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Preface

Geneva

In 1873, the citizens of Geneva acknowledged tmegesity of the eccentric
Charles II, Duke of Brunswick by permitting himdonstruct, on the shore of Lac
Leman, a Mausoleum identical to the Scaligeri Méawso in Verona.

One hundred and twenty six years later, on paret &djacent to the Mausoleum,
the burghers of Geneva allowed construction ablzstene, stark, fortress like building.
The permit was granted despite the outrage ofitieenry. Deposits of gold and
currency that fattened the coffers of Switzerlantite largest Banks would be
withdrawn if construction did not proceed.

A small cast bronze plague with a street numbes tha only marking on the
building.

Eighty men and women, employees of the Internatidiamond Security
Organization (IDSO) entered each day. They diretttedactivities of an army of
mercenaries, thieves, smugglers, politicians arsinessmen charged with maintaining
the primacy of the De Forster Diamond Syndicategrapire born out of the misery of

Africa.

Tel Aviv - 2003

The first bullet struck Basheer in the back; heanred, grabbed an elderly woman
for support and staggered a few steps before drgdbe terrified woman down with
him. She struggled, pulled free, and ran. Basheenlded to his feet. He attempted to
grab the kafiya of a young man, who fended himaofh a violent shove. A second
bullet struck the back of Basheer’s head; he tdistaising his hands to the spot where a
circle of red appeared. He collapsed, blood oofrioigp the two small wounds.
Bystanders cried out; some covered their headshaed themselves to the ground,

others ran; pandemonium replaced the normal scamdisights of the busy souk.
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The IDF soldiers rushed toward the bedlam, theisdzthe ready. The Citroen,
unnoticed, headed down Ha Carmel Street towarti¢het of Tel Avi. Abbas Hilmi
turned to his sister. “Your friend should never é@one to the Mossad.”

“He was foolish and so was | for helping him, batvas desperate for money.

Abbas snickered, “Sure, desperate enough to worthéoMossad. Now he doesn’t
need your help and he has no need for money.”

As Abbas and his sister drove away, the two sddpeshed their way to the body.
A group of young Arabs crowded around the fallelegtmian. “The Jews killed him!

Kill the Jews.”
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Chapter 1

London, England
November 5, 2000

Walter Gordon, the Director of the Internationa@imond Security Organization,
and his deputy George Deveraux exited the redreoRbDIlls Royce. They were saluted by
a security guard and escorted into Harmon Hohsepeticulously restored 19
Century brick townhouse that was the nerve ceritargbobal economic empire.

“You never mentioned who’d be attending this meggti said George as they passed
through a metal detector in front of a bullet groabicle from which a second guard
surveyed visitors.

A massive Lalique chandelier lit the foyer. Exd@i®riental rugs graced a
parquet floor whose rare African woods showed gosof wear. Portraits of the
previous occupants, none more wealthy or powelnfar the current resident, lined the
ornately plastered walls.

“Alex has kept his intentions to himself, but libge that all of senior
management have been summoned.” The directoraitiéed, “I doubt they know
what'’s in store for them. ”

“l assume you do,” said Deveraux.

“Assume what you will George,” responded the Dioeets they proceeded to the
conference room where nine men were seated orsio#l of a massive mahogany table.
The distance of each man from the Chairman’s pd&tlee head of the table indicated his
status. Walter and his deputy were seated oflia@man’s right.

Alex Rothman entered the room and eleven men fids=Chairman took his seat.
He turned to Walter. He smiled as if to acknowkedgshared secret. An attendant
entered the room and manipulated an ornate bklINdaroon drapes designed to block
visual or audio surveillance drew closed. OverhHefdding replaced the sunlight.

Alex Rothman waited for the aids departure bef@espoke, his voice almost a

whisper. One of the men cocked his head and adjuss hearing aid.
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“Gentlemen. Three generations of my family havenagged this organization.

Each has succeeded in increasing the value ofatidsnand our dominance of the
industry. We dictate to whom we sell and theetbe paid. Our authority has never
been meaningfully challenged.” Alex paused for amant. “Unfortunately the greed of a
few individuals and corporations threatens tlaoNity of our enterprise.”

Alex rose from his chair, turned toward a full-l&mgortrait of his Grandfather,
Benjamin who, with legendary ruthlessness, gaimedrol of every diamond mine on the
African Continent and made the diamond a symbaeVedlth and power for the nouveau
riche. His hair was white, full, and perfectlyrimed; his beard short and immaculate.
He wore a tailored waistcoat. A gold watch fobugédnuncut diamond set in its side,
dominated the center of the portrait. A gold-haddiane in his right hand seemed poised
to strike. Small coal-black eyes set in a massoarsely featured face gleamed with an
intimidating intensity.

Now, a century later, eleven senior managers oéthpire were in conference with
his grandson who seemed ordinary except for caeife he shared with his
Grandfather; fiery coal black eyes that intimidatieel most stalwart of men.

As Alex turned from the portrait his complexion dedied. His voice, as he
addressed his managers, was louder, it's tenormemacing. “We will deal with those
who defy us. We have spent and will continue tandpeefortune to create consumer
demand and maintain order in the markets. Diambagte been and must continue to be
viewed as the most stable storehouse of wealth. sightholders, men who prospered by
dealing solely with us are no longer loyal. Theyneoto the Sights, purchase their
allotment, and complain about the quality and gitxaof stones they receive. They leave
London and resume their trade in diamonds smudgbea mines in Africa, Russia,
Canada, and Australia.

“This insurrection will stop. We created the illasiof the timeless value and rarity
of diamonds. We will destroy that illusion for tieegray market stones. A diamond will
be of value, only if it carries our brand and ifdsbrough our own outlets.”

Alex walked to a side table, emptied a chilledtlecdf Perrier into a crystal

goblet, took three sips and put the goblet down.
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The marketing director, a veteran of 15 years aFbrster leaned across the table
and whispered to Walter. “My God, | wonder how Adex is willing to go.”

“Far enough,” replied Walter.

Alex’s face lost its crimson flush, his black egedtened as he returned to the
table. He placed his chubby, well manicured hapdbns down on the polished surface.
He leaned forward.

“You share my concerns; you wonder how we wilpasd. | have brought you
here, to allay your concerns, to set an agenaeehd to restore order to the markets, to
reestablish our absolute dominance. Part of the@nisas come from our laboratories,
the rest will come from your efforts.

“Our laboratories have accomplished more thandlehemist’s dared to dream.
We can transform inferior brown diamonds to finategr With carbon, heat, and
pressure, we can create vivid yellow diamonds; wabuum and high temperature, we
can create flawless white diamonds.

“We will use this ability to create chaos in therikeds, to destroy our enemies. The
IDSO will discover the first treated and creatémhabnds in Israel. We will announce
that only we can identify these counterfeits arat timly we can insure genuine unaltered
diamonds. Natural diamonds will in the future bartated by us and distributed sources
approved by us.”

The Director of Marketing interjected. “I'm sorrg tnterrupt, but why Israel?”

“The Israelis are troublesome, especially the Rusdiekovsky. He and his
Mafiya backers are siphoning off two billion doBaa year from our markets. We will
make and example of him and his Russian croniesatéd and created diamonds will be
found in the finished goods that he delivers tolast customer. We will make his
stockpiles worthless, and his sources suspect. Wpwt him out of business.

“To create broader concern, and further enhanceahe of our inventory and
trademark, you Henry, and your public relatioradfstvill create and fund human rights
organizations to provide the worldwide media wittiargettable images of atrocities.
Senseless acts of violence committed by diamondghars, especially those in Africa.
Public outrage will pressure the major diamond irtipg countries, especially the

United States, to stop the importation of smugglednonds. Through disguised
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correspondence with the media you will introduce térms ‘Blood Diamonds’ and
‘Conflict Diamonds.” Our branded diamonds will betainted by the scandal and ensuing
regulation.

“We will move our headquarters to Geneva and endrtterference of the British
Government in our affairs. We will decentralize operations; so that no single
government will ever again dictate our actions. WiMéeliminate our sightholders and
vertically integrate our operations to include ilatatlets.

“New vaults and cutting centers will be built srael, Belgium, India, South
Africa, the United States, and England. Each o$éhmenters, in addition to cutting and
polishing stones from our mines, will create amdtrdiamonds with the processes
developed in our laboratories.

“Walter and the IDSO will direct this restructuginEach of you will receive a
portfolio detailing your responsibilities.”

Walter rose from his chair. He had been recruitech the British intelligence
service, where he had honed his skills in the Gowent’s complex bureaucracy. His
ruthlessness in dealing with opponents was leggntar intelligence unquestioned, and
his pomposity unbearable.

Over the years, he maintained his youthful goo&doeaising conjecture that it
was not just nature that had shielded him fronrévages of time. His black hair showed
no gray, his face nary a wrinkle; his complexiorsmamarked and tanned. Every aspect
of Walter Gordon, including his choice of clothpsrtrayed a man to whom appearance
meant a great deal.

He acknowledged the Chairman and addressed trexésuitives.

“Alex, | can assure you that we will all pursue ttourse that has been set for us.”
Nods of agreement passed from man to man. Waltgmeed,

“This restructuring, will bring confrontation witihe Russian Mafiya, the Israeli
Mossad, the U.S. Justice Department, and the Ecien©auncil of the European Union.
Gentlemen, we will use whatever means necessajgttthem to co-operate, or at the
least to ignore what some may view as transgression

“ Our new facilities will require state of the a@curity. The methods and facilities

we use to alter and create diamonds must remaratsatd secure.  This undertaking
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will require untraceable money, money obtained ftbmsale of synthetic and treated
diamonds into the Gray Market.”

Alex interrupted. “Each of your divisions will gport the IDSO. A request from
Walter will be viewed as mine.”

He turned to Walter, “You will use whatever meaesessary to deal with
uncooperative individuals, organizations, and gorents.

“As to security: the Chairman of our Bahamian Béglls me that a young man,
Malcolm Boulton, who provided excellent referencedgyeloped and installed a system
that is superb. We will engage him to develop feeurity systems for our new
facilities.”

Walter responded with obvious trepidation, “Alekcourse | will do as you
suggest, but consider the possible consequenéegabving someone from outside the
IDSO for security work on this scale.”

Alex responded, “His Grandfather banked us duriffgcdlt times and | owe the
family. We will engage his grandson!”

George Deveraux shook his head in disbelief.
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Chapter 2

International Diamond Security Organization (IDSO)
Geneva, Switzerland,
June 3, 2003

Exhausted, but relieved that the end of the masewsfer of diamonds was near
completion, George Deveraux lit an English Ovak whtched the third, and he hoped
final shift of security officers, four men and tw@men, impeccably attired in dark blue
suits and white shirts, monitor their communicasi@onsoles. Information on every
aspect of the transfer, forty million carats of uhdiamonds, weighing over eight tons,
from vaults in London to newly constructed facddiin six nations was relayed to them
by the Argus computer in the bowels of IDSO Headigus on the shore of Lake
Geneva.

“Mr. Deveraux, we have problems in Antwerp and Aelv. We've lost
communication with the armored cars and the vailtth sites,” said David Martin, the
shift supervisor.

“Lost communication?”

“Yes sir, we had voice, computer, and visual cantath every truck and vault
involved in the transfer until just a moment agbew Antwerp and Tel Aviv went
silent.”

“And the other sites?”

“They're functioning normally.”

“What's causing the problem?”

“Sir, we have no idea. As far as we can tell thgusrcomputer is functional. The
armored vehicles have satellite links which as® @perational.”

“Exactly how long have we been out of communiceion

“Three minutes and forty-five seconds. We’'re trytogeach the vault managers on
land lines.”

“Damn it to hell, it's got to be something in Bawits code. I'll crucify the
bastard.”
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The operators of the consoles monitoring Tel Avid &ntwerp spoke up
simultaneously, “Communication is back.”

Seconds later, David Martin said, “Sir, we've reaatithe managers in both
facilities on land lines. Their systems are operatl. They've resumed the transfer of
diamonds into the vaults. No one knows what wemingr”

“The problem has to be in the communication progoanthe Argus mainframe. |
want our systems people to go over every line decds that understood?”

“Yes sir, understood.”

Walter Gordon, the director of the IDSO, walkedittte computer room as the
crisis ended. It was his third visit in the pasptiours. “George, you look awful.
Certainly not the man we recruited from MI6.”

“Thanks Walter, on the other hand, you look like Beau Brummel you've always
been. Please don't hesitate to take charge, if fmmlgppearance’s sake.”

“I don’t need sarcasm George, | need results.d Ad&x we’d be done hours ago.”

“You might have checked with me before you madeliotens; we had
unexpected problems.”

“You’ve had months to prepare for the transfersreétshouldn’t be problems.”

“Well there are, damn puzzling ones, and they r@djioate in Boulton’s code. At
first the Argus computer wasn't getting reliabladags from the receiving scales in the
vaults; we got that fixed and then we experiencedmmunications blackout with
Antwerp and Tel Aviv.”

“Why on earth didn’t you identify the problems befave started moving the
diamonds?”

“Because the bloody system worked for each of ifes sintil we linked them into
our central computer.”

“Fix it George; Alex is hounding me.”

“It's fixed, but I'm not sure how reliable it wilbe. Boulton’s code is quirky at
best.”

“Don’t make excuses George; you've had the res@uaoe authority to do the job

properly.”
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“If you question my competence, bring Alex’s goldeyy back and let him fix this
mess.”

“That’s quite enough George; | have other mattersttend to. Call me when the
transfer is complete. In the meantime make youggekentable.”

George glared at the departing executivéu vain, pompous ass.

“Mr. Deveraux, you seem exhausted. Why don’t yousgene rest? The transfer is
almost complete. I'll call you when we’re finishédaid his second in command.

“I've been here since the beginning, and | intemte here 'till the end, although |
might have a change of heart if Walter shows upraya

George ran his pale, bony hand through his hadt then felt the stubble on his
face. He slumped against the wall, took a box afliSh Oval's from his shirt pocket, lit
one, inhaled the dense smoke, and dropped thestigao the floor, crushing it with the
toe of his loafer. He remembered the doubts anderos he had had at the meeting in
London three years ago, when Alex announced thsiwegestructuring. The opening of
the new vaults had brought one part of the planuition, but the focus would now be on
creating the De Forster brand, eliminating sighdbad, and forever changing the way
diamonds would be marketed.

“Mr. Deveraux, all of the transfers have been maae, all security systems are
functioning.”

“Thank God, and speaking of him, call Walter. Teth it's done.

10
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Chapter 3

Geneva, Switzerland
June 5, 2003

“Do | hear one hundred thousand? One hundred thd@skhave one hundred
thousand Euros from the lady,” said the auctiongehis assistant turned the glass-
topped box containing the pink diamond toward tigelér. The young woman smiled
and took the hand of her elderly escort.

“One fifty,” signaled a bearded man wearing a ydkau

“One seventy five,” responded the attractive readhafter a quick glance at her
companion.

“I have one hundred and seventy five thousand | lear two hundred, two
hundred, do | hear two hundred thousand? One sefieatgoing once, one seventy five
going twice.” The woman beamed and shifted her hards leg. He placed his hand on
hers, anticipating his reward for the bidding vigto

The auctioneer hesitated, his gavel raised abavettern.

“Two hundred thousand.” said a blonde haired mhao had remained silent
during the early bidding.

“Two hundred and twenty five,” signaled the marthia yarmulke as he wiped
sweat from his brow, knowing he was at the uppmetitlof what his client would pay for
the stone.

The red head shifted her body, her breast brudtendpver’s shoulder. He
grudgingly nodded his assent. “Two hundred andytfiishe exclaimed, this time in an
overly loud voice.

“I have two hundred and thirty thousand Euros.|bear two thirty five? Two
thirty five. Do | have two thirty five? Two thirtywo thirty going once, two thirty going
twice.” Once again he raised the gavel.

“Two hundred and fifty thousand,” said the blon@eéréd man.

11
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There was a murmur from the crowd as the biddiaghied a record level for a
pink. “I have two hundred and fifty thousand EurDs.| hear two hundred and fifty five
thousand?” asked the auctioneer, fixing his eyetym, on the under bidders.

The red head knew that another encounter with feas would not elicit approval
from her bemused consort, and so said nothingnfdrewearing the yarmulke dropped
his eyes, as he saw the profit from the purchasspgiear.

“Two hundred and fifty thousand going once, twayfoing twice.” The gavel
came down with a resounding thud. “Sold to the lgem¢n for two hundred and fifty
thousand Euros.”

There was scattered applause from the auction ggdigey speculated on the
identity of the successful bidder.

The carved wooden doors of the Charise auctioeigedwung open into a brisk,
cloudless Swiss afternoon. Malcolm Boulton blinkeghinst the brightness as he looked
down the crowded Quai du Mont Blanc, toward the &lbigton and the Casino de
Geneve. His sky blue Hooper-bodied Rolls Royce saasewhere in a queue of
chauffeur-driven Mercedes Benzes, BMWs, and Jag&assing it he strode down three
wide granite stairs, set between massive bronns.ld/hen he reached the car he rapped
on the rear window.

Etienne Whye emerged, his blackness and consigesatd in startling contrast to
Malcolm’s delicate and somewhat effeminate peréectiMac, I'm sorry; | didn’t see
you coming,” said Etienne as he assisted his emeplioyo the richly appointed passenger
compartment.

“Take me home,” said Malcolm as he fondled theddlgaper that protected the
two carat pink stone.

As Etienne pulled onto the Boulevard, he asked wHal the bidding go?”

“I got the stone. A Jew boy from New York, and saspeiled bitch with her sugar
daddy, both wanted it, but they backed off. Ariah@ays adored colored diamonds,
especially vivid pinks; she’ll come to Geneva to s one,” Malcolm replied.

“Mac, | thought you two were finished.”

12
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Malcolm was reminded of his last conversation vitfana. She was incensetil
have my life, my business, and my friends; I’'mgoartg to be used by you or anyone
else’ After a moment he responded, “I need her at teeting with the producers.”

Etienne was silent as the sedan sped into thedtilise the city. Pastoral meadows,
stately trees, and elegant mansions replaced ttérigustreets of Geneva. The driveway
of the two-story, rough-hewn log and stone chales$ Widden in a grove of massive
pines. As they pulled in Etienne asked, “Do you twae to cook dinner tonight?”

“Do whatever the hell you want!”

“Malcolm | don’t need this shit. One minute youwe top of the world, and the
next one you're telling me to fuck off. It's thatdh. When she’s here she’s a pain, and
when she’s gone she still causes grief.”

“Not as much as the Rothman'’s,” replied Malcolm.ridmembered his walks from
the carriage house in which he lived with his ptseto his Grandfather’s stately brick
home. The brief stroll through the manicured Estgljarden which separated the two
homes brought the ten year old into a differentleyaway from the tirades of his
feckless and frustrated father, and into the wekepnesence of his Grandfather, a man
alone since the death of his wife.

A formal handshake, followed by a long, almost @eafe hug, and then a
restrained kiss on the forehead, preceded thd afumascuits and tea in the study with its
massive leather chairs and polished wood. Thisth@sime and place that Malcolm
loved, with the man who was his emotional anchorachor that he would lose, in a sea
of greed.

Malcolm’s final visit to the study provided onlyam. No hug, only the motionless
body of a defeated man. No kiss, just a singlg hlister on a pale white forehead. No
biscuits and tea, just a pool of blood and a gun.

On that day Malcolm vowed that the Rothmans anil duenpany, DeForster,
would pay; no matter how long it took, no mattex tost or consequences; they would
pay for their treachery; for driving the man Malrohad worshiped to end his own life.

His revery ended, he said, “You're right. I'll gobe finished with her and the

Rothmans. Tonight we’ll enjoy dinner.”

13
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Chapter 4

Tel Aviv, Israel
October 25, 2003

“Avi, how come my partner, the son of one of thestrimportant men in Israel,
gets a shitty assignment and a shitty wreck tee@iasked Reuven Brenner.

