleman was indeed
working for British intelligence, as we thought, he would have
reported that incident and would be able to identify me.

We decided that I would play the man who has two reasons for
coming to them. One would be money, the other revenge. I would also
say that | was worried that Mossad activities in the United Kingdom
could bring about a wave of anti-Semitism if things got out of hand
gnd a British version of a Pollard case exploded, exposing British Jews
in the service of the Mossad.

There was no doubt that such an event would lead to the revival
of thg controversy over if not the belief in the Protocols of the Elders
of Zion.? Having the local authorities aware and ready could possibly
prevent a wave of anti-Semitism that would result from a high-profile
exposure of Jewish assistance to Mossad in Britain.

. Therg was no way that the British intelligence would use such
information to launch an anti-Jewish campaign. But since Aaron Sherf
was the new head of the Tsafririm* department, and he was known in
the system as a militant who believed that using the Jewish Diaspora
was 'Israel’s God-given right, he would push the activity in that field to
the limit and cause something to break somewhere.

~ “So what do I tell them if they want to know more about this sub-
tect? I mean, there’s no way we’ll hand them sayanim on a platter.”

3. 3 1 i iti

> Protocols of the E[a’er; of Zion: An anu-Semitic publication that originated in

n neteenth-ce’r’ltury Russia and spoke of a plan created by the secret Jewish
government” (the so-called elders of Zion) to overthrow Christian society,

4. Tsafririm: Th “ i i
: The word translates as “morning breeze” and is the code name for

the department in charge of activel i i ivari
i Do g vely supporting, helping, and activating the Jew-
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“No, but we’ll show them how to find them if they look. It’s far
better that they warn people than catch them. Suppose they caught a
Jew working in their military industry and passing on information to
Israel against the best interests of his country, or firm, for that matter.
Such a case, working its way through the court system with the media
coverage it would receive, would put every Jew in the Western world
under suspicion. No doubt, in the trial information would come out
that would prove he wasn’t the only one. Then only God could help
us, and the way we’ve been behaving the last thirty vears, [ doubt very
much if we could count on Him.”

It was about two in the afternoon when I got out of the cab about
two blocks from the British embassy. The light blue glass building
was set slightly back from the road. I came across a pay phone, found
the number of the embassy in a phone book, and dialed. In less than
two minutes, | managed to get through to the man in charge of secu-
rity.

The chances were negligible that the phone was bugged. “I have
been fired from the Mossad and I want to talk to someone in British
intelligence. [ have some information that I think might interest you.”

The man on the other end didn’t hesitate. “Are you in Washing-
ton?”

“Yes, in fact, I'm not that far from the embassy right now.”

“Would you care to come down here?”

“Sure.”

“How long would it take you to get here?”

“About ten minutes.” 1 wanted to see if there would be any activ-
ity outside the embassy before I walked in. I had checked myselt
before, and I knew that I was clean. So if there was someone after me
later, 1 would know where I picked up the surveillance.

I gave the man a description of what 1 was wearing and told him
my first name. He said he would wait for me in the main entrance and
that I should have some 1D handy.

I was there in just over ten minutes, having grabbed a hot dog
from a stand near the phone booth. This sort of activity made me hun-
gry. | would usually lose my appetite once real danger was involved,
but as things were, 1 felt fine. I was wearing a pinstripe suit and a pair
of black shoes, a tan raincoat, and a yellow tie with small black sym-
metrical dots on it—the standard yuppie tie of the time. Paisley would
have been my second choice; it appeared to have been the first choice
of the gentleman who was waiting for me. Other than that, we were
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dressed almost the same. He must have been scratching his head when
[ gave him my description on the phone. No doubt he even had a simi-
lar raincoat hanging somewhere in the large building, He smiled as [
approached, waiting for me inside the reception area while I went
through the security section. There he greeted me with an even larger
smile and an outstretched hand, introducing himself as Edward. After
the initial niceties, he led me toward a second set of doors where he
had to bend down to run his tag through a slot. It seemed that the thin
chain that hung around his neck was too short.

We took the elevator to his office, and there was the raincoat, just
as I'd thought. He had a set of planters on the window, just as we used
to have in the Mossad building. There is apparently something about
the game of espionage that makes you want to grow things.

“I haven’t had a chance to talk to anyone about you, but I will
take the initial information from you, and based on that, we will
decide what the next step will be. Does that sound fair?” He was in
his late thirties, a very British-looking chap, his smooth blond hair
combed neatly to one side, where it kept falling slightly over his fore-
head. Occasionally, he’d push it back into place. His shirt collar was
somewhat larger than his neck, which could have been the result of a
diet he was on that was working faster than he had expected, or per-
haps someone else was doing his shopping for him. He turned out to
be very pleasant.

“Would you care for a cup of tea or something?”

“I'd love a coffee.”

Edward popped his head out the door and spoke to someone on
the other side, conveying the request. He then came back and took a
b?Ock of paper out of his desk drawer, opened the passport I’d handed
him, and copied my name and all other details onto the top of the
for‘m. I was itching to crack a few jokes about writing regulations and
strict code demands that we’d usually say in the Mossad on such occa-
sions, but I held back. 1 had no idea who this man was or what he was
like. The fact that he was at the front end of some intelligence agency
suggested that he wasn’t part of the offensive but rather the defensive
teel.m and, in comparison to a Mossad case officer, a second or third
stringer. Such a man could indeed be frustrated and not open to some
types of humor. In fact, he might take it as a personal insult.

The tea and coffee arrived.

“So, Mr. Ostrovsky, what is it you’d like to talk to me about?”

I lit a cigarette, tossed the smoldering match into the ashtray,
leaned back, and said, “Like T said on the phone, I was a2 member of



128 / VICTOR OSTROVSKY

the Mossad until a few weeks ago, when for various reasons I was
sacked.”

He was busy writing on his pad, not looking at me. “Why did you
leave?”

“I was let go because of a series of fuckups and because of my big
mouth.”

“Meaning?”

“I voiced my political opinions, which are hardly fitting for a
member of an organization with very right-wing leanings.” Ephraim
had made it clear to me, and T already knew it myself, that we were
dealing with a sophisticated intelligence agency. There was going to be
some sort of psychological analysis of the information I’d be provid-
ing, so all the personal information about me and my opinions would
have to be accurate. My cover story, after all, was my real story, and I
had to remember that.

The man did not react at all, which made the interview very stren-
uous. All he did was write and ask questions. At times, he would raise
his hand, asking me to slow down so that he could catch up with the
writing. | hated when people did that. In the modern world, with the
advancement of technology and the availability of recording equip-
ment, | found his way of working archaic and very inefficient. But this
was his office, and he represented a group of people | wanted to talk
to, so [ was not about to complain.

The interview lasted almost three hours. I presented him with a
single Mossad document, the false passport cover page that Ephraim
had brought me. It was an eight-and-a-half-inch by eleven-inch sheet
of paper with a photocopy of the first page of a British passport. The
original passport was false, and the top part of the document gave a
short rundown of who I was under that cover. On the back was a map
identifying my exact address on a section of a London map. Attached
was a color photo of my house and imaginary family, with a few
words about each of them. The document was what we would call a
tutorial cover. This would normally come with or before your false
passport to the safe house where you would go over the last details of
the cover story before going out on an operation. This was regarded as
a thin cover, not what you needed if you were going to cross a border
or be placed under more severe scrutiny. Nevertheless, this document
was extremely professional, and anyone in the business who saw it
would definitely be convinced that the bearer was not an amateur.

“] want to thank you very much, Mr. Ostrovsky, for what you
have told me up to this point. T will surely pass this information on to
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the people that need to know. I'll be back in touch with you once |
know what they want to do.”

I knew this would be the procedure and therefore did not tell him
anything beyond personal and peripheral information that was meant
to establish who I was. The inquisition would come later.

“What now?”

“Where can I reach you?”

“Ill call you. When would you like me to do that?”

He thought for a minute. “How about Monday, at about the same
time?”

I got up. “Monday, then.”



Suknav, Mav 4, 1986

me a message with the front desk saying he’d had to leave very

early but would be back for a late breakfast. The message was
signed “David,” the code name Ephraim and I had agreed on for a
message that was legitimate. Had he left a message from “Mark,” I'd
know there was trouble.

I decided to stay in my room and wait for his call, which came at
about ten-thirty. He was waiting for me in the dining room down-
stairs. It turned out that he hadn’t had a minute’s sleep; a mission in
the Far East had been bungled, and he’d been called to take care of it.
Having dealt with the Sri Lankans before, he made contact with their
security service and was trying to recover the body of a Mossad case
officer who'd been in Sri Lanka assisting the local government in
rounding up the leadership of the Tamil Tigers, a resistance group
fighting for a self-governed area in the north of the tear-shaped island.
(At various times, the Mossad supported both sides in this conflict,
providing weapons to each for a handsome profit.) The case officer
had been shot in his hotel room in Colombo at the same time as a
bomb exploded in a Lanka Air jumbo jet on the runway.

The main problem was not that the man had been killed, but
rather that the Mossad was supposedly there under the auspices of the
CIA station and the American delegation, vet was carrying out this
activity without the knowledge of its American hosts.

By the time we were seated for breakfast, Ephraim had managed
to get things under control. The body (said to be an apparent casualty
of a car accident) was on a chartered plane on its way to Australia,
from where the friendly local security service would help ship it back
to Israel. He lit a cigarette and said, “Did you ask them for money?”

Ephraim was not in his room first thing in the morning, but had left
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“Ask who?”

“The British.”

I stared at him for a long minute. “No, it never came up.”

“Well, next time you mustn’t forget to bring up the money right at
the beginning.”

“Why? We know that no one actually pays until the information is
evaluated. I'm supposed to be a professional and know these things.”

“Still, you have to bring it up so that they don’t think you’re some
conscientious volunteer. They need to think they have a hook in you
so they can ask the questions they want to ask, and not just sit there
and listen to you. You see, if they think you’re only ideological, how
would they know if you have an agenda or not? You need to make
them think it’s the money, so they understand the reason for your
coming to them.”

“I could probably get much more from the Syrians, Wouldn’t that
come up in their minds when they hear I only want money?”

“There would be several reasons why you would not go to the
Syrians.”

Qur discussion took us into the afternoon, and I was starting to
get tired. However, the nagging doubts that I’d had before had almost
completely dissipated. Ephraim had armed me with some more docu-
ments for the meeting tomorrow. After dinner, he retired to his room,
which this time was on the same floor as mine.

Ephraim wanted to be present the next day when I called the
embassy, just in case there was something we’d overlooked.

I made the call and was asked to come to the embassy as soon as 1
could; two men had been sent over to talk to me.

Ephraim was satisfied. “We’re going to kill several birds with one
stone,” he said.

“What will the birds be?”

“First, we’ll let them know that we did not orchestrate the inci-
dent at the airport and that it was really an attempted act of terror
that we prevented. Then, by causing the London station to screw up,
we get rid of the station head. If we can stifle the London station, then
we might just tarnish that clique enough to have an outsider sent in to
clean house.”

“Are you sure about that?”

“We’ll be using the same technique the right-wingers used to get
rid of Kimche in ’82: tossing garbage into the wind. You’re from the
navy; you know what happens when you do that.” He was grinning,
stuffing his mouth with the end of a Coffee Crisp chocolate bar.

I wanted to see Bella and the girls; 1 was starting to grow more
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and more impatient in that regard. The urge would come upon me
suddenly when 1 least expected it. I had big problems with the TV
commercial for the AT&T phone company. They would show senti-
mental pictures of families together and then apart, reaching out for
one another, under the slogan “Reach out and touch someone.” I felt
so lonely when that ad appeared that I preferred not to turn the set on
when [ was alone.

When I arrived at the British embassy, 1 was greeted by the same
chap who'd interviewed me before. He was wearing the tie that I'd
had on the previous day, and [ wore the paisley that he’d worn then.
Other than that, we kept to the “uniform.”

“Nice to see you again,” he said, bending to get the door open.

“Won’t they give you a longer chain?” I asked.

“No, they like to keep our chains rather short.” He chuckled and
swung the glass door open, allowing me to enter ahead of him. He led
the way to the elevator, but today we went to a different side of the
building. He let me into an office very similar to his own, except that
there were no planters and no papers on the large, somewhat scruffy-
looking desk. The man seated behind the desk got up as we walked in
and stretched our his hand, smiling. “I'm Steve. Nice of you to come
back at such short notice.”

