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Author’s note:

T

hey’ve said that behind every successful man stands a woman.
Perhaps that’s true, but in this case there was a woman standing
at my side throughout the process of researching and writing
Spyder Hole. I could never thank my wife, Sandy Nesoff, enough for
the encouragement and faith she has given me, especially the needed
“kick in the backside” to get me going when it looked as though I needed
a jump start.
I would also like to express my deepest thanks to my good friend,
the late author, Tim Benford, for always being there with a suggestion
and advice any time he thought it would help. His unselfish and caring
thoughts were always appreciated and he is missed.
And to the best baseball writer in the country, Dan Schlossberg for
beefing up my library with autographed copies of his books and
encouraging words. I can now finally return the favor.
My grandchildren will have to wait until they are a bit older to read this
book although they are anxious to do so because their names have been
given to characters herein; Amanda, Matthew and Kyle. My daughters,
their husband, fiancées, etc., will have to wait for the sequel to be included.
While all the characters in this book are fictional and have no
relevance to any person, living or dead, the American Secretary of State,
Joseph McCrane, has been named for the late Col. Joe McCrane of the
11th Special Forces Group, my commanding officer, for whom I hold the
greatest affection and respect. He left us way too soon.
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I would also like to make special note of Maj. Gen. Thomas E.
Needham, who served with distinction as a Green Beret in Vietnam.
Gen. Needham was tasked with planning the invasion of Panama that
led to the capture of Manuel Noriega. He was later named to chair the
commission seeking POWs in Vietnam. When the Vietnamese refused
to deal with him because he was only a Brigadier General, he was
jumped over thirty-two other generals and promoted to two-star rank.
He served his country with distinction.
As well, thanks go to Juan Gomez-Jurado, international best selling
author of adventure novels. Both of these gentlemen took time to read
the original manuscript of “Spyder Hole.” Their comments are greatly
appreciated and may be seen on the back jacket.
Bob Nesoff
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“For it is written that a son of Arabia would awaken a fearsome
Eagle. The wrath of the Eagle would be felt throughout the lands of
Allah and lo, while some of the people trembled in despair still more
rejoiced; for the wrath of the Eagle cleansed the lands of Allah; and
there was peace”
Qur’an (9:11)
“I fear we have woken a sleeping tiger”
Isoruku Yamamoto
Japanese Admiral
December 7, 1941
“If you slap me in the face, I’m not the type of person who’ll turn the
other cheek. You slap me in the face; I’m going to kick the shit out of
you.”
Anthony Imperiale
New Jersey State Senator
1970

vi

Tikrit, Iraq
December 13, 2003

A

merican troops, following a tip from an Iraqi national seeking
a $30 million reward, searched a ramshackle farmhouse in
northern Iraq, a few scant miles from Saddam Hussein’s
birthplace in Tikrit.
They were about to give up the search for the fleeing dictator when
one of the soldiers uncovered a trap door in the ground leading to a
cramped hole containing a bedraggled, unkempt man with a shaggy
beard.
“I am President Saddam Hussein and I wish to negotiate,” he told
the astonished soldiers.
“President Bush sends his regards,” came the reply.
Saddam’s hiding place became known throughout the world as the
“Spyder Hole,” a term not used since American soldiers flushed Viet
Cong out of their underground tunnels during the Vietnam War. With
that the Butcher of Baghdad was whisked off into a limbo of custody by
the American military and ultimate trial, conviction and execution for
war crimes in a court of his peers.
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I

A day at the beach
July 1, 2001

H

esh Whitman tilted his head back, relaxing as the rays of the
early morning sun warmed the muscles of his body. It had
been a hell of a week and it was good to have a couple of days
off. The penetrating heat of the rising sun sank deep into his neck as
he moved his head from side to side, listening to the crackling of his
joints.
A smile crept across his face as he stole a glance at the shapely body
on the beach blanket alongside of him, the almost non-existent bikini
bottom just covering the most beautiful set of buns he had ever seen; the
tie-string top casually draped, unbound on the blanket.
“After all,” Hesh said to himself, “it wouldn’t do for Shoshanna to
have unsightly white lines across her back from the ties.”
He looked around the beach as he leaned on an elbow. Weekday
mornings were always quiet and there were no more than about two
dozen other sun worshippers spread out across the length of the white
sand beach. The granules looked as though they had been bleached by
the sun as they glistened toward the edge of the rippled waters gently
flowing in from the Red Sea where the waves darkened the moist sand.
The waters, lapping at the shore had a peaceful affect on him as he
lay there watching the narrow, smoky contrails of a jet lazily streaking
across the sky heading on a course for Europe and moving far ahead of
the trailing sound of its engines.
The beach at the Gulf of Aqaba near Eilat and barely a stone’s throw
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in from the Jordanian border, was cove-shaped and ringed with high
dunes, creating a natural barrier that seemed to keep the outside world
and its troubles at bay. Hardly a wisp of wind found its way over the
tops of the dunes and the water, out to the dual points of the pincer ends
of the cove, was a series of gently rolling waves that showed no foam
and didn’t break until only yards from shore.
Even though Eilat was considered a strategic location, only a few
kilometers east of the border with Jordan and near the Egyptian line, it
had become a popular place for both Israeli and Arab sun worshippers,
a sort of neutral zone where all could relax in peace without giving any
thought to international politics. It was an unspoken rule there here all
were cut of the same cloth, equal to one another and any hint of political
discussion was shunned.
Hesh and Shoshanna had been unable to take a proper honeymoon
because of his job related duties, but belatedly had finally managed a
week away at the hedonistically named “Herod’s Forum,” one of the
more upscale hotels at Eilat and decided to stretch their budget a bit
more by booking a corner suite overlooking the sea. As an employee of
the Israeli government Hesh was hardly in the upper financial brackets,
but this was special and the extra shekels it cost was well worth the
expense.
The night before they had spent hours dancing, pressing their bodies
close to each other, in the Red Night Club at Herod’s and then back to
the suite for a continuation of the night’s entertainment.
From their blanket on the beach, Hesh could see the railing of their
suite and the thoughts of what had happened there only hours before
brought a tingle of excitement to his body.
It was so quiet and idyllic that none of the beach goers had even
stirred off their blankets to venture into the water, opting instead for the
quiet time to enjoy the warmth of the sun before the mid morning buses
arrived with hordes of vacationers and their little rug rats scampering
across the beach and kicking up sand.
Hesh smiled as his bride of less than a month shifted slightly and then
moved her torso back and forth to create an indentation for the comfort
of her plump breasts, jutting white from under her arms. She purred
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softly as Hesh slowly stroked the middle of her back with his index
finger, pushing aside a few grains of the sugar white sand clinging
together in the slight drops of perspiration beading up on her tanned skin.