Avi ignored his partner. The mention of his fatreman whose life had passed as
a whisper, brought back memories of the Steinfgsnmigration from city to city; Paris
to London, London to Moscow, and finally MoscowMtashington. After eight years
abroad they returned to Israel where Benjamin Stesumed his new post as the
manager of the Office of Postal Security. He wascenced in a career ending office, in
an innocuous building, distant from the center@iver.

Then there was the bombing; the devastation; ¢la¢hdof Benjamin Stein and the
truth. Avi's father had been the Chief of Siatat three of the most important cities of
the world and had returned to Israel to assumanémymity the post of of the Mossad.

A horn blared. Avi snapped to attention, “Wherehe hell is Basheer? He should
have been here fifteen minutes ago.”

Reuven, the stub of a burning Gauloise in his Hgaapped lips, mumbled a
reply, “He’ll be here. He needs the money.”

Avi responded, “I can’t understand a fucking wordiysaid.”

Reuven responded with a ring of acrid smoke. Aiged his middle finger and
looked down Ha Carmel Road where oriental rugsiy tbeauty worn away by decades
of heavy use, lay over the windshields of parkad cpreventing the blazing sun from
creating infernos.

Blue and white Dan Line buses discharged Arabagls, Europeans, and
Americans into the Shuk Ha’ Carmel. Street vendiwsiy speech as varied as their
clothing, hawked breads, olives, and exotic spicgbe shoppers who crowded Tel
Aviv's busiest market. Avi was looking for one mduns informant, Basheer Sakhr.

Two soldiers of the Israeli Defense Force, weaKeglar helmets and vests, and

armed with submachine guns and semi-automatic hansdguarded the market entrance.
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Three suicide bombings in the past two weeks hathsecity on edge. The older of the
two men observed the men in the black Chevroletsaind] “That black Chevy has been
in there too damn long. I'm going to move them glén

The younger man nodded and replied, “If they dok right signal and I'll call
for backup.” Both men took their machine guns d@fes and unsnapped the straps that
secured their handguns. Moshe crossed the busyutjoiare and approached the
Chevrolet.

Avi watched the soldier for a moment, nudged higne and said, “Reuven, badge
him off.”

Reuven opened his leather case and lifted higl gjukld to the window. The
soldier nodded and returned to his post. “TheMmssad, something’s going down.”

His partner said, “They always bring trouble, aralible for them means trouble
for us.”

Five minutes passed before Basheer Sakhr arrived.

“He’s here, getting off the third bus down,” s&duven as he threw the butt of
his Gauloise out the window.

Avi snapped to attention. His Glock dug into hisstiHe exclaimed. “Fuck that
damn holster.”

Reuven snickered, “ Stop bitching. You're luckyylsill let you carry.”

The soldiers watched the bus discharge his pgesen“That guy, the tall skinny
one who just got off the bus, looks awfully nervows better see what he’s up to,” said
Moshe. Both soldiers drew their handguns and puttiredgh the crowd of shoppers.
As the soldiers approached, Basheer darted intthtveughfare.

“Basheer’s going to get himself killed, he shokitebw better than to run,” said
Avi.

Basheer reached the Mossad vehicle. A construttigk, its open bed crammed
with Palestinian day laborers, blocked the apprimacholdiers. Basheer opened the rear
door of the Chevy, contorted his body to fit inbe tback seat and shaking with
apprehension, said, “I followed.”

“Don’t worry about the soldiers,” said Avi.

“Not soldiers; tall man, black hair.”

15
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“1 hope he’s not imaginary, something to makevasry and pay you more,” said
Reuven as he floored the accelerator. The tireksdydorns blared as the overpowered
sedan erupted into the congested thoroughfare.

“Shit, all that running for nothing,” said Moshe las holstered his weapon,
removed his helmet and wiped sweat from his foreh@&hat’s with those guys; they
bolted as soon as they had the Palestinian.”

“Well, at least they’re gone, and so are the pnoisi¢hat follow them.”

Reuven ran a red light, wove a tight path througffic and accelerated. The tires
screamed in protest as he took a sharp right atekecrossing.

Avi, who had not taken his eyes off the rear, s&thw down, there’s nobody
tailing us. Pull into that alley on the right. Itisne we have a chat with our friend.”

Reuven turned into the narrow, trash-littered iserdrive. The car, with its three
sweating occupants, stopped in front of a largehier. The odor of rotting food was
overwhelming. “Reuvi, you picked one hell of a @ao park, it smells like dead fish.”

“I hope it's not an omen,” replied Reuven as hesetbthe car’s fresh air vents.

Avi turned toward the Palestinian. “Now, calm doBasheer, nothing’s going to
happen to you. Who do you think was following yaod why?”

“Not know. See when leave house. No take chancan@hbus three time. Why
late.”

“What'd he look like?”

“He look like Jew, tall, black hair.” As if in pray, Basheer placed his flattened
palms together. “Praise Allah, no see again.”

“Basheer, if he was one of us, you never would fsaen him. Tell us what you
found out.”

Basheer responded, his voice tremulous, “I getfoath girlfriend. Her brother
work for Hassan Nabuli. She say he get me job diahpbace. Say he give me money,
tell me what do.”

“Basheer, you said diamond place. Do you mean R&aaP” queried Avi.

“Sure, new place at Ramat Gan. Girlfriend say mether, Abbas, tell her Nabuli
plan steal diamond from diamond people.”

Avi’s voice hardened. “Have you met this man, Alibas

16
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“No meet, no want meet. | no want work for Nabab, want be at diamond place.”

“We pay enough to count on you,” said Avi. “If yogirlfriend can help us, we’ll
pay her. You won't get hurt, and neither will sNkeu’ll take the job.”

“You have faith in us,” said Reuven as he blevioa@ of smoke toward the
terrified Palestinian. Basheer’s gaze shifted fReuven to Avi.

Avi said, as if the Palestinian wasn't present,e‘tbétter have faith in us. If his
friends found out he spent afternoons with the Mdske’d be buzzard bait in the desert,
but they’ll never know as long as he does what tdts”

Basheer’s eyes rolled upward as tears rolled dasoheeks. “Allah be praised. |
know never start with Jews.”

“Bullshit Basheer. Tell your friend that you’ll takhe job with Nabuli. Get us
more information. We'll protect you.”

A tan Citroen 2CV pulled up behind them. “We’ve gompany. Let’s get out of
here,” said Reuven as he jerked the car into geésped out of the alley.

“I know not get involved with Jews. | finished.ihished.” Basheer crouched in the
seat. “I dead man. | dead man. Man with black Hearin car.”

The Citroen left the alley and turned in the opfodirection.

“Basheer, calm down, they have no interest in wsrewnot being followed, by
them or by anyone else,” said Reuven as he citbledlock. “Avi, we're clear; there’s
no one on our tail.”

“Look Basheer, the Citroen is gone. We'll take yaack to the bus stop.”

“Praise Allah, | finished with Jews.”

Ten minutes later the Mossad vehicle stopped atidndket entrance. Basheer
climbed out and scurried across the street to tisesbop.

“He’s scared shitless, Avi. He's certain he’s stensame man several times.”
“Screw him, most of the men in Tel Aviv have bldekir, and God only knows
what he means by tall. What we need to do is makeessense of Basheer’s information.

Why would a political type like Nabuli plan a diantbheist? He uses words to stir up
trouble, not violence. And if he really is planniagheft, I'm surprised he picked the new
facility at Ramat Gan. It's the most well protectadldings in Israel. It doesn't figure.

We've managed to keep terrorists out of the dianfantlities. If there’s a successful
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attack on the De Forster facility, the Syndicat# wge the incident as an excuse to pull
out of Israel.”

“We ought to kick this upstairs,” said Reuven aphked the sedan away from the
curb and headed down Ha’ Carmel Road.

“Hell no! We're finally onto something that will rka this job interesting. | want to
work this to the end.”

“Sure Avi, if they let us. You've been off the b@ofor six months and they are
beginning to trust you. But you know damn well tlidhe De Forster security people get
wind of this, and we haven’t brought it upstaitere will be a shit storm.”

“Don’t worry Reuvi, we’ll take it to the generalshen we know more, and
remember, as you pointed out, | am a general’'sAnd.you’re right, they are beginning
to trust me.”

“Sure Av, a general’s son in a beat up car witherstonditioning, waiting for a
informant that until now hasn’t given us shit,”aged Reuven as he took a deep drag on
a fresh Gauloise.

Basheer’s nervous pacing between the market emti@mt the bus stop caused
shoppers to shun him and the soldiers to watch this time with more amusement than
suspicion. “Whatever that poor sucker has goingp Wit Mossad, it didn’t calm him any.
He’s scared shitless.”

“Yeah, maybe he knows something we don't.”

The tall man with black hair stepped out of the keaientrance, noted the positions
of the IDF soldiers and Basheer, and re-enteredrth@&ded bazaar, blending into the
hoards of shoppers.

Minutes later, a tan Citroen turned onto Ha’ CarRe&ad, moving slowly in the
heavy traffic. Abbas Hilmi sat in the front passengeat, his sister drove.

“The IDF soldiers are just in front of us near tharket entrance. Basheer is at the
bus stop a little farther down. When you get tolibe stop, slow down,” said Abbas.

As the car slowed, Abbas lifted a silenced Rugei@led with high-velocity
ammunition, from below his seat. Basheer saw hitmdBd with fear he turned and ran.
The first bullet struck Basheer in the back; heamed, grabbed an elderly

woman for support and staggered a few steps bdfagging the terrified woman down
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with him. She struggled, pulled free, and ran. Baslstumbled to his feet. He attempted
to grab the kafiya of a young man, who fended hifwith a violent shove. A second
bullet struck the back of Basheer’s head; he tdistaising his hands to the spot where a
circle of red appeared. He collapsed, blood oofnioigp the two small wounds.
Bystanders cried out; some covered their headshaed themselves to the ground,
others ran; pandemonium replaced the normal scamdisights of the busy souk.

The IDF soldiers rushed toward the bedlam, theis @ithe ready. The Citroen,
unnoticed, headed down Ha Carmel Street towarti¢het of Tel Avi. Abbas Hilmi
turned to his sister. “Your friend should never égone to the Mossad.”

“He was foolish and so was | for helping him, batvras desperate for money.

Abbas snickered, “Sure, desperate enough to warthéoMossad. Now he doesn’t
need your help and he has no need for money.”

As Abbas and his sister drove away, the two sddieshed their way to the body.
A group of young Arabs crowded around the fallefegtanian. “The Jews killed him!
Kill the Jews.”
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Chapter 5

Mossad Headquarters, Tel Aviv, Israel

The same Day

The desk officer at Mossad headquarters receivedal from the IDF. He
forwarded it to Avi Stein. “Stein, there’s an IMiEutenant on the phone. He’s looking
for the officers who were at the Shuk Ha’ Carmelieatoday. They were in a black
Chevrolet. That was you and Brenner, wasn't it?”

“Yeah, that was us. Did he say what he wants?”

“Something about a shooting.”

“Put the call through,” said Avi.

“Stein here.”

“Stein, this is Metzger at IDF headquarters. Twowf men on duty at the Shuk
Ha' Carmel saw a Palestinian enter your vehicle.”

“Yes, that’s correct,” said Avi as he activated speakerphone.

“He’s been killed. You had an interest in him, se'n@ notifying you before taking
further action. We’ve kept the police out of ittlhve need you to take over if you want
to keep it that way. His body was moved to the dfel Center for Forensic Medicine.”

“Thanks, you did the right thing. We'll be at ther@er within the hour. Your men
did well.”

“Not well enough, the murder occurred at their gost

Avi turned to Reuven. “Shit, | fucked up. Bashemdde was followed and | said
‘trust us;’ the poor son of a bitch did. He’s déad.

“It's not our fault,” said Reuven as he placedl © the Center for Forensic
Medicine.

“The Citroen, the damn Citroen,” said Avi. “Davicbwt let us stay on this.”

“Av, I've got the Center on the line.”

“Find out as much as possible,” replied Avi.
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Reuven after a brief conversation placed his hamd the receiver. He turned to
Avi, “The description fits Basheer. He died fromsraall-caliber gunshot to the head,
after a non-fatal one to the back. A professiomil h

“ Tell them not to release any information; we'# there within the hour.”

Reuven finished the call as the secure satellimelilashed. He answered. After a
moment he placed the phone on hold. “It's Kimmel.”

“What does he want?” asked Avi.

“You.”

Avi activated the speakerphone. “Yes sir.”

“I received a call from Walter Gordon at the IDSOGeneva. They had a snag in
the transfer of diamonds into the vaults at Ranaat;@ey resolved that problem but
they seem to have another that involves us.”

“How?” asked Avi.

“An ‘i.t.” consultant, Malcolm Boulton worked on security tloeir new vaults.
Somehow he’s involved with a Palestinian who weehander surveillance.”

Avi interjected, “Hassan Nabuli?”

“How in the hell did you know?” asked David.

“We had an informant.”

“What do you mean, ‘had an informant?’

“He was killed at the Shuk Ha’ Carmel after he to&dhe’d been asked to work for
Nabuli. Our man was vague but he said that Naba$ planning a diamond heist,
probably from Ramat Gan.”

The Mossad chief’s irritation was obvious as he salVe have someone inside
Nabuli’s organization and she’s reported nothingutlthe planning of a diamond theft.”

“Who's inside?” asked Avi.

“Normally it would be none of your damn business, §ince you seem to have
stumbled into something----It's Assiz.”

Avi was stunned, “She’s not ready for that kincdaesignment!”

David replied, “Because she’s your sister—bullshstie’s damn good, and in my

judgment, she’s ready.”
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Avi sensed it best to not question the Director €&al's judgment. He asked,
“What else did Gordon have to say?”

“He thinks this fellow Boulton is planning some tsof play in our neck of the
woods. He’s going out with Ariana Wright, the grdadghter of Dikran Matossian, a
major player in Mid-East oil.”

Avi responded, “ I've heard of him, but not his gdaaughter. Do we know
anything about her?”

“Only what | found out from Walter. Miss Wright vgealthy, beautiful, and a bit of
a renegade. She keeps company with Middle Eastlesheaoks, financiers, diamond
dealers, European royalty, and American blue blpallisvith big money. Boulton has
worked his way into her circle and is hitting oe tlvealthiest of them, especially the
Arabs. He’s raising money to finance a foray irite tiamond business.

“ She also introduced him to a Russian and twocafis, all three of them
bureaucrats in diamond mining, and supposedly eska@uwsuppliers to DeForster.

“Walter is very, very concerned. Boulton made wally large deposits of cash
into a numbered account at Credit Suisse. My caorckis that Boulton might provide
Nabuli, who's potentially dangerous, with a majousce of new money.

“I want to know if Wright is aware of Boulton’s aionship with Nabuli and if her
Grandfather is involved. If he is, it gives Boul®scheme a new dimension. Matossian
has played the middle ground, friends with us,Rakestinians, and the oil producers; it
pays to know where he stands.”

“Where do | find this Princess?”

She lives in a brownstone in Chelsea, apparentyteer seedy area for someone of
her means, but you'll be able to meet her in Baltien She’ll be staying at her parent’s
farm in Glyndon, a little town outside of Baltimaaed attending the opening of a
Faberge exhibition at the Walters Art Museum. &reanged for you to be there as the
guest of Doug Wilson, the president of Wilson Inwesnts, a banking firm that has a
relationship with one of our business fronts. Ytvavel arrangements and IDs, as well as

information about our front company, will be delied to your office within the hour.”
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“O.K. David. Is there anything else?”

“No.”

“I'll be there by Friday Shalom’

Avi turned hung up and turned to his partner, “Retivooks we're still on. We've
landed something to sink our teeth into. Will yale care of the identification of
Basheer’s body, and make sure his family has entagiey to give him a decent
burial?”

“Sure Avi, I'll stay and look at a dead body whyleu play with a woman in New
York.”

Avi chuckled. “We get what we deserve.”

“Bullshit,” replied Reuven.

Avi turned away and called Shlomo Cohen in thedRés Department, the central
storehouse for Israel’s intelligence.

“Cohen here.”

“Shlomo, this is Avi.”

“What do you want?”

“David wants me to take a trip to the States t@siigate a woman.”

“Your kind of job, Avi.”

“Can it Shlomo. | get enough bullshit from Reuwvant to know what I'm in for.
I'll need background on Malcolm Boulton, a computensultant and a recent employee
of De Forster; Ariana Wright, an American, who'vimg an affair with him; and Dikran
Matossian, her Grandfather.”

“Matossian’s easy? He’s always on our screen, hsele what | can do on the
others. I'm up to my ass in requests for backgraanfmon businessmen in Irag and Iran.
Still, your father saved my ass more than onceosoget some priority. But it will cost
you. Give me a couple of hours. Then bring me déof single malt. And it better be
good ... and old.”

“You got it, yougoniff. I'll see you at 3:00.”

“Shalom ale’ hemand remember, old, very old,” said Shlomo asuregtup the

phone and turned to his computer screen.
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Avi returned to his apartment and began to packhertrip. Other than his old
Navy uniforms, he had little in the way of clothisgitable for a trip to the States. He
needed a suit, a sport jacket, two shirts, a gairess shoes, a tie, and a tuxedo. He
glanced at his watch and saw that he had enoughttirdo shop before he was due at
Shlomo’s office. He took a bottle of LaPhroaigtetofrom the kitchen cabinet, put it in
his briefcase, and walked out into the blistering.s

The Kirya was deserted. Recent suicide bombingshatadveryone on edge, and
the few people on the usually busy street walkesllemce, with uncharacteristic
stiffness. He stopped in a high-end men'’s clotlsitoge and selected the clothing he
would need for the trip, buying more than he hahped. The proprietor, a recent
refugee from Russia, agreed that, given the sizbeopurchase, the necessary alterations
would be completed that afternoon, and the entileronvould be ready for pick-up first
thing in the morning. Avi paid for the clothing Wihis government credit card and
walked out of the shop. In ten minutes he arrivieith@ non-descript building adjacent to
Mossad headquarters. At the security desk he prexbéis credentials.

“I'm here for Dr. Cohen.”

“Yes sir, I'll let him know.”

After a moment the guard said, “Sir, please go theowaiting room; someone will
be out to escort you to Dr. Cohen’s office.”

“Thanks.”

Avi passed through the first door. When it closetlibd him, a second opened. He
entered a stark room with a small worn sofa, araftdding chairs. He waited five
minutes until the third door opened and an attvacttoman in uniform entered.

“Mr. Stein, I'm here to take you to Dr. Cohen’sio#. Please follow me. If you are
carrying a cellular phone or a pager, please tuff.iAny calls or pages will be
intercepted in the communications room and forwataleland line to Dr. Cohen’s
office.”

Avi reached into his pocket and turned off his well.

“I don’t have a pager; no one ever needs me thdlySa

The young woman grinned coyly and said, “I can’agime why.”

Avi smiled, “I bet you have one.”
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The woman laughed, and with no further banter, ffregeeded to Shlomo’s
office.

“Avi, | hope you brought an offering to the Gods@fberspace, otherwise your
trip will be in vain.”

“Did you have any doubts?” said Avi as he removedtottle of 12-year-old
LaPhroaig from his briefcase.

“Will this appease your pagan deities?” he asked.

“Your father was the one who really knew how toldeigh them, but given time
you'll learn. In the meantime this will sufficehbve a dossier that you can take home
with you.”

“Thanks Shlomo, I'll get out of your hair, whattlée you have left of it.”

The woman watched the two men with amusement.CBhen, whenever you and
your buddy finish youshtick I'll escort him out of the secure area.”

Shlomo looked at the young guard and said, “Befahoé Mr. Stein. He’s been
looking at you as if you're worthy of his persoiatiention.”

“Don’t worry, Dr. Cohen, I'm armed, married, andrdoneed any more attention.”
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Chapter 6

Glyndon, Maryland
October 30, 2003

Ariana’s eyes drifted closed. Her Saab veered righted over a narrow culvert,
and collided with a post-and-rail fence. Shakenuminjured, she got out and looked
down Butler Road. “Damn it, damn it to hell.”