I took his hand. “I'm Dave. Nice to be called back.” 1 was smiling
too.

“Dave? But I was under the impression that your name was Vic-
tor?” He looked down at the paper on the desk in front of him.

“Just kidding,” 1 said, sitting down. “Dave was my ‘Steve,” you
“Aha.” His smile broadened. “So it is Victor?”

“Yes.”

“Is there anything we can get you?” He sat behind his desk.

“I'd love a coffee,” I said, not departing from the script. I took out
my cigarette pack and placed it on the table, only to notice I was
down to my last cigarette. “Would you happen to have a cigarette
machine somewhere in the building?”

“] will see what I can round up,” said the young man, and left.

“] understood that there would be more than one man here
today.”

“Yes. My colleague might come in a little later; he has a certain
thing he wants to show you and get your opinion on.”

“Will you be handling this case?”

“We’ll be doing it together. Why do you ask?”

see.
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“There is the matter of the money. We need to discuss that before
we go any further.”

“I can assure you that we’ll be more than grateful for your help.
The money will depend totally on the value of what you have to say
to us.”

“Could you be more specific?”

“I’'m afraid not. You see, we're not the ones who make that deci-
sion. After all, we don’t normally gather information about Israel
since it’s an ally.”

I lit the cigarette, speaking to him through a puff of smoke. “Why
don’t we cut the bullshit right off the top,” I said. “We’re here for a
reason. You want something that you know very well I have. You
want to verify first that I am who [ am. Then you want to know what
you can get out of me.”

“I would prefer to think of it as an exchange. . . .’

“Come on, we both know that if you could get me on a rack and
beat the information out of me, you would. And apart from money,
there is nothing I want from you. If you paid me now, [ would leave
and let you keep that neutrality you’re talking about. So, where would
vou like to start?”

“From the beginning, I suppose. What was your rank and position
in the Mossad?’

“My rank was colonel, but that was because I carried my rank
over from the military, where [ was a lieutenant colonel. At the time I
left the Mossad, I was working on the Danish desk and occasionally
doing jobs for other desks.”

“Is there a British desk?”

“Is the Pope Catholic?”

“Did you work on that desk?”

“From time to time.”

“Is there a clandestine station in London?”

“Yes. In the embassy.”

“How many officers?”

“Five, as of about two months ago. I can’t be sure at the moment,
but no more than six.”

“Who is the head of the station?”

“I'm really bad with names, you know,” I said, smiling.

“Would you be able to recognize him from a photo?”

“Sure, do you have one?”

“We have photos of most of the diplomats. It’s fairly standard for
them to give us a photo when they come to get their diplomatic cre-
dentials,”

2]
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“Let’s make life simple. You show me photos, I'll identify the men.
What next?”

“Why are you coming to us? Why not the Americans or the
French? And if it’s money you want, why not some Arab country? [
mean, they’d probably pay you a bundle.”

“I don’t like to deal with people when I'm on their soil; they have
too much control. Besides, you’re an ally, so in effect I'm not really
betraying my country, I'm only selling you information I think you
deserve to know. Like they say Pollard did.”

The young man came back with coffee and a new pack of
cigarettes. He apologized for not having American cigarettes, but these
were all they had in the canteen.

After he’d left, Steve and I established a more relaxed dialog. A
few minutes later, Steve’s partner stuck his head around the door, smil-
ing, and entered the room. He was roughly the same height as Steve,
about six feet, well built, and very tanned. It was as if he'd just
returned from a trip to the Caribbean—either that, I thought, or he
has some odd skin disease. His blond hair had almost completely
turned silver. It was combed the same way as Edward’s hair, only it
seemed to be more used to the position, since it hardly moved.

Steve brought him up to speed, and we went on with the conversa-
tion. Robert, the newcomer, opened a large folder and pulled out sev-
eral cardboard sheets with passport photos on them. “Would you
mind looking at these and telling me if you can recognize anyone?”

I glanced at them and then put them back on the desk. “Yes, I
do.”

“Well, would you be so kind as to point them out to us?”

“Why don’t you tell me who you think the head of the station is,
and I'll take it from there.”

“But,” said Steve, obviously taken aback and staring at Robert,
“that would be very unusual.”

“You mean you get Mossad case officers waltzing into your
offices every day, and that is why you flew all night from England to
talk to me?”

“Why should we tell you anything?” Robert asked.

“That way we will get over the credibility part. If I can prove to
you that I know what ’m talking about, we will have a much easier
time.”

“This one.” Robert pointed to a photo.

“You can do better than that,” [ said. “I never saw this man in my
life. He must be foreign office or something, you can see that by his
tie.”
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“His tie? You mean Mossad people have a special tie?” He was
chuckling at the thought.

“No, but back at headquarters we don’t go to work with a tie. So
when they take a photo for a passport or something, we wear the ties
in the photo studio, and they have only about three ties there. So once
you know what the ties look like, you'll have no problem in picking
out the Mossad people.”

The two Brits were smiling as though they had just discovered
America.

“QOkay,” Robert mumbled, pointing at another photo. “We believe
it’s him.”

“And you’re right, this is Yair.” From my shirt pocket, [ pulled out
a photo that Ephraim had given me just before I left for the embassy. |
laid it next to the photo he was pointing at. “Here, you see?” It was
the same photo, only mine was a slightly bigger print.

Credibility was established right then and there.

“Where did you get this?”

“That’s not the question now, is it?”

“We’d very much like to see more of the same.” His tone was
extremely polite.

“That’s not possible at the moment. I have no intention of hand-
ing you the station on a platter.”

“What, then?”

“T’ll tell you how you can get the information yourself. That way,
when you do, it will be solid.”

“Okay.” Robert nodded. “Let’s get this on the road properly.
There are several things we’d like to ask you first, and then we’ll take
it from there.”

[ nodded and put out my cigarette.

“First.” He opened a second file he’d taken out of the drawer.
“There were rumors in the field that Mossad does not keep third-party
agreements.!”

“Well, what we do is modify the information and then sell it. It is
never passed on as 1s.”

“I thought you were not working for them anymore.”

“I’'m not.”

“Then why do you refer to them as ‘we’?”

1. Third-party agreements: Friendly intelligence agencies subscribe to a gentle-
men’s agreement that information given by one friendly agency to another will
not be given to a third.
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“Habit. 1 haven’t been out of there very long. It is possible that
even in my own mind [ haven’t really accepted it, and that is why 'm
playing these games with you.”

“Do you still have friends there?”

“Yes, I think so.”

“Are you in contact with any of them?”

“Not at the moment, but I guess I could make contact if I
wanted to.”

“What do you know about the attempt by the Palestinians to
smuggle a bomb aboard an El Al plane in Heathrow?”

“The security caught it, didn’t they?”

“Fl Al security did, not the airport.”

“Well, what do you expect? El Al security is the best, isn’t it?”

“Is it at all possible that they could have staged this thmg to make
us look bad? I mean, would the Mossad do that>”

“And bring a real bomb that close to a plane? Never in a thousand
years. Besides, why would they want to do that?”

“We have to look at things from all angles. So you’re quite sure
they wouldn’t?”

“I can’t stand them, as you might have noticed, and believe me, I'd
be the first one to tell you if they’d done such a thing. But unfortu-
nately, they didn’t. The security is just good, that’s all there is to it.
They don’t rely too much on electronics.”

“But they do have all the most sophisticated devices.”

“I didn’t say they don’t use technology, I said they don’t rely on it.
After the rechnology does its thing, they go over it again manually.
Looking the passenger in the eye, so to speak.” This was a strange sit-
uation; here I was, supposedly selling out my country’s most precious
secrets and at the same time taking pride in the achievements of its
security apparatus. The two stared at me with some apprehension.

The questioning went on for several hours. We went in detail into
the way the Mossad activates, maintains, and recruits its more than
three thousand Jewish helpers, called sayanim, in Great Britain, how it
maintains over a hundred safe houses in the Greater London area and
services the recruitment needs of other smaller stations in Europe.

The safe house situation was one that seemed to bother them,
since it was causing noise in their antiterror system. Neither did they
like the fact that such heavy clandestine recruiting activity by the
Mossad was taking place under their noses. I could detect something
of an injury in their tone, and a determination to do something about
this.

“If we wanted to clean up, where would you say we should start?”
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“First you have to get your politicians to realize that moving
against the Mossad is not a move against the state of Israel, that the
Mossad is a loose cannon, and that it is extremely damaging to who-
ever comes into contact with it.”

“I believe we have already established that. What we’re asking
about is the operational information. What is the flaw in the system?
Every system has one, however hard they try to cover it up. What’s the
flaw in the Mossad that will allow us to sit back and watch what they
are doing—and stop them whenever we want to?”

“What aspect of their work would you want to stop?”

“It’s not acceptable to us that they’re using British subjects in their
operations. And targeting an entire minority such as the Jewish com-
munity is despicable. Second, we cannot sit idly by as they recruit
diplomats who are under our protection and put our relationships
with those countries in jeopardy.”

“Well, you need to catch them in the act.”

Robert had a cynical look on his face. “I should think that was
obvious.”

“What you need to do is watch the safe houses.”

“I would tend to agree with you. But how do we find them?”

“You follow the bodel.”

“What's a bodel?”

“The word bodel comes from the word lebavdil, which means ‘to
separate.” The bodel is a separator, your so-called flaw in the system.
He is the one who takes packages and things from the Mossad station
in the embassy to the safe houses and back. He is the secret gofer. Usu-
ally, if not always, fresh out of an elite military unit, he is a young
Israeli who has received special antisurveillance training and is the best
there is in that field. He makes most of the trips to the safe houses
during the day and most of the pickups during the night. He rarely
uses embassy vehicles and does not have any specific pattern of
work.”

“So go and chase the wind, is what you are telling us. And you
call this a flaw?”

“That is what the man is supposed to do; that is not always what
he does. The safe houses are also manned by Israeli students who
make sure the houses are well stocked with food and other essentials,
so that when they are activated, they are ready. They live in some of
the houses and visit the others to collect the mail, turn the lights on
and off, and make phone calls, so the place is in use and does not raise
suspicions when it is used by the case officers. They are usually the
same age as the bodel and will meet with him socially. What I'm
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telling you is that several places that he will go to in his free time, and
he will do that from his home, are in fact safe houses. Place them
under surveillance, and if he comes there during the day, you have
your safe house. There is always the possibility of following him with
a very big team, never letting him see the same person or car twice.
But I don’t know if you guys are up to it.”

The room was silent for several seconds while they digested all
this,

“This is a very sensitive area.” Robert was scratching his head. I
was the only one in the room smoking, but the air was heavy with
smoke. It was easy to see that the two of them were very uncomfort-
able.

“What do you mean?” I leaned back in my chair, a thin grin on
my lips. I was very satisfied with myself; I knew I had accomplished
what I’d been sent to do, and I'd had a good time doing it. Until now,
that is: It wasn’t over yet.

“So, if we follow the man and uncover the safe houses, what will
we find? | mean, can you imagine the scandal if we uncover several
Pollard-style cases?”

“We will be branded anti-Semitic on the spot,” Steve remarked, a
serious expression on his face.

“That will not happen,” I returned.

“Why not?” Steve stared straight at me, clearly in disagreement. “I
mean, when you go fishing, you can’t be sure what it is you’ll pull out
of the water.”

“The station will not use the safe houses for their sayanim. They
meet them in their own houses and under regular everyday circum-
stances. Rarely will they meet clandestinely, unless of course the sayan
is in the process of bringing in vital information from his place of
work. The safe houses are used purely for debriefing or field planning
sessions with case officers who do not enter the embassy. On rare
occasions, they’ll be used to interrogate an agent, but in that case they
will almost always be discarded right after that. The safe houses, I
mean.”

It was getting dark outside, and we all realized that there was little
more we could say at that time. Information had to be analyzed, and
more questions would come up after that. It was time to call it a day.

“What now?”

Robert pulled a white envelope from his pocket and put it on the
table in front of me. “This is a small token of our appreciation for the
time you have given us. We would like to talk to you again in the near
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future and ask some more questions, and of course pay for the ones
vou have answered.”

“Could you be more specific when you say ‘again’? When exactly
do you mean?”

“Several days, perhaps.”

“I can’t be sure that I'll be here that long. I'll call you before I
leave and give you my forwarding address.”

“What is your address now?”