Playfully, he moved his hand along her waist and down to the
blanket, then under her stomach. His finger moved slowly between the
blanket and the flatness of her stomach, even flatter from the pressure of
her body. His finger crept toward the tiny triangular piece of cloth only
slightly smaller than the one covering her buttocks.
Shoshanna pressed her body down on his hand to let him know that
her thoughts were on the same track as his. She tilted her head slightly
towards him and mouthed the words “I love you,” just as he reached the
top of the triangle. Hesh slid his fingers between the cloth and her
stomach, then down and playfully yanked at the fine, curly pubic hairs.
Startled, Shoshanna sat bolt upright, letting out a sharp cry of pain.
She reached across the blanket and shoved Hesh’s face down into the
sand, adding a dirty look to express her displeasure as he laughed at the
topless beauty glaring down at him.
With a gasp, Shoshanna realized she had come up without the top to
her bikini and was sitting there, breasts exposed. With her left hand
covering as much as possible, she poked Hesh in the ribs with her right
hand and then reached down for her top.
Hesh winced as her jab caught him off guard and then turned toward
her, laughing as she sat with a scowl that turned to a half-smile on her
face as she struggled to place the covering over her breasts. She looked
around the beach and relaxed as she realized no one had been close
enough to see what happened. Shoshanna’s dignity was intact…almost.
The others on the beach had yet to move from their blankets. It was
quiet, it was peaceful and it was a catharsis for all who were there.
He watched her face with fascination as she grimaced with the job
at hand and then, suddenly, turning curious as a red splotch appeared on
her forehead. There was a smacking sound and a splatter of skin and
bone as her face jerked upward toward the sky and her body sank slowly
to the blanket. Shoshanna’s legs, almost straight out, moved in short,
jerking motions, her shoulders keeping the same beat as her body
convulsed.
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Blood poured from a hole in her forehead as her lifeless form stopped
all movement.
A second shot cracked from atop the dunes and Hesh felt the searing
pain as a bullet ripped into the fleshy part of his thigh. Still, he sat there,
too stunned to move, staring first at the dunes and then to the bleeding,
lifeless form that only seconds before had been his bride and then back
to the dunes. He was frozen to the spot, a sudden welling of emotion in
his stomach with bile creeping into his throat.
The quiet scene on the beach erupted into confusion and screaming
as the other beachgoers came off their blankets, running, but not knowing
where to run for safety on the open and exposed beach. The space
between the blankets and the dunes was wide open with no cover or
protection from the withering fire that now came their way. Some
hopelessly tried to burrow their way into the sand while others simply
panicked and ran in all directions, only to fall and stain the pure white
sand red as bullets ripped into them.
Snipers had set up positions on the southern end of the dune and
separated themselves by a hundred yards, permitting them to cover the
beach in a crossfire that allowed no escape. The concentrated fire took
its toll as bodies, Israeli and Arab vacationers alike, red staining their
tanned skin and soaking into the sand, littered the white beach.
Hesh lay still, knowing that any movement would bring another
bullet tearing into him and with the horrible realization that there was
nothing at all he could do for Shoshanna or any of the others. All he
could do was to try and save himself.
The cries of pain and agony from the women and small children
were mixed with fear and bewilderment. Hesh watched in horror as a
little girl about four years old, stood over the body of her mother, holding
the woman’s lifeless hand and pleading for a response.
The girl stood there as the crackle of fire from the dune increased,
kicking up spurts of sand and then her chest flew apart as a spinning,
tumbling bullet tore into her. Her little body flipped up in the air and
then came to rest on top of her mother.
Hesh dropped his head to the blanket and blinked as his eyes filled
with sand. He waited, knowing that the killers on the crest of the sand
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dunes would soon work their way down to the beach to finish off their
job, eager for the coup d’grace, putting a final bullet in the head of any
who showed even the slightest glimmer of life.
“Bastards!” he screamed, with no sound coming from his mouth.
“How the hell did those assholes in security ever let these animals get
through?”
Even through the numbness the pain of what lay on the beach in
front of him was overwhelming. Every muscle in his body felt as though
they would burst. His heart pounded, trying to tear its way through his
chest.
“Oh my God! Poor Shoshanna. I hope she didn’t feel any pain. Oh
God! Look at her lying there…so still.”
Tears ran down his face, mixing with the sand in his eyes as he
looked at Shoshanna, the back of her skull ripped off and her face
covered with blood. She lay partly on her back, her head tilted to one
side, eyes wide open as if staring ahead in shock and disbelief, the
gaping wound pouring blood. Her bare breasts, pure white and outlined
by the tan of the rest of her body, contrasted the red that now covered
her.
It wasn’t hard for him to play dead. He felt dead inside and
Shoshanna, his life, was dead alongside of him.
The sounds of firing drew closer and Hesh knew that the killers were
making their way down the beach, administering their final touch as
they moved off the dunes and walked across the beach.
He’d have to make a move before they got to him…but what? There
was no place to go; no cover and the dunes were too far away.
Hesh heard repeated short bursts of fire and he knew the terrorists
were making sure they left no survivors, putting another slug, a coup
d’grace, into each body as they passed, finishing off the wounded and
adding another nail to those already dead. He knew his only chance was
a dash for the water, but with a wounded leg, how fast could he run?
Hesh tensed every muscle in his body and sprang to his feet, dashing
with all the speed he could muster, to the water’s edge. If he could catch
them off guard for the few seconds it would take, he might make it.
He felt the throb in his wounded thigh and knew he was still bleeding
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badly, bracing for the hot flash of pain that came with every movement.
Bending into a low crouch, he sprinted for the water.
He could hear shouts of confusion and then shots whistling overhead
as he prayed for the cold of the Red Sea only about thirty yards away,
but what seemed to be a football field beyond him.
In mid-beach one of the gunmen stood, hesitated as he pushed back
the black and white kaffiya from his eyes, took aim and squeezed off a
shot at the low, sprinting figure racing for the water’s edge.
Pain seared through Hesh as the slug tore into his buttocks, dragging
him down into the sand. He rose and dragging his right leg, slowly tried
to cover the remaining ten feet to the Red Sea.
The gunman raised his weapon and took slow, deliberate aim at the
painfully staggering form. His right index finger began to tighten and
slowly squeeze the trigger of the AK-47, a smile creasing his face…then
suddenly relaxed and went limp as a shrill, piercing sound whistled
overhead, punctuated by a staccato thump…thump…thump.
