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Shoshana Eliahu

CHAPTER ONE
Only the plane’s hum could be heard before it came into full view
under the huge, runway searchlights; it touched ground that day in the
pre-dawn hours, when San Francisco and its entire peninsula were still
dipped in thick fog.
Despite the fact that only a few sleepy passengers lounged around the
airport’s main lobby, armed policeman swarmed everywhere. They took
positions around the main lobby, the front doors, and along the corridors
leading to the various debarkation points. Their presence created a feeling
of tension, and there was a feeling of readiness on their part to meet with
some mighty and unseen adversary.
The baffled ticket agents and information officers kept glancing
around, trying unsuccessfully to solve this puzzling war game. This was
a perfectly civil and tranquil airport, with no existing emergencies to the
best of their knowledge.
When the no-smoking and seatbelt signs flashed overhead in the first
class compartment of the plane, Sidna Ibn Amrani drew a last pull from
his cigarette. He held the smoke deep in his lungs for as long as his breath
allowed, and slowly exhaled as he put his cigarette out in the ashtray next
to his left hand. The man sitting on his right straightened; he then turned
to the man sitting on the left of the prisoner and said, “Thank God, the
trip is almost over. Come on, let’s buckle our seat belts.”
The man on the left got up and fastened Sidna’s belt, moved toward
his companion and buckled his seat belt, and then slowly returned to his
seat.
Sidna tried to smooth his clothes; doing it with his left hand alone
made it somewhat awkward. He ran fingers through his thick and curly
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hair, trying to bring those unruly curls under control. His hair was dark
and thick, with many silver threads woven into it; the deep waves turned
to curls at the edges. At the age of thirty-four he was still proud of his
hair. He has not lost any of it, and his mane was as full and thick as it was
when he was a young man of twenty. His front locks fell gently over his
black, but not bushy brow, and long, black lashes covered his dark-brown
eyes, which were set fairly close to his thin straight nose. His lips were
thin and dark red, and his complexion bore the color of a man that had
spent many hours exposed to the sun and the wind. He was of a medium
build, on the slight side, and well proportioned. When he moved, he gave
the impression of being lithe, like a panther ready to strike. His forehead
barely had any wrinkles, and his face was smooth.
“Come on, what is all this prettying-up for, Sidna? No one knows you
are coming, not even the news reporters and television cameramen,” the
guard to his right sarcastically commented.
“Yeah, you had your chance when you were down in Los Angeles,
but you blew it,” added the guard to his left. The two guards exchanged
chuckles.
With a slight smile, Sidna coiled back into his seat. With strange
sense of timidity he thought to himself, Here I am, the son of a poor Arab
farmer, born and raised under the desert’s hot sun. I played among goats and
sheep, and roamed the hills of Judea. Now I am sitting in a plane, with two
guards next to my sides, in a land that is as many centuries as it is many
miles away from my country. Having been tried and convicted, I am now the
century’s most-known condemned man, on my way to the famous California
death row to await execution.
The smile disappeared and a cruel and angry look shone in his eyes.
He had done what had to be done. He had carried out his comrade’s
objective. They all had vowed to sow death, disrupt international civilian
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life, and sabotage wherever their hand can reach. Above all else they
had vowed that the whole world know about their existence, making
certain that their campaign of terror would hinder and stop all this global
sympathy for the Jews - their eternal and deadly enemy. The assassination
of the presidential candidate was his last mission. He felt the blood
rushing to his head.
How dare he call us Soviet lackeys and pseudo-Communists! Sidna’s
thoughts kept rushing on, flowing like a river fed by the melting snows.
All his promises to the Israelis for arms and more dollars might have been
carried through had he been elected! And then what would have happened to
their aspirations, their hopes of yet another war against the Jewish state, a war
of complete annihilation once and for all? I always did what had to be done,
even in those faraway days when the British rule over Palestine was in its last
dying days.
The jolt of the plane touching ground brought him back to the
present.
As the plane’s door swung open, and the ladder was pushed into
position, guards with drawn guns moved closer and took positions at
the foot of the steps. A police car approached the foot of the ladder, and
remained waiting with its motor running.
First to appear was the guard who sat to the left of the prisoner. With
his gun drawn, he peered out. Visibility was almost zero, but searchlights
kept the area well illuminated. He stepped back inside the plane, and
when he emerged again, Sidna and the second guard, to whose left
hand Sidna was handcuffed, appeared in tow. Quickly and silently, the
trio descended the steps and got into the waiting car. This part of their
mission was accomplished smoothly.
The trip to San Quentin was uneventful. The car sped through the
deserted highway and, after sixty minutes, arrived at the prison’s main gates.
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As the gates were being opened, the first rays of the sun pierced
through the fog; it cast a crimson light on San Quentin’s main building,
and the watchtower windows seemed as if they were ablaze. Sidna Ibn
Amrani could not take his eyes off the crimson-colored building and
watchtower, and thus was barely aware when the gates closed after him.
As the outside world was slowly awakening to face another day, Sidna
Ibn Amrani sat on the bed inside his cell on the fifth floor inside San
Quentin’s Death Row. He acquainted himself with his new surroundings.
You could barely call an area four feet by nine feet “surroundings.”