The lights of a nearby barn flickered through theosd of fog. There was nothing
else on the country road. Ariana tripped over d ascsshe assessed the damage to her car.
She muttered, “Shit, what a mess,” as she wiped fnamal her hands on to her slacks.
She replaced a fence rail that had been dislodgekkd it in place and reentered the car.
As she backed onto the road the tires spun onahmpdyrass. Determined to do no more
damage, she eased off the accelerator. The tirs scthe pristine grass would heal. Her
life was another matter.

Her family’s farm nestled in the low hills of Wortlyton Valley, a few hundred
yards past St. John’s Episcopal Church. The chspale appeared through the mist, and
Ariana remembered the pleasant hours she had sggariReverent Phillips, a warm,
understanding man able to deal with the intrigiegb® wealthy horsemen and women
who constituted his parish. His conservative ecuoawriews suited some, and alienated
others. To Ariana, he was an anchor in a tumultseasof divorce, ill-conceived affairs
of the heart, and internecine disputes.

She arrived at her parents’ farm. Cherry and dogitoges, barren as they
prepared for winter, were skeletons in the moonldyive.

A gate, 100 feet from the road, opened to her voosemand. Another 200 feet
brought her to a weathered bridge over Slade Rpristine stream that wended through
the farm’s 300 acres. The stables, barns, and go#tage stood on the left, halfway
between the gate and the main house. A slatewdoth would last generations, covered

three stories of massive gray stones. Brightlydaded glass windows, faced the drive.
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Dominating the rear of the house, and accetsedgh an arched stone passage,
stood the greenhouse. Hundreds of lights dottedribends, like unblinking summer
fireflies.

Dikran Matossian, Ariana’s maternal Grandfathed paid for everything. Her
father, a failed unhappy man in his early fiftiappreciated only two pastimes, horse
racing and drinking.

Ariana dreaded the drunken confrontations withfagrer and made her visits
home infrequent and as short as possible.

Her Grandfather’s request, to attend the openirthefaberge exhibition at the
Walters Art Museum as his representative, had brogr here. The prospect of seeing,
for the first time, his entire collection of the $&ian jeweler’'s work was irresistible.

As she stepped out of the Saab, three Jack Russedrs bounded from the house,
their tails wagging as they clamored for her attentAriana’s father, having spent the
day sipping Jack Daniels, leaned drunkenly agaivestioorway, his lanky body dwarfed
by the massive entryway.

“Well, I'll be damned if it isn't my jet-set daughrt. “

“Hello, father.”

Ariana’s mother heard the dogs, exited the greesdathere she had been tending
her orchids, and walked to the drive to greet laemgtiter. She turned to her husband.

“Frank, help your daughter with her bags.”

“Is she crippled?”

“It's all right mom, | only have two.”

“You look exhausted,” said Serena as she took btigedbags out of the trunk.

Ariana took the other, closed the trunk and sdidyi. Traffic on the turnpike was
hell, and then when | was almost here | ran offrtes.”

“My God. Was any one hurt?”

“No one else involved. Just a fence post and m'g teadlight.”

“Thank goodness. After you're settled we should.tal

Frank stood aside as the two women entered theehgtebbed Ariana’s shoulder

and turned her toward him.
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“Your mother tells me that you’re finished with ydaoyfriend. What's wrong,
wasn’t he good enough for a Matossian?”

Ariana moved back; the smell of alcohol and stal&tco was overwhelming.
“Father, please get out of my face. You're drumid #m old enough not to have to put
up with it.”

“Frank, leave her alone!”

“I'll leave you both alone; I'm going down to thaim. The fucking mare is
colicky, and that sonnabitch groom ya’awl love sacindecided that he needed a night
on the town.”

Frank stumbled away, and Ariana turned to her nrothiow long has he been like
this?”

“Too long. My friends are sick and tired of him,daso am I. | should have made
him go years ago.”

“Mom, he’s ruining your life.”

“I know,” said Serena. As she had so many timeereethe changed the subject.
“After you’'ve unpacked why don’t you join me in tgeeenhouse, the orchids are
spectacular.”

“Thanks, but not tonight. I'm bushed. I've gotlie up early for the meeting at the
Walters.”

Ariana put her hand on her mother’s forearm, “ftad to be here. | only wish
father weren’t. You deserve someone better.”

“Don’t worry, I'll deal with your father soon enobd

“I love you mom,” said Ariana as she climbed tharstto her bedroom. She
collapsed onto her bed\y God, | can’t get away from problems, even h&here must
me a man who isn’'t a drunk or a calculating bastaiiche sounds of horses running in
the field soothed her. She slept.

She awoke as light streamed through the leadedomisdShe showered, put on a
robe, and went downstairs. Serena sat at a wrotgghtable in the sunroom, her orange
juice, coffee, and croissants untouched.

“Morning mom, I'm sorry we didn’t talk last nighibut | was exhausted.”

“Did you get some rest?”
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“I did, but before | dozed off | thought how horelit must be for you to live with
a drunk.”

“I let it happen; pride, whatever. | was warnedwatam. | didn't take the advice
and after we were married | didn’t want to admétthchose the wrong man. He should
have been out of my life years ago.”

“I'm not going to make that mistake with Malcolro one warned be, but |
ignored my own instincts and fell for the creefetlhim use me. | was his trophy, Dikran
Matossian’s granddaughter. | can't believe | washsapatsy.”

“Then end it,” said Serena

“I'm trying. He’s agreed to stop hounding me ihket him in Geneva. | have to go
to put an end to it.”

“I'll speak to your Grandfather; he’ll know how teal with Malcolm.”

“No, please don't. If this trip doesn’t end it,|I|jo to Grandpa.”

Serena settled her eyes on her daughter and &$kbg,on earth was your
Godmother so anxious to have you meet this man?”

“Mom, she had no idea what’'s behind the facades fatnily has the right
credentials; he’s gorgeous and very smart. | dolaine her and neither should you. I'll
get rid of him and get on with my life.

“Larry Winston wants me as a partner. He needsnadesigner and, | suspect,
more capital. | have money in my trust. Do you kh@randpa will agree to an advance?”

“I'm sure he will. You're doing what | should hadene years ago: recognize a bad
situation, get out of it, and get on with your life

“Thanks Mom. You should do the same.”

“You're right and | will.”

Ariana looked at her watch. “Mom, I’'m sorry I'm daéthe Walters in an hour.
Can I tell them you’ll come to the affair tonight@ love it if you did.”

“It would be awkward to be there without your fathend impossible to be there
with him, although, | must say, I'd love to see thaction to your announcement.”

“Are you sure | can’t convince you?”

“Quite sure. Give my regards to Dr. Johnson. ”
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Chapter 7

The Walters Art Museum,
Baltimore, Maryland
October 30, 2003

“Miss Wright, we’re delighted to have you represgour Grandfather at the
opening. | understand that you are a jewelry desigmhich will make your remarks
guite appropriate.”

“Thank you Dr. Johnson, but fortunately Grandfatheollection speaks for itself
and my jewelry is not Faberge. | don’t know howamui can add; and please, call me
Ariana.”

“Fine, Ariana. Now let's go over the schedule. iatsat 7:00 with cocktails, at
which time the Exhibit Hall will open. Dinner wile in the Old Gallery at 8:00. You'll
be seated at the head table with the Russian Amtbasghe Chairman of our Board, her
husband, and me and my wife.

“I'll make an opening statement and introduce ye'd love your comments to
last about five minutes, but of course that’'s ugda. When you finish, I'll introduce the
Russian Ambassador who will make a few remarkg)eatonclusion of which, dinner
will be served. The Exhibition Hall will reopen@&00 and remain open until 10:00. Will
you be accompanied by anyone?”

“No, Larry Winston was hoping to be here, but uhfoately couldn’t make it.”

“That’s too bad; I'd love to meet him.”

“I'm sure you’ll have the opportunity; Larry is aioxis to see the collection. I'll see
you at 7:00.”

When Ariana arrived home the maid greeted her.d®ai you have two messages.
A Mr. Wilson called. He'd like you to call him abme. He said you had the number.”

“l do. When did he call?”

“About an hour ago. And your mother called from @leb to see if you would join
her for lunch.”

“Doris, please call her at the club. Tell motHaattl won't be able to join her.”
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“Don’t forget Mr. Wilson.”

“I won't,” said Ariana as she walked into the stuatyd made the call. “Doug, hi.
Doris said you called.”

“Ariana, thanks for getting back to me. My firm ha tables at your affair
tonight, and I'll be bringing a guest. He’'s an axtaee at Signal Development, one of our
clients in Israel. | was hoping you'd shepherd lairound. No one in our group is Jewish,
and you have lots of Jewish friends in the diamloumsiness. He’s here by himself, and he
won’'t know anyone but me. | don’t want him to feeit of place.”

“Doug, | can't believe you. Do Jews only talk taude or friends of Jews?”

“I didn’t mean it the way it came out. It's justathl thought you might like to meet

him.”

“Because he’s Jewish?”

“No Ariana, because he’s good looking and | wad y@u didn’t have an escort
this evening.”

“Doug, do me a favor, don'’t dig a bigger hole fouyself. I'll see you tonight.”

Ariana went upstairs, put on jeans, a sweatshd,kots, and walked down to the
stables. Joe Hall greeted her. “Miss Ariana, gomd lyere. This here place ain’t been
much good widout you. Your daddy’s makin’ everybauszy; finding help be hard
'nough, an ifin they come, they don’ stay.”

“Joe, mom couldn’t manage without you. We need tgokeep things straight.”

“You right about dat. You an’ your mama the onlgsen | be here.”

“Is there a horse that | can take out? | have ahfewrs to kill before | have to go
back downtown, and I'd love to spend them on thést?

“Yep, got just the ticky, a filly what could use v She green, but sweet. Got
another could use ridin’. How ’bout | go wit you?”

“I'd love it. Let's get saddled.”

Ariana spent a glorious day on the trails that veehthrough the Worthington
Valley.
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The event that evening was black tie, the guestfudéy culled from the Baltimore
and Washington social and financial hot lists. Asghowered. The scanty white dress
that she selected would set her apart from theervasve Baltimoreans.

Her jewelry was magnificent. Ruby and diamond heapings; a stunning
necklace of vivid yellow diamonds, with a six ca@ishion-cut Burma Ruby pendant;
and a simple diamond bracelet, set with thirty-fiuee-carat flawless, Asscher-cut white
diamonds.

Ariana entered the living room, where her mothes af@ne but preoccupied.
Serena turned to her daughter. She assessed lytelausmiled, and said, “Ariana, you
are stunning. A bit too sophisticated for Baltimdsat this town could use a little
glamour.”

“Thanks Mom, are you sure you won'’t join me? Yoouwld be the one doing this.”

“I've already made my excuses. | told Frederick aur Grandfather and | wanted
you to do the honors. |told Joe that he’d beidgwou. He’s so pleased that he got out
the black suit he wears to funerals and washedvaxed the car.” Downtown is no place
to be alone, especially at night with all that j&weé

“Don’t worry about the jewelry, mom, no one willitik it's real. And besides, I've
been living in New York; | can certainly deal wialtimore. Please tell Joe not to
bother.”

“Ariana, please don't argue. You might want to hawvektails, and they've been
cracking down on drivers leaving these events,lagiting for someone who'’s enjoyed
themselves; the city’s vengeance on county ressdent

“Fine mom, Joe can drive; it will make things easiit drinking is not on my
agenda. | have to leave early tomorrow. I'm havurgch with Larry.”

“I'll see you before you leave. | can’t wait to neéhe reaction to the gift,” said
Serena.

The black Lincoln Town Car gleamed for the firshéi in months. Joe, dressed in a
well worn black suit, stood by the side of the ¢ée.bore no resemblance to the man
with whom she had spent the afternoon.

“Miss Ariana, you look beautiful.”

“So do you, Joe.”
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They laughed as Joe opened the rear door.

“Joe, I'll sit up front.”

“No ma’am, you most certain’ won’t. This is a bigrpy, and you’ll arrive like the
lady y'are. Besides, if your mama saw you get amfy she’d fire me.”

They left and drove downtown. At the Charles Steggtance to the Walters, the
Director, who had been waiting in the foyer, grdeAeiana and escorted her inside to the
reception.

“Doug, who is that woman? She’s exquisite,” said Wwko had arrived in
Baltimore the previous day.

“That’s Ariana Wright. She’s not only exquisite tlaxquisitely wealthy. | spoke to
her this morning, and she’s agreed to spend sameewiith you. Your boss insisted that
you meet her; | assume because he’s wants to dalawith one of Matossian’s
companies.”

“You're right, he does.”

The two men approached Ariana, who was now in tlistof classmates from her
days at the Garrison Forest School.

Doug moved through the circle of women. “Arianaiyook stunning.”

“Thanks Doug, you know Sarah Hearn, Tiffany Spaad Muffy Thompson.”

“l certainly do, the Garrison Riding Team, but@ibwn up. I'd like you to meet
my guest Avi Stein. He’s visiting us from Israehdal thought he might enjoy the
exhibition.”

“Hello, Mr. Stein, we're delighted to have you hére

Sara Hearn added, “All the way from Israel, you thesJewish, a perfect
companion for Ariana.”

Avi looked at her with amusement, as Doug and thers cringed with
embarrassment.

“l am, Miss Hearn, Jewish aradperfect companion for Miss Wright. You went to
Garrison Forest. You must be a gentile and a pecf@apanion for Doug.”

“Excuse us ladies, since my date has come soffdhiks event | want to spend
some time with him.” Ariana took Avi by the arm amwved to the bar.

“You have quite the sense of humor, Mr. Stein.”
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“As do you, Miss Wright.”

“Have you been to the States before? Your Engigerfect.”

“I spent two years in Washington, when my fatheswaathe Embassy, and I've
worked hard to keep my English up.”

“What do you do now?”

“I'm just a high-tech salesman.”

Doug rejoined them. He said, “Avi is being modésts the Vice President of one
of the most successful technology companies irelsra

“Really, that's quite impressive; what brings youRaltimore?”

“l came to meet you.”

“Quite the charmer, Mr. Stein.”

“Quite deserving of charm, Miss Wright.”

Ariana turned away from the bar as the announceofeahe first viewing was
made. “Well, now we get to see Grandpa’s collectlaised to play with some of the
stone animals that are on exhibit. | had no idetheif value. Would you like me to show
you my favorites, Mr. Stein?”

“I'd be delighted, and please call me Avi.”

“O.K., Avi, then make it Ariana.” She turned towdddug and said,

“Will you please excuse us?”

“Of course,” responded Doug, politely disguising Hisappointment at being
excluded.

For the next half-hour, Ariana pointed out thewas of each of the exquisite works
of art created by Faberge and his work mastersfaverite: a bell push called “Frog
under Glass,” created at the beginning of the tigdntentury in St. Petersburg. A small
green nephrite jade frog, with diamond eyes, pliyftiimbed a ladder inside a rock
crystal dome, set atop a red guilloche enameled. lFaginial on the dome was set with a
cabochon garnet.

“They don’t make bell pushes like that today,” coemted Avi.

“I don’t believe they make bell pushes at all; threygone the way of the buggy
whip.”
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“Doug says you two grew up together, but you leé told to go into the jewelry
business in New York.”

“I moved to New York to get away from Baltimore.i$town is so snobby and
provincial; if you're not an Episcopalian blue btbgou’re a second-class citizen, that is
unless you have a huge amount of money and opeunfparents is Church of England.
At least, that's what the circle at school thought.

“According to them | should have gone to Vassanried a moderately rich guy
from Baltimore, preferably an investment bankenfrone of the old-line houses, and
settled in with the ‘Mink and Manure’ set. The halfme that's Armenian would have
become barely acceptable, and my ne’er do welldnghbvould have become wealthy.”

“You mean someone like Doug?”

“Exactly like Doug. Instead, | followed my instiscand became a jewelry
designer, and much to everyone’s surprise my ke lieen glorious, at least until
recently. The wrong man can do that, but it's sdvmet I'll deal with and then forget.

“Now what about you? You said you were in Washingto

“For two years, my father was the military attaeliéhe Israeli Embassy.”

“ ‘Military attaché.” From my limited experienceahmeans ‘spook.””

“I never thought of my father as spooky.”

Ariana’s laughed. A chime indicated the end ofc¢bektail hour.

“It's time for dinner. We won't be sitting togethdsut I'd love to see you again.”

“I'd like that, Avi.”

“How about after dinner?”

“That would be fine, but | have a driver waiting foe.”

“Is there a phone in your car?”

“Yes, there is.”

Avi removed a cell phone from his jacket pocket.HyMlon’'t we give him a call?”

Fredrick Johnson, the Gallery Director, approach&dana, please join me at the
head table. You'll be giving your speech in juséa minutes.”

“Alright Fredrick, just a moment.”
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“Avi, my driver’'s name is Joe, the number is 41G%773. Tell him | won't need
him tonight. If he has any questions give him youmber and ask him to call in an hour.
I'll talk to him.”

“Ariana, please; everyone is waiting for you.”

“Fine, Fredrick.”

The Director stood at a small lectern and tappethemmicrophone. “Ladies and
Gentlemen. It is my privilege to preside over tipeming of this magnificent exhibition
of the works of Carl Faberge. As you are all awamewould not be here if it were not
for the generosity of Mr. Dikran Matossian and Hermitage Museum of St. Petersburg.
Not only have they graciously lent us many of thgots that are now on view, but the
Matossian Foundation has provided the funds torertbat they are exhibited in a
manner that befits their beauty.

“We are fortunate to have with us, Miss Ariana WitigVir. Matossian’s emissary
and granddaughter. Also with us is the Right Hobler&mbassador, Vladimir Cherkin,
a man who has fostered the relationship betweendiits organizations in our respective
nations.

“Miss Wright, if you please?”

Ariana rose to polite applause.

“Dr. Johnson, Mr. Ambassador, Ladies and GentlerAenis timeless and
universal. My Grandfather recognized this whendsembled his collections. His tastes
were broad, much as were those of the founderi®Miiseum. It is appropriate that the
collection of Fabergebjects which was assembled over the past 45 years, ibited
here for the first time. They are both charming arduisite.

“It is my pleasure to inform you that the Matosskoundation and my
Grandfather, Dikran Matossian, are presenting taera permanent gift to this
institution. In order to enable them to be widghpeeciated, and placed in the broad
context of Russian creativity, the Matossian fouiwheis also pleased to present you
with a check, for 25 million dollars, to fund a neallery devoted to the works of
contemporary Russian artists. Together with theke/of Faberge, they will provide a

living view of art in this great nation, once howfehe czars, and now of democracy.”
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There was a collective gasp in the room, which @tgdl into applause. There had
been no hint of the gifts; it was typical Matosss&rowmanship, and Ariana relished the
moment. She returned to her seat. Avi watchedrtenily. “This woman is strong and
enjoys power. What was her relationship with Malc&oulton? Is her Grandfather
backing him?

When the Russian Ambassador was introduced, thasdittle that he could say
that did not relate to the gift which had been enésd by Ariana.

Dinner was served. Just before dessert, Arianafroseher chair, “I hope you'll
excuse me, but | leave quite early tomorrow andir@egood night’s rest.”

Before anyone could respond, she walked away, stg@t Doug'’s table. “Mr.
Stein, I'd like to take you up on your offer ofideg home.”

“It will be my pleasure. Doug, please excuse mddaving early. It's been a
delightful evening.”

Doug looked on in amazement.

When they reached the main entrance, Ariana asWéahat did my driver say?”

He laughed, and said, “You better take good caidis$ Ariana.”

“Where are you parked?”

“Just up the street. Why don’t you wait here, pitk you up.”

“I'll walk with you.”

“Are you sure, you've got a lot of jewelry on, ahldear that downtown Baltimore
isn’t the safest place at night.”

“I have you to protect me. But the jewelry is arniich for a stroll.” Ariana took
off the earrings, necklace and bracelet, and dmbpipem into her purse.