The man pushed the towel-like kaffiya from his head and looked
skyward, just in time to see the streaking jet coming in at him out of the
sun. He couldn’t see the blue Mogen David, the Star of David, painted
on the side of the fuselage. But he could see little orange bursts of flame
spurting from the nose of the fighter.
The gunman watched in frozen fascination as a dual track of sand
erupted in little puffs in a trail heading straight for him and then,
involuntarily flinging his gun high in the air as the line of cannon fire
struck him, climbing his legs and chest and finally into his face, battering
his body as he flew straight up and then slammed back down into the
sand. He was dead before his feet left the ground.
At water’s edge Hesh, oblivious to the burning of salt water in his
wounds, turned, fully expecting another shot to finish him off…a prospect
at that point he had little regret about. At least he’d be with Shoshanna.
Hesh saw the Arab gunman raise the Russian assault rifle and take
aim. He moved slowly backwards into the cold water, the subconscious
urge for survival taking dominance over his lethargic fatalism. He
moved slowly, his eyes closed, waiting for the crack of the rifle and the
tumbling slug that would take his life.
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As he moved his injured leg gave out and he fell backwards into the
sea.
An eternity of seconds passed and Hesh struggled to the surface, still
expecting to collect a slug in the face. He blinked the saltwater from his
eyes and looked toward the dunes. The shrieking sound overhead didn’t
register in his fogged mind, but he could see the terrorists racing at top
speed for the cover of the dunes.
Then a second fighter streaked overhead, guns blazing away at the
fleeing fedayeen.
Hesh found himself screaming at the top of his lungs, encouraging
the fighter pilots, cursing the fleeing terrorists and crying. He sat down
in the water and it was there that the rescue teams found him; the blood
flow had turned to a trickle, but he was dangerously into a state of shock
from both pain and loss of blood.

***
Slowly the mist began to clear from his eyes and he looked up to see
the face of a stranger staring back down at him.
Hesh moved to get up and out of the water and found himself covered
with white sheets.
“He’s coming around,” the stranger’s soft voice murmured.
“Capt. Whitman, can you hear me? Welcome back. For a while we
weren’t sure you’d be staying with us. Your wounds aren’t too bad…
superficial for the most part, but you did lose a lot of blood and you
didn’t appear to be fighting.”
“I suppose I should say something bright and original like ‘Where
am I? Who are you? So, if you don’t mind, why don’t you just cut
the crap, answer the questions and save me the trouble of asking
them?”
“The same smart ass. You never change, do you?” came a familiar
voice from somewhere on the other side of the hospital room. “Just
relax for a few minutes and we’ll fill you in on everything.”
With difficulty, Hesh lifted his head from the pillow to search out
the speaker. The pain, reduced to a dull throb from the white hot and
7
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searing flashes through his body, was almost tolerable as he leaned on
his side.
Turning his head, Hesh spotted the smiling face of Dan Halevi, his
boss. He sank back on the bed and let his muscles relax for the first time
since the shooting had begun.
“You had us worried for a while, pal. We expect casualties while
you guys are working, but this business of getting your ass shot up on
the beach is a bit unorthodox.”
Dan’s voice still carried more than a little trace of his New York City
background. Unlike Hesh, who was a Sabra, native born to Israel, he
had come to the embattled country less than half a dozen years before,
drawn by the lure of a Jewish homeland and the need to do something to
help it.
Hesh’s eyes misted over as he looked toward Dan.
“Shoshanna…?”
“Kid, she’s gone. That first bullet took her right out…she didn’t feel
a thing. But you knew that without asking.”
Dan’s voice dropped to a soft, almost whisper-like tone. It hadn’t
been too many weeks ago that he stood shoulder to shoulder with Hesh
as best man at his friend’s wedding, the two of them watching Shoshanna
walk down the aisle on her father’s arm.
Dan never knew Chava, Shoshanna’s mother, but he had seen
pictures of her; tall and wispy with an aura of strength that so many
Israeli women exuded. The pictures showed Chava, a woman with long
blond hair that cascaded down below her shoulders, ending midway
toward her tiny waist; a body offset by full and firm breasts and such a
resemblance to Shoshanna that they could have been twin sisters rather
than mother and daughter.
Chava had met a similar fate while Shoshanna was only a child,
barely beyond the suckling stage. She was at her job, caring for the
small children of the kibbutz when the nursery suddenly disintegrated,
the target of a Palestinian rocket attack, killing the beautiful young
blond and almost thirty children.
Shoshanna was one of only six children who survived the attack and
she spent more than two months in a hospital recuperating. She was too
8
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young to remember the horror or even her own mother, but the little
jagged scar that ran down the inside of her leg was a lifelong reminder
of what she had gone through.
She was a veritable clone of her mother and Dan thought how lucky
Hesh was to have found so remarkable a partner for life.
“What about her…?” Hesh’s voice trailed off. “She’ll have to be…”
Dan looked at the pain-wracked young man, the words almost
choking their way out of his mouth.
“Amanda and I made all the arrangements,” he softly responded.
“You’ve been here four days and we didn’t know how long it would be
before you came around…or if you would. The wounds weren’t that
serious, but you lost an awful lot of blood and were in a pretty deep state
of shock.”
“She’s buried…and I wasn’t even there?” The words hissed from
between his lips with both remorse and unmitigated fury.
Hesh fell back on his pillow and lay there, staring at the ceiling, his
eyes misting as he tried to control his anger.
“Look kid,” Dan said, trying to break through the silent wall Hesh
had suddenly put up around himself. “What can I say? Any words are
going to be nothing more than a cliché, but at least you’re still alive.”
“Am I?”
Hesh grimaced in pain as he again pushed himself up on an elbow,
aiming a cold stare at the doctor that bored a laser-like hole through the
man.
“How long before I can get out of here and get back to work?” he
demanded.
“Well, aside from the major loss of blood, you seem to be healing
fairly well. Your body has good recuperative powers because of your
age and physical condition. I’d say that you should be out of here by the
end of the week.”
Hesh turned to Dan:
“Are we going after them?”
“Yes!” came Dan’s abrupt reply and the tone of his voice ended any
further discussion of the subject. It was something you simply didn’t
discuss in front of people who weren’t involved.
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Hesh opened his mouth to say something, but Dan’s icy stare cut
him off before he could speak.
The doctor motioned Dan toward the door as Hesh lay back on his
pillow, his eyes closing from the strain and the effects of the sedative
that was slowly dripping into his arm from the IV strung on a pole
alongside the bed.
Dan reached for the doorknob to leave and, as he did, turned toward
Hesh. An overwhelming sadness enveloped him, not only for the death
of Shoshanna, but for the shambles that Hesh’s life was now in.
“Dan,” came Hesh’s voice, barely above a whisper. “I want in when
it happens.”