“I'm here and there. T'll call you tomorrow and give you an
address, how’s that?”

“Well, we will not be here tomorrow, but you can give it to our
friend. He’ll pass it on to us. In fact, he could be our bodel.” We all
laughed.

I counted the money in the envelope outside the embassy building
and realized how cheap the British were. Although eight hundred dol-
lars was much more than I had at the moment, I knew I had handed
them a golden pickax with which to dig the Mossad’s claws out of
their soil. At one point, Robert had said thar they would pay me in the
millions for a list of the sayanim, but he was laughing, joking that it
was hardly likely that the Mossad would let me back into headquar-
ters to pick up such a list.

But it certainly made me appreciate the batch of photographs of
just about all the Mossad case officers that I had stashed away in my
hotel room. This was something that even Ephraim didn’t know. And
he wasn’t about to find out,

I knew that I had single-handedly managed to destroy the
Mossad’s capability in England for some time now. They would start
to run into problems in the near future, and if [ read the Brits right,
they would not let the Mossad know where the problems were coming
from. This was fulfilling my duty and tasting the sweet taste of
revenge at the same time. I scared myself realizing how much I hated
them. T hated the people who’d taken me away from the streets of Tel
Aviv and a life I was happy in, with all its small everyday problems. 1
hated them for shaking my belief in the Zionist dream that had been
placed in their hands to protect.

Ephraim was half-asleep on the bed, the television was muted, and
the lights were off. He’d probably fallen asleep several hours ago;
there was no smoke in the air.
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He sounded groggy.

“Ordering some coffee. The Brits don’t have a clue how to make it
right.”

“So you trust the Americans with that?” he said, chuckling.

“Would you like something to eat? 'm ordering a hamburger. I'm
starved.”

“Sure, order me one of those club sandwiches. So how did it go?”

I placed the order and told him everything. I was starting to get
impatient with the need to go over things this way. It didn’t seem the
same as it was when I was still in the Mossad. There it was more orga-
nized; first there was the written report, then you’d go over it, answer-
ing questions. This was more like merely satisfying the man’s curiosity.
My feelings toward him were swinging from respect to dislike and
back to appreciation.

“What did they say when you handed them the picture?” he asked.

“I think I did it well. I let them show me his picture first, then I
pulled out the one I had. I think that closed all the gaps, if there were
any left by then.”

“Did they bring up the El Al thing?”

“Just like you said, they believe the Mossad is capable of this kind
of trick.”

“They’re right.”

“You mean we did do it?” [ was taken aback.

“I didn’t say that. I said we are capable of it, and we’ve done simi-
lar things in the past.”

Ephraim was asking me questions, his mouth full of club sand-
wich. Ephraim might have been an educated man, but table manners
he didn’t have. I was taking my time answering since I wanted to

what are you doing?” Ephraim asked when I picked up the receiver.

e
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enjoy the food. By the time I finished and he was satisfied, he knew
about everything that had taken place at the embassy, the remaining
coffee was cold, and I was out of cigarettes again.

“Go get some cigarettes, and then we’ll talk about the big job I
was telling you about,” said Ephraim.

I walked to the door. He called after me, “You did a great job, Vic.
Even though you enjoyed it, which you shouldn’t have, you did a great
job.”

So he did notice the fact that I liked what I had done, and 1
thought 1 had him fooled. 1 got two packs of cigarettes and hurried
back up. This was going to be “it,” the final job, the one that would
end this state of oblivion I was in, as a gofer for the rebels,

I stopped myself before I entered that cesspool of doubt again. It
wasn’t that T had no doubts anymore, it was just that I really didn’t
have too many options at the moment. Should Ephraim want to nail
me, he could do so now, in spades, after my latest escapades.

When I reentered the room, Ephraim seemed different, worried,
uncertain. It was the first time I had seen him like this.

“What’s with you? Losing your cool?” 1 was trying to make light
of it. This was no time for him to go sour on me.

“I'm just thinking about the next stage. There are so many unan-
swered questions. | think we might just have to put it off for a while.”

“What are you talking about? What does that mean to my
timetable?”

“A short delay; a week, maybe ten days.” There was a note of
doubt in his voice, It was very possible the man was testing me to see
what I would do, hoping that I would be so anxious to get this thing
over with that I would take on any danger, no matter what, just to end
it. Later, he would be able to say that he had wanted to postpone it
and that it was I who’d wanted to go ahead. After all, we had gotten
our training in the same school, and even though 1 was a rookie in
comparison to him, we did think alike.

“No.” I was determined. T could play the same game as he did, if
indeed this was a game. “You decide now. We go for it, whatever it is,
or 'm out.”

“Look, Vic.” He had a serious expression. “It’s not as simple as
that. What we have to do is only part of the bigger picture. If you go
out and start to solve a problem that doesn’t exist yet, you’ll be sus-
pected of double dealing when it turns up. And where you’re going,
this is not something you want to happen.”

“You’d better be more specific, Ephraim, or you’re going to be
talking to the wall in a very short time.”



142 / VICTOR OSTROVSKY

“We have done that for thousands of years.” He smiled.

“And a lot of good it did us,” I said, smirking.

“Let’s go for a walk.”

His offer surprised me. He’d never before wanted to be seen with
me outside—for good reason. But I wasn’t about to question him; he
was the senior, and it was dark outside by now.

“Where are we going?”

“Just for a walk. You go first. I'll catch up to you.” Several min-
utes later, he was walking beside me. We passed the subway station
and stopped at a small greasy spoon, taking a booth at the end, well-
hidden by an overloaded and smelly coatrack.

“Shabtai and his Metsada team managed to kill the Jordanian
peace initiative and render Peres helpless. The man was made to look
like a fool; nobody else will touch this thing for a long time.”

“I could figure as much from listening to the news.” ,

“Up to that point, you could still call this a fair game. Some peo-
ple believe we should have peace with the Palestinians and some think
we should just kick their butts, but what it comes down to is, What
are our right-wingers willing to do to get what they want? As you well
know, the people who do want peace are made to look like traitors,
while the other side is made out to be the patriots.”

“Well, you have enough friends in the media. If you have an image
problem, why don’t you just use them?”

“We do, but it isn’t enough, not for what they are planning now.” A
waitress in a stained white apron took our order, chewing on a huge
piece of gum. We waited for her to finish pouring the coffee and serve the
large slices of apple pie we’d ordered. She was conversing with someone
in the back as she did so; before leaving, she forced a smile at us.

I lit a cigarette and stared at Ephraim. He was keeping his voice
down, causing me to lean forward slightly.

“They want to force the ‘Jordan is Palestine’ thing.! They have
political support for this and an alliance with some right-wing radicals

1. Many right-wing Israeli politicians realize that the Palestinian problem will
not go away just because they want it to. They aiso realize that the Palestinians
are in fact a nation with aspirations for a land they can call their own. These
politicians have no problem with those aspirations becoming a reality—in fact,
they believe that if that were to happen, all the problems of the region would be
solved. But since they don’t want to give up land to achieve that purpose, they
propose another solution: Since Jordan’s population is almost 75 percent Pales-
tinian, Jordan should be, and in fact is, Palestine. Thus, they neatly shove the
problem onto someone else’s back.
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that would guarantee massive support from the Diaspora, especially in
America.”

“But that idea has been around for some time now. I mean, it was
shouted from the Knesset podium many times. What’s the big deal?
Where do we fit into this?”

“As long as it was political, it was fine, but now the Mossad is
plunging headlong into this shit. They’ve decided that it’s time to
destabilize Jordan to the point of civil anarchy.”

“Destabilize? How?”

“A high influx of counterfeit currency, causing distrust in the mar-
ket; arming religious fundamentalist elements similar to the Hamas
and the Muslim Brotherhood; and assassinating leading figures who
are symbols of stability, causing riots in the universities and forcing
the government to respond with harsh measures and lose popularity.
You know what I'm talking about; everything you learned about and
more. 7

“So what do you want me to do?”

“I want you to tell the Jordanians about it so that they can stop 1t
before it’s out of control. I know that the Office is planning to do the
same with Egypt to prove that a peace accord with an Arab country is
not really worth the paper it’s written on, but I'm involved in that one,
and we still have time before the plan is implemented.”

“I heard about that. Wasn’t the Mossad running weapons to the
Egyptian fundamentalists through Afghanistan or something?”

“That’s right.”

“So you still didn’t explain how the hell 'm going to tell the Jor-
danians this and have them believe me. Why don’t you tell them? You
have channels to the Jordanians.”

“That isn’t good enough. This has to be an ongoing thing. Every
time they manage to stop one thing, our people will come up with
another. You will have to get them to recruit you. This time, it’s not
just a short exercise; this is for real.”

I was speechless. This was far more serious than I had imagined: I
was setting myself up for a hanging. No matter what might go wrong
or whoever might catch me, the result would be the same.

“Is this your idea? Did you think this up yourself, or have you dis-
cussed it with someone?”

“I have, and we are in a consensus that this is the only way to go.
[ haven’t told them who I will designate to do this, so as not to com-
promise you.”

“What other options do you have?”

“You’re not the only one doing what you’re doing.”
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That was a revelation to me; until that point, I'd been positive that
[ was the only one on this trip.

“How many are we?”

“Enough to get the job done. This time, we have to go all the way,
and time is not on our side. On the one hand, vou can’t really do
much until you know specifically what it is you have to stop, but at
the same time, there is only a short time for you to get in there and
have a really good chance of not getting detected.”

“What do you want me to do?” I had made up my mind to stop
piling problems in his way and do what he asked.

What he told me was not music to my ears. [ was to totally sever
all ties to everything. I would start a fast descent into the gurter, from
where I would appear to be much more appealing and believable to
my new “masters.”

Ephraim was sending me out on the street without a cent. “You
make contact when you’re hungry, and after you've gotten the link,
call this number and we’ll meet.”

After making the call, I was to wait one day and then come to the
Four Seasons Hotel in downtown Washington, D.C. I had the name of
the guest I was to ask for. Ephraim would wait for me there. There
was to be no other contact with him. I was to make a new group of
friends on the street, so in the event of an accident of some sort, there
would be someone who knew me and would call my family, T was still
under my real identity, and I was to keep a loose contact with Bella.
That was the only point that I found difficult. I couldn’t tell her any-
thing on the phone, because no doubt her phone was being listened to.
She was not to know what was taking place. I couldn’t even tell her
this was coming closer to an end.

I was going to start this whole charade the next day, so I decided
to have one last night out on the town before I moved to scum alley.

I went down to Rumors, a well-known watering hole in down-
town Washington, D.C., and plunged into a bottle of tequila and
some tall glasses of Coke. I was hurting all over from fear; T was
scared of what I was getting into and at the same time ashamed of
being scared. I wanted out; [ wondered what would happen if I just
walked over to the bus terminal and got on the first bus out of there,
getting off at the last stop, wherever it was. It would probably be the
best solution for everybody. My family needed me like they needed a
hole in the head; I'd been nothing but trouble for them as far back as
I could remember. I could feel seif-pity taking over, which made
things even worse.
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Suddenly, through my alcohol-induced haze 1 noticed a woman.
She asked me if the seat next to me was taken. What happened next is
a blur. All T can remember is getting a positive response. In the cab on
the way to my hotel, some time later, alarm bells were going off in my
mind. This is too easy, it’s a setup, I thought. She is here to kidnap me,
take me back to Israel. There was no way such a beautiful lady would
just fall for a drunk like me, leaving behind the girlfriend she’d ven-
tured out with and going halfway across town to his hotel. Unless
something I'd said that I couldn’t remember had made a big impres-
sion on her. T decided to take the risk. If she was working for the
Mossad, it was only a matter of time before they got me anyway, so [
might as well take the easy route and go with her.

As it turned out, she wasn’t working for the Mossad. She was as
hungry for sympathy as I was, and took just as much out of that night
as she put into it. I vaguely remember taking her downstairs and get-
ting her a cab back to the city. By morning, the encounter was molded
into my dreams; [ could hardly tell what had really happened and
what [ only dreamed after she’d left.

This was going to be my last breakfast before I hit the street. I was
on my own, pointing at a target that [ had no idea how to hit. I'd
packed all my clothes in the suitcases and was wearing my pinstripe
suit. I would roll in the gutter with it, and after several days, I'd look
like a man who’d lost it all.