Avi smiled, “You look even more beautiful when yoeiundressed.”

“Mr. Stein, you have no idea what I look like whigm undressed, and it's unlikely
that you ever will.”

“We all have our dreams,” said Avi as he offeredfne arm.

They walked slowly up Charles Street to the refeutk.

“Not much of a carriage for a lady who just gaveag\@5 million dollars,” said Avi

as he helped her into the car.
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“Not my money, Avi; it was easy to part with. Legiet dessert; I'm famished.
Every time | raised my fork, some one walked upetbme how wonderful my
Grandfather’s gift was. | finally gave up, and jgs¢eted them as they came. | hardly got
a bite to eat.”

“Would you prefer something more than desert?”

“No, it's too late for anything heavy. I'd ratherst relax and nibble.”

“Doug told me about a coffee shop in an area callgtle Italy,” but | forgot the
name.”

“It was probably Vacarro’s. We all used to go th&meespresso and cannolis. It
will be easier if | drive. Little Italy is a mazand you have to navigate a bunch of one-
way streets to get to the restaurant.”

“That’s fine with me, I've always wanted to be cffaured by a beautiful woman.”

Ten minutes later they entered Vacarro’s. The re@s crowded and noisy, but
quieted as all eyes turned toward Ariana. Avi labkeound the room and spotted a
vacant table in the far corner. He turned to Ariand pointed to the table, still cluttered
with cups and plates, “It looks as if we're lucllyere’s a table for two over there if you
don’t mind it being a mess.”

“Let’s get it while we can,” responded Ariana ag $leaded across the room. Avi
followed and helped her into a chair.

“Ariana, | was really impressed with your perfomaa tonight. You handle the
spotlight well.”

“Thanks Avi, | guess I'm a bit of a show off. Buirtight was really great. Some of
the people in Baltimore get my goat. They thinkytreethe center of the world,
especially if they went to one of the better prevathools and belong to the right country
club. If my Grandfather weren’t so damn rich, | wanit have ever been accepted by the
girls you met.”

“What about the men? Doug seems like a really gioe”

“He is, but he’s boring, boring, boring.”

“I know it's none of my business, but you mentiorsernething about being with

the ‘wrong man.
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“That seems to be a problem that runs in the farMly father is a drunk and the
guy I'm dating is a megalomaniac, besides beingribst prejudiced person I've ever
met outside of Baltimore.”

“Where is he from?”

“He’s from England, but he went to graduate schio@oston.”

“What did he study?” asked Avi as he brought theveosation closer to his
inquiry.

“Computer Science. He just finished a job in Genfeva big diamond firm.”

“Really, our company supplied some electronics ¢éoHdrster. Is that who he
worked for?”

“Yep, and now he’s making noises about competirth wiem.”

“I wonder if I've ever met him?”

“I doubt it; his name is Boulton, Malcolm Boulton.”

“I don’t recognize the name, but he sounds likenderesting fellow.”

“I never thought I'd say this, but he’s too damtenesting and | can’'t wait to end
our relationship. His life is a colossal intrigude’s met with Russians, Africans,
European diamond dealers, and my Grandfather’s lglildstern associates. Whatever
he’s up to is driven by a pathological hatredhef Rothman family.”

“Rothman? Isn’t that the family that controls Dergter?’

“The same.”

“But didn’t you say he worked for De Forster, anduldn’t that mean working for
people he hates?”

“You're a quick study, Mr. Stein. When | first miglalcolm he had just started
there. He seemed to enjoy his work. But as timegxh$ sensed there was an underlying
resentment toward the Rothmans and the De Forsteugves, but Malcolm wouldn’t
talk to me about it. But it was obvious that he wasrested in competing with the
Syndicate. He wanted to meet the big players, poitducers and sightholders.

“sightholders?” queried Avi.

“I'm sorry. | thought, being from Israel, you'd kwaall about the diamond
business. sightholders are men, and | mean onty wigo get to buy directly from

DeForster.”

39



6/5/2007 2:48 PM

“Ah ha, the chosen people. Please, | didn't meanterrupt. Go on.”

“When Malcolm finished the job at De Forster, hewed his true colors. He
started making the most vicious anti-Semitic jolees] talking about how the Rothman’s
used to be Jewish until it had suited them to cdrteeChristianity. Whenever he was
with my Grandfather’s Arab friends he voiced an @dtrabid hatred for the Israelis. |
couldn’t stand it anymore and tried to end thetr@feship, but he just wouldn’t leave me
alone. Then, in an attempt to gain my sympathyplteme why he felt the way he did.”

“And his reason?” asked Avi.

“Malcolm’s Grandfather was the only banker who wbfihance the Rothmans
business in Africa. After they were well establidiaand successful, they pulled their
money from the Boulton Bank and moved it to the §&or Bank in America. The
Boulton bank failed and the family was disgrace@lddim’s Grandfather shot himself.
Malcolm found the body.”

“That sounds like a good reason to hate the Rotepiaut it doesn’t explain why
he went to work for them,” said Avi.

“I didn’t put it together at first. Now | know th#lalcolm wanted to see the inside
of their organization, to learn enough to compklie said several times that Alex
Rothman is wrecking the company, making it vulneab a well financed competitor.
Anyway, that's the reason he gave me for wantingnéet important diamond dealers
and my Grandfather’s oil-rich Arab associates.”

“You make it sound like he was using you.”

“‘He was.”

“That sounds like a relationship you could do withd

“Itis, and I'm going to Geneva to end it; longtdisce rejection doesn’t seem to
work.”

Avi took her hand. “Ariana, you're a lovely womamu don’t deserve problems.”

“Everyone has problems. It's just a matter of aeplith them, and this one will
be dealt with.”

Ariana made no effort to move her hand as theyHmteyes warmed.

The waitress arrived to clean the table and tage trder.

“Do you love birds want to eat, or should | jusave?”
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“And let us starve?” said Avi.

“Yeah hon, that’s the choice, moon over each othe@rder and eat.”

“We’ll each have a double espresso and two canholis

The waitress smiled, turned and muttered to heasethe walked away, “Rather
order than make lovey-dovey, huh?”

Avi turned his attention to Ariana. “You're not th@man | expected.”

“Why did you have expectations?”

“Doug told me a little about you, and of courseelwveard a great deal about the
Matossian family. Quite frankly | thought you'd bpoiled and arrogant.”

“Your expectations weren't very high. Why did yootber meeting me?”

“I saw you and fell in love.”

“You fall in love very easily. Does it occur oftén?

“Actually only once before.”

“What happened?”

Aviv’'s averted his eyes. “She died. | was engaged young lieutenant in the
Israeli Defense Force. We were stationed togeth&aza. We were looking forward to
completing our tour and raising a family. When lswaung, | traveled with my family. |
had promised myself that when | was married | wadtlle down and raise a family in
one place, Israel. Two months before she was tideharged, she was on patrol. A
bomb exploded alongside of her vehicle. She wahempassenger side and died a day
later in the hospital.”

“What was her name?”

“Leah, Leah Bronstein.”

“Leah, that’s a beautiful name.”

“She was a beautiful woman, inside and out,” saidas he averted his eyes.

“I'm sorry. This time it was none of my business.”

They left Little Italy and headed back to the coynAvi said, “I'd like to see you
again.”

“I'd like that Avi, but I'm leaving tomorrow. If ya get to New York, call me.
Here’s my card. My number is unlisted, so don'elds’

“I'won't lose it, and | will be in New York in theext few days.”
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Brilliant halogen lights lit the driveway as thegmoached the gate.

“The gate is voice activated. Say the numbers 7668tructed Ariana.

“Security conscious here, almost lik&ibbutzin Israel.”

“I don’t know aboutkibbutzs but grandpa insisted that we gate and alarmatime. f
He’s worried that I'll be kidnapped; one of the plems with having a family that's
obscenely rich. A security company has video sllarae of the entire property. The
cameras are hidden so you’d never know you wergaadid camera.”

“Do you think a kiss would set off any alarms”?

“Only mine,” responded Ariana as she gave him &tctibnate peck on the cheek.

Avi thought about Ariana as he drove toward hishahe was not the woman he
had expected.

He parked his car in the circular drive outside fagbor Court Hotel, gave the
keys to the doorman, and went to his lavishly aptgai room on the third floor, an
extravagance but a necessary part of his covereieved the satellite phone from his
briefcase, punched a single number that speedddi@adquarters in Israel, and left a
message for David Kimmel.

“David, | made contact and will nurture a relatibips I'll be in New York

tomorrow. Please inform Menachem.”
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Chapter 8

New York
October 31, 2003

The following morning, Ariana left her car, whichesseldom used in Manhattan, at the farm
and had Joe drive her to the train station. Shedeothe early morning Acela to New York. As the
train passed through Newark, she placed the c&8ktweva. Etienne answered, “Boulton residence.”

“Etienne. Is Malcolm there.”

“Yeah, Ariana, he’s been waiting to hear from yadil,get him.”

A moment passed before Malcolm picked up the phtArgana, I've been trying to reach
you.”

“I know, and | want you to stop hounding me? | waathing to do with you or any of your
schemes.”

“Ariana, damn it | want you here. I'm finished wilbe Forster, and can get on with my plans,
plans that include you. | bid and bought the masggous pink diamond at the Sotheby’s auction.
Some Jewboy wanted it, but | got it for you.”

“You're unbelievable, apart from being a bigot, yretarrogant enough to think you can buy
my affection, you did a number on me once, andlzast enough; | don’t want to see you, hear from
you, or get anything from you. I'm finished, dokaput Can | make it any clearer?”

“Ariana, you call me a bigot; your Grandfather maitemoney off the backs of Arabs; I'm
going to make mine from the Jews. What's the défifiee? Come to Geneva, at least let me give you
the diamond, as a reminder of what we had togéther.

“Had together. Are you serious? All you’'ve doneise me.”

“You know better than that. In any event, theredssense in arguing. You agreed to come to

Geneva, and Matossians always keep their word.”
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“It was in one of my weaker moments, but if itiIgakes a trip to Geneva to end this, I'll
make it. Meanwhile, take your pink diamond and hibyvl have enough of my own.”

“Ariana, we’ll get back what we had.”

“Malcolm you're out of your mind. I'll call you aftr | get settled in my hotel. Exactly what
time, and where is this all-important dinner?”

“At the Richmonde, this Friday the 14t 8:00. You'll stay at my chalet.”

“Not a chance.”

“Then I'll pick you up. Where will you stay?”

“I haven’t made arrangements, but I'll have my adviver.”

“No Ariana, at least let me do that. | insist.”

An announcement punctuated the end of the convensat

“Arriving Penn Station, New York City. Please etiitough the cars in the rear.”

Thirty minutes later Ariana was home. She pullechef clothes, threw them onto the
bathroom floor, and turned on the steam showesh&srelaxed in the moist heat, her anger
dissipated and her thoughts shifted from MalcolmP¥oStein. He was attractive, amusing, and easy
to like.

She toweled herself, dressed, and walked out @tStreet.

As she approached'@venue she remembered that she hadn’t eaten.réee a tiny Cuban
restaurant on'8and sat at the counter. She had a breakfast ¢ btffee and the house specialty, a
sandwich of roast pork and crusty bread toastgetfection. Sated, she went out onto the street.

The decrepit Yellow taxi, driven by a turbanediémdwho spoke no English, responded to her
waving and pulled to the curb. The taxi headedwpislowing to a crawl in heavy traffic. At the
intersection of 45th Street and 6th Avenue, Arigastured for him to stop, handed him a ten-dollar
bill, and walked uptown on 6th Avenue to 47th Stree

In the single block between 5th and 6th AvenuesWes00 jewelry businesses, most above

street level. High-rise buildings lined the narrthweroughfare. The tallest were occupied by the
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most important dealers, and the highest floorsio$¢ were occupied by the most successful.
Ariana’s appointment with Larry Winston was on genthouse floor of 580 5th Avenue, the
Jewelers Building, the tallest in the block.

Ariana noticed the increased number of uniforméddpmfficers, whose presence was meant
to deter the Colombian gang members who preyed rtaifuléy on deliverymen, diamond dealers
and jewelry salesmen, all of whom now walked wittease of urgency and caution.

Armored cars bearing the logos of Brinks and Dutipad the street, as armed guards
cautiously emerged to deliver or pick up parcatsfthe upper floors. Mantrap doors, bulletproof
glass, and sophisticated surveillance equipmerepted the immeasurable wealth of the
wholesalers and manufacturers in the upper reaafressch building.

Ageless men of the Hasidic sect were ever-presethieir black full-length overcoats, no
matter the weather; their long loosely curled lésgif hair peyahs showed beneath their wide-
brimmed black hats. These men roamed the distriatrelentless quest for business, carrying
parcels of diamonds or finished jewelry from theoldsalers above to the retailers below, making a
small profit on each transaction. They alone seeamadraid; the Colombians were, after all, not
Nazis.

Astute traders, the Hasidim often were able to jusd the right buyer for an item that would
otherwise languish in a dealer’s inventory. Theyambe emissaries between the worlds of
wholesale and retail. The thrum of rapid-fire Yisldiwas heard wherever they congregated, as they
recounted the deals that had been made and Idstimeond sold for a good profit, a missed
opportunity when a competitor, ‘thanks be, not g, goffered more money for an exceptional stone.

The ground-level stores, of which there were hudsireiere occupied by retail businesses that
preyed on the bargain-hungry shoppers arrivinb@aMecca of “the deal.” The anxious buyers who
sought something for nothing were easy victimsuimsavory merchants who would ensure that they
got the bargain they deserved. When they arrivedehio Boise, they could make the time-honored

proclamation; “I went to New York, my cousin hakiand in the jewelry district, and | got it
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wholesale.” Or, “Man, whoever sold this must hav& b bundle, | got it for nothing from a dealer
who bought it from a guy who needed cash.”

Signs and banners proclaimed:

“Wholesale to the Public”

“Jewelry and Diamonds Purchased — Immediate Cash”

“Distress Inventory — 60% to 75% Off”

“Store Closing — No Offer Refused”

The storeowners, often from Russia, Armenia, Lebahalia, or Israel, passed on locations
on the street from one generation to the next.mérchants hired hawkers, almost always native-
born Americans with New York accents. These memeneomen, were skilled in the art of false
flattery and seduction. They lived off the comnuss they derived from the bargain hunters who
they lured into the store with tidbits of whisperatbrmation; “We got the stone from a dealer down
the street who's going broke; it can be yours fepag;” or the hallowed, “My boss is dying in
there, you can kill him. Make an offer, | guaranteewon’t turn you down.”

As Ariana passed the most notorious of the resmiehawker beckoned. He wore a gray silk
shirt, open to his navel. Three heavy gold ropenshlung over a bed of matted black hair. His eyes
moved up and down her as he assessed his victim.

“Hey lady, you look like someone who knows a bamgslVe just got a gorgeous three carater;
we stole it, if you know what | mean. You can h#ver six thou. Take it anywhere. You'll get ten.
Get my drift.”

Ariana decided to give him some grief, avenginggber souls who had fallen victim to his
spiel.

“You mean it's really stolen?”

“Well, sort of.”

“What do you mean, sort of?”

“We sorta stole it, got it for a great price.”
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“And | can take it anywhere on 47th Street and meakaur thousand dollar profit?”

“Hey lady, what's with you? | just said | had alrbargain.”

“Well, that’s great. I'll tell my husband. I'm sutee’ll be interested, he’s sort of in the
business.”

“What do you mean, in the business?”

“He’s with the fraud squad, and he loves bargains.”

Ariana turned and walked away; she heard him oabimeone in the store. “Christ, what a
wise-ass ball-busting bitch.”

Ariana moved effortlessly through the chaos, htrlnde with the hawker an amusing
diversion as she prepared to change her life,llp édngage herself in her work. Above the turmoil
at street level, diamonds, colored stones, peanls finished jewelry, often of superb quality, were
traded on a handshake. There were no hawkers,amo Bargains, no signs, only the business of
making jewelry and money. The entrance of 580 FAftknue opened onto a small gray marble
lobby, it's high ceilings decorated in the styletloé fifties.

A metal detector in front of the security desk eedita shrill noise as she passed. The elderly
officer, smiled and said, “Not carrying a gun, go& Miss Wright?”

“No Lucas, but sometimes | wish | did.”

“I know what you mean, but they won't let me haveepafraid | might shoot one of our
visitors.”

Ariana approached a bank of elevators where aatlo$tHasidim conversed in hushed tones
as they waited impatiently for one of the internhilyaslow elevators. A bell and a flashing light
finally announced its arrival.

The men jockeyed for position, creating an impai#& mass of black gabardine. Ariana
stood behind them. The door opened and a tideagkldllled the small cabin. An older man caught
her eye, noticed the warmth of the smile with whstle responded, and with a nod to the others,

created a small space into which she stepped.

47



6/5/2007 2:48 PM

She was comfortable in the packed elevator. Thedddx Jews could not come into physical
contact with a woman, especially shtksa” One of the bearded Hassidim, young and handsome,
bent his head and whispered softly into the edn@blder man, & shainheit.” They both smiled
and looked with restrained admiration at ArianaeAEix stops, the elevator emptied. Another five
floors passed before she arrived at the penthouse.

Ariana walked briskly down the corridor and stoppeffont of a walnut door with the name
Lawrence Winston Inc. emblazoned in gold on a biwény background. A polished brass plate
housed a speaker and a button that she gave aahort

“May | help you?”

“It's Ariana.”

A buzzer sounded, and Ariana entered a small vgarbom where an attractive woman sat
behind a bulletproof glass window.

“Hi Ariana, Lawrence is expecting you.” The womahfs moved, but the voice came from a
small Bose speaker, mounted on the wall of theaglegoom. “I'll buzz you in. He’s in his office.”

Ariana walked down the corridor where fifteen jegrslworked at small 4-foot wooden
benches. The smell of heated metal and acid flpgesieated the cool air. She hesitated midway,
delighting in her surroundings.

Lawrence Winston, an exceptionally handsome, bernpturely gray haired man in his early
forties, rose from his rosewood desk and wavedrher

“God I'm glad to see you,” he said as he, with oo affection, kissed her cheek . “I hear that
you've been quite busy; a commission to designcklaee for Van Cleef, and lots of running back
and forth to Geneva.”

“Larry, the back and forth to Geneva is almost ovgh, I'm going one more time to deal
with Malcolm. Phone conversations don’t seem tokw/or

“I never understood your attraction to the man. Howearth did you get hooked up with

him?”
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“It's a long story,”

“I've got the time, and I've always been curioukd3e have a seat.”

“My Godmother decided that | was getting a bit langhe tooth. She was insistent that |
marry before | turned gray. She threw a party fgrzﬁh at her apartment in Paris. She invited
Malcolm to attend. She thought he’d be quite attand hoped we’d hit it off. Much to her
disappointment, he was fascinated by a lovely 3&-péd husbandless Austrian countess. Earlier
that day, Carl Nachman, a jewelry designer, desdrMalcolm as an imperious, rude anti-Semite.
He went so far as to refuse his invitation to taeyp if Malcolm was there. With the lowdown from
Carl, 1 was delighted to have Malcolm devote hirhsethe countess.”

“That sounds like it would have been the end 6f it.

“Would that it were. Malcolm showed up in New Yakveek after | got back, and invited me
to lunch. He wanted to know everything about mykwamd my plans for the future. At one point |
asked him if he knew Carl. He said he had met hiamaxhibition at Somerset House, and found
him to be an intolerable snob. Malcolm’s exact veongere, ‘Nachman treated my driver
abominably, as if he had no right to view anythitiger than the road in front of him.’ | was
satisfied with the answer and we soon began teaele other. He was anxious to meet my
Grandfather’s friends in the Middle East, and mgrfds in the diamond business. | was pleased
with his interest in my friends and family. | thdughe relationship might go somewhere.