“Lay down and shut up. We’ll talk about it when you get out of here.”
Dan stepped out of the room, closed the door and walked with the
brisk step that had always been his trademark, toward the elevator and
out of the building.
The bright Israeli sun struck him as he exited the hospital and made
his way toward the parking lot and the borrowed government car he had
left there. In a few minutes he’d be at the airport for the quick flight
back to Jerusalem.
He had wanted to talk with Hesh before the meeting in the Minister’s
office to see if there was any critical information he had to share. But it
had taken only a moment to see that he could not lend anything of
importance. Hesh was as much a victim as those who had died on the
beach at Eilat…only perhaps more so; he was still alive and would
suffer with the memory of it for the rest of his life.
Dan drove through the entrance of the small commercial airport
outside the resort city and headed past the private planes, corporate jets
and commuter turbos that lined the edge of the narrow runway. He
aimed for the military section that was separated from the rest of the
facility by a nondescript chain link fence topped by a roll of razor wire
with its sharp edges curled around the fence-top giving almost total
protection from unwanted visitors.
He paused at the gate manned by a young uniformed sentry with an
Uzi slung casually over his shoulder, his finger nervously wrapped
around the trigger. Dan handed the soldier his ID card.
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The young man stiffened as his eyes traveled from the thumbnail
picture of Halevi to the inscription at the top of the card: “Institute For
Intelligence and Special Assignment,” in Hebrew, the Mossad, Israel’s
much improved version of the CIA.
The guard snapped to attention, his heels clicking loudly and smartly
saluted as he bid Col. Halevi to pass.
Dan parked the car and walked to the waiting two-seater jet fighter
at the ready for takeoff. He stepped into the flight suit offered by a
ground crew member, pulled on a helmet and clambered up the short
ladder to the second seat. Strapping himself in, he pulled the microphone
to his lips and informed the pilot in a cold and matter of fact voice that
he was ready.
The crew member didn’t wait for instructions and had jumped to the
nose wheel, pulling the aluminum chock that kept the sleek craft from
rolling and then turned to the rear wheel chocks. He gathered their tie
cords and hauled them away from the fighter.
The pilot gave him a “thumbs up” sign, released the brakes and
moved slowly to the taxi line. He turned onto the designated runway,
revved the engine and released the brakes. As if catapulted off the deck
of a carrier, the jet accelerated to full speed, raced down the runway and
lifted into the air.
The pressure of the acceleration pressed him back into the soft seat,
his cheeks tightened from the increasing G-force, distorting his face.
The fighter lifted smoothly off the runway and climbed rapidly into the
air, banking sharply to travel northward in the direction of Jerusalem.
Dan could feel his facial muscles relax for a brief second as the
plane leveled off. He was suddenly slammed into the seatback as the
pilot kicked in the afterburner, boosting the jet to near maximum
performance and well beyond the speed of sound. He looked down as
the fighter streaked through the sky and crossed over the beach that only
days before had been the scene of hell and bloodshed, taking the lives of
those who died as well as destroying those who lived. Today it was
peaceful and vacationers had already returned to take in the pleasures of
the sand and water, totally oblivious to the carnage that had scarred the
beach.
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The pilot aimed the nose skyward and began a climb through the
cloud cover and into the bright, unhindered rays of the sun. Dan pulled
the darkened sun visor over his face and closed his eyes. The flight
would be the only small respite he would have or could expect in the
coming week.
A scant two hours later Dan stood before the inner council of the
Defense Ministry. Reuven Ben Chaim, Minister of Defense and Internal
Security, himself no stranger to the violence of the area and in days gone
by, somewhat prone to occasional tactics that might be described as
terrorist by certain factions, sat back, fingers entwined across his chest
and motioned for Col. Dan Halevi to make his report.
Dan looked toward “The Old Man,” who was scarcely older than
himself, but who had earned his reputation leading Israeli Special
Forces against Arab marauders and racking up an impressive number
of kills.
Ben-Chaim was a tall man, more than six feet, four inches, with
graying hair and a small but widening bald spot working its way out
from the middle of his head, belying his relative youth. He wore a
moustache that ran down the side of his mouth, coming together to form
a modified Van Dyke beard. His calm and almost cherubic face had
caused more than one adversary to assume he was of little threat.
It never happened a second time.
Ben Chaim was second in command to Jonathan Netanyahu, the
brother of former Prime Minister Bibi Netanyahu, who was the only
man killed in the operation to rescue the hostages in the famed operation
at Entebbe Airport in Uganda. That operation had been named in his
honor and was called “Operation Yohanatan.” Bibi had promised
himself that he would devote his life to ensuring that the ideals his
brother had sacrificed his life for would ensure a safe place, a homeland,
for his people.
The minister, clad in a tie-less, open necked sport shirt and sandals,
sat back in his leather bound, high-backed swivel chair, his forefingers
pointing away from his hands and touching at the tips. He tilted his
chair back slightly and looked at Dan, barely moving his fingers in a
silent order for the Mossad officer to take a seat at the table.
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Ben Chaim looked across at the half dozen men seated at the
rectangular, dark conference table, leaning forward in anticipation.
The room was austere with few decorations. On the wall hung two
portraits; one of Chaim Weitzman, Israel’s first president and the second
of David Ben-Gurion, the nation’s first Prime Minister.
Across from the portraits was a picture of Orthodox Jews praying at
the Wailing Wall, the only remnant of King Solomon’s temple and
perhaps the holiest shrine to Jews worldwide; a site totally denied them
during the many years of Arab control of Jerusalem.
The windowless room was designed for security to prevent external
attack and for total privacy for the conversations held within its confines.
Hidden behind the plaster were small tuning-fork devices that vibrated
to thwart any bugs that might have escaped the frequent security checks.
“Minister, gentlemen, I am happy to report that Capt. Whitman will
be out of the hospital before the end of the week, once he’s had an
opportunity to recover from the massive blood loss he suffered.
Unfortunately he was not able to add anything significant to what we
already know. Once the bullets started flying and his wife was killed,
there was nothing more he could do than try to save his own life.
“Our network has pieced together the raid at Eilat and the other two
at the Tel Aviv marketplace and the tourist bus near Masada and there is
no doubt but that they were a well coordinated effort under a single
command. The main thrust was intended to cause economic injury with
our tourist season beginning. But more than that, the Camp David
meeting is to start soon and any disruption would have major international
repercussions.
“If they can put a crimp in those talks and provoke a ful scale
retaliation, they’ve accomplished their objectives,” Dan concluded.