It was then that I realized I was going about this the wrong way.
Ephraim had given me a task and had told me how to carry it out. The
method he’d suggested might work for him but not for me. Had this
been a regular operation in the Mossad, we would have discussed it,
and after several hours of brainstorming, would have come up with
the best method for me to carry out the task. That hadn’t happened,
and I was not ready to do things his way. If I was destined to be a
street person, it would be out of despair, and that would show. If 1
tried to play the part, it just wouldn’t work.

I was going to take the head-on approach that I knew I could han-
dle. T put my Israeli passport in my pocket and headed for the subway.
I got off by the shopping center about one block away from the
embassy. [ was going to have a cup of coffee and then make my move.
Twenty minutes later, I was getting out of a cab at the gate of the Jor-
danian embassy, less than one hundred yards from the Israeli embassy.
I was questioned by the guard inside the main entrance as to who I
was and what my business was there. [ said I had to talk to the person
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in charge of security. The guard insisted on knowing the purpose of
my visit.

“I need to talk to someone from security,” I repeated, pulling out
my Israeli passport and showing it to the guard.

He reached out to take it, but I put it back in my pocket. “Only to
the man in charge of security.”

He hesitated for a moment, then picked up the phone and spoke in
rapid Arabic for several seconds. Then he turned to me. “Just one
minute, please. The person you wanted is on his way. Would you
please walk through the gate?” He pointed to a metal detector gate,
like those used in airports, situated in the center of the hall, just by the
four stairs leading up to a second level. After going through that, I was
checked by a second uniformed guard with a hand-held detector. A
tall, thin man in a dark blue suit stepped into the hall. He stopped sev-
eral feet from me. “What can we do for you?”

I took out my Israeli passport again and handed it to him. “It’s
more like what can 1 do for you.”

He opened the passport and leafed through it, looking at the
photo and again at me. A smile appeared on his face, hesitant at first
but gradually broadening into a grin. “Would you care to follow me,
please?”

“I'd love to.”

He walked up the few steps and led me to what seemed to be the
quiet office section of the embassy. We entered a small room with a
desk and several chairs around it. The curtains on the large window
were shut, but the room was well lit. On the wall behind the desk was
a large photo portrait of King Hussein in his military uniform, smiling
at the camera.

The place was as foreign to me as a place could get. I had felt
more at home in the Soviet embassy. The tall, elegant man sat under
the king’s portrait and pointed to the seat opposite him. He was far
too elegant for this office. “Would you care for something to drink, or
perhaps a snack?”

I began to wonder if there was some universal law of interrogation
that stipulated subjects always be offered food and drink first. “A cof-
fee would be great,” I replied.

He spoke to the guard who’d escorted us to the room and sent
him on his way. He then put my passport on the desk in front of me.
“What brings you to us”—he glanced at the passport again—“Mr.
Os. . . rovvasky?”

“Ostrovsky,” I corrected him. “You could say that greed brought
me here, also a good dose of wanting revenge.”
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“Revenge, now there’s a nice word. Who do you want to take
your revenge upon?”

“My former employer.”

“And who might that be?”

“The Mossad.”

I could see the color of his face change from a healthy tan to a
dusty gray in a matter of seconds. Had I chanced upon a mole the
Mossad had in Jordan? That was always a possibility, albeit a remote
one. Ephraim hadn’t said there were none; all he had said was that it
wasn’t high on the priority list. I would not live very long if this man
turned out to be working for the Mossad. He got up from behind the
desk and walked to the door. “T'll be back in a minute,” he said, a
slight tremble in his voice. I'd clearly made an impression on the man.
If he was indeed a mole and worried that I was a Mossad defector
who could uncover him, he’d be out of the building and on his way to
the Israeli embassy, which was probably visible from the window if 1
moved the curtains.

I got up and stared into the hall; there was no one there. Then the
guard showed up with the coffee, putting it and a large bowl of Oreos
on the table. The Oreos made me smile. They seemed out of place, just
like I was.

Almost fifreen minutes later, the man returned. He had his color
back and was smiling again. “How do we know that you are who you
say you are?”

“I have some documentation that you can see, and I'm willing to
answer any questions that you may have.”

We both lit cigarettes, and the questioning started. I made it clear
right off the bat that I didn’t know the names of any Mossad agents in
Jordan, or in any other Arab country, for that matter. Nor was I about
to give them names or descriptions of Mossad case officers I'd worked
with. He was mostly interested in finding out about the Mossad’s inter-
vention in the fundamentalist movement in Jordan and what influence
the Mossad had on the political agenda of Israel. He made it very clear
to me that they had no trust in the Israeli politicians who were saying
they wanted peace, because of the leaks. He explained to me that it was
made clear time and time again to all the Israelis they had met, that
leaking details of the meetings or even the fact that the meetings took
place would jeopardize them and render them invalid. And yet there
wasn’t a single time that the details were not leaked. The only conclu-
sion the Jordanians could come to was that the people they were meet-
ing with, at great danger to themselves, were not at all sincere and that
the day was not far when such meetings would be a thing of the past.
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After several hours, the man was satisfied that I was who I said I
was. “Now I'll call my boss. He might have some questions for you.”

A pleasant gentleman in his late fifties entered the room. His
receding silver hair was neatly combed back, and beneath his shining
forehead he wore gold-rimmed glasses, a small mustache, and a
friendly smile.

The younger man stocd to attention. “Mr. Ostrovsky, Brigadier
General Zuhir.”

The newcomer extended his arm to me. “I'm very pleased to meet
you, Victor. I hope we’ll have a long and fruitful relationship.” The
man was good; right off the bat, he came across as a friend, first
impressions and all. “I hope that my friend here has treated you
well?”

“Yes, indeed.” _

“Iunderstand from him that you’re a Mossad officer, or rather an
ex-Mossad officer?”

“That’s correct.”

“Do you know the liaison officer of the Mossad in Washington?”

“Ido.”

“I know him too. I met him at a party at the State Department last
Christmas.”

“Well, that wouldn’t be my friend.”

“Why is that?”

“He wasn’t here last Christmas. He only came here about three
months ago.”

The man smiled. It was clearly a trick question that very few peo-
ple could have answered correctly. “Now that I know you were a
member, how do [ know you are not one anymore?”

“You have to trust me, I guess.”

“What are you offering us?”

“I could help bring your intelligence agency into the twentieth cen-
tury, and at the same time prevent some bad things from happening to
your economy and your king.”

The instant I mentioned the word “king,” his face turned serious,
“What do you mean when you say that about the king? Is there any
danger to the king?”

“Yes. Nothing imminent or anything that I could tell you about at
the moment. But, yes, there are those who would like to see him
dead.”

The room fell silent. The general was thinking. The younger man
stared at him, waiting for him to say or do something. The tension
was rising; even the guard standing at the door was serious.
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“Would you be willing to go to Amman and see someone there?”

“Amman?” The question came at me like a locomotive. Amman,
the capital of Jordan, so close to Israel, yet so far away. How the hell
would I get there, and would I ever come back? Was there a way to
get out of this? Could I say no and still pull it off? The general could
see I was hesitant. “Think about it. I will be here all day tomorrow,
and you can call and tell me what you have decided.”

“If I say yes, when will [ be going?”

“I didn’t say you will, 1 just wanted to know if you would agree. 1
have to talk to the right people about this.”

“Will you be using the phone line to talk about me?”

“No. I will use the embassy’s coded system.”

“Don’t—that is, if you don’t want to kill me. Your code was bro-
ken a long time ago, and all your ‘secure’ lines are anything but.”

“So what do you recommend?”

“Use your diplomatic pouch or send a messenger.”

“That will take longer.”

1 got up. “I'll call you tomorrow with my answer. I don’t really see
any problems. I might just need some guarantees.”

“QOkay. Until tomorrow, then.”

“One more thing. Would you see what you can do to take care of
my greed, should things work out?”

“Don’t worry. We will not leave you hanging, if you will pardon
the expression.” He and the others smiled, but I couldn’t get myself to
do so. “What will you call yourself when you call?” the general asked.

I thought for a moment, “Isa. I'll say it’s Isa.”

“See you soon then, Isa.” The general smiled and walked out of
the room. The younger man escorted me to the front door. “Should I
call you a cab?”

Getting into a cab outside the Jordanian embassy, right across
from the Israeli embassy, was definitely not a good idea. “Could you
give me a ride instead?”

We went to his car around the back, and he drove me to the near-
est subway station. I gave him the address of the hotel and my room
number in case they needed to get in touch with me in a hurry. Then I
got out of the car as fast as [ could and entered the station. The ball
was rolling; I'd hit it halfway across the court, and now I would wait
and see what would become of it.



phraim was supposed to have delivered money to me, but for some

reason, he hadn’t done so. Had this been a normal Mossad opera-

tion, he could have gotten as much money as he wanted from a
bank sayan—a Jewish banker who is regarded as trustworthy and will
open the bank for you at any time and provide as much money as
needed. He would be reimbursed the following day, once the station
got the money from headquarters. Bank sayans were used only in
emergency situations. But this was not a normal operation, and so I'd
have to wait for Ephraim to arrange things, or use whatever [ could
get from the people I was supposedly working for.

I couldn’t help finding the situation somewhat ludicrous; here I
was, interacting with the top brass of intelligence agencies of several
countries simultaneously, and I didn’t have enough money for a proper
meal. Things would have to start to move fast, or I'd end up on the
street before I knew it. According to my estimation, I could stretch my
stay at the hotel for a few more days and then that was it.

1 forced myself into a joyous mood and called Bella. She wanted to
know what was going on, what [ was doing, and what she was sup-
posed to do for money. Ephraim had promised to arrange a check for
her that would look as if it had been sent from me. I was to tell her
that it was an advance for the security advising job I was doing for
some company. There was no reason for her to suffer a lack of funds.
If I'd been working for the Mossad, she would have been well taken
care of, and if I hadn’t been, I would get a job and do it myself. But in
this situation of limbo, Ephraim had to do it. As it turned out,
Ephraim never got around to it, but at the time, I was still under the
impression he would. I was constantly worried about how Bella was
making ends meet. | knew that her father would help her, but T also
knew that things would have to get pretty bad before she would ask
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him for help. But there was very little I could do about it except lose
sleep.

At three a.M., I decided to find out if the Jordanians had placed
someone to check me out. I got dressed and walked out of the hotel.
The streets were deserted, and no one came after me. If they had pur a
tail on me, he was either blind or asleep.

I made a call to the British embassy the next day and asked for an
appointment with the gofer. I wanted to meet him somewhere outside
the embassy and give him some information. He asked me to call back
in an hour or so. When I did, he told me he would not be able to come
out and meet me but that he’d be waiting for me at the embassy when-
ever I'd like to come. I realized that they regarded me as dangerous
and suspected that I could in fact be teaming up with someone who
might harm them. I couldn’t risk entering another embassy just then,
so I'said I would give him the information over the phone.

This was a snippet that Ephraim had left me just before he went
back to Israel. Since terrorism was on the increase in Europe at the time,
there was a great demand for information regarding terrorist activity,
and the Mossad was more creative in that field than most. Since the
Mossad regarded Israeli targets as sacred, they were willing to deal with
just about anyone to get advance warning about attacks on such targets.

It was a standing order for field personnel at the time to make
contact, under false flag,! with whatever terrorist organizations they
could. The only restriction was that the meeting be held in a secure
environment, meaning that the case officer would have to get clear-
ance from the Mossad European center in Brussels as to the danger
level of the said terrorist, and the officer in charge of field security
would have to arrange the security for the meeting.

Once the contact was established, case officers were authorized to
make any exchange for information that would lead to the prevention
of an attack on an Israeli target. Although it was the Mossad’s policy
to let it be understood that they regarded Jewish targets as having the
same level of urgency as Israeli targets had, that was not the case. In
fact, officers were on numerous occasions made to understand that it
was not part of the job to protect Jews; that was the job of the locals.
Under no circumstances was anyone allowed to burn a source who
could one day bring in a warning about an Israeli target, in order to
save a Jewish one.

1. False flag: Intelligence jargon meaning a deliberate misrepresentation of one’s
nationality.
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In some cases, there would be an extra restriction, when it was
believed that the terrorists might have an alliance with other terrorists
who’d be willing to hit Israeli targets. That restriction was that they
were not to be given demolition materials. In those cases, the only
thing that could be exchanged for the information would have to be in
the logistical sphere, mainly documentation.