“Then he changed. He was the man Carl describdatew | made a mistake and tried to
disentangle myself, but Malcolm wouldn’t let go. Heeded, and apparently still needs, a
handmaiden to assist in the chores of the greathadancies himself to be. I'm sick and tired of it
I’'m going to Geneva to end it. If that doesn’t wolK ask my Grandfather to exert some pressure
through his friends who have, unfortunately, gofteancially involved with Malcolm.”

“That should put an end to it,” said Larry.

“I can assure you it will. I want to get on with rifg; I'd love to be your partner.”
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“Ariana, with your talent and connections, andesfrinfusion of capital, we’'d be world-
beaters. But, I'd love to have you as a partnename than just business.”

“I know Larry, | know.”
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Chapter 9

New York
October 31, 2003

Morris Goldman entered Gerber's Delicatessen dhStieet at 7:00 a.m., and was greeted by
his usual waitress. A cup of black coffee and twexs of dry rye toast awaited him. Morris was a
solitary, childless man whose wife had died earltheir marriage. A big man, he was impressive;
dark gray eyes, close together and deep in thekess, with bushy black eyebrows above, and
pouches of wrinkled skin below. His large aquilmese was set well above ruddy, often chapped,
lips. His full head of white hair dropped past badlar. He sipped his coffee and nibbled the taast
he recalled the day when Ariana Wright, brimmingiwthe enthusiasm of youth, arrived at his
office.

It was the first time since the death of his wiiatthe had enjoyed the company of a woman.
The young designer’s talent, intelligence, and beantranced him. Since that meeting two years
ago, he had nurtured her career, ensuring thangheveryone of importance in the diamond and
jewelry business. She repaid him with the warmith affiection usually reserved for a father.

Now, he was concerned that her relationship witthcblen Boulton was going to create an
intolerable situation. The Englishman was attengptonpurchase large quantities of uncut
diamonds, referred to in the trade as “Rough,” thigsenough to attract the attention of De Forster.
There would be an investigation, and it would uétely involve Morris who was known to deal in
gray market goods.

He was determined to get to the bottom of thisiness and remove himself, and hopefully
Ariana, from Malcolm’s dealings. He left the restmt and went to his office on the"Boor of the
Swiss Building. He turned off the alarms and opemeel of his four diamond vaults. Inside were

stacks of small black rectangular boxes, each aantgfifty white paper parcels known in the trade
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asbriefkes Each parcel held at least ten diamonds weighimg fL..0 to 2.0 carats. He took out a
box and removed fivbriefkes opened one and examined each diamond for cdéwityc and make.
He then assigned a price to the parcel and moved the next.

Later in the morning, at the Diamond Dealers Chéwould begin liquidating his inventory.
It amazed the industrymiachers that Morris continued to do business this waynAn of his
importance shouldn’t sort and price stones; anchbst certainly shouldn’t peddle them himself.

Ariana arrived at his office just as he finishedhathe last of the five parcels.

Morris began the conversation. “Ariana, | don’t lnewhat’s going on with you and your
friend Boulton, but | want nothing more to do witim.”

“Morris, I'm so sorry | got you involved; | didnknow what he was up to. If | had | would
never have introduced him to you, and certainlyendéave gone out with him. Malcolm’s plans are
preposterous and grandiose. He infuriates me whaompares himself to my Grandfather.

“I'm not going to sacrifice my future and your peaaf mind for Malcolm’s obsession. He
wants to be the major player in the diamond businesd he’s convinced several of my
Grandfather’s associates to finance him.

“I told him that I'd had enough of his obsessions #hat we were finished. He agreed to
amicably end the relationship, but only if | maeh in Geneva on the 14th; | agreed.”

“Have you discussed this with your Grandfather?”

“l called him at his office in Paris, and explainbe situation. He already heard God-awful
things about Malcolm, and he wants me out of thegiclmship. He assured me that he would deal
with Malcolm if | couldn’t.”

“Good, then that's settled. Your Grandfather alwggts his way. By the way, | understand,
through the grapevine, that you may go into busimagh Larry Winston. A smart move! Larry’s
honest, bright, and successful.”

“How on earth did you find out so fast?”

“I have my sources.”
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“Morris you dear, sweet man. | love you. I'm sotipvolved you with Malcolm.”
“Don’t worry about me, but don’t let thatomsercon you again.”

“Believe me Morris, he won't,” replied Ariana.

Morris left his office and spent the remaindertad tnorning at the Diamond Dealers Club,
where he dealt with the small dealers who usediattibties as their office. He sat at one of the
rectangular tables with large windows that faceth&north. On the table was a two-foot square pad
of white paper, lit by two eighteen-inch fluorestlEmps.

The Club was unusually quiet. An ominous announcerad been made that morning: De
Forster was going to drastically reduce the nunalberghtholders, especially in the United States
and Israel. Because of the uncertainty only a ggamtcession of dealers came to Morris to buy and
sell.

Udi Cohen arrived at the table and sat down opeds# old friend. He said, “Morris, it's a
bloodbath. | can’t believe it; six big players ieWM York, four in Israel, and six in Antwerp are
losing their Sights. Most have been with De ForBieover twenty years, dealing in better-quality
goods. De Forster, with their big new plans, tblelnh to create brands, and they did. De Forster told
them how much to buy, and they did. De Forster tiodéin to advertise and they did. They spent a
fortune doing what they were told, and what thelyig@eturn was a kick in thieetzim”

Morris responded, “This is just the beginning. Ifea years there won’t be sightholders, or
middlemen, just De Forster with it's own storedisglbranded diamonds and some low-end
retailers sellinglreck Rothman is determined to regain absolute coofrtiie market. He's
listening to MBAs that know nothing about the diarddusiness. The fool is going to destroy what
three generations of his family built.”

Udi frowned, “You heard about Lekovsky. He shipfied hundred carats of D and E color,
Flawless and VVS four grainers to Marchand in Pafise stones were certified, but De Forster

convinced Marchand that there might be a problemeyTfook some of the stones to their laboratory
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in London where, with supposedly new technologgytitentified ten percent as synthetics.
Marchand then sent the rest of the stones fonggsiihe De Forster labs found fifty-five synthetic
and ten treated diamonds. Marchand returned théavblusinessand terminated their relationship
with Lekovsky. He accused De Forster of trying éstdoy him. De Forster’s reply to his accusations
is silence.”

Morris said, “It's going to get worse. But, fortuedy, the public isn’'t aware of the problems.
As long as the diamond they buy is certified theg’'ticare, especially if they think they got a
bargain. There’s still time to sell into the markefore it tanks.

“Since De Forster opened their new facilities, theyeen calling back inventory from the
remaining sightholders for branding. Prices fornamoled stones are plummeting, and bankruptcies
are in the making. I'm getting out of the busind#issell off my inventory and call it quits.”

Udi responded, “So you're telling me | can getagain on your goods?”

“That’s what I'm saying. Make me an offer.”

By the end of the morning, Morris had disposedrdf half the stones he had brought to the
club. He went to the Kosher dining room, sat alaha small table, and with little appetite begas hi
meal of boiled white fish and cold vegetables. Mémgen Harel entered the restaurant and was
greeted by dealers who showed him more respectah@might anticipate for a mid-sized Israeli
diamond dealer. He approached Morris.

“Sit, Menachem; join me for lunch?”

“I was planning to. Time for a little talk, also?”

“Of course, all the time in the world.”

Menachem sat, leaned toward Morris, and lowereddiise to a whisper, “This branding
business is moving ahead faster than any of usstesph The powers-that-be in London and Geneva
want to get back everything they've lost to thes{grmarket. And they aren’t hesitating to chop off
heads. Their vaults are complete and operationdltf@ey’re eliminating sightholders as fast as they

can.
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“Dealers are scrambling to sell their unbrandedndiads even at a loss. There are rumors
that more synthetic and treated diamonds are imidnd&etplace. A number have been identified as
coming from Lekovsky, and presumably the RussiafiydaThe word is that if a stone doesn’t
have the De Forster holograph in it, you can’t lne $t’s natural.

“As of now, the De Forster labs are the only aifs$ can identify the synthetic and treated
diamonds. Major retailers are clamoring for thenexamine their inventories and certify the stones
as natural, but De Forster won't issue papers grbahdiamonds they sold to the remaining
sightholders.

“The GIA, AGS, EGL and IGI gem labs don't have aechs to how to identify the ‘bad’
stones, and the market is paranoid and chaotiaeTib@ven speculation that Al Queda has gotten
hold of a machine to create the synthetics, an@ramking out dozens of 1 carat D Flawless stones
every day.

“But you, my friend, have another problem; the warthat you were instrumental in
introducing Malcolm Boulton to African and Russiamoducers. My associates in Israel have
information that he’s planning to buy huge quaesitofRoughat prices higher than Deforster, and is
offering to sell to selected dealers at lower itean those at the Sights. No one is sure how much
financial muscle Boulton has, or when he’ll have tinst Roughto sell, but the word is that it’s oil
money and virtually unlimited. The most obviouslgem for us is that Boulton hasn’t approached
Israeli dealers, and, in fact, seems to be avoitheg. The dealers in other cutting centers waayt s
how much, or even whether they have committed goftmm him. It's each man for himself. De
Forster has Lekovsky on the ropes and they're gaftey the rest of the independents. Created and
treated diamonds, similar to those found in Marckemventory, are now appearing in their
inventories. The dealers have no place to go butdster.. No one wants to be stuck with an
inventory that’s unbranded and subject to beingt¢al by the created diamond scandal.

“Boulton is viewed as the only potential altermatto De Forster, but no one, and | mean

absolutely no one, knows when or how he intendsiter the market. In the meantime there is

55



6/5/2007 2:48 PM

absolute chaos. Your protege, Ariana Wright, i©laed with him and has placed you in the middle.
We need your help in finding out more about Boultais backers, and his timeline for entering the
market.”

Morris replied, “I was, and | emphasize was, ineawith Boulton, but only to the extent of
introducing him to Beritov, the bureaucrat involiadhe sale of Russian Rough, and Moise
Akimbe and Nelson Donbo, two officials who have slaene function in Botswana. I've had some
dealing with them in the past, a few “gray” margatchases to make my business profitable. At the
time, | had no idea that Boulton was planning aimgliig. He appeared to be just another young
man who wanted to get into the “gray” markeimond business. Now that Ariana and | know what
he’s up to we’re going to have nothing to do witi.

“But what puzzles me about this businesa/hy De Forster let one of their employees cause
this much trouble. In the old days, if they viewenth as a serious threat, they would have taken him
out of the picture---if you know what | mean.”

“I do,” replied Menachem.

Morris continued, “In any event, it's of no consegce to me. I'm selling off my inventory
and getting out of the business. Fortunately I'minto the banks, and if | sell at a loss it's my
money I'm losing.”

“That’s fine for you, Morris, but De Forster’s agkn is not good for the dealers in Israel, and
Boulton might have one that’s worse.

“We need to know whether, and to what extent, Aaiaiisrandfather is involved. With his
money and connections Boulton has a chance, withiautl doubt it.”

“What do you want from me?” asked Morris.

“I'd like you to meet my associate, Avi Steire’s1looking into these matters, on behalf of
the Israeli Government. | would also appreciateyibu would convince Miss Wright to shed some
light on the matter. She’s in a position to help.”

“Menachem, let me think about it. I'll call you. Q2"
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“Be sure to Morris; you're in the middle of a vergd situation.”

Morris thought: how did I let myself get into this? Thirty yearsldive never had this kind of
‘tsouris.”” Morris finished his lunch, returned to his a#iand placed a call to the Israeli Foreign
Minister, whom he had met and befriended when retha keynote speaker at a diamond
conference in New York. “Yael, Morris Goldman hdree just finished lunch with Menachem
Harel. He tells me you have concerns about an Emglan, Malcolm Boulton, especially his
relationship with Dikran Matossian.”

“That’s correct Morris. | understand you're invotiyevith Boulton, and are a friend of
Matossian’s granddaughter, Ariana Wright.”

“Unfortunately | am indirectly involved with himAriana introduced us, and I, in turn,
introduced him to dealers and producers.”

“Morris, | urge you co-operate with Menachem. Wechgour help.”

At his apartment that evening, Morris fixed a glaRussian tea, added a slice of lemon, and
stirred it with a silver spoon just as his mothed &ther had. He called Menachem.

“Menachem, Morris here. I'll meet with Stein.”

“A wise decision, Morris. Can you come to the Stgmdy Suite 1403, tomorrow morning at
8:00? We'll have breakfast and talk.”

“Yes, I'll see you at 8:00,” said Morris, “Shalom.”

“Shalom ale’ hem.”

Morris put down the phone and poured a long sheewénteen-year-old Czechoslovakian
slivovitz.

Menachem hung up and turned to Avi. “That was @wld. He’'ll be here tomorrow at 8:00;
he knows that the Wright woman has involved hirbusiness that’s not good for any of us; he’ll

convince her to assist.”
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Chapter 10

New York and Mossad Headquarters
Evening October 31, 2003

Menachem, after informing Avi of his conversatioithiorris Goldman, stood by as the
Mossad agent called Headquarters. “David, Morrigdl@®an agreed to help. He told Menachem that
Wright is fed up with Boulton and regrets havingumght him into the orbit of her family and
friends. It seems that her Grandfather is not tirecvolved in financing Boulton, but several agh
Middle Eastern associates are.”

David responded, “I'll discuss the situation witletPrime Minister. There’s reason to be
concerned if Arab moguls take a major positiothmdiamond business. They would like nothing
better than to see our diamond industry go intaladin and devastate our banks.

“Boulton, according to word from the Bourse, hagdmao secret of his antipathy for Israel,
and has threatened, once he is a major playetopossipplying fough’ to our dealers. If he
succeeds, and at the same time De Forster contiowdisninate our sightholders, we’ll be faced
with an economic holocaust.

“And to make matters worse, Nabuli's involvememtmBoulton is an indication that more
than just buying and selling is involved. Your infant paid with his life when he told you about
Nabuli’s plan to steal diamonds from the De Forstarlts at Ramat Gan.

“I believe Nabuli has more in mind than a thefRaimat Gan. With Boulton financing him,
he might hit not only DeForster, but Jewish deaileisrael, Antwerp and the United States.”

Avi replied, “I don’t understand why the IDSO has$ Boulton get this far without intervening;
they're ruthless when it comes to controlling tké\aties of De Forster employees, past and

present, especially someone who might cause agrobl
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“Walter is playing a closed hand, telling us onhpagh to get our help. The bastard has to
know why Boulton is financing Nabuli.”

David responded, “If the IDSO isn’t more forthcomjnve’ll have to find another way in, and
Wright might be it. If you can convince her thas in her best interests to help us, she might
provide enough information to fill in the blank#&WVi replied, “In order to get her help, I'll have t
break my cover.”

“Do it,” David responded, “but be careful; | hehat she’s beautiful and rich. Don’t break
your cover by taking off your clotheShalony’

“Shalom ale’ hem.”

Avi turned to Menachem. “David agrees that Miss gitimight be of use.”

“Then we should ask Morris to bring her to breakfas

Avi said, “She’s not going to be happy when shediout | lied to her in Baltimore.”

“So be it. I'll call Morris.”

On the fifth ring, Morris answered the phone. Hiéce was tinged with sleep and obvious
irritation with the awakening.

“Morris it's Menachem, I’'m sorry to call you thigdy.”

“Sorry, shmorry what do you want?”

“Stein would like you to bring Wright with you thimorning. She’s important to us.”

Morris looked at the clock by his bed. “For thisuypwake me at 6:00? O.K., I'll try, but don’t
hold your breath. She doesn’t want to have anytmoge to do with Malcolm or his intrigues, and
she knows you're part of them.”

After making a cup of instant coffee, Morris mate tall. “Ariana. I'm sorry to call so early,
but I've been asked by an Israeli official to irvitou to join us for breakfast this morning.”

“Why on earth does an Israeli official want to mecbme to breakfast, and why is it so damn
important that you call me at 6:00 in the morning?”

“It involves Malcolm. His activities are of concetmthe Israeli Government.”
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“Morris, | told you | want nothing more to do wialcolm or anything he’s involved in. |
have no idea why the Israeli’s are concerned, anaobt interested in finding out.”

Morris raised his voice a notch, “Your friend Bauithas put me in an uncomfortable
situation. His activities might cause great damagsrael, a country that is the final refuge for
Jews. | shouldn’t have to say any more.”

“Morris, you're right; | did get you involved aném sorry. Malcolm is my problem as well as
theirs. When and where is this breakfast?”

“The Stanhope, Suite 1403, at 8:00.”

“O.K., I'll do what I can, but then | want nothimgore to do with Malcolm, or anyone
involved with him.”

“Don’t worry, thismishegaawill be over with soon enough.”

Morris hung up and called Menachem.

“Ariana will join us for breakfast.”
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Chapter 11

The Stanhope Hotel, New York City
November 1, 2003

“Mr. Goldman, thank you for joining us; please comel’m Avi Stein.”

Morris assessed the Israeli official: mid-thirties)itary bearing, rugged but handsome
features. His eyes were an unusual shade of gaggneen that he had seen only once before. They
were wide-set below a full head of curly black hair

“Has Ariana arrived?” asked Morris, as he and Awoak hands.

“Not yet.”

“So what do you want from her?”

“Miss Wright is involved with Malcolm Boulton whae suspect is providing financial
support to a Palestinian terrorist organizatiashom’t believe she’s knowingly acting against the
interests of the State of Israel, but as the grandlter of a man who has immense power in the
Middle East, we need to understand her, as wdleassrandfather’s, involvement.”

“How did you find out that she was seeing Boulton?”

“He is of interest to us, and in the course of ioquiries we became aware of their
relationship. | subsequently arranged to meet han affair in Baltimore. She had no idea that I'm
employed by the Israeli Government. We talked &edconversation became personal; she told me
she was in an unpleasant relationship with Boudiioth wanted out.”

Morris nodded, “She’s fed up with him and his griasé schemes. I'm sure she has no idea he
has links to terrorists and until now neither ditt’s unfortunate, but 1 did introduce him to men
with whom | do business.”

“And these men?”
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“As | told Menachem, one is Russian and the otiverdre from Botswana, all bureaucrats in
the diamond mining industry.” Morris paused for ament before asking, “Mr. Stein. Are you a
relative of Benjamin Stein? You bear him a strikiregemblance.”

“He’s my father. Did you know him?”

“I was visiting Moscow at the time Benjamin wassteal to the Israeli Embassy. He
approached me to gather rather sensitive informdtiohim, which | did, but not without
encountering difficulties. Your father got me dutked him, a man very much to himself, but a
man whose word was gold. I'm sorry he’s no longghws.”

“Thank you Mr. Goldman; we all miss him.”

Ariana arrived at the Stanhope wearing denims an@welry. She took the elevator to the
14th floor, walked to 1403, and knocked.

“That’s probably Ariana,” said Morris.

Avi opened the door.

“What on earth are you doing here?” asked Ariana.

“Mr. Stein is here to help,” interjected Morris be¢ Avi could answer.

“Help with what? | don’t need assistance from aaé$i businessman,” said Ariana.

Menachem Harel came out of his bedroom, shook haittisMorris and said, “Miss Wright.
I’'m glad you could join us. Please come in. I'vkea the liberty of ordering for everyone; juice,
pastries, bagels, smoked salmon, coffee and tdzer#é is anything else you'd like, please, jugt as
There’s no point in talking business on an empynstch. We'll have breakfast and then deal with
our problems.”

“Avi, why are you here and what is this ‘our prable’ ” asked Ariana. She had not entered
the suite.

“Ariana, you'll understand in a few minutes. Pleasome in.”

“No, | want an answer now or I'm out of here.”
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Avi's discomfort was obvious as he responded, “tknor an agency of the Israeli
Government. | arranged to meet you in Baltimorénd out the nature of your involvement with
Malcolm Boulton.”

“The Israeli Government? You were a high-flying exteve, and now you work for your
Government. Who in the hell are you, and what ageAaswer me.”