“The Prime Minister wants us to respond immediately Col. Halevi,”
said Ben Chaim, in a voice that was surprising for its cold and almost
emotionless tone. “He feels that if we mount a swift response, it will
deter any more raids for a while.”
“I disagree,” came a voice from the opposite end of the table. “They
always expect us to hit back and take that as the simple price they have
to pay. But it gives them the opportunity to proclaim more martyrs and
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use it as an excuse to hit us again. They know the United Nations will
ignore their provocation while it condemns our response. The French
will once again become vocal critics of Israel.” Shmuel Cohen, Minister
of Culture, sat back and let his words bounce of the table, hoping his
argument would penetrate to the hard-liners surrounding him.
“They know that CNN, Peter Jennings, Dan Rather and other news
talking heads in the United States will again focus on our reaction and
show tape of the poor Palestinians being punished by our troops. And
in this case we aren’t even sure which faction did this,” Cohen
continued.
“Well, we could always sit back this time and fool them by doing
nothing,” interjected Haym Silver, Deputy Defense Minister. “Maybe
that will embarrass them into coming to the table at Camp David. They
know, and you know,” he said, focusing an icy glare at Cohen, “that if
we do or if we don’t, they will strike again. They hope it will either
strengthen their position or our response will cause a backlash against
us from the usual suspects and supporters.”
“Arafat has moved more to becoming a statesman than a terrorist,”
Cohen noted to the assembled officials. ‘Even the world recognized that
when he was given the Nobel Peace Prize.”
“My dear Shmuel, pardon me for saying this, but that’s pure bullshit,”
said Silver. “The man’s whole life has been a lie. He claims to have
been born in Jerusalem in 1924, but his birth certificate comes from
Cairo. He claims to want peace, but the acrostic for his Fatah, which
means victory, is death. The acrostic FaTaH tells us more about this
man who holds a degree in civil engineering but has been more adept at
killing innocents than in building anything.
“He is a coward. After the so-called Six Day War he escaped Israel
by dressing as a woman and carrying a baby. And he is a closet
homosexual who tries to cover up with bluster and a sham marriage. So
don’t try to convince me that if we ignore him, he’ll go away,” Silver
almost spat his words into Cohen’s face.
Ben Chaim moved to try and quell the rising tempers and motioned
to Dan.
“Ministers, I agree that we have to do something, but I don’t think it
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should be exactly what, where or when they expect us to respond. If we
do that it won’t hurt them and won’t help us,” Dan offered.
“What then, Colonel?”
“Arafat is having as much trouble with the factions within his
Palestine Liberation Organization as we are. He can’t control most of
them and the young bulls are pushing for a harder line. They don’t
know the past and others have short memories. We almost decimated
them the last time we went one-on-one and they were only saved by the
UN intervention and the assistance of the French.
“Our intel points pretty strongly at the Black Winter faction supported
by Iraq. While Arafat tries to play international statesman, Saddam is
undermining him by supplying his opposition with weapons and cash
payments to the families of their so-called ‘martyrs.’ Their families are
given gifts of $25,000 for each of their children who blow themselves
up. Is there any wonder that these people on the margin of poverty
support the attacks? We need to address this.”
“Go on.”
“”Salim Hassan heads that faction and our intel notes that he never
sleeps in the same place for more than a night or two. That’s why we’ve
had so much trouble tracking him down. We have a source, fairly
reliable, who may be able to give us a heads up on where he’ll be laying
his head in the next day or so.”
The ministers moved closer to the table in a conspiratorial huddle.
Not a word came from any of them as Halevi spoke.
“Many of our agents are non-Israelis and some of our sympathizers
are not even Jewish. We’ve learned that Hassan has set up a station for
planning and operations in Tyre, Jordan’s fourth largest city with a busy
international port. It’s northern and southern sections are separated by
both Israel and Syria, giving it an interesting disconnect. We’re pretty
sure that the plans for the recent series of raids were developed at this
location. That means the top brass was present.”
Dan pointed to the map attached to the rear wall of the conference
room. He noted that Tyre, although it was located on the Mediterranean
Sea in the northern portion of the country, gave the terrorists ample
opportunity to follow an overland route through Syria and Southern
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Jordan to the far southern tip of Israel and Eilat. They could cross from
Jordan into Israel in minutes and be at the beach, less than five kilometers
from the border before they were even noticed.
“Our operative has learned that Faraq Medvi, Hassan’s second in
command and the architect of Black Winter’s raids, will be in Tyre.”
The ministers looked at Halevi with curiosity, not one of them
showing any recognition of Medvi.
“His identity has been well-shielded to protect him. While Hassan
seeks the publicity and notoriety for propaganda purposes, Medvi
handles the day-to-day operations and may, in fact, be the actual top
dog. Our information indicates that he not only planned these raids, but
that he cut his teeth on the Munich Olympics massacre and had a hand
in the Achille Lauro as well as other major raids.
“It is our recommendation that a ready team be sent into Tyre and
that the Black Winter headquarters be destroyed. They would never
expect such an audacious action and it will throw them off guard. By
hitting them at this location, we can put a crimp in their ability to plan
raids for a long time to come.”
Dan pointed to the map and noted the northern tip of Israel jutting
up alongside the disputed Golan Heights to the east, separating Israel
from Syria and then moving on to Jordan, bypassing the Sea of Galilee,
at 209 meters below sea level.
“If we move our team through Golan, then cross through the tip of
Israel we will be able to avoid detection and they would never expect an
attack to come from the north. All of their resources will be aimed
between Tyre and Israel. Lebanon is less than 50k wide at that point
making it an easy in and easy out for our boys.
“At best we get Medvi; at the least we destroy their headquarters
and send a message. If we kill him and his staff, we will have knocked
out much of their high command…or at least the brains of their
operation.”
“Col. Halevi, thank you for your report and the paper you have
drawn on the proposal for us. Please be available in the event we have
any questions,” Minister Ben Chaim said, leaving no doubt in Dan’s
mind that it was time for him to exit the conference room.
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Dan turned and saluted the council with a half bow from the waist,
nodding his head. He pivoted and walked rapidly from the room.
“Damn,” he muttered, “put two Jews together and you could debate
the placement of a dot over an “i” …put a council together and a
thousand years from now they’ll still be arguing over when the Exodus
should begin.”
He had little doubt that they would be discussing and arguing what,
if any, action should be taken until the sun rose.
“Damn politicians!”
Dan left word with the Security Desk, telling them he could be
reached at the King’s Row Tavern, a short distance from the ministry on
Ben Gurion Place. A cool drink and a bite to eat would be welcome. So
would the relaxation in a cool room away from the politicians.