None of this was new to me; it was the same as I'd been
instructed, and for which 1 had approved requests many times when
on the desks. As part of that drive, a deal was struck with a French
group called Action Directe for a series of blank, first-grade British
passports, in exchange for information about possible attacks on
Israeli targets. Action Directe was led to believe it was dealing with a
South American group that wanted to exchange the information for
arms from Israel. ‘

A dead letter box? in a phone booth in West Germany was planned
as the means to get the passports to Action Directe. By using me as an
information conduit, Ephraim was leaving it up to the Brits to get the
Germans to make the arrest when the French terrorists tried to pick
up the passports. The Germans would probably tail the Mossad drop
man, then take the Action Directe men into custody when they arrived
at the pickup point. Ephraim didn’t want the Action Directe to think
they’d been tricked by their South American connection, though. If
they did think that, they might try to kill the messenger, who was in
fact a Mossad officer. Ephraim was therefore going to have the Action
Directe people warned, so that they wouldn’t think it was a trap and
then take revenge on the Israelis for setting them up.

Ephraim was hoping (and so was I) that an incident, even if it
didn’t come home to haunt the Mossad, would at least put them in
some very hot water. We knew, however, that to break the Mossad’s
hold on the government would not be a short process. Even the pass-
port drop was planned about a month ahead; it was explained to the
terrorists that it would take time to prepare, and that would give the
terrorists time to get the information that would be regarded as pay-
ment for the papers.

The British gofer was out of breath by the time I was finished.
“Do you want our people to contact you or anything?” he asked.

“Ill call back in a few days, If they have a question, tell them to

2. Dead letter box: A designated place where intelligence information or other
material can be dropped off to be picked up later. The Mossad will only deliver
to a dead letter box, never pick up from one.
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leave it with you so you can ask me. If I can, I'll tell you ahead of time
when I'm coming, although I doubt that very much.” There was a
silence on the line. I realized he didn’t exactly know what he was sup-
posed to do. T hung up and called the Jordanians. “Can I talk to Zuhir,
please? This is Isa.”

“Just one minute please, Mr. Isa.” I could tell from the woman’s
voice that she knew this was important. Seconds later, a second
woman came on the line. “Mr. Isa? I'm Lorraine. The general will talk
to you in a minute.” Things were going much better than I could have
imagined. I knew that if Mousa, my field activity instructor and now
head of security in Europe, could see me, he would be extremely
proud of how I was working. But I prayed that he wouldn’t, because if
he did, I would be stretched out on a slab in the morgue, with a
twenty-two-caliber bullet planted deep in my skull.

“Hello, Isa. How are you today?”

“Very well, and yourself?”

“Fine. I'm getting ready for Ramadan. You know this?”

“Sure. I hope you have an easy fast.”

“Thank you. What did vou decide?”

“What can I tell you? [ was always a sucker for a nice trip.”

“Does that mean yes?”

“Yes, it does.”

“Great. Now I'll tell my people, and we will get back to you. Will
you be at the same place as before?”

“Yes, only I'm running out of money. If I don’t make some very
soon, I'll have to leave.”

“Where will you go?” That was one question I didn’t want to
hear. What it meant was that there was a possibility it would take
longer than a few days. At that moment, I was perplexed; I couldn’
understand the laxity with which T was being handled. Maybe T was
used to an extremely aggressive agency that would grab at almost any
opportunity; the man doing the grabbing could probably see an
opportunity for personal advancement in every move. The general
wasn’t part of this mechanism. He was a true soldier, doing what he
thought was right, but not making decisions for others who were not
under his command.

I was frustrated and it showed, all the more so since I was not
making any effort to hide it. I realized then what Ephraim wanted to
achieve by placing me in this situation without any means of support;
h}f wanted me to rely on the success of my mission. I hated him for
that.

“I have no idea at the moment, but [ will try to solve my financial
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problems as fast as [ can.” I could see that he didn’t really understand
what I meant. “I need to make some money to live on, and I can’t
work in the U.S,, so I'll have to go to Canada and find something
there.”

“Will you tell me where I can find you there, in case the answer
we are waiting for is delayed?”

“If you don’t have one before 1 go, then just forget it.” I could feel
my insides starting to heat up. | was getting more and more restless,
and I realized that [ had to start watching my back more than ever.

When I'd walked into the embassy, I was so hyped up on what |
had been sent to do that I hadn’t given that much thought to the
implications. I'd expected them to grab me with two hands and get me
working right on the spot. It hadn’t happened that way, and things
were starting to get sticky. ,

The process was now irreversible; the information was on its way
to Amman and the Jordanian intelligence offices there. Since this was
no doubt high-priority information, it would be handled by the top-
ranking officers in that service, and if the Mossad was worth its
weight in salt, it would hear about it, either from an officer who was
recruited or from one of the assistants working for him. Even if nei-
ther of those conduits to the Mossad existed, the opportunity of hav-
ing an Israeli spy working for Jordanian intelligence would most likely
be brought before the king. And among the king’s retinue, for sure, the
Mossad would have an ear of some sort. Knowing what I knew and
could give away, it would become a prime directive to stop me, A team
could be preparing to grab me or eliminate me as we spoke.

“Call me when you hear something. I hope I'll still be there.”

“Will you call before you leave?”

“Okay.” I hung up, feeling as though someone had let all the air
out of my balloon.

The call came at eight-thirty in the morning. It was Zuhir. “Are
you ready to go?”

“When?”

“How about tomorrow afternoon?”

“That’s fine with me.” I had made it a condition that he would go
with me. | sensed that he was an honorable man, and the promise of
safe passage was something that I needed. In the short time I'd known
him, I realized that he was someone who would readily die rather than
go back on his word or lose his honor,

“I’ll pick you up at your hotel at twelve.”

“For how long are we going?”

THE OTHER SIDE OF DECEPTION / 155

“A week. Is that okay?”

“Sure, see you tomorrow.” I hung up the phone and sat there for
several minutes, trying to digest what had just happened. I was about
to go to a country I'd always regarded as an enemy and be a guest of
the intelligence agency on the other side. T was going to the other side:
That was what I was about to do. If there had been a way to explain
everything that I had done up to this point, what I was about to do
was unexplainable. At the moment, I figured the Mossad didn’t know
about me. On the other hand, if they did know about me, they
couldn’t say much since it would expose a source. But then what I
could give away was much more than any source could provide, so
they couldn’t afford to let me go over. They might have tolerated my
activity to this point, but there was no way they would allow me to
land in Amman.

I was now stepping into an abyss from which the climb back
might not be at all possible. I had twenty-four hours in which to pre-
pare for the trip, and there was really nothing I could do to cover
myself,

I took a shower and quickly got dressed. I had to get to a phone
and call Ephraim. It was a Saturday, and I hoped he would be there.
The phone rang several times, but there was no answer. I couldn’t
make a call from the hotel, nor could I tell Bella what was going on, [
decided to try again later. I walked back to the hotel and waited in the
room. Time stood still. What if I can’t get him? Whar if they’re wait-
ing for me, and this is all a trap just to get me there so someone can
hand me over? I wasn’t thinking straight. [ was too excited and scared.
It was like walking on the rim of a volcano with your eyes closed, |
could feel the danger, but I couldn’t see it.

By six in the afternoon, I got Ephraim. [ was exhausted from the
tension,

“What's up?” He sounded cheerful; something had apparently
gone right for him.

“I'm on my way tomorrow.”

~He didn’t say a word for several seconds, then in a slow and low
voice, “Do you mean what I think you do?”

“You bet. T was called this morning. I'm leaving some time around
noon tomorrow.”

~ “I'll be damned. We don’t know anything about this, not even a
hint. Do you know that, even if you don’t go, it’s already the biggest
farce in this organization’s history?”

I knew exactly what he was talking about—the myth that the
Mossad knows exactly what is going on in Arab countries (in this case
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Jordan) was just that: a myth. This was supposed to ring every alarm
bell in the bloody Mossad, yet no one had heard of it. I took a deep
breath; I couldn’t express my relief. “But you do want me to go?”

“Yes. That is, if you think you’re up to it.”

“And you want me to proceed according to plan?”

“Yes, just like we planned it. That is, if they’ll let you.”

“So I'’ll call you when 1 come out.”

“I’ll wait for you. How long?”

“The man said one week.”

“Just remember that there are other people there, and if they put
you in a hotel, stay out of sight. We might not have anyone in their
system, but we sure have people in Palestinian circles, and they’re all
over the place. I still can’t believe we didn’ hear about this.” He was
laughing. “What a bunch of bullshitrers. I wonder now how many of
the so-called agents we have are bogus.”

I hung up and went back to the hotel.

It was eleven forty-five. | was waiting in the hotel lobby. I'd made
arrangements for the hotel to hold my room, and they’d prepared a
bill. At twelve sharp, a limousine pulled up out front, and Zuhir’s
assistant, the tall slim man, walked in and greeted me.

“Are you ready?”

“Yes, but there is the matter of the hotel.”

“What is it?”

“I have no money, and I have to hold the room until 1 return. I
spoke to the general about that.”

He went back to the limo and then returned to me with the gen-
eral’s credit card. “The general said to put it all on his card.”

“They’ll want him to sign.”

“T’ll sign for him. You go ahead to the car.”

I did. Zuhir was seated in the far corner. [ could barely see into the
car, but his smile was shining through. “Abalan w’ sabalan, my
friend,” he said, stretching out his hand to greet me.

“How are you?” I said, smiling. There was just no way of not lik-
ing this man.

“We’ll be flying to New York first, and from there we’re going to
Amman. I have made all the arrangements, We’ll be picked up at the
airport. All will be well.”

“Do you know the people who will be picking us up at the air-
port?”

“They are all my friends, people you can trust. And here.” He
handed me a set of tickets: They were in a red folder with the Jorda-
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nian crown printed in gold and the word “Alia” in English and Ara-
bic. This was not the sort of thing I wanted to flash around in an air-
port—either at Washington National or Kennedy.

“Would you mind keeping this for me?” T handed him the folder,
slipping the tickets inside my coat pocket. He smiled. “You spies havé
to think of everything.”

“Well, that is if we don’t want to hang.”

‘;Don’t you worry, my friend, you are with me. No one will touch

I smiled back. “Would you drop me off at the entrance to the
Sheraton? The one by the airport?”

“Sure.” There was a tinge of wariness on his round face. He was
puzzled, trying to figure out what I was up to.

“I just want to take a cab from there to Washington National.
After all, we don’t know who we might meet there, and I don’t want
to be seen with the most senior Jordanian military man in the U.S.,
bdoarding a plane. You'll agree with me that that would not be a good
1dea.”

“I should have thought of it myself, bur of course you’re one hun-
dred percent right. What about Kennedy? What will we do there?”

“We're traveling first class?” T took out my tickets and looked at
them,

“Yes, of course.” Zuhir smiled.

“So we will meet in the Alia lounge. Where is it?”

“Alia doesn’t really have a lounge, but we do use the Air France
one. There is no Air France flight, so we’ll be there alone—I mean
only people flying to Amman.”

“So I'll see you there.” I looked out the window. Zuhir instructed
thf: driver to stop first at the Sheraton. His assistant then sald some-
thing to Zuhir in Arabic, and Zuhir turned to me. “Do you know
where the Air France lounge is?”

“No, I'm afraid [ don’t.”

“Do you know where the El Al counters are?”

“Yes.” There was a slight hesitation in my voice,
~ “Well, the Air France counters are on the one side and the lounge

1s on the other. So when we go to the flight, we will pass by the El Al
‘COunters.” He gave his assistant a worried look, then said ro me
‘What do you propose to do?” ’

“Nothing. I'll meet you in the lounge, and when the time comes
we’ll go for the flight. What else can we do?” ,

The car came to a stop under the large concrete canopy of the
Sheraton, and I got out. The chauffeur took my suitcase out of the
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trunk. Not looking back at the car, I walked into the lobby. I waited
there for several minutes, then walked back out again and hailed the
first cab that was waiting at the end of the ramp. There was no chance
that my friends from the Mossad could have arranged for that cab to
be there; there was no time. If someone was following me, and at this
point I doubted that very much, the stop at the hotel would have con-
fused them completely. It sometimes sounds childish, all these games
of cat-and-mouse, but when it’s your life that’s at stake, the games
stop being fun. Every move that vou can make to throw off whoever is
after you (if they are there or not} is a blessing and might just buy vou
enough time to stay alive. There had been times when [ was with the
Office when I was positive I was clean and went about my business,
still keeping an eye open, only to realize that I'd picked up a tail I
hadn’t identified. A

The cab ride took only five minutes, but it turned out to be a
smart move. As I handed my ticket and passport to the security man at
the airport, [ felt a tap on my shoulder. I was sure it was Zuhir or his
assistant wanting to tell me something. 1 didn’t want to turn and see
them, as this would have worked against all the evasive moves we’d
taken.