Before Avi could respond, Ariana said, “Everythiymu told me in Baltimore was a lie wasn't
it, even your sob story.”

Avi flinched, “Ariana, | know how upset you are.elieve me. | want to help you.”

“Help me. Help me with what, my love life?”

“Please hear us out. You’'ll understand.”

“Understand. Is that like believe me. What willdderstand? Why you lied to me? You're no
better than Malcolm.”

Hoping to defuse the situation Menachem interpict®liss Wright, we need your help. Avi
was acting under orders, he had no choice in thehgapproached you. Please come in.”

“Really? No choice, and under orders. Who pulls M. Stein’s strings, if that’s even his
name?”

The confrontation was interrupted by the arrivialh@ room service porter.

“Room service, | have your order.”

“Yes, one moment,” said Avi. “Ariana, please comsg i

“Alright, but | expect answers, not more lies,”d&iriana as she followed the porter into the
suite. There was no conversation while the food sea®ut. The porter left.

Menachem gestured toward the table, “Please helsgtves.”

No one did.

Avi said, “It's time to answer Ariana’s questions.”

“No shit.” Ariana placed her hands on her hips gladed at Avi. “What’s your name, and

exactly who do you work for?”
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“Avi Stein. As Avi in Baltimore, and Avi in New Y, | apologize. What | told you in
Baltimore was the truth, except for my occupatiomork for an arm of the Israeli Government. Had
| been aware of the circumstances surrounding ymavement with Boulton, | would have made a
direct and honest approach.”

“What circumstances? What circumstances would nyakean honest man?” asked Ariana.

“You've inadvertently become involved in a very able situation with people who can do
both the diamond industry and the State of IsraeVocable harm.”

Menachem interrupted, “Please, please. Slow doawe la bite to eat, at least some juice and
coffee.”

“You all do as you please. | want this over witfs time for me to get on with my day, and
my life.” Ariana looked to Morris and then Menache®@he continued, “I'm ashamed of my naiveté
in my dealings with Malcolm and Mr. Stein.”

Morris spoke up, “Ariana, it's important to keep @men mind. Malcolm and his associates are
intent on destroying the Israeli economy, as welDa Forster. You owe it to yourself, and to me, to
give these men a hearing. Then make your decision.”

“Morris, I'm sorry | lost my temper, but | can’tastd being lied to. I'm going to Geneva, to
tell Malcolm, what a miserable, bigoted, bastardshéwant him to understand that | will have
nothing more to do with him.”

Avi lowered his voice and said, “Ariana, we neednow what Malcolm is planning and how
much financial backing he has. We especially neddhow more about his relationship with the
Palestinian, Hassan Nabuli. If you know anythirg, ds; help us stop him. If, as | suspect, he tasn
shared his plans with you, we need you to get detiyou work with us, we’ll protect you.”

“Protect me? Malcolm is a prejudiced bastard, andranoyance, and | want to be rid of him,
but | certainly am not afraid of him. | allowed Malm to use my Grandfather’s name and influence
to obtain financing for his plans. He used me apidagvay with it, but | don’t need to be protected.

I'll do what I can, for Morris, for myself, and fony family’s reputation.
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“I'm going to Geneva this Friday. Malcolm is haviaglinner meeting with the Russian and
the two Africans that he met through Morris; heésplerate to impress them with the presence of a
Matossian. All | know about the meeting is thatiftends to make an offer for a large quantity of
Russian and African diamonds.”

Morris interjected, “Do you have any idea how biguachase? When | met with the Africans,
they bragged that they had a customer on the Hgokssed them and found out it was Boulton. He
told them he had the resources to compete withdpstér.”

“That’s talking big money, hundreds of millionsdid Menachem.

Avi commented, “Big dollars in the diamond industoyt petty cash in the oil business.”

Menachem continued, “To absorb that m&dugh he must have major buyers; we need to
know who they are and how much they committed tcipase.”

Morris responded, “As | told you, Malcolm used renieet the producers. He hasn't offered
to sell to me. I've heard rumors that dealers oidrand Belgium, none of them Jewish, are planning
major purchases, but | have no idea how muchelf thuy enough to disrupt De Forster’s business,
they will lose, if they haven't already lost, th&ights. I'm sure you're all aware that sighthofjer
primarily in Israel, Belgium, and the U.S. are lgedropped; they're scrambling to find new sources,
or unload their inventory and get out of the busié've chosen to do the latter.

“Boulton is either a genius or he’s blowing smolxet if he’s serious, his timing couldn’t be
better. The markets are in chaos. Everyone is e@about blood diamonds, treated diamonds, and
synthetic diamonds. It's mass paranoia.

“DeForster is touting their branded stones as tiig ones that are issue free. They're
counting on consumers becoming uneasy and demabdirkgprster’s branded diamond from
retailers. Dealers with substantial inventoriesiatbranded stones will be wiped out. The dealers tha
are willing to gamble that the branding strategynivavork welcome a new source. Boulton is
feeding off the uncertainty. He’s assured sevegalets that branded diamonds will not reach the

market.”
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Avi interjected, “We need to know why Boulton agseéhat De Forster won't be able to
deliver branded diamonds, and why he’s involvedWialiValter Gordon and George Deveraux are
in charge of the logistics and security for the riauilities. They believe their security is
impenetrable and their inventory adequate. Stdi/thave evidenced concern.”

Ariana added, “I've never heard Malcolm mention Walsordon, but he can’'t abide George
Deveraux. At dinner one evening in Geneva, | ogarti Malcolm tell several investors that he had
Deveraux by the balls. That was followed by a thatabout Rothman and the worldwide Jewish
conspiracy. | couldn’t believe Malcolm’s virulendeexcused myself from the table, went upstairs,
and called for a limousine. After his guests Mélcolm came upstairs. | told him | was leaving.”

Avi said, “Ariana, you're in a position to help. iNyou?”

“When | see him in Geneva, at the dinner. I'lbkb on the words, but I'll tell him that |
thought about it, and that he is a lot like my Gifather. he’ll validate my approval by impressing
me with the grandness of his scheme. After thatfimshed.”

“Ariana, | know how upset this is making you; yoond have to do this,” said Morris,

“You've told us what you know.”

For the first time that morning Ariana smiled, “Mist | must admit that the thought of getting
even with the bastard is rather appealing.”

“I've heard that your Grandfather always getsrew®metimes more than even,” said
Menachem.
“And so do 1,” replied Ariana.
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Chapter 12

Villa Shindell, Zurich, Switzerland
November 2, 2003

The Villa Shindell occupied three acres of mageifitty landscaped grounds, on the outskirts
of Winterthur, Switzerland’s sixth largest cityto8e walls surrounded a contemporary, two story,
wood, stone and copper residence. Upon the deadith @ivner it was purchased by the Winterthur
Insurance group and used a conference center. Wingerthur Insurance was purchased by Credit
Suisse the villa was refurbished as a residengagat house for the bank’s most valued customers.
At the time of the renovation, a state of the adusity system was installed. Only the most senior
security officers knew that every conversation wtie villa’s walls was recorded and monitored.
Walter Gordon, the Director of the IDSO, when disog the system to Alex Rothman, quipped,
“It pays to know our customers.”

An abundance of cultural activities, magnificecersery, as well as close proximity to the
Zurich Airport and the Zurich center city madent aeal and much sought after perquisite.

Credit Suisse, at the request of two of its wvalikddle Eastern customers, had made the
Villa Shindell available to Malcolm Boulton and Has Nabuli. Nabuli arrived on October™2He
was accompanied by his consort Assiz, and severahsts. Boulton was to arrive the morning of
November 2.

Assiz, sat at the breakfast table opposite HaSdamtable was set with warm croissants,
butter, strawberry preserves, chilled orange anthato juice, and piping hot coffee “Hassan, |
haven't been out of the Villa. I hope I'll see Zthiibefore we return to Syria,”

Hassan buttered a croissant, tore off a sectiordgped it in his coffee, “| am sorry, but it has

been prudent to restrict the activities of myoasstes.”
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Assiz sipped orange juice and with a casualnessdti@d her concern, asked, “Is there a
problem?”

Hassan finished his croissant before respondings;Yut it will be resolved.”

Assiz put down her glass, “ Perhaps | can help.”

“ That is most unlikely unless you have more knalgle than 1.”

“Knowledge of what, Hassan?”

“ The identity of the remaining Israeli informant.”

Assiz pulled her chair away from the wrought irahle, “Remaining informant. What are you
talking about. | have heard nothing of this.”

“The Israelis placed two informants in my organiaat Abbas uncovered and dealt with one.”

Assiz hesitated before asking, “Who was it, Ha8%an

“A Palestinian who valued Shekels more than loyalty

“Have you identified the other?”

“No, but I will.”

Assiz placed her left hand on Hassan’s shouldée s&oked his heavily bearded face with
the right. “I know this must weigh heavily, but ta@nly no one here is disloyal. You must not
worry.

“We'll go into the city, just the two of us.”

“That will not be possible---- not until my busirgeis concluded.”

“What business is that Hassan?”

“A meeting with Dr. Boulton, a supporter of ounusa.”

“I have not met this man.”

“No my dear, but you will. He’ll arrive within thieour; | will ask that his driver take you to
Zurich while | attend to business.”

“I'd rather be with you, but if that's not possibketrip to Zurich even with a stranger will be a
diversion.”
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“Assiz. I'm certain you'll find Dr. Boulton’s driveto be a pleasant and amusing companion.
He is that and more for Dr. Boulton,” said Hasdas,implication obvious.

“He is his lover,” said Assiz. “That is why you pat him to accompany me.”

Two rust-colored Dobermans who were napping oaramntal rug in the study, rose, bared
their teeth and moved silently through the breadkfasm to the foyer.

“My guest and your escort have arrived?” said ldasss he rose from his chair.

The voice on the breakfast room intercom was d#&p Boulton for Mr. Nabuli.”

Hassan, looked at the screen before pressing titeoton the security system. The heavy
wrought iron gates slid open. The Rolls Royceqallhto the circular drive. Hassan, the dogs at his
side walked out to greet his guest.

“1don’t like those dogs,” whispered Etienne aslyed the two Dobermans.

“I'm sure Hassan has them well trained.”

“I'll shoot the fuckers if they get near me,” s&tienne as he moved his hand to the 9-mm
Glock in his shoulder holster.

“Don’t worry about the hounds,” said Malcolm aspgted out of the car. He lowered his hand
toward the larger dog’s head.

Hassan seized Malcolm’s arm “Not advisable my fitién

Malcolm laughed , “Oh, I think it's quite advisablEhey must learn who their friends are.”

Hassan signaled the dogs. They sat.

Malcolm patted both. He said to Etienne. “They’reerpuppies; come play with them.”

Hassan scowled, his eyes narrowed. “Malcolm, youe lmaore important things to do than
fondle my dogs.”

The young Englishman stepped back, looked at Haggaraisingly, and put his arm around
the Arab’s shoulder. The Dobermans snarled.

“Hassan, it's been too long.”

Etienne stepped out of the car, his hand still uhdejacket.
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Hassan said, “Isolde, Tristan. Back.”

The dogs turned and trotted through the door. Batyed on the rug to continue their nap.

Etienne withdrew his hand from his jacket. He falénl Malcolm and Hassan into the house.

“Malcolm, we must have privacy. Will you have Etmendrive my companion into Zurich?”

“Of course, Etienne will be delighted to be of seev’

Etienne frowned.

Assiz entered the foyer and after being introdueddhe three men into the living room.
Hassan said, “Malcolm has graciously agreed te liienne accompany you to Zurich. You'll
have a chance to sightsee and shop.”

“Oh Hassan, that’s wonderful; but only if it cass® inconvenience.”

Etienne couldn’t take his eyes off the woman. Hatugsque figure was striking barely hidden
by a sheer silk caftan. Her features were chiselédwless milk chocolate. Her ebony eyes were
accented by sculpted brows. Glistening waist lercgtid-black hair framed her face.

Etienne said, “I've been around the boss too Idngpn't be an inconvenience, it will be a
pleasure.”

Assiz asked, “Hassan, is there anything in Zuyiou require?”

“Wine for our dinner tonight,” responded Hassanr Gasts are hospitable but they keep a

lock on the wine cellar.”
Malcolm interjected, “Allow me to provide the wifie

“Quite generous but certainly not necessary,” ezplassan.

“It will be my pleasure,” said Malcolm.

“Assiz please provide Dr. Boulton with the menuttus evening. Then, show Etienne

to his room. And by the way my dear, | suggest gloange into something more appropriate
for the city.”

Assiz’s eyes flared, “Certainly Hassan, | wouldmdnt to be an embarrassment.”

She turned to Etienne, “Will an hour be time enot@freshen up?”
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“Sure. And as far as I'm concerned you're dressastfjne.”

Hassan ignored the remark. He addressed MalcolngHtM have a word with you before you
unpack?”

“Certainly,” said Malcolm as he followed his hosta the study.

An antique desk of dark mahogany dominated the rddahogany paneling with the patina
of age covered the walls. Book shelves bent urideneight of leather bound volumes, most not
read since their publication in the 1800’s. Theooedl panes of a Tiffany lamp blended with the rich
colors of oriental rugs. A massive burgundy leatt#a was opposite the fireplace, two finely
tooled chairs of identical color on either side.lddém sat on the sofa, Hassan on a chair.

“Malcolm the canisters from Dimona have arrivediria. When we’re ready they will be
smuggled into Italy, and then forwarded to Sintavan.”

“Excellent, Hassan. But what is it that requiresimynediate attention?”

“The Mossad has infiltrated my organization. Oragtdr was identified and dealt with. The
second is in my household.”

Malcolm said, “You can’t be serious.”

“Unfortunately | am,” replied Hassan.

“Is the second informant here or in Syria?”

“I don’t know, ” replied Hassan “ though | have myspicions.”

“I can’t believe you let this happen.”

“l assure you our plans will not be compromiseeglied Hassan.

“You say you suspect someone. Who?”

“It saddens me, but | believe it is Assiz. If shae¢he second informant | will deal with her.”

“Deal with her now,” said Malcolm.

“I will not act prematurely, | must confirm my susjns,” replied Hassan.

“Hassan, | want her out of the picture.”
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“Must | remind you that we are business associabelsnothing more,” said Hassan, “Do not
interfere in my affairs. You will tell me how yawill deal with the De Forster security systems and
how we will transport and dispose of the diamaohds.

“I will tell you nothing until the informer hasgen identified and eliminated.”

“We are partners Malcolm. | will not risk the fuéuof my organization on a plan that | have
not reviewed. | need details.”

“And | need to see the body of the informer,” reglMalcolm.
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Chapter 13
Villa Shindell and Zurich

“Etienne, I'm sure you’ll be comfortable,” said Azssis they entered the smallest of the three
guest suites. “Robes, towels, and slippers aredrbathroom.”

“I'lll manage,” replied Etienne.

“I'm sure you will. I'll be back in half an hour.”

Malcolm entered as Assiz departed.

Etienne said, “That’s one gorgeous lady.”

“She’s that,” replied Malcolm, “but she may well @édlossad informant.”

“Come on Mac, she’s a Palestinian. Why would shekviar the Mossad?”

“I don’t know. But what | do know is that Hassarthénking with his prick and won’t
confront her. You'll be with her this afternoon.e read on her.”

“That’ll be my pleasure.”

“Enjoy her will you can, | have a feeling she wobé& with us much longer.”

As Malcolm departed, Etienne shook his head andpehned to himself, “Never can tell
where either of us will be.”

Assiz knocked on the door.

“Come in,” said Etienne

“Are you ready?” asked Assiz.

“Sure am,” said Etienne as he admired his hostbss.my you look fine in slacks, but then
you’d look even better without them.”

Assiz frowned, “Stop this nonsense; you have neradt in me.”

“Why do you say that?”

“It's of no consequence; in any event I'm with Haissand you're his guest.”
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“I may be his guest, but he sure ain’t my daddy you ain’t his wife.”

“Etienne, please don’t make this afternoon uncotafie.”

Etienne ignored her comment and said, “We’ll tdieeRolls.”

“No,” said Assiz, “we’ll take Hassan’s Toyotawill be better in town.”

“That’s fine with me,” replied Etienne.

On the road to Zurich, a black Mercedes pulled tetkine Toyota, stayed there for a moment,
swung to the inside lane and began to pass.vitesloThe driver stared at Assiz.

“What's that fool doing, eyeing you; | should rumhoff the road.”

“Ignore him,” said Assiz. She put her hand outwhedow and gestured. The Mercedes
passed.

Smiling, Etienne asked, “ Where'd you pick up oa Horns?”

“From a bellman in the hotel where | worked. Hesutalian. He gave the fingers to anyone
who didn't tip.”

“That man looked you over real good,” said Etienne

Assiz laughed, “Just a horny old goat.”

Etienne replied, “There’s no way I'll get used hese tight assed Swiss. They come on as real
proper and then light on any thing with tits. Magidfriend gets the once over whenever she’s
here.”

“His girlfriend?”

“Yeah. Ariana Wright, a bona fide ball buster, wh@randdaddy is one of the richest men in
the world.”

“Etienne, why is your boss meeting with Hassan®rged Assiz.

Etienne replied, “They have a common interest.”

“And that is?”

“They both hate Jews,” replied Etienne.
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“But that doesn’t explain why they’re meeting. Has said he had business with Dr.
Boulton.”

“Yeah, they have business, but that's enough atbem. What you doin’ here? The A'rab
doesn’t seem your type.”

“What type is that?”

“Old, mean, and ugly.”

Assiz responded, “Hassan’s a good man, and vergrgas.”

Etienne said, “Yeah, sure.”

The Toyota sped onto Universitatstrasse, past theelksity of Zurich, onto Ramistrasse, and
finally over the Quai Bridge at the end of the Zhsee. Assiz opened the window. Her hair fluttered
in the wind. “I've never seen so many boats; amdvonderful buildings, so old and well cared for.”

“So this is your first time in Zurich?”

“Yes, my first time outside the Middle East.”

Etienne said, “I'm hungry. How about a picnidla¢ Marina we passed. I'll pick up the wine
and something for lunch, maybe cold cuts, bread chieese.”

“That sounds delightful.”

“You can window shop while | get the wine and fdaghid Etienne.

They arrived at the corner of Bahnhoff and Augustijasse, parked the car in an underground
garage, and walked out into the shopping disffice weather was perfect with scattered cumulus
clouds.

Etienne said, “There’s a grocer on the corner. Wmdow shop and meet back here in ‘bout
half an hour. If one of those Swiss goats latadret you give him more than the finger.”

Assiz laughed. She watched Etienne enter the fbod.sShe walked in the opposite direction.
The black Mercedes pulled alongside.

The driver lowered the passenger window, “Avi’s nied about you. One of his informants

was killed. He thinks it's time for you to pull ot
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“Not yet. 'm onto something; an Englishman, MdflodBoulton, is meeting with Nabuli. Stay
near the Villa. If you see me outside the gate nget

The driver said, “Get in, there’s no point in fuethrisk.”

“Not until | find out what Hassan is up to.”

At the grocer’s, Etienne engaged in a battle e-comprehension with the shopkeeper whose
already ruddy complexion turned beet red. He sdeméto understand the American’s request.
Five bottles of wine were lined up beside the aagjister. Etienne jabbed at Malcolm’s wine list.
The balding shopkeeper exclaimed, “Ich habe dd#.n\ein, Nein.”

Assiz walked into the store and saw Etienne atebester, “He doesn’t have that wine,” she
said. She smiled at the shopkeeper and said, “Hsibezin anderer das ist sehr gut.”

“Ya, Ya, ich habe wunderbar,” replied the merchaglieved that he no longer had to deal
with the American.

“Sehr gut, danke” said Assiz.

“He said that he doesn’t have the Merlot you what,he’s picking something very good, and
| suspect, considerably more expensive.”

Etienne said, “You speak German?”

“Enough to get by,” replied Assiz.