He walked at a quick-step down the street and through the colonnaded
entrance to the tavern, squinting as his eyes adjusted to the dim light
contrasting to the desert sun outside. The room was rather upscale,
catering to the hordes of government workers in the area and was as
secure a location as any in the city. Any Arab seeking to become a
martyr would have a difficult time penetrating the entrance.
From the exterior it looked similar to many other taverns throughout
the city and appeared to be an easy entry. What anyone walking down
the street did not see was the trained “profiler” sitting in a window
overlooking the street. Behind a door on ground level were four very
burly men with forearms like the trunks of a Lebanon cedar. If they
received a signal from the profiler they moved with the speed of a
lightening storm into the street, grabbing the suspect, pinning arms to
his side and gripping his hands to prevent the detonation of any device.
If there was a mistake, profuse apologies would follow and they
would melt back into the building. If there was no mistake…and that
was more often the case…the puzzled and frazzled would-be martyr
was hustled out of sight and given the opportunity to spill his guts…or
have them spilled on the floor.
Faced with a choice of dying slowly instead of becoming a martyr
or holding a frank discussion with these ox-like men, the choice was
more often than not a flow of information. Any thought of eternity with
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seventy-two virgins was quickly dispelled when the hopeful shaheed
realized that he would be leaving this earth without the necessary
equipment to make any use of the heavenly female companionship.
Today Dan paid scant attention to any of this. He wanted a drink
and he wanted to relax, knowing that if he was given the green light the
next few days would be hellish.
Sitting at a corner table, his back against the wall, his eyes focused
on the entrance, he could see everyone who entered the tavern. Dan
ordered a rum and Coke, known in the Caribbean as a “Cuba Libre,” a
Free Cuba, a habit he had picked up on the boardwalk in New York’s
Rockaway peninsula at Schechter’s Bar and Deli and then refined the
taste in the Caribbean where rum was both plentiful and dirt cheap.
His thought’s wandered to the dockside in Miami and the huge,
white and glistening Celebrity Lines cruise ship Century. He and
Amanda had splurged on an upscale cabin and although it stretched
their budget a bit, they booked a Sky Suite with a real tub instead of just
a shower and a large veranda. They spent hours sitting on the Century’s
chaises on the veranda watching clouds scud across the sky and the
small, green mountains of tiny Caribbean islands slip past the ship.
As he relaxed and slowly sipped the drink, memories began to flash
back…his enlistment in the U.S. Army after graduating from C.W. Post
College on Long Island; deciding to put his ROTC training to good use
in the extreme by volunteered for Special Forces, the elite Green Berets.
He could still feel the strain of the pre-breakfast five mile run followed
by a brisk crawl through the Carolina swamps. Parachuting into
Panamanian jungles was always a joy. Sure it was.
He smiled as he remembered the day he put the Green Beret on in
place of the standard Army cap he had worn. Placing his unit flash onto
the front of the Beret and his second lieutenant’s gold bar onto the flash,
made him feel as though he had just grown six inches.
The training was suddenly put to use when Saddam Hussein invaded
Kuwait and President George Herbert Walker Bush ordered American
troops into the fray. Dan found himself with his team alongside Navy
SEALS swimming ashore under cover of darkness, to clear the beaches
for a massive troop landing.
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As he moved inland and fought his way in the direction of Baghdad,
he saw the raped women and little girls, the tortured children and
dismembered men littering the path of Hussein’s Republican Guard. He
never thought he’d take any pleasure in depriving another human being
of life, but that changed after what he had witnessed the day he moved
over a dune and slit the throat of an Iraqi in the process of raping a
14-year-old girl.
He always regretted the fact that they could not move fast enough to
stop the Republican Guard from setting fire to the Kuwaiti oil fields and
causing a major ecological disaster as the greasy smoke drifted
worldwide.
He shook with rage as President George H.W. Bush orchestrated the
“strategic” end of the conflict only yards from the doorstep to Hussein’s
Baghdad, snatching defeat from the jaws of victory. He was more incensed
when the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, General Colin Powell,
issued platitudes about needing an “exit strategy,” so that the troops weren’t
mired in another Vietnam. There was no “strategy” and everyone knew it.
Dan had never been a particularly observant Jew, but when he saw
the SCUD missiles raining down on Israel and that little country sitting
back and taking it because President George H.W. Bush had asked them
not to retaliate and offend Arab sensibilities, it offended his sensibilities.
He felt it even more deeply when the “moderate” King Hussein of
Jordan threatened Israel if it over flew his piss pot kingdom to get at
Iraq. It was OK for SCUDS to fly in one direction, but not for defense
in the other.
His anger rose watching the combined Arab nations waffle and even
offer aid to Saddam Hussein and Arafat, but looked the other way at
atrocities that were being committed by their kinsmen.
What Dan saw here was not an “exit strategy,” but a blueprint for
future disaster and the resurrection of Saddam Hussein. He saw the
political “concern” over what would happen if Hussein was overthrown
and the area destabilized as Powell predicted.
“Shit, we took care of one little tin horn dictator and we could take
care of another. You just need a pair of balls. A big pair of balls,” he
thought.
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And that was sorely lacking in the American political establishment.
He had come to the Mid-East as a Major of Special Forces, on a low
flying Hercules transport and parachuted with his unit into the waters
just off the Kuwaiti beaches. He saw Gen. Norman Schwarzkopf and
grinned as the Old Warrior grew frustrated dealing with Washington and
earning the nickname “Stormin’ Norman.”
Dan returned to Fort Bragg and waited six months until his time was
up, put his precious Green Beret and the uniform with a fruit salad of
ribbons on the left breast, into a plastic bag, hung it in the closet and
accepted early retirement. He took a job with a New York daily
newspaper as a foreign correspondent and he and Amanda were off
around the world.
Dan and Amanda vacationed in Europe, Africa, the South Pacific
and Israel and it was on this trip that he knew what he would have to do.
He always had a nagging feeling in the back of his mind, knowing that
he was a Jew, but that was the extent of it.
Not long after they returned from an overseas assignment, he had
been approached by an old acquaintance from his Special Forces days,
Matt Morton, who had gone over to the dark side of the Spook World…
working for the CIA. He and Matt had gone through Special Forces
training together and then, as assignments to various SF Groups were
made, Matt disappeared into the dark void of intrigue.
These disappearances were not unusual and although most knew
where they had gone, it was not a topic up for discussion. Every Green
Beret was fodder for the clandestine world of spies. Some moved
completely behind the dark curtain into that world while others
maintained their military affiliation and worked with The Company on
individual assignments. Still others maintained their role as the best
Special Ops soldiers in the world.