*Vic.” A voice now accompanied the tapping. | knew the voice; it
was someone from another world, another life, I turned my head,
putting a broad grin on my face. Was this coincidence or something
else? “Rolly! How are you?” I put my suitcase on the ground and took
his outstretched hand. He shook my hand vigorously. He had once
been a good friend; we’d spent much time together talking about
things at the top of the world. I never worked with Rolly; he was liai-
son and I was a case officer. But we’d run into each other quite often
when we worked at headquarters. He was doing liaison with the Scan-
dinavians when 1 was working the Danish desk.

“I heard about your bad luck. ’'m sorry.” He was genuinely con-
cerned.

“That’s life. How are things with you?” He was the Mossad liai-
son to the CIA, and I knew he wasn’t about to spill his guts to me, but
I asked anyway. What else could I say? Here [ was, on my way to Jor-
dan with a Royal Jordanian Airline ticket in my pocket, and whom do
I meet?

“Nothing new, just the usual.”

I thought back to the brigadier general who’d been selling arms
to the Iranians. I did feel somewhat guilty about him, since it was I
who had made the call for Ephraim to the FBL. “What is going on
with Bar-Am?”
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“Who?” Rolly, a six-foot-one stringbean, leaned forward as if he
wanted to hear better. His voice got low as though he wanted mine to
do the same.

“Avraham Bar-Am, the general, the one who was arrested for
arms dealing with Iran or something.”

“What about him?”

“Aren’t you guys going to help him out? After all, he did work
for us.”

“I thought you were out of this game?” He smiled, squinting his
eyes as if thinking that maybe all was not as he’d heard it.

“I am out, but that doesn't mean that T can forget it all overnight,
you know, I did a lot of work for him in headquarters, way back
when. T thought that if you put someone in shit, it would be half-
decent to be there to get him out.”

“As of when does the game work that way? I never saw Bar-Am
being forced into this thing with a gun to his head. He went in to
make a profit and cash in on his connections. It didn’t work out the
way he wanted to, that’s his tough luck.”

“How did they get him?”

“I have no idea. One day, they were doing great; the next day, out
of the blue, came the FBI, and it was all over. I have a hunch it was
someone from the inside who wanted the deal off. It was getting in the
way of Blue Pipeline.3”

“That would be stupid. It would surely make the Americans think
that one hand doesn’t know what the other is doing.” I was hoping he
would confirm this. After all, that had been the main reason behind
our little exercise.

“You bet that is what they think.” T could see by his face that he
realized he'd talked too much already, and to an ex who might not be,

- “Hey, Rolly, it’s me, Victor! What are you worried about? You
think T will take what you just told me and fly with it to Amman or
something?”

We both started to laugh.

There was more to Blue Pipeline than just sending ammunition to
the Iranians: At that point, the Mossad was training Iranian pilots in
Germany. The contact was made by the German BND, their secret ser-
vice. It was not made through the upper echelons but through the

3. Blue Pipeline: The nickname given to the Israeli arms sales to the Iranians that
had once been .mlstakenly delivered in a light blue Zim (Israeli shipping line)
container. Danish ships were used in the shipping of the products.
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working level of department heads. That was the way the Mossad
liked to work; it would give the intermediates the ability to bring in
good information and help their careers, and keep the top brass out,
their so-called political conscience clean.

The Iranian air force consisted mainly of American-made fighter
jets such as the Phantom, which until some years earlier had been the
leading fighter in the Israeli arsenal too. It was imperative for the Ira-
nians to be able to train their pilots in a safe environment and also
receive parts for their crumbling air force. Israel was happy to oblige,
using the Germans as intermediaries so that the Iranians would not
have to admit to themselves that they were getting help from the Zion-
ist devil himself. In the scenic state of Schieswig Holstein, Israeli pilots
were training Iranian pilots in several locations. At two airfields, they
were getting flight training in specially modified Cessnas, and at the
third they were training in five simulators brought specially from
Israel.

At the same time, parts for the decimated Iranian planes were
making their way overland from ports in Italy, all the way across Ger-
many and into Denmark, where they were loaded on Danish ships.
Other parts and weaponry were transferred directly from Israeli-leased
ships to Danish ones in the Danish port.

The local police authorities in the northern German state were
well aware of the activity but had no qualms about it, as long as there
were no terrorist activities in the area and the operation was pumping
money into their personal pockets.

Rolly nodded his head. “Look over there,”

“Where?” 1 asked, turning my head slowly so as not to attract
attention. Rolly was never good at field activity, He didn’t really need
to be: He was liaison.

“Over there in the corner, standing with that tall man.”

“Yes?”

“That is Zuhir, the Jordanian military attaché. I wonder where
he’s off to?”

“You want me to make contact and find out for you?”

“You wouid, wouldn’t you? You are one crazy son of a bitch.” He
grinned. “Stay away from him. We don’t need some international inci-
dent, about which I will have to write endless reports.”

I knew he would have to write a report about meeting me, where
he thought I was going, and, almost to the word, what we’d said. The
fact that he’d recognized Zuhir and would try and find out where he
was heading was not very promising for me. [ was going to make light
of it. “Give my regards to Mousa.”
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“I don’t work with Mousa.”

“He’s head of security in Europe now, and you'll mention me in
your report, so send him my regards. Trust me, he’ll get it. By the way,
are you coming or going?”

“Neither. 'm here to pick up my wife. She’s coming back from a
trip to Israel.”

[t was my turn at the ticket counter. T was glad to hear him say,
“There she is. I'll be seeing you.”

I shook his hand and gave my ticket to the attendant behind the
counter. After getting my boarding pass and walking through security,
I stood at the gate waiting to board. Zuhir didn’t acknowledge me,
just as we’d decided, but I could see by his face that he was more than
curious about whom I’d met.

It was dark by the time I walked across the long hall in Kennedy
Airport after the short flight from Washington National and entered
the Air France lounge on the second floor. The El Al waiting area was
full, and T was praying that no one in the large crowd would know
me. All I could hope for was that the El Al flight would leave before
the Alia one, so that I would not have to walk along the aisle with all
the people going to Jordan, in front of some three hundred Israelis,
one of whom was bound to recognize me,

Zuhir was anxious to hear about my encounter back at Washing-
ton National and found what I had told him very amusing. “Of all the
places and all the times to meet a friend.” He started to laugh. “Fate,
that’s what it is. And there is nothing we can do about it. We are in
the hands of Allah, to do with as He wishes.”

“I sure hope He is in a good mood today; I'm still not out of the
woods, as they say.”

“They don’t say that where I come from.” He laughed again,
clearly in 2 happy frame of mind. He was after all going home with a
trophy, an Israeli secret service agent. I could imagine what it was like
by thinking the other way, as if I were bringing him. I’d probably be
walking on the clouds.

We stayed in the lounge for more than an hour. At last, it was time
to board the plane.

“Do you know?” I turned to him, speaking in a low voice. “Did
the EI Al flight leave already?”

“No. They’ll leave almost an hour after we do.” He knew what I
was thinking. “Would you like to put on some special clothing or
something?”

“Do you have a spare kafia?”
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He opened his attaché case and took out the red and white head-
gear. He handed it to me. “Will this do?”

I wrapped it over my head, making it hard to see my face from the
side. It made me feel much better. “Thanks, it will indeed.”

When we walked past the Israeli airline waiting area, almost all
the passengers for the El Al flight were staring, It wasn’t every day
they got to see the enemy this close. I recognized a friend from Holon
in the crowd, and I was sure he recognized me. But it didn’t marter: As
long as he wasn’t working for Mossad or Shaback, he would not have
anyone to tell it to. Besides, he knew I worked in some secret place,
and he would think this was part of my job. I knew that he’d wait for
the day when he’d meet me on the street in Holon and tell me how he
saw me boarding a flight to Jordan and how smart he was for not
making a move that would probably have blown my cover.

We were finally ushered into what was in fact an Alitalia airplane
chartered by Alia with a Jordanian crew. When the plane actually took
off and was in the air, I realized that there was really no way back.
Next stop, Amman.

Tuesoas, May 20, 1986

t was getting dark at the end of a long flight, T could see land as the

plane banked slightly to the right. We were now heading east. I felt a

twitch in my stomach when the plane crossed the shoreline. The pilot
made an announcement telling us where we were at that point. [
already knew exactly where we were: That gray land below, dotted
with the sun’s last rays, was Syria.

The concept was hard for me to comprehend; here I was, an
[sracli, seated in the first-class cabin of the Royal Jordanian Airline,
over Syria, accompanied by the Jordanian military attaché to the
United States. At that point in time, there were many who would have
haggled over who would hang me if they found out what I was really
up to.

Several minutes later, the wide-bodied plane made a second turn
and was now heading south, beginning the descent into Amman, Jor-
dan. We had in effect flown around Israel. From my window, I could
see Israel passing by as the sun set on the other side of the Moab
mountains, I was so close to Bella, I could almost touch her, yet I was
further from her and my children than [ had ever been, It was then
that the proverbial mountains of darkness took on a whole new mean-
mg.

By the time the plane had touched down in Queen Alia Interna-
tional Airport south of Amman, it was dark. Once the plane came to a
complete stop, the stewardess who had served us diligently all the way
from Kennedy Airport in New York stood behind us blocking one
aisle while the purser blocked the other, curtaining off the rest of the
passengers from us.

“They will make sure that no one gets off the plane before we
clear the terminal,” Zuhir said to me, pointing in the direction of the
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open door. We headed our of the plane alone. Zuhir shook the hand of
the pilot, who by then was standing at the door smiling as though he
were about to meet the king himself. At the other end of the gangway,
we were met by several officers in full parade uniform who stiffened
like a stecl spring and saluted as soon as they caught sight of my
escort. He gestured back and was quick to shake their hands. It was
clear that the officers were responding to more than just the man’s
rank: There was admiration present. We were ushered swiftly through
the small terminal. My passport was in Zuhir’s hands and was not
stamped—quite a standard procedure in this business.

At that point, we were shown into a large VIP room where we
were greeted—or, rather, Zuhir was greeted—by a group of uniformed
officers; several of them were generals, and most of the others were
colonels. While Zuhir was mingling among his peers, I stayed some-
what in the background. A tall, slim, dark-haired gentleman with a
neat black mustache and a large smile walked up to me. “It is an
honor to meet you, Isa. You must call me Albert.”

I smiled back at the man and shook his outstretched hand, nod-
ding to him. “Pleased to meet you, Albert.”

“Do you speak Arabic at all, my friend?”

“I’m afraid [ don’t.”

“In that case, I hope you will forgive my English and allow me to
ask the meaning of words 1 don’t understand.”

“No problem,” I said. “From what I can hear, your English is
nothing you need apologize for.”

“You are too kind.” He smiled.

I was not about to start the game of names with this man in this
strange place, not until I got to know some of the ground rules a little
better. A smile could be deceiving, hiding something very cynical
behind it. I was keeping one eye on Zuhir. It was his personal guaran-
tee for my safety and the trust I had in him as a man of honor that had
convinced me to make the trip. I didn’t want to lose sight of my secu-
rity blanker. I trusted Zuhir mainly because he was a military man and
not part of the intelligence apparatus. I had no doubt that, if he lost
sight of me, things might happen that would be beyond his ability to
change, and then the system would provide him with a story to calm
his conscience. I was not going to let that happen.

Once | caught Zuhir’s eye, I gestured to Albert as if to ask Zuhir if
he thought I could trust the man. Zuhir nodded to me, smiling, then
he left the group of officers and walked over to me. “This man will
take you to the hotel and will take care of you. I know him and hold
him personally responsible for your well-being.” He put an arm
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around my shoulder. “Welcome to Jordan.” He then turned and
walked back to his comrades.