Assiz smiled as the shopkeeper, Merlot in hantdymed. She said, this time in English, “Two
bottles of Hugel Gewirztraminer, a baguette, twgoArpears, a half pound of ripe brie, and a
quarter pound of English Stilton.”

The shopkeeper smirked, looked at Etienne, andeaddd Assiz, “Certainly, dear lady.”

“What the hell? That sonnabitch didn’t understarvdoad | said, and now he understands you
just fine.”

The shopkeeper bustled away for the Gewlrztramatepped at the produce area for the
fruit, and returned with two bottles and two pe&ts.went behind the delicatessen counter, cut the

Brie and Stilton, wrapped it, and handed the pagkadg Assiz.
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As the shopkeeper returned to the cash registienrg said, “I'm gonna kick his ass.”

Assiz whispered, “Relax it not only you he reseitts probably all Americans, especially
handsome ones who might steal his wife or daughter.

Etienne eyes expressed amusement. He put his Ingled Assiz’s chin, turned her head
toward him. “Yes sir, you're a hell of a womanslyou I'd like to steal.”

“You don’t have to steal me; I'm delighted to picnwith you.”

“And maybe more?” asked Etienne as they walkedbthe store and to the car.

They arrived at the Marina, and as the she sdbthetand wine on a picnic table she asked,
“How did you meet Dr. Boulton?”

“I finished my tour in the Navy and decided to makenething out of my life. | enrolled at
B.U. in Boston and took courses in business adin@tisn. | made ends meet by working evenings
as a bartender. Mac came into the bar where | vdokdnard ass who didn’t like white boys
hassled him. Mac may not seem tough but he’s dasod with his hands. He put the guy in some
sort of choke hold and ran him out the door. Wiketdj he offered me a job. Said I'd learn about the
security business. Instead I've landed up beindhbisse nigger.”

“And his lover,” said Assiz.

“What the hell. Where’d you get that idea?”

“ From Hassan.”

“Your A'rab’s full of shit.”

Assiz took his hand, “Don’t be upset. It doesn’ttteato me.”

Etienne said, “That’s the problem. You don't take seriously.”
“I'm with Hassan.”
“You best be careful.”
“Really, what makes you say that?”
“That man doesn't trust you and neither does Mac.”

“Hassan trusts me. And Dr. Boulton doesn’t know”me.
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During lunch there was an uneasy silence. The piwas less than idyllic. Etienne finished
his wine. He looked at Assiz, his eyes softeneldessaid, “Like | said before, you best be careful.”

“Why are you telling me?”

“Because I'm tired of hearing Mac rant and raveulibe Rothmans and the Jews. It won'’t be
long before he calls me a nigger. We’d both becbettf if we split.”

“You might be justified in leaving Dr. Boulton, bthere’s no reason for me to leave Hassan.”

“Believe what you want,” said Etienne.

Assiz rose from the bench, “It would be best if kept this conversation to ourselves.”

“Yeah, but I've had it with Mac and you’re A’rabm out of here.”

The drive back to Winterthur was uneventful. Asytpassed through the Villa gate Assiz
said, “I enjoyed the afternoon, and please donirywabout me, Hassan is my friend.”

Etienne responded, “ Maybe, but Mac sure isn't.”

As the car entered the courtyard, Hassan endgghbise conversation with Abbas Hilmi.
With the dogs at his side, he met Assiz and Etiextribe door, “You're back early.”

“Yes, | wanted time to help Hejaz prepare dinkt still needs guidance. ”

“Thank you my dear, I'm sure everything will be fget.” Hassan turned to Etienne.
“Malcolm wishes to see you. He’s in the study.”

Etienne grumbled, “Yeah, but keep those dogs away fne.”

“Don’t worry, they’ll ignore you,” said Hassan. Att Etienne left Hassan gripped Assiz’s
arm, “l was concerned you might leave me.”

“Leave. Why would you think that? Before Hassaunldaeply Assiz said, “You trust me,
don’t you Hassan?”

“You have not given me a reason to do otherwisé.I'Buafraid Malcolm is convinced that
you are an Israeli informant.”

“Hassan, you know that’'s absurd. The Israelie#iliny family. | would never help them.”

Hassan'’s voice hardened, “I wish to believe you.”
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“I love you Hassan. If | were to choose someonmittrust, it would be the Englishman.”

“Why?” asked Hassan.

“Etienne says that he is consumed with hate. Hatéhe Jews and, like most of the English,
probably for Arabs.”

Hassan replied, “Malcolm is a driven man. He&kseaoney, power and most, | think,
revenge. As long as he is of use to me his pregsdace of no concern.”

Assiz removed her arm from Hassan’s grip. She towkin her arms and said, “I hope it is as
you say my love.”

Hassan drew away from her and said, “Of that lassure you.”

“I'll attend to dinner,” said Assiz.
“Do that. | have business to attend to,” said Hassa

The tone of his voice sent a barely disguisedesttiwough Assiz.

Hassan entered the study where Malcolm was readimayel by Flaubert. Malcolm put the
book aside, glanced at Etienne, and said, “Eti¢elleme that they were followed by a black
Mercedes, which, after several miles, pulled ymgside and remained there until Assiz
acknowledged the made an obscene gesture whiclsufenwas a signal. The woman is an
informant.”

Etienne rose from his chair, “Mac, you’'re makingiach of it. That woman’s no spy. The
driver of the Mercedes was a horny old goat anddsdsed him.”

Hassan glared at Etienne before turning to Malct®uoir discussions are of no concern to
your driver. He enjoys Assiz's company. | thinkést that he join her in the kitchen.”

Malcolm said, “Etienne is aware of my plans; hethy.”

“Forget it Mac, I'm out of here.”
“Stay,” said Malcolm.
“What am [, your fucking dog?” said Etienne as bgerfrom his chair. The A’rab is right, I'd

rather spend time with his woman.”
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Hassan’s face reddened. “Your insolence is intblera

“Insolence, that’s a big word for an A-rab; youthe one handing your woman off; probably
cause you can’t handle her yourself.”

Malcolm interjected, “Enough of this. Etienne, doyau please.”

Etienne left the room. “You should not be so pregtwaus as to dictate who will be privy to
my plans,” said Malcolm, “You're the one with theoblem.”

“If I have a problem | will deal with it, but | wdntolerate your driver’s insolence. Now tell
me how we will proceed?”

“After DeForster’s security system and personn&kehaeen disabled, your people will move
the diamonds from the vaults into vans for transg@nce they are in our possession De Forster will
be forced to buyroughon the open market if they wish to fulfill themmmitments to their
sightholders. The Russians and Africans, upon wbesfRorster depends, will have committed their
future production to me and the Syndicate will lafiecredibility.”

“You say ‘will have’. So you do not have commitntefrom the producers?”

“Not yet, but I will by the end of my stay in Gerseu can assure you | will bring the
Rothmans and their Syndicate to their knees.”

“And the Israeli’'s?” asked Hassan.

“They will receive no diamonds from my new carigheir economy will be in shambles..”

“Don’t you mean our cartel?” asked Hassan.

Malcolm realized his mistake,” I'm sorry Hassandjdn'’t realize that you have an interest in
the diamond business. | assumed that the destnuatithe Israeli economy was your goal.”

“A means to an end. My people deserve a futuhggraeland and the means to support it.
That is my wish.”

Malcolm responded, “Of course Hassan. You have miygwthey will have the future they
deserve.”

“As partners in the new cartel?”
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“Yes, as partners.”

“ Then we will proceed, but | must know more. Weshdeal with the details, for that is
where the devil resides.”

“Certainly Hassan, but | can assure you that we'tncounter that charming fellow. This
operation is meticulously planned, and | hope ballwell executed.” Malcolm continued, “The
nerve gas in the canisters that your people reméreed Dimona will disable the occupants of each
facility for ninety minutes. Your associates widve masks to protect them.

“Five minutes after the canisters are put in pkaey will be activated. At that time | will cut
off communications between the vaults and De Fohstadquarters and unlock any areas that are
secured. Trucks will arrive at each facility fifteminutes after the activation of the canistersuryo
people will have one hour and fifteen minutes tdlthe diamonds, dispose of the gas masks. and
return to their work areas where they will appeartawaken with the other employees.”

“And this is all arranged?”

“Of course, except for the briefing of your peoplaw tell me Hassan. Are they reliable and
in positions that will permit them to do what igjuered?”

Hassan unlocked the top drawer of his desk, anddthMalcolm a brown folder with twenty-
one dossiers . “See for yourself.”

Malcolm spent the next half hour reviewing Hassatsount of his recruiting efforts.

The De Beers facilities in India were the firsb® infiltrated.

Hassan became aware of the Sen brothers wheniegvegla list of individuals who had left
South Africa with India as a destination. The Seese disillusioned and bitter. They immigrated to
South Africa in the booming economy of the earlyesgies, hoping to establish themselves in the
diamond industry. Their experiences with aparthiidir treatment as non-whites, had been
infuriating and humiliating. Even with the prospeof financial gain their status as second-class
members of society was unacceptable. They retumBdmbay. They needed money and wanted

revenge. Hassan promised both. The Sens now wéoké&ke Beers; Tapas, the older brother as an
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accounting clerk in the new facility and Rajid asiatant plant manager. They had performed well
in their jobs, were well liked and trusted.

The Syndicate’s Antwerp facility for processing uistrial diamonds had been easy to
infiltrate. The need for low level employees wabstantial and Hassan placed two Palestinians,
whom he had provided with credentials identifyihgrh as Syrian Jews, in the sorting area. They
were trained by the Syndicate and performed adiyiré Antwerp Jews were treated well. Most
importantly they were trusted. Joseph Dabbah aocdbJHassan would serve him well. The third
recruit, Miriam Abrams, was a Belgian Jew, a trdinerse, unmarried, who, with idealistic
aspirations had gone to South Africa to work in 8tmvShe met and fell in love with a black
physician who, shortly after their engagement, a@sised of anti-government activity and
imprisoned. After a prolonged interrogation he daad she fled the country. The South Africans
were her mortal enemies.

London teamed with prospects. Hassan found twosoffour recruits already in the employ of
the Syndicate. Heinrich Stetzman and Ludwig Metzgere Germans, and former classmates at the
Hochschule in Berlin where they learned that thesJiead caused the Second World War and then
undermined the German war effort. As far-fetched amreal as their views were, they became a
reality for these two young men who came to Lontboattend graduate school in Economics. Their
subsequent employment at the Syndicate’s curreading department was part of their scheme to
create huge trading losses for the Zionist corgcb$yndicate. They would undermine the power of
Jews in the diamond business and re-establish tyenfsupremacy that had reigned during the era
of Cecil Rhodes.

The alternative course offered by Nabuli wouldigtfeven greater damage and received their
enthusiastic support. This enthusiasm belied thew of Nabuli as a "Schwarze", and an arrogant
black savage."

The other two recruits were women, Jane Lydelldaalistic Cambridge graduate married to a

Palestinian lawyer, and Phyllis Ringer, the daugbte black South African lawyer who had
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attended the London School of Economics. Jane widrkéhe public relations department and
Phyllis in the investment department. Both womea é&gperienced apartheid and both were
dedicated to its abolition.

New York was a very different story. The infiltrati there occurred at a low, but critical level.
Two blacks, Ridgely Hull and Joe ltkins both workexisecurity guards. They were Black Muslims.
They hated Jews and South Africans.

Mustaf Karingi, alias Morris Karin, and Jahid Sameatias Jerry Samuels were both Libyans.
They were professional terrorists, infiltrated itibe United States with false papers in the late
seventies. They were skilled in the art of destomcand had patiently waited for the right
opportunity. When Khadafi decided that direct atiiothe U.S. was too dangerous they came to
work for the PLO. They now worked for Nabuli. M@&rvas the plant manager for the new facility
and Jerry was the assistant purchasing agent.

Though DeForster, in its proclamations had beempponent to apartheid Capetown proved
fertile ground for recruitment. The Syndicate pdad employment for blacks, with equal pay and
equal opportunity, except at the executive levat thias the dominion of white Anglo-Saxons.

Nabuli had recruited Joseph Bly, Nellie Attila, RdohWilke and Jesse Savimbe. Bly worked
as a diamond sorter, Attila a cook, Wilke a segugitard and Savimbe a chauffeur for the managing
director. De Forster was not their enemy but it waemnant of the past, the last dominion of the
white Boers and colonialists who had ruled theurdoy. If De Forster fell, the government and the
blacks of South Africa would control what was rifgiiy theirs.

In Israel security was unrelenting, but Hassaeisigtence was rewarded. Over a period of
three months four members of his organization vege by a building maintenance firm in Tel
Aviv whose personnel manager, though born of Jepasknts, dedicated himself to the aid of
Palestinians living in Israel. When his firm recsivthe contract for cleaning and maintenance at

DeForster’s facility in Ramat Gan he became Hassanwitting accomplice. Mohammed El
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Dheilan, Abd El Shaman, Nauru Zahid, and Abbas Héntered the DeForster facility at six a.m.
six days a week. The dossier on Beni Sakhr had tmeaved from the folder.

Malcolm completed his review, placed the foldertlom desk and said, “You seem to have
chosen your people well and | am comfortable thatan proceed. Now as to the timing. In
October and early November the vaults will be @filjoods for the holiday season. We will empty
them on November's

“I've made arrangements for a meeting place onidlaed of Sint-Maarten. Your people
should arrange to arrive on Thursday October 15willeneet on the 18. I will brief them and
distribute the canisters and gas masks. They etilirn to their jobs on the 18

“Why have you chosen this island?”

“Two reasons. First because there is minimal nargdtaffic and the island doesn't attract the
attention of drug enforcement officials and secbadause immigration and customs are lax so as
not to offend vacationers.”

Without warning, Assiz entered the room. Both mened. Hassan returned the folder to the
desk drawer.

“Hassan, I'm sorry to interrupt, but there is algem.”

“I told you that we were not to be disturbed. Wisahis problem?”
“Dr. Boulton’s driver has gone.”
“What do you mean gone?” asked Malcolm.

“He had his bags. He got into a taxi.”
“Did he say anything?” asked Malcolm.

“He asked me to leave with him.”
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Chapter 14
That Evening

It was time to return to Israel, but, to the yousigeli agent, the prospect of more information
was irresistible. Tonight, while the household slspe would find the folder Hassan shared with
Malcolm. Then, with what she was certain would beiable intelligence, she would leave.
Hopefully the agent she met in Zurich would, asadr be parked outside the gate.

At eight that evening Malcolm entered the diningno He wore a blue blazer, an
monogrammed silk shirt, a dark blue Sulka tie, Eamdgabardine slacks. Hassan arrived moments
after his guest. His flowing robe was withoutanfland startlingly white. Assiz followed. She was
stunning. This time in European clothes; a beigkéngth skirt, a shear, pale-yellow blouse of
Italian silk that did little to veil the darkneskleer breasts A twenty two carat gold mesh necklace
gleamed against the yellowed darkness of her lseast

Assiz had supervised the preparation of the mdwa.t&ble was set with crystal and silver
from the vaults of Credit Suisse. Broiled prawrmsrirPortugal garnished with sprigs of dill and
paper-thin slices of lemon were presented on aobeakck salt. A bottle of crisp white Burgundy
was poured. Malcolm ignored the food and drankwime. The departure of Etienne had put him in
a foul mood. He spoke sporadically and with vitdolected at the Rothmans, the Jews, Ariana, and
Etienne. Assiz listened attentively. Hassan waltitecevening to end.

Beef Wellington arrived, the crust delicate andylahe meat rare and warm. Hejaz carved.
Malcolm declined. Neither Hassan or Assiz displaged appetite. A bottle of Hospice de Beaune
remained open but untouched.

Assiz recognized that there was nothing to be ghlnyeprolonging the dinner. “Hassan,
Malcolm, please excuse me. I'll leave you to yousibhess.”

“It's too bad Etienne isn’t here to tuck you indid Malcolm.

“Assiz, our guest is taking the loss of his comparthadly and chooses his words poorly.”
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“You're a sensitive wog aren’t you.” said Malcolm.

Hassan rose from the table. He glowered as he“&udyot address me in this manner. If |
did not have so much vested in this scheme of youveuld have nothing more to do with you.”

“But you will Hassan, you will deal with me becausrir people have a great deal to gain.”

“Your right, 1 will finish what we have started, boot unless you pull yourself together and
deal with the situation at hand. Etienne knowsnauh, and is disgruntled. Where has he’s gone?”

“l could care less; the nigger is probably onws/ to Geneva to steal as much as he can
from the Chalet.”

“He must be dealt with.”

“Believe me I'll deal with him and you will deal ¥ your bitch.”

Assiz listened. She closed her door as the twolefethe dining room. Hassan went to his
room. Tonight he would not enjoy the pleasuresesfided.

She undressed and showered. Neither willing nier iabsleep she remembered Benjamin
Stein the man who had rescued her from a refugee taPalestine. He adopted her, ensured that
she had an education, and most importantly, usethfiuence in the Government to guarantee her
Israeli citizenship.

She would never forget him, a man with neither amif nor fear who walked into the most
violent camp in Gaza. At his side was a teenage boy

The man saw her; shabbily clothed, and alone, icrinigp the corner between a concrete wall
and a tin shack. He approached her, lifted her,@nd gazed into her eyes. She sensed his
compassion.

The man turned to the boy and said a few words.bidy turned away and walked to the
camp office.

When he returned he said, “Father, | spoke to thian in charge of the red crescent. She
said the girl's name is Assiz. Her parents werkediln the shelling.”

“Is anyone caring for her?”
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“No, the woman said she roams the camp. She siedps aid tent when there is room and
eats when food is available.”

“There’s something special about this girl,” saienBamin.

“There’s something special about everyone. But,Haefiag like this it is destroyed.”

“Avi, | am taking her to our home. Your mother needgirl to love.”

“And | will have a sister,” responded Avi who thenmned to the girl and said, in the stilted
Arabic he had learned in school. You will have aneawith us. You will be my sister.”

Assiz, was terrified. Despite the warmth of therels, she knew that Israeli’'s took away
Palestinians only to imprison them. Avi recognibed fear. He took her hand and said, “Don’t be
scared. No one will harm you.” Reluctantly sheaepanied the man and boy into the Red
Crescent tent. After signing a few papers Benjatmined to Assiz and said, “Now dear child, you
will have a home.”

It was a week before she spoke, first to Avi, tteBenjamin and Miriam. In a year she was
fluent. Her adoptive parents did nothing to dimininger heritage and she was at home in the Arab
community in Tel Aviv as well as the school sheatted. She matured into a beautiful woman.

As do all Israelis, she served in the Military. Hemguage skills led her into Army intelligence
where she recognized that she could help to laudddge toward peace. She was loved by some
and resented by others. Her skills were coveteallbipespite Benjamin’s perfunctory objections
she joined and was welcomed into the Mossad wdtezavorked undercover in Israel’'s Palestinian
communities.

Her first major assignment was the infiltrationHtdssan Nabuli’s organization. Nabuli was to
all appearances an activist, not a terrorist blit tite Israeli Intelligence community was warytus
growing influence. She found Nabuli to be intelhgekind, and thoughtful, but she quickly
recognized that the heat of anger and vengeanceesied beneath a fagcade of political compromise.

Her reverie ended.
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Hoping that Hassan and the others were asleeprebseadl. Black slacks, a dark blue
turtleneck sweater, and black loafers. She opbaeedoor and peered down the dark hallway. She
left her room, and staying close to the wall, fedt way to the first floor.

In the kitchen, a light glimmered from the refrigenn’s water dispenser. Using it as a beacon
she moved forward. In the dim light she found theeager that contained cutlery. She slid it open,
reached into the back, and grasped a short blaai@ugknife. As she removed it, the razor-sharp
edge of a long carving knife sliced through heslileShe dropped the paring knife. The clatter as it
hit the marble floor startled her. She sucked blvodh her finger.

The dogs, entered the kitchen. Their greenish gpés were malevolent. She bent down and
her eyes on the dogs, felt for the knife.

She rose and hesitantly made her way to the sitdydogs followed.