To the right of the wall was a metal-frame bed with a mattress rolled on
it. Directly across, facing the cell door, were three metal shelves with a
small sink underneath; to the left of the bed, in a corner was the toilet,
with a small stool next to it. A light fixture and ventilation system were
located below the ceiling in the right-hand corner of the cell. The cell was
windowless.
Sidna remained sitting on the bed; his breath was short and rapid
as if he was having difficulty breathing. He could not believe that this
windowless, coffin-sized box of a cell was the place in which he would
stay until he was executed.
His attorneys had said that an appeal would be filed against the death
sentence, and if they were successful, his sentence might be reduced. But,
they were not too reassuring; in their voices he detected uncertainty. Like
a trapped animal, he could sense that deep inside they did not believe his
sentence would be commuted. At the end, the trapped animal would be
sacrificed in order to appease the angry population.
He covered his face with his hands and thought that, even if the death
sentence was commuted he would receive a life sentence. That meant
spending the rest of his days within these walls, only occasionally being
able to listen to the ocean waves, unable to watch the majestic moon
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and its troop of stars sail across the darkened sky. He would never again
see the sun come up behind the hills of Judea to cast magical and unreal
colors on the terraced hills. He would never fill his lungs with the sweet
air that envelops only that part of the world.
He should have gone back before carrying out this assignment. But,
his comrades were against his traveling to Israel, where he was a wanted
man. If caught alive by the Israelis, he would have endangered the very
existence and future survival of the organization. He could not jeopardize
the fine net of cells that they had so painstakingly strung across the
United States and Europe during the years. Their cause was first and
foremost. Everything else was secondary, or unimportant.
He dozed off.
Ever since Sidna was a boy, he had always waited with anticipation
for the day when his father would take him to the big city of Jaffa, by the
Mediterranean Sea. There he would see the busy and bustling hot streets,
and the tiny, meandering alleys that stretched between the center of the
city–by Prison Square and Clock Tower–to the edge of the city by the
sea shore. The mosques, with their minarets, and the muezzin chanting
the call to prayer to the faithful Moslems, were to him, a boy of ten, like
reliving the stories his mother had told him. She had told him stories
about lands across the sea, about the Caliph and his palace, and the fairskinned princess inhabiting it. Jaffa, to him, was like Baghdad, except
that no palace was to be found here.
At the city’s main, tree-lined boulevard, the diligences would stand
waiting in a long line for a fare, while the horse’s dung attracted a hoard
of flies. The black, shiny diligences, with their red-leather upholstery
and shiny, brass lamps on their sides, looked to Sidna as the utmost in
modern transportation. His ride from that tiny village was on the back
of a donkey, and usually it took a day to cover those forty-five kilometers
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from the Judean Hills to the city of Jaffa. A diligence with one horse
could make it in almost half the time; if one could have two horses that
would make it even faster.
When Sidna and his father would arrive in Jaffa, they would head
toward the marketplace, located southwest of Prison Square. There they
would set up their stall with the vegetables they had grown on their piece
of land, the few fruits they managed to gather from the trees growing
around their house, and pieces of goat cheese that Sidna’s mother had
prepared.
Usually they would set out Friday morning from their village. Since
Friday was the Moslems’ day of rest, the chances were good they could
find a decent spot for their stall when they arrived Friday evening. After
setting up their stall they would spread their blankets next to it, and
spend the night protecting their merchandise.
Saturday morning was a busy shopping day for the Moslems, after
their day of rest, and more important because for the Jews, Saturday was
their day of rest. The Jews would board the diligences at the foot of the
Jewish city, Tel Aviv, and come to Jaffa to tour the old city, bargain with
the Arab vendors, and purchase produce from this competitive market.
The Jews were also fascinated by the exotic, Middle Eastern delicacies
that the Arabs prepared and offered for sale, most of them foreign to the
immigrant, European Jews.
Sid would help his father set up, and then his father would release
him so he could roam around the marketplace and play with the
other children. When the sun would send her last rays, flooding the
marketplace with her orange glow, Sid would run down to the edge of
the city. There, he would watch the sun take that slow dip into the orange
sea, until the last of her disappeared inside the water. Then, he would run
back to his father’s stall. His father would unroll a piece of cloth in which
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his mother had wrapped their food, and would give Sid his supper. It
consisted of a piece of the flat pita bread his mother had baked just before
they had departed, a few black, shriveled olives, a piece of goat’s cheese,
and part of an onion. Hungrily, Sid would devour his meager supper. He
would then settle down on his blanket to watch the stars begin to appear
in the sky.
While staring at the sky he would imagine himself a brave young
man, mounted on a horse, a sword dangling at his side and a pair of
new boots of soft leather on his feet. He imagined he was fighting in the
caliph’s army against bandits, or just another tribe. After the battle was
won, the caliph would bestow upon him a beautiful, sleek, black horse to
show Sidna his gratitude and appreciation for his battlefield bravery. Sid
would fall asleep with a smile strung across his lips.
In the morning his father would nudge him, and Sid would jump up
and run to the sea so he could wash his face with the salty water. They
would eat their breakfast and barter from a neighbor’s stall two cups of
goat’s milk. In the meantime, the crowds would start pouring into the
marketplace. The sound of horns, automobiles, vendors advertising their
merchandise, and loud Arab music from a neighboring cafe would fill the
air. The city had awakened to a new day.
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