Albert led me out of the terminal into a warm night. There were
several parked cars and about ten men in civilian clothes standing by
the cars, waiting. When we came closer, they noticed us, and one man
opened the door of the second car in the row for us. Then his compan-
ions all got into the other cars. The small convoy made its way for
almost twenty minutes on what reminded me of the roads in the
Negev desert. The cars stopped in front of the Regency Palace Hotel in
Amman. I didn’t get to see much of the city as we drove in, bur as far
as I could rell, there wasn’t much to see. It wasn’t a city in the Ameri-
can sense of the word, with high-rise buildings and neon lights, but
rather what looked to me at first glance like a very big village. Albert
explained that, since it was Ramadan, there was very little activity at
all—not that it was a hopping place at any other particular time.

Much to my surprise and somewhat to my dismay, I was registered
under my real name, even though I'd been “Isa” all along. 1 was
handed a key to a room on the eighth floor. Albert walked me to the
elevaror and said he’d be back in about an hour with some people
who’d like to talk to me. He suggested that 1 get some rest; if I
wanted, I could order food from room service. “I think you should
stay in your room until we get everything sorted out.”

“How come I'm under my real name?”

“I don’t know, I didn’t make the arrangements. The man who did
will be coming with me later. You can ask him.” The fact that they
might have just made a blunder that would cost me my life didn’t seem
to bother Albert much. “What is your rank?” 1 threw atr him just as he
was about to leave.

He turned to me, puzzled. “Why do you want to know?”

“Since we both carry a rank, it would be nice to know where one
stands.” It was utter bullshit, but for people in military organizations,
things like that marter. | was shooting in the dark.

“I'm a captain. What are, or should I say were, you?” There was a
faint irony in his tone.

“Colonel.” His eyes opened slightly. I knew it had worked; a small
hierarchy was established. “One more thing.”

“Yes?”

“I need a phone number or something in case of an emergency.”

“Sorry. But of course.” He took out a small pad and a pen and
scribbled something on it. “Here, this is the number of the security
police headquarters. I should be there in about ten minutes. You can
ask for Albert. But, as I said, I'll be back in an hour.”
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The room was almost identical to the one I’d left behind in Wash-
ington except for the selection on the television. I was hoping to get
Israeli television, but it wasn’t available. On the radio, however, I
could hear the Voice of Israel and almost all the other stations, includ-
ing Aibi Natan’s Voice of Peace.! There was a basket of fruit in the
room and the windows offered a beautiful view of the desert night,
The air was warm and had a sweet taste to it. I took a shower and
ordered a dinner that consisted of humus and kufta, which [ knew bet-
ter as kabob. I was seated at the small table the waiter had rolled in
when there was a knock on the door.

It was slightly more than one hour from the time Albert had left
me at the elevator. I got up and walked to the door. Through the peep-
hole, 1 could see Albert and another man. I unlocked the door and
stepped back into the room. Albert and three other men walked in;
apparently, two had been standing to one side, out of sight of the
peephole. They shook my hand, nodding and smiling, then walked in
and sat around a small coffee table by the French window. After the
introductions, they all insisted I finish my dinner. I offered to order
some food for them. They said they would eat after their friend Fadllal
had joined us.

They asked if they could smoke, and within minutes the room was
filled with the familiar cigarerte smoke. It appeared they were all smok-
ing Marlboros. I stuck to my Camels. One of the newcomers was a
young chap of about twenty-five; he was apparently the assistant of a
heavyset man in a black suit whose smile seemed to have been tartooed
onto his face. The third looked like Albert’s older brother, with silver
hair and gold-rimmed glasses. By observing their posture and manners, 1
could easily see thar they were officers. I politely pushed away what was
left of my food, explaining that I'd in fact eaten on the plane and wasn’t
that hungry. The truth was that I was very hungry, but I'd decided to get
this thing off on a good footing and eat later, when they did.

“So, Isa.” The heavyset man turned to me, patting his mustache
with one hand. At this point, | realized that we all had mustaches, all
of which were very much alike except for the one belonging to the
man who looked like Albert, which was a longer, British-style mus-
tache with what seemed to be waxed sharp ends pointing up.

“I read the report Zuhir sent in,” continued the man, “and I find
that we have so much to ralk about, I just don’t know where to begin.
What would you recommend we do first?”

1. Voice of Peace: Pirate radio station anchored outside Israeli territorial waters.
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“Well.” T took a cigarette out of my pack and tapped it on the
table. “What I would recommend is to see what it is I can’t do for
you, so that you don’t have expectations that I can’t meet.”

“Sounds logical,” the one with the sharp mustache said, looking at
the older man. “What, for example, do you think that we would like
to know and you cannot help us with?>”

I could see where this was going. It was a very good technique.
One of the biggest dangers in questioning is letting the person being
questioned in on what you do and don’t know. They handled this
technique well, not revealing anything about themselves.

“First, I assume you would like to know if the Mossad has agents
in your midst and who they are.”

“That would be a fair assumption,” the youngest one said.

“Well, T can tell you that according to the reports, there are many
agents in your system, mainly in the field command. Because of the
way the Mossad is constructed, I couldn’t know who they are unless I
worked directly with them, in other words, unless they were my
agents, I can tell you I was never in that position, so I can’t help you
there. I can, however, put your mind at ease in one regard, and that is
that intelligence officers are not good targets and are rarely sought by
the Mossad.”

“And why is that?” the heavyset man muttered.

“Well, they are usually suspicious and on the lookout, they are
well aware of the techniques used, and once they have been recruited,
they don’t have that much information that is vital to the big picture.
They usually know more about you than about their own country. So,
in other words, the results are not worth the hassle.”

There was a knock at the door. All eyes turned to it, and 1 wanted
to get up and open it, but Albert stood up instead. “I’ll get it. It’s
probably Fadllal.”

“So, you were saying,” the young man said, as though he wanted
to keep the conversation going. I turned to face him, “What I said was
that [ can’t really help you much in the way of names.”

I could hear the door open and a short conversation at the door in
what sounded to me like an angry voice that Albert was trying to calm
down. I saw astonishment in the faces of the people facing me. Before
[ could turn my head around to see what was going on, I felt some-
thing hard press against my head, almost at the top. A strong hand
grabbed the back of my collar. The man said something in Arabic that
sounded like an order of some kind. The voice was harsh, I could feel
all the blood rush out of the top half of my body and the cold sweat
everywhere.
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“What the fuck is going on?” I called out, making sure not to
move my hands. It seemed to me that the gun was of small caliber, but
even a twenty-two at this range was more than enough to scramble my
brains. I had no idea what was going on, and I forced myself not to try
to figure it out. I had no doubt that I would be told in a very short
time, or I would be shot, in which case it really didn’t matter much.

Albert translated, trying in vain to imitate the harshness of the
man’s voice. “He says you are a Mossad agent and that you are here
to trick us.”

“It’s not a secret that [ come from Mossad.” 1 was trying to keep a
tremble out of my voice; I could feel my bottom lip getting stiff with
fear. “I mean, if 1 wasn’t, would we all be here?” .

“He says you are here to trick us; he says he has it from a good
source.”

This was it, as far as I was concerned. Fither the man was bluffing
or else he had something. If he did, there was nothing I couid do. It
wasn’t as though I was on a legitimate job for the Mossad, in which
case some political safety net could be thrown in to save me. If the
Mossad got their hands on me, they would probably do the same
thing to me that the Jordanians would, and no one would say a word.
I put the cigarette I'd just taken from the pack into my mouth; I hadn’t
vet had a chance to light it. Moving only my eyes, I looked at Albert,
and with the best smile I could muster, I said, “Tell your man to shoot
me or light my cigarette, whichever, but please do it fast. [ need a
smoke.”

Everybody in the room began to laugh, the gorilla with the gun
too. He put the gun back in his belt and moved to stand in front of
me, His hand was outstretched, and he was grinning. “It is my job to
try and catch vou, see?” he said in English. “No hard feelings, [
hope?”

I took his hand and shook it hard. “None at all. You do your job,
and I'll do mine.” He toock a lighter out of his pocket and lit my
cigarette.

“Can we get something to eat around here?” Fadlial said in a loud
voice. “Why don’t you just order a table,” he said to Albert. “We are
going to be here for some time.”

When Albert went to the phone to make the order, Fadllal turned
back to me. “Tomorrow we will see if we can really trust you. The
two of us will go on a day trip, and then we will know for sure.”

“Where are we going?”

“That you will see tomorrow. Now we will eat, and”—he opened
the small bar in the room—*“have a drink. What will you have?”
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“I'll have a tequila, if there is one.”

There was more than one, and we all had a drink except the
heavyset man and his assistant, who declined on religious grounds.

“So, Isa, what can we do about the Mossad agents that we have in
our midst?”

“You can find them.” Ephraim had gone over this with me several
times; we were not giving them anything that they couldn’t arrive at
on their own. It was standard procedure, and there was no way
around it. But coming from me, it was like hearing it from the burning
bush. If they did follow the procedure I was recommending, agents
would be falling out of the few trees they had in this piece of desert,
something that would more than likely force a reevaluation of the
Mossad leadership.

“Well,” asked Albert, sipping his brandy, “how do you propose
we do that?”

“First you have to identify the group they belong to. What 1 mean
is, there are several types of agent. One is the basic type, working in a
menial job at a hospital or a fire department. He could pass on what is
called tactical information. For example, if a hospital gets ready to
take in casualties by expanding the number of beds it has, or the fire
department calls in the reserves, we can see the first stages of a coun-
try going on a war alert. To find these people, you'd have to spend the
next five years interviewing and pounding the sidewalks. The results
will be negligible, especially since most of them don’t realize whar it is
they’re doing.”

They were looking at me and nodding; up to this point, I wasn’t
teaching them anything new. “Then there is the second level of
recruits. They’re from the civil service, the foreign office, that is—
diplomats, etc. Again, they’d be difficult to detect. At the top of the
hierarchy, we find the military officers who’ve been recruited and are
working at the moment. They’re the most important group and the
most vulnerabie to detection.”

“So how is that done?” the heavy man asked, leaning forward, his
face taking on a pinkish color. The man was hooked, I could feel it. [
was about to tell him exactly how it could be done, but then I remem-
bered what Ephraim had repeated again and again: You are there to
make money, don’t lose sight of that. “Well, I would really like to
oblige you, but [ scem to have a slight problem.”

“What is that?” Albert quickly asked, seemingly ready to tackle
whatever it was.

“What will [ get out of this? I came here in good faith, and [ want
to know what it is you are willing to pay me.”
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Fadllal was smiling. He put his hand back on his gun. “The first
thing you already got was your life, my friend.”

“That is a lot of bull, and you know it. I came here under the
protection of Zuhir’s honor, and unless you can prove that I am not
what I say I am, it’s as if this conversation is taking place in Washing-
ton. You don’t have the advantage here, my friend. So back to my
question.” 1 paused and looked around the room. “What will you
pay me?”

“What do you wanr?” It was the man who looked like Albert’s
brother.

“I want a lump sum and then a salary for one year, after which we
will renegotiate.”

“What is the lump sum?” the young man asked.

“Twenty thousand U.S. Sort of pocket money.” I knew I could ask
for ten times that much, but [ wanted to make things easy on them.
“Then five thousand a month.”

“Will you stay here in Jordan?”

“No, I'll go back in about a week, like we agreed before T came
here, and 1 will do whatever we decide should be done.”

“If we agree, what will you do in return for all that money?”
Albert wanted me to get it; I could see it in his eyes. He was going to
be my case officer, and this assignment was going to propel him to the
top of his organization. He wanted me and was going to make sure he
got me.

“That will depend on what you want. I can help you install a sys-
tem that will prevent anyone from recruiting your people and help you
catch those who have been recruited already, almost guaranteeing that
any you don’t catch will quit on their own. That will be stage one.”

“So there’s more?” It was Fadllal, wiping some humus,? looking
at me with his small black eyes as if he wanted to see right through
me. The man didn’t trust me and wanted above all to be the one to
nail me. From the way he was staring at me, I was almost certain he
had a way to do that. Maybe he was going to the following day.

“Yes, there’ll be more. Once you’ve secured your rear, you have to
go on the offensive; what I mean is, actively recruit Israelis. First you'll
need a good basic level of military expertise, and then from there the
sky is the hmit.”

2. Wiping humus: A term used in the Middle East for eating the humus dip. You
scoop the humus off your plate with a piece of pita bread and bring it to your
mouth.
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“What about recruiting Palestinians?” It was the young man
again.

“What about it?”

“What if we want to recruit Palestinians? Could you help us
there?”