Dan had even briefly stepped over the line and worked with them on
a case involving military espionage and helped break up a cell of Marines
working as Embassy security in overseas missions but earning extra
money selling classified documents to the Libyans. But the life didn’t
appeal to him and he cut it short, putting the Beret back on and rejoining
the 11th Special Forces Group, Abn.
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Matt made a cautious approach to Dan about reentering the world of
Black Bag Operations. Dan’s response was a slight smile creasing his
face and an almost imperceptible sideways nod of his head, indicating
“Thanks, but no thanks.”
“If you change your mind, let me know. There’s a guy in the Israeli
embassy I think you might be interested in talking to.”
Matt slid a piece of paper with a name jotted on it into Dan’s hand
and then changed the subject.
On his trip to Israel Dan and Amanda saw that except for the Ultra
Orthodox, the Israelis weren’t particularly religious. And the Orthodox
reminded him of the Ayatollah Khomeini and his religious zealots. They
too thought they were God’s voice on earth and controlled much of what
the government did.
Mostly intransigent, they participated little in the life or economy of
the small country and were exempt from military service, but exercised
power far beyond their numbers. Members of the Israeli defense Forces
(IDF) would laugh when the conversation turned to the Orthodox and
say: “You pray for us and we’ll die for you.”
But Dan saw the hardy Israeli settlers carving a home out of the
desert that had lain fallow for millennia under Arab control and was
now blooming with fruit, green grass and irrigated fields. The flotsam
and jetsam of Europe and even Africa, who had come to Israel, had
taken the opportunity given to them and made the country blossom. The
Second Exodus had begun with a flood following World War II and,
although it had slowed, it continued in a steady stream absorbing Jewish
refugees from around the world.
The “Falasha” of Ethiopia, a black tribe, who considered themselves
to be a lost tribe of Israel, were secretly evacuated and resettled, far
from the prejudice and dangers they faced at home. More than 100,000
Jews, whose lives in various Arab countries had become very tenuous as
they were expelled from the homes their ancestors had established
thousands of years ago, were received with full citizenship.
Dan spent many hours fighting with himself about uprooting Amanda
from the only life she had ever known, leaving her family, few in
numbers that they might be, and moving half way around the world to
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start a new life. After weeks of inner turmoil he finally broached the
subject to her.
The ever-understanding Amanda, who had been experiencing the
same feelings, put up little resistance, bid her family and friends goodbye
and they packed for the trip to Jerusalem. Dan contacted the Israeli
consulate as Matt Morton had told him to and was put in touch with a
military attaché. In short order the IDF welcomed him with a commission
as a major. He was an invaluable asset with his training in special
operations and clandestine warfare.
Dan rose rapidly through the ranks to full colonel and it wasn’t long
before he was tapped for intelligence work, ultimately ending up
assigned to the Mossad, the vaunted Israeli version of the CIA. The
Mossad, though, had a better success/failure ratio and far less political
interference.

***
Dan looked up and saw the ministry clerk coming through the door,
outlined by the bright sun streaming in behind him. He looked like
some mythical creature, bathed in light, moving purposely toward Dan.
Halevi nodded, neither man speaking, got up and reached for his
pocket to pay the bar bill. Although the clerk was several steps ahead of
him, Dan’s quick pace soon left the young man far behind as he strode
across the busy street to the Ministry building for a decision he both
wanted and yet, feared getting.
Less than an hour later, a broad smile creasing his face, Dan was on
his way to Mossad headquarters to finalize plans for the operation. He
was still dazzled by the speed and lack of red tape with which he was
given permission to implement his proposal. He marveled even more
when Minister Ben Chaim said the OK had come from the Prime
Minister himself.
“The two old terrorists probably put their heads together and
remembered what it was like a few years back,” he thought to himself.
“If they were still blowing up Arafat’s terrorists, they damn well would
have come up with something like this.”
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According to his plan it would take four days to get everyone in
place without arousing suspicion and anticipating that he would be
given the go-ahead, Dan had ordered preparations to get underway.
“Easier to stop than to get a running start,” he thought.
The terrorists had come to expect an Israeli response to their attacks
within a week, so a diversion had to be set up. Dan ordered an easy ineasy out attack on a known Hamas training facility in Syria. The attack
was to be limited to aircraft with fighter strikes only, risking no ground
troops and with only minimal danger to the pilots.
“Hesh’ll kill me,” Dan thought. “But there’s no way we can wait for
him to get up to snuff before we attack.”
It took two full days for his agents to work their way into place in
the vicinity of the Black Winter Hamas Faction headquarters in Tyre.
The building, located in the midst of a bustling marketplace, gave it a
singularly inconspicuous look, but also left it vulnerable to the hordes of
people passing the gate each day.
It also brought the terrorists what they believed to be a measure of
greater security because the Israelis, like the Americans, went to great
lengths to avoid civilian casualties in any attack. The terrorists had no
such compunctions.
The air strike was slated for the morning before the planned raid in
Tyre and went off smoothly with the Israelis sustaining no casualties,
but with the terrorist wannabees suffering losses in men and equipment.
“Sonuvabitch!” mumbled team member Yaacov, a British expatriate
Jew, as he scanned the headlines in the Jerusalem Post. “The fucking
United Nations held an emergency meeting and condemned the raid
against the base, but said nothing about Eilat.”
The words spit from his lips in anger.
“They kill civilians, we go after terrorists and the world condemns
us. Fuck them…fuck them all!!!” he said, raising the index and middle
fingers of his right hand, palm facing inward, in the reverse of Winston
Churchill’s famed “Victory” salute. To the British this gesture was the
same as an American “Middle Finger Salute.”
Seared into Yaacov’s memory were pictures of Jo Goldenberg’s
restaurant in Paris, blown to bits along with scores of its patrons, a
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Belgian Bar Mitzvah becoming worldwide news with children and old
people blown up, and the hospitals and nursery schools in Israel that had
been targeted by the “Heroes of the Resistance.”
The raid served a second purpose aside from the diversion. Agents
were reporting that activity at the Tyre headquarters had picked up and
several familiar faces were seen entering the walled compound.
If all went well there could be a bonus of having the hierarchy of
Black Winter gathered at the compound to plan its “retaliation” against
the Israelis for having the temerity to respond to a murderous attack
against civilians.
“And, God willing, Medvi will be there as well.”
The desert camp was a smoldering ruin and an entire contingent of
terrorists lay dead in the sand. Now came the hard part…sitting and
waiting until noon of the following day in order to allow as many of the
Jihad leaders as possible time to gather at the compound.
And come they did with Halevi’s spotters capturing pictures of
several Palestinians on the Israeli “Hit Parade,” entering the compound.
The agents saw no one leaving, giving them confirmation that there was,
indeed, a high level meeting in progress.