All eyes were on the young man. He instantly realized he’d made a
mistake. [ felt sorry for the guy; he’d revealed to me a problem they
had, which was more than they’d wanted to do. 1 wanted to get him
out of it and calm the atmosphere. “Very funny. What is this, a trick
question? Me recruit Palestinians, like you need my help? What do
you take me for?”

The young man could feel the soft landing. He smiled. “You can
never be too careful, now can you?”

I changed the subject. “Okay, what do you say? Do we have a
deal, or do you people have to go and talk it over with your bosses?” |
could see I hit 2 raw nerve there with the heavy man, who was proba-
bly a top-ranking officer, if not the top man in the Jordanian service.
Even though I'd worked on the Jordanian desk for a short while dur-
ing my time in research, I didn’t know much, if anything at all, about
the Jordanian service. [ was sorry about that now.

“Twelve and a half thousand walking money,” the heavy man
said, his face frozen in a blank expression. The tattooed smile was
gone. “Three thousand five hundred a month for six months, then we
renegotiate. Take it or leave it. We will talk again tomorrow night if
you are still here.” He got up, signaling to his assistant. “Meantime,
my friend Isa, enjoy your stay in Jordan, and if you decide not to take
the deal, have a nice trip home.”

I shook his hand, and he headed for the door. The young man
made a mock salute as he trailed him. The one who looked like Albert
left almost immediately after them, and Fadllal stood up, smiling. “1
will pick you up tomorrow at six-thirty in the morning. Dress casu-
ally.” He lit a cigarette and dropped the almost full pack on the table.
“I see you're almost out of cigarettes. Allow me to offer you mine.”

“Thanks. I can use them.” He walked straight for the door, where
he stopped. “Don’t go out of the hotel on your own, and lock the
door.”

“Will do,” I said, but he didn’t stick around to listen. What was
the SOB preparing for me for tomorrow? Albert was now seated on
the larger chair where the heavy man had sat before. “We need to
talk,” he said, sounding worried.

I sank into a chair opposite him and opened another of the small
tequila bottles from the mini-bar. “What’s on your mind?” In fact, I
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was quite satisfied with myself at the moment, thinking that under the
circumstances I’d handled things pretty well.

“I’'ve been assigned to you. What I mean is that from here on [ will
be your . . .” He hesitated, searching for the right word.

“Case officer, handler, operator?”

“Yes, exactly,” He seemed relieved that I knew what it was all
about. “I know you come from an agency that is very sophisticated,
but now you are working with me. We’ll be doing things my way and
at my pace. We're working together, not against each other. So work
with me, okay?”

“Look, Albert, I like you, and it’s true that I come from a more
sophisticated agency, but vou’re not my boss, and I won’t do things
your way. I didn’t leave the Mossad to be bossed around. There are
things that I can do for you, and others that I will not. If you want
something, all you have to do is ask.” I raised my glass. “Here’s to the
king.”

“That”—his face was grim—*“is not a joke here.”

“I didn’t mean it as one. So, Albert, what is it that worries you so
much?”

“I'm worried about Fadllal. He doesn’t trust you, and [ don’t want
him to harm you. The man is a little crazy; he sees a spy under every
bed.”

“So what do you suggest [ do?”

“Just be careful, that’s all, I don’t want something to happen to
you and then have Zuhir after me.” The psychological game they were
playing was not bad—a little crude, but not bad at all. Albert was the
good cop, and Fadllal was the bad cop. In telling me to be careful,
Albert was making the bad cop even worse. Then, to make things
worse still, and knowing that I got my self-confidence from having
come there under the auspices of Zuhir, he showed me that despite
that, something could happen. I knew it was a game, yet it really was
effective, especially on top of several tequilas and a very urgent need
for sleep.

“I’ll be careful. I mean, I do have a vested interest.”

“I'll be in the next room if you need anything.” Albert got up.
“Do you want me to help you get the things out of the room?” He
pointed to the rolling table loaded with leftovers.

“Forget it. I’ll handle it in the morning. Can you arrange for a
wake-up call for me, say at five-thirty?”

“Sure.” He headed for the door.

“Where do you think we’ll be going so early?”

“I haven’t a clue, but wherever it is, you watch out for him. He is
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full of surprises. I know the man, and he’d be happy to trip you up
even if he knows you’re okay.”

“So what are you telling me?”

“Just be careful.”

“Do you think Zuhir knows what we’re going to do tomorrow?”

“I don’t think so. Fadllal doesn’t answer to anyone but head of
security. All 'm saying is, be careful.” On that ominous note, he left
the room. I was so tired, my eyelids hurt, but still I couldn’t fall asleep.
I was so close to Bella, I could almost smell her, yet there was no way
for me to tell her where I was. What if something went wrong tomor-
row and I wound up a John Doe on a slab in the Amman city morgue
or whatever it was they had here? As far as she was concerned, I
would have run out on her and the kids.

I was starting to go out of my mind with worry and grief. Here I
was already moaning and feeling sorry for myself, and I hadn’t even
begun to do what I had come there to do. I knew that if I didn’t do
something now to alleviate the stress, I wouldn’t be able to function
by morning. I grabbed the phone. The hotel operator was on the line
almost instantly. “Can I help you?” she said after saying something 1
didn’t understand in Arabic.

“I want to make a call to the United States.”

I gave her the number of the Holiday Inn in Silver Spring, where I
still had a room. I was surprised how fast they connected me.

“Holiday Inn, Silver Spring.”

“This is Victor Ostrovsky from room 805.”

“Yes sir. What can I do for you?”

“Pm expecting a call from my wife sometime today. Will you
please give her a message for me?”

“Sure, Mr. Ostrovsky.”

“Will you tell her that I'm in a place where I can’t call her from,
and that I will call her the moment I get back, which will be in about a
week,”

“And what is her name?”

“Bella.”

“Okay, Mr. Ostrovsky, will do.”

[ hung up and dropped on the bed. By the time my head hit the
pillow, I was asleep, but almost as fast, it seemed, I heard the phone
ting. They won’t let me sleep here, I thought. It was my wake-up call.
At first, [ almost lay back to grab just a few more minutes of sleep.
But I knew that the moment I did, I would be unable to get up unril
much later. I didn’t want to keep Fadllal waiting. I dragged myself
sluggishly to the shower and was dressed and ready to go with time to
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spare. | ordered coffee and toast from room service and was finished
when I heard a knock on the door. I looked through the peephole and
saw the person [ expected. Fadllal was especially cheerful this morning
and was happy to see [ was all ready to go. I offered him coffee, but he
turned me down, saying we had no time and that we would have cof-
fee on the way, or in Jericho.

I wasn’t sure I'd heard him right, and even if I had, I assumed he
was talking abour some coffee place in Amman named after the king’s
favorite winter house in Jericho.

“Here.” He handed me a passport, a British passport.

“What is that for?> '

“For you. You can’t use your Canadian one—it was issued in
Israel.”

“Where are we going that I need a passport?”

“I'told you. We’re going for a coffee in Jericho.”

My blood was turning to ice. If this man meant what he said, then
we were about to go to the West Bank. There couldn’t be a more dan-
gerous place for me on earth. I was going to have to enter and exit
Israel with a false British passport, escorted by a Jordanian intelligence
officer. This was just too much. “No way, my friend, will you get me
to go to the West Bank. I'm a dead man there. I told you the Mossad
wanted me to go to the south of Lebanon so thart they could eliminate
me. Now you want me to cross and reenter Israel so that you can play
some little game? You're crazy.”

“I don’t believe a word you’re saying. I think that you were sent
by the Mossad to mislead us and that you'll cause havoc in our midst,
sending us on a wild goose chase after trajtors we don’t have. If you’re
who you say you are, then you have nothing to fear; the passport is
good, and you’ll have no problem crossing. I'm the one who should be
afraid; if you're working for the Mossad, it’s me who may not be com-
ing back.”

“What if you're a traitor yourself and you are taking me and
escaping back to Israel?”

He said something in Arabic, and two armed soldicrs entered the
room. “We are going. If, on the other hand, you don’t want to, T will
tell them to shoot you, and we’ll say it was an accident of some sort.
You have a choice: Come with me on a trip or die.”

“I’'m coming, but it still doesn’t make any sense. What the hell do
you think you’ll be gaining? I mean, if I am working for the Mossad,
all T have to do is go with you on the trip and then when we come
back I'll have a clean bill of health.”

He didn’t say a word but walked out of the room. The soldiers
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waited for me to follow and then closed the door behind me. We got
into a cab outside the hotel and were driven to a bus station in the
downtown area. The city was still very much asleep, and except for
vegetable merchants preparing their colorful displays, hardly anybody
was around. From the smell in the air, it was clear that the bakeries
were already working at full steam, making some of the most phenom-
enal pita bread to be found anywhere.

The bus was almost full, and I seemed to be the only foreigner on
it. T still couldn’t believe what was happening: This was my worst
nightmare. [ was hoping that I would wake up in the hotel in Amman,
or better yet in Washington. I would then call Ephraim and tell him to
shove it. I didn’t want to spend the rest of my life in some rat-infested
jail cell somewhere in the Negev, kept secretly alive like some zombie.
I knew that was the fate awaiting me if things didn’t go right.

I tried to remember my name, the one on the passport I'd stuck in
my shirt pocket. I couldn’t. T had to take it out and look at it again.
Steven Emmens. How the hell was 1 going to remember that name? I
tried repeating it to myself over and over. [ would use an address that [
remembered from another cover I had once had. All this was relevant
if he wasn’t setting me up. It was very possible that all he wanted was
to get me across the border before I showed them how to clean house
because he was really an agent for the Mossad. Things were not look-
ing good.

King Hussein Bridge, the driver announced, and the bus came to a
stop. [ knew it as the Allenby Bridge; I'd served some time ago on the
other side when [ was an officer in the military police. The thought
caused me to break out in a cold sweat again. What if one of the
reserve military policemen on the bridge recognizes me? What if the
man from the Shaback station on the bridge recognizes me? What if
one of the Mossad people here to meet an agent sees me?

Calm down, I said to myself. Go over your cover story before it’s
too late. The one thing you don’t want to do in front of a border
policeman or a soldier who’s checking your papers is stutter. The story
that had been given to me went like this: I was on a day trip and was
meeting some merchant whose card I had in my pocket. He had reli-
gious artifacts for sale, and I was in that line of business. Pd been
referred to him by his brother in Amman.

I wasn’t the only one on the bus who was uneasy. For the first
time, I looked at the people around me, who’d been talking quite
cheerfully until a few minutes ago. I hadn’t paid much attention to
them until this point, absorbed as I was in my own problems. The
silence that overcame all the chatter was suddenly very tense. I could
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almost feel the heartbeat of the passengers. We were approaching a
place that somehow seemed dark, frightening. Up to this moment,
entering Israel had always been something that I associated with secu-
rity and strength, never with fear. Yet now I was surrounded by that
exact feeling. You could see it in every pair of staring eyes. I'd always
thought that the stare was hate, because [ never thought that there was
a reason to fear me. When 1 was a soldier, T didn’t want to harm any-
one; all I wanted was to do my job. Only if someone had ill intentions
did he have reason to fear me.

A Jordanian policeman boarded the bus and made a short inspec-
tion. Then he directed the bus to the narrow forty-meter-long bridge.
We made our way slowly, under the watchful eye of the Israeli military
policeman on the other side. I could hear the orders shouted out in
Hebrew. “Meshulam, you check the bus. We strip this one.”

What I heard was not good news for me. The bus stopped, and all
were ordered off. The military policeman was a reserve soldier, there
to do his thirty or sixty days. He wasn’t looking to earn any medals.
He just wanted to get the day over with so that he would be one day
closer to going home. [ knew the fecling: 'd been there too. He was
polite and courteous to me and to the other passengers. A young regu-
lar soldier was teasing him. “Why don’t you carry their suitcases while
vou're at it?”

“Why don’t you shut up,” the older soldier answered. “There is
no reason to treat people like your mother treats you.”

“Don’t talk like that about my mother, you son of a whore.”

A sergeant walked over and shouted at them. “Shut up, you two,
and get to work. The day has just started, and already you two are
atit.”

When I showed my passport, the sergeant pointed to a small shack
at the end of the long canopy that provided shade for the customs
tables. “Over there, please.”

I knew he was sending me to the foreign tourists’ shack. As [
started to walk, he called me. “You Englishman?”

“What is it?” I turned to him, smiling at the term he used.

“You no have luggage?”

“No, I'm only going to Jericho for a few hours.”
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