The ancient city of Tyre was founded in 2750 BC and lies 83 miles
south of Lebanon’s capital, Beirut and is its fourth largest city. Dan was
fully aware of the political ramifications of an attack against a historic
target so close to Lebanon’s political center, but that was for the
government officials to worry about.
Home to the seafaring Phoenicians and controlled over the millennia
by the Crusaders, Byzantines, Greeks, Romans and now by Arab
terrorists, the city guards the eastern tip of the Mediterranean and was
still of strategic importance to Lebanon, Syria and Israel.
The hours ticked away slowly with no sign of Medvi, but a virtual
treasure trove of terrorist planners was seen gathering inside the walls.

***
At precisely 11:55 a.m. the first bomb exploded, producing more
smoke and noise than damage. It had been planted the previous day by
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a Mossad agent around the corner from the entrance to the compound to
draw attention away from the assault team.
With vendors scattering from their stalls, the confusion created a
mob scene of Arabs in their flowing robes running in all directions. No
one paid any attention to any other activity in the area.
The first squad, dressed as marketplace vendors, hit the rear wall
and scaled it in seconds. The lightweight, rapid firing Uzi machineguns
came out from under their Bedouin robes and before the astonished
security guards could react, they were dead and the gates to Hell opened.
A scooter raced down the street to the front gates of the compound,
it rider’s robes flowing in the wind. He slowed at the gates and slammed
a package against the wooden doors, then raced off into the confusion of
the crowd. Seconds later the explosive package splintered the entrance,
leaving it open to the world.
Dan led the second wave through the front gates before anyone in
the street realized what was happening. A third unit remained outside to
provide security, blending in with the panic surrounding the compound.
The stunned Arabs stood with their mouths agape as the Israelis
stormed through the compound, racing up the stairs, firing as they went.
Precisely two minutes later another explosive device went off two
streets away, drawing responding troops further away from the
compound.
Dan heard the explosion as he raced at the head of his squad up the
steps to the second floor of the building, firing at the now alerted guards.
His rapid movement and 30-rounds-a-second Uzi cut down the first man
who stepped in front of him. The man’s AK-47 flew into the air as he
slammed back into the wall behind him, leaving a trail of blood and
bone to drip down the wall.
A second man appeared in a doorway atop the landing and then
toppled over the railing and onto the floor below as Dan raked a trail of
slugs across his chest, creating a dotted line of red spurts flowing
copiously down the front of his white shirt.
One grenade took out the heavy door at the top of the steps and the
second, a concussion flash-bang grenade, dropped everyone inside.
Leapfrogging each other, Dan and his men kept up a withering fire
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as they sprayed the room. They moved quickly inside, guns at the ready,
only to find all those who had been at the meeting, dead. Blood and gore
spattered the walls and the chairs they had been sitting on around the
heavy wooden conference table, had been splintered into near toothpicksized fragments.
It took only a fraction of a second for the attacking force to realize
what they had stumbled into. Maps of the United States, Mid-East and
several European countries lined the walls. Outlined in red marker
were the sites of recent terror attacks while others were highlighted in
yellow.
A bank of high powered radios sat in an alcove and a heavy steel
safe was snuggled into a corner of the room. Two desks had been
overturned, one of them falling atop three bodies lying in the middle of
the floor.
Dan motioned for one of the men to help move the desk and then
with the toe of his boot, began to turn the dead guerillas faces up. A
smile creased his face as he looked down on the body of Faraq Medvi.
He recognized the others as Medvi’s top lieutenants and ranking
members of the Mossad’s “Most Wanted” list.
Dan reached into his pocket and removed a flat metal object the size
of a credit card. The mini-camera was one of those modern techno
advances that not too many years ago could only be found in the kit bag
of Dick Tracey or James Bond, but today could be purchased over the
counter at any Radio Shack. Dan had picked his up during his last visit
home.
“I had a feeling this would come in handy,” he said to no one in
particular.
Motioning to one of his lieutenants, Dan nodded toward the safe and
then pointed the flat, compact digital camera, snapping pictures of the
bodies for later confirmed identification, as well as the maps and radio
equipment. His assistant began to carefully place strings of C-4
explosive on strategic sections of the safe. He looked at Dan for a sign
that they were ready to go and moved through the doorway as his
commanding officer replaced the little camera in his shirt pocket.
Seconds later a controlled explosion rocked the building and dust
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and debris blew through the doorway in a windstorm. Peering back into
the room they could see the safe door ajar, hanging by one hinge.
“You’re slipping,” Dan said, smiling as his explosives master. “I
remember when you would blow the door off and the papers would land
in alphabetical order.
“Cut the shit SIR!” he replied in a mocking tone. “Let’s get the crap
and then get the hell out of here.”
Dan pulled the little camera from his pocket again and began to take
pictures of everything in the room. Then he stuffed the papers into a
backpack and ordered the room to be doused with gasoline. A block of
C-4, lightweight, malleable and devastating, was primed with a three
minute fuse and set in the middle of the room.
“Let’s move,” he shouted as his strike force began to race back down
the stairs, jumping over fallen guerillas and debris, noting also that
miraculously none of their party had been injured.
The exterior team had been hard at work while they were inside and
the entire structure had been packed with explosives as was the wall
surrounding the compound.
At exactly 12:03 p.m. a series of explosions rocked the area
surrounding the marketplace; mud and brick buildings tumbled down
creating confusion as panic took the place of any semblance of order.
Halevi signaled his men and two minute timers were set for the
charges in the building and the compound’s walls. The two teams raced
for the rear and the waiting Lebanese Army trucks that had just pulled
up. They piled in and the trucks roared off, seemingly carrying troops
being disbursed for security; or, as the local citizens had come to expect
of the army, getting the hell out of there for their own safety and to hell
with anything else.
As the compound faded into the distance, the raiders could hear a
roar and watched as the charges detonated and a plume of smoke
rocketed skyward. In the melee at the marketplace the confused and
disoriented Arabs stopped and stared as the walls and structures at the
compound collapsed into a cloud of dust and a very big pile of rubble.
The entire compound had imploded on itself. The double minarets and
the dome of the Shia mosque that stood out so prominently as the city’s
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lone skyscraper, was obscured by the rising cloud of concrete dust and
smoke.
Dan turned to the men in the truck…”Well, Joshua, the walls came
tumbling down…”
He clutched the stack of papers they had liberated from the blown
safe and thought his evaluation team and intelligence experts would
have a field day going over the information they contained.
Leaning back against the wooden slotted side rails of the canvas
covered truck, Dan closed his eyes. He was tired…so tired. Dan peeked
through his slitted eyelids at his watch. It was 12:10 p.m.
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