She walked to the desk and turned on the stailasgeg lamp. Neither moved from the door,
instead, their eyes followed her every movement.

She inspected the top drawer of the desk whereadddssd placed the documents he shared
with Boulton. She inserted the blade of the pakinde next to the lock and pressed down, the knife
bent, the lock held. She inserted the knife agathtwisted, this time wood splintered and the lock
loosened. Once again she inserted the knife aed liThe sound of wood splintering aroused the
dogs. They moved forward.

Assiz twisted the lock and the drawer opened.t8ble out the brown folder, opened it, and
held it beneath the lamp. Blood from her fingerpred onto the page. Her eyes moved over the
names and places. Satisfied, she placed the foder shoulder bag and walked toward the foyer.

As she reached the front door, the dogs who hadolWiet, responded to a high-pitched whistle
from the top of the stairwell. They bared theirtbe@nd separated; Tristan to Assiz’s right, Isdtile
her left. Assiz tightened her grip on the paringéas she grasped the brass knob with her lefi.han

Isolde lunged, sinking her teeth into Assiz’s fefearm. She let go of the knob, swung

around, and kicked, the sole of her shoe hittirgetighty-five pound dog squarely in the chest.
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Tristan sprang for Assiz’s knife hand. Assiz pluthdiee blade into his throat. The dog
swallowed blood, gave a sickening whimper, andtéethe floor.

Isolde attacked, this time sinking her teeth ilk&siz’s right hand. The knife fell to the floor.
Isolde’s back arched, and her feet dug into thpetaA shot rang out.

Malcolm stood at the top of the steps, gun in hatassan behind him.

Assiz stumbled out the door, staggered to the gardgtand fell.
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Chapter 15

International Diamond Security Organization (IDSO)

Geneva, Switzerland November 12, 2003

The windows of IDSO headquarters were dark exaaphibse of Walter Gordon'’s fifth floor
office. The sixty-three year old director sat is hged brown leather chair, brought with him from
his office at MI5. File folders were laid out ind&rly rank on the left side of his oak desk. A
diamond-shaped crystal ink well and an 18 kt gad, mifts from Alex Rothman, were on the right.
Walter addressed his colleague, “Alex called thismmg. He's delighted with operations at the new
facilities. He asked that | congratulate you ootawell done.”

George Deveraux, the nub of an English oval cigatathand, replied. “That’s kind of him,
but I'm not pleased, not pleased at all; a threleahalf minute loss of communication that can’t be
explained. That is not a job well done. It's gnbe something Boulton wrote into the program. My
people reviewed every line of code in the Argugpaans and couldn’t identify the problem.”

“That, I'm afraid is not our only problem,” repliaifalter, his involvement with this
Palestinian Nabuli is, at best, problematic. le@dlKimmel and asked him to look into his
relationship with Boulton.”

“And what did he say?” asked Deveraux.

“That they would, but I'm sure he already knew &mak he’s holding back, waiting to see if
he can take advantage of the situation.

“You have experience dealing with the Jews. lwam to remind them what's at stake.
Demand their cooperation. Let them know that eestder the Palestinian to be their problem and
we expect them to deal with him. And George, letttknow that if they don’t, you will---- after
you eliminate Boulton.”

“Should | consult prior to action?”
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“No,” responded Walter, “Do what needs doing, andtaxpeditiously, and if at all possible,
discreetly.

Walter continued, “On a positive note, we have wioodh London that negotiations with the
Russians are going well. They're ready to sigrve-fiear contract for the bulk of their production.

“And our negotiations with Botswana?” asked George

Walter responded, “A bit more tenuous, but | expleat they'll be successfully concluded.”

George asked, “Then why in blazes has Boulton lbeermunicating with Beritov, Donbo,
and Akimbe? He seems to have accomplished nothing.”

Walter placed the inkwell in its prior position asaid, “A bit odd isn'’t it?”

George commented, “And nothing that he seems tgplie explains Nabuli’s involvement.”

Walter rose from his chair. “But we are about tadfout.”

“How?” asked Deveraux.

Walter replied with a smugness that exceeded Blatge had been accustomed to.

“Nabuli has been in residence at Credit Suissdla "t Winterthur; Boulton visited. The
bank, like ourselves, wants to know what theirrdeare up to. They maintain audio surveillance of
facilities frequented by their clients, the VillaWinterthur is one of them.

“We provide the bank’s security department witisaof our current and former employees,
our sightholders, and others we do business withtlagy provide us with information that they
think will be of interest. We, of course, reciprtea

“Boulton, as an ex-employee, was on our list. iiisne came up during conversations
recorded at the Villa and , of course, | receigembpy of the tapes.”

“Have you listened to them?” asked George.

Walter responded, “No, but | believe we ought.”
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Chapter 16

Geneva, Switzerland
November 14, 2003

Ariana’s flight to Geneva left Newark Internatiorfétport at 6:55 in the evening. The Boeing
767-200's First Class cabin, capable of accommndd&b passengers, was sparsely occupied.
Ariana sat alone in the second row, unaware oiMtbssad agent in an aisle seat in the third row of
the crowded main cabin.

“Miss Wright, can | offer you a cocktail before defure?” asked a young steward.

“Yes, a whisky sour, and then I'd like to take @pnBlease don’t wake me.”

“Should | put aside a salad for later in the fligjht

“Yes, thank you, if it's no trouble.”

“None at all.”

The steward returned with the whisky sour. Arianghed it as the plane taxied onto the
runway. One half hour into the flight the stewardught her a blanket and pillow. Ariana drew the
window shade and fell into an uneasy sleep.

“Miss Wright, we’re on our final approach to Gengwsaid the steward as he placed his hand
on her shoulder.

Ariana awakened, her eyes reddened from the réateclidry air, “I can’t believe | slept
through the flight.”

“You must have needed the rest. Would you carsdame juice?”

“Orange would be great. I'll be back in a minutsglid Ariana as she put aside the blanket and
headed to the rest room. She splashed her facecaldhwater, reapplied her lipstick, and returned
to her seat. The steward brought her orange juideaa extra glass of ice and water, and said “You

slept through breakfast; I'm afraid we don’t hakie time for anything other than juice.”
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“That’s fine. I'll have breakfast at the hotel.”

Ariana passed through Customs and Immigrationmflisine from the Noga Hilton was
waiting. The driver opened the rear door. “Welcdm&eneva Miss Wright.”

“Thanks, | can’t wait to get to the hotel and gatne rest.”

The limo pulled onto the airport road and headestwevard Chamonix, drove a short
distance and turned south on the road into GeWithin ten minutes the limo pulled up to the
entrance of the Noga Hilton.

A black Mercedes with two occupants pulled to thebdifty feet from the entrance. A bald
heavy set man in the rear said to the driver, “S#din and tell him the woman has arrived at the
Noga Hilton.”

The hotel manager, Jean-Pierre, was waiting irabiey as Ariana entered. “Miss Wright, Mr.
Matossian called yesterday. He was concerned alooutsafety, and asked that we take certain
precautions, actually no different than those vke tahen he is our guest. We have changed the
elevator key that allows access to the penthowse, fand only you, myself, and the on-duty security
officer have copies. There will be no other guestshis floor during your stay. The household staff
and room service will be accompanied by one ofsaaurity people when their services are
required.”

“My Grandfather is a very cautious man, and I'mtrsorry if my stay causes any
inconvenience.”

“Miss Wright, it is our pleasure,” said Jean-Peeas he escorted her onto the elevator and to
her Grandfather’'s penthouse suite. Your luggadieo@iup shortly. Would you care for anything
from room service?”

“Thanks, | slept through breakfast on the planggucoffee, croissant, and preserves would
be perfect.”

“I'll have it sent up. If you require anything eJ]ggease call me directly, or if I'm not here ask

for my assistant, Carlo Lampert.”
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“Thank you Jean-Pierre.”

As the manager left the suite, Ariana opened teadtr doors onto the balcony. The view of
Lake Leman was magnificent. The morning sun andlbe, cloudless sky belied the fact that for
Ariana it was the middle of the night. She left twor open and went to the telephone that sat on an
elaborate writing desk. She called her Grandfashetivate number in Paris. His secretary answered
and immediately recognized Ariana’s voice.

“Ariana, your Grandfather has been waiting to He@n you. He’s very concerned.”

“I know, but there’s nothing to worry about. Malooband his friends wouldn’t dare do
anything to alienate him.”

“It's not Malcolm that bothers him. He was furiowben he found out the Mossad is using
you.”

“He may be upset but | had to help. Let me spedkto”

Dikran took the phone call in his office, “Arianastill can’t believe that you let yourself be
dragged from the frying pan into the fire. Involgigourself in a Mossad operation is sheer insanity.
| told you that | would deal with Boulton. Why didliyou listen?”

“Grandpa, believe me | understand how you feel |l lgat myself and my friends into this
situation, and the least | can do is help thenoget

“That’s noble of you, but you have no idea of ththtessness of the men you are involved
with. The Mossad will do anything to protect Istag@hterest. To them you are a pawn in a
dangerous game. Fortunately | have enough influemegtricate you from this mess.”

“Grandpa, I'm going to see this through. I'll firmait what Malcolm is up to, and then I'll be
done.”

Dikran responded, “For your sake, and theirs, lehem. As Jean-Pierre told you, I've
instructed the hotel staff to take precautionsnsuee your safety. If you insist on proceedingt@o
your dinner. But then | insist that you leave Genél'he Mossad will be content with whatever you

give them. After this | guarantee you will hearsee nothing more of them and you will do nothing

94



6/5/2007 2:48 PM

to encourage further contact. If it becomes kndivat you are working with them your career will
be ended. No one wants to be involved in theirrmss.

“On a more pleasant note, and speaking of busigess,mother told me about the possibility
of your partnering with Lawrence Winston. You hawg wholehearted support; you will have the
money you need.”

“You dear sweet man, you're bribing me aren’t you?”

“I wouldn’t call it that. I'm insuring the futurequ deserve, a future with out Malcolm
Boulton.

“Grandpa, after dinner tonight | can assure yoli be’ out of my life.”

“My dear girl, | have a great deal of confidencey@u, but still I'd be more comfortable if you
let me handle everything.”

“Grandpa, there’s no need for you to worry. | lgol.”

“Please Ariana ----"

“Don’t worry, and thanks for the use of the sultksee you soon.”

Ariana walked through the penthouse. There weeetbedrooms, each with an elaborate
bathroom. The huge living room and dining room &ated the lake. A fully equipped kitchen
was used by the hotel chef to provide meals fortimge that took place on Dikran’s occasional
stays.

She picked the smallest of the three bedrooms,akeplaher two suitcases, and prepared to
take a shower. She was interrupted by a voice a@fnam the intercom at the entrance. “Miss
Wright, | have your breakfast. Would you like mebting it in and set it out for you?”

“No thanks, just leave the cart at the door. 18t ¢ in a few minutes.”

The shower in the suite was state-of-the-art. lo tmnutes the glass enclosure was filled with
steam. Ariana set the thermostat to deliver 99&miato the steam and stepped in. The steam and
warm water was soothing. After five minutes sheadt toweled off with an oversized plush towel,

put on a white terry cloth robe, and wrapped asécmaller towel, turban like, around her hair.
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She walked out into the foyer, opened the dooh¢ohiallway and wheeled in the cart. The croissant
was still warm, and a small caddy contained cheasgpberry, and orange preserves. Coffee, hot
milk, and chilled, freshly squeezed orange juiceenr three insulated carafes.

As she ate, Ariana speculated on the evening tec&ine had met the Russian, Beritov, in
London, where she had approached him on Malcolefslh. Beritov had made a good impression
on her. He seemed honest and forthright, willingeal with Malcolm if it did not conflict with his
responsibilities to his employer, the Russian BureaMineral Development. On the other hand, the
two Botswanians whom she had met on a party hdstddorris, were intolerable. They were
officious, greedy, and rude. Only after Morris infeed them that she was Dikran Matossian’s
granddaughter did their behavior improve. Obseggifawning replaced rude flirtation.

She glanced at the dossiers Avi had given her; stliinamediately she put them aside. The
backgrounds of the men she would dine with werenportant. Tonight she would ascertain their
relationship with Malcolm, and never again deahwitem.

It was noon when the phone rang. She put downdbk& bhe had been reading. The
receptionist informed her that a Dr. Boulton wasloaline.

“Yes, Malcolm”

“I'll pick you up at 7:30.”

“That won't be necessary,” said Ariana, “I'll udeethotel limousine.”

“I think it best to arrive together,” said Malcolm.

“For the last time,” replied Ariana
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Chapter 17

Geneva

The biannual meetings of the United Nations Oft€&conomic Development provided
Mikhael Beritov with the opportunity to developdndships, eat well, and acquire a taste for the
affluence of the West.

Leonard Gelman’s elegant apartment at the edge Gakeva was adjacent to the wooded
grounds of the Palais des Nations. It was Berittw'sse during his stays in Geneva, a token of
appreciation from the largest De Forster sighthoildé\ntwerp who was also Beritov’s most
important “gray” market customer. Michael, upon laigival in Geneva went directly to the
apartment, napped and dressed for his meeting @tthbo and Akimbe whom he despised.
Unfortunately, as Chairman of the first confereheehave to greet them, and to make matters
worse, spend the evening with them at Boulton’siéirat the Richmonde. Were it not for the
possibility that Boulton would make an offer thatwid enable him to break De Forster’s yoke on

the Russian diamond industry he would have dindgd Gelman.

Moise Akimbe and Nelson Donbo arrived on a chaddight from Botswana. A porter
carried their baggage through Customs and Immaratnd a waiting limousine took them to the
Noga Hilton. They unpacked, showered, became somtesdber, and dressed.

The driver, whom they had engaged for the duratidheir stay in Geneva, delivered them to
the Palais des Nations. They entered and wereegrbgta strikingly beautiful oriental receptionist.

Nelson addressed the young woman, “Inform Miclgsezltov of our arrival.”

Responding to the discourtesy with which the regwes made, the receptionist replied
brusquely, “ Your names?”

Before they answered she took an incoming call.
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Donbo and Akimbe interrupted her conversation. “Vadeness will be noted. Now tell Mr.
Beritov that the representatives from Botswana lzawiged.

“Certainly, as soon as | finish with this call.”

Five minutes passed before Beritove entered thHeyldHe greeted the Africans with studied
indifference. “Nelson, Moise. You had a pleasaightf?”

Moise replied, “Satisfactory. We're here to see affices, and prepare for the work ahead.”

Mikhael did not betray his amusement as he repligidl feigned warmth.

“Certainly, | know you have many issues to deahwitl take you to your office.”

Beautifully appointed offices were on both sideshaf luxuriously carpeted hallway, and the
two Africans looked at each in anticipation. At #r&d of the main corridor they turned right, passed
through a steel door, and walked down one flightrafarpeted stairs to a dingy passage with a
brightly lit Coke machine at its far end.

“We’'re almost there; just around the corner,” ddihael, as he awaited the response of the
diplomats to their quarters.

Mikhael motioned to his left, and the three meressd a room, barren and barely large
enough to accommodate them. Two undersized gragl mesks, two straight-back metal chairs
covered with worn green naughahide, and a sligisyy filing cabinet, its drawers open and littered
with old documents, filled the space.

Nelson glared at the Russian, “This is our offit@ossible!”

Mikhael, delighted with their response, answerdids“the best available at this time.”

There was a moment of silence.

Knowing that they would never step foot in the cédflagain, Moise changed the subject.
“Mikhael, you know the Wright woman?”

“Yes, 1 do.”

“Do you trust her?”

“Why do you ask?” replied Mikhael.
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Moise smiled. “Why do you not answer? You are demsimy friend.”

“That is not your concern,” snapped Mikhael, “arai not your friend.”

As the Russian turned to leave, Moise said, “Mikhtie Wright woman spoke of this
Englishman as a buyer for our diamonds. With Desteomplaying their new game, our stockpiles
have grown, as I'm sure have yours. Both our caeesitneed hard currency. We should co-ordinate
our strategy.”

Mikhael turned back, closed the door, and seatedéif on the edge of the nearest desk.

“I cannot imagine that the requirements of hemfdievould be of any real significance to
either of us; although his association with Goldraad Miss Wright gives him some credibility.
She is, after all, Dikran Matossian’s granddaughter

Nelson casually investigated the contents of tigficabinet, seemingly ignoring the
conversation. Moise sat behind the desk in thedaner and asked, “Did you know that Boulton
worked for De Forster? | have heard that he waslwed with the development of their new security
system. | made inquiries, but no one at De Forsiiediscuss security, even when they are drunk.”

“Have you heard of Argus?” asked Beritov.

Neither man responded.

Beritov continued, “It's the name of their new qauter system. Boulton headed its
development and installation. | suspect that hdén@gdo do more than buy our diamonds. If he
intends to use his knowledge to damage DeForstdgll ot risk doing business with him.”

Nelson said, “We will make our own decisions, buainy event the dinner will be
entertaining. | have heard the food at the Richnedaautstanding and I'm certain our host will
spare no expense. And our hostess Miss Wrighbeaatiful woman whose company | relish. I'm
looking forward to the evening.”

Moise nodded in agreement.

Beritov walked out of the office without comment.
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Moise said, “ Nelson, these offices are abomindldeaspect the Russian has chosen to
humiliate us.”

Nelson responded, “He will pay; Russia is fallingae and will be run by gangsters. A man
like Mikhael will not last long.”

“No he won't,” replied Moise, “I suggest we retuo our hotel, and decent surroundings. |

do not intend to work here.”
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Chapter 18

The Hotel Richmonde
November 14, 2003

Malcolm dialed the main number of the Noga Hilttdvljss Wright please.”

“One moment sir,” answered the woman at the swaeahdb.

The next voice Malcolm heard was that of a man.yMask who is calling?”

“You may, but | choose not to answer,” respondedchlen. “Put her on the line. She’s
expecting me.’

“One moment sir.”

The next voice Malcolm heard was Ariana’s.

“Malcolm, where are you?”

“I'm at the entrance. I'll come up.”

“No, I'll be down.” Ariana locked the suite, tooke elevator from the penthouse to the first
floor, and exited into the lobby. A group of Japsméusinessmen looked at her appreciatively,
several took photos. She ignored them as she walkedf the hotel, her golden fox coat hanging
loosely over a tailored beige Chanel suit.

Noting the new driver, she asked, “Where is Eti&ine

“Etienne and | have parted ways.”

“Parted ways; you two were joined at the hip.”

“No more than we are,” responded Malcolm as Arieantered the rear passenger
compartment.

Ariana didn’t respond, remaining silent throughthé short drive to the Richmonde, a
hostelry that catered to the powerful and affluespecially those who disliked the ostentatiorhef t

nouveau riche.
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Malcolm and his guests were unaware that the Ricld®aovas a holding of one of De
Forster’'s many subsidiaries; its ownership burrednf public view in interwoven partnerships that
tax authorities in Switzerland and England had neweaveled. They were also unaware that
business conducted in its lavish suites and emtentnt venues was monitored by the IDSO.

A liveried doorman approached the car, walkedh#oright rear passenger compartment, and
ceremoniously opened the door for Ariana. He themed briskly around the rear of the car to assist
Malcolm.

The driver was already there, the door fully opesnMalcolm stepped out, he backed into the
attendant, who fell to the ground, landing in agiadf water, remnants of a late afternoon shower.
Malcolm laughed. Ariana approached the embarragsednan, and helped him to his feet.

“Let the clumsy oaf be! You needn’t soil your sh@esaid Malcolm as he walked to the
entrance.

Ariana ignored his comment and, using her handkefdrushed off the stain on the rear of
the man’s uniform. “There was no need to do thatidfaoiselle, but thank you for your kindness.
May | escort you to the hotel?”

“Certainly, | apologize for my companion. His ru@ss was uncalled for.”

Malcolm waited impatiently in the lobby. “There was need to help that oaf ,” he said as he
took Ariana’s arm and propelled her into the coitktainge. Ariana pulled away from him as they
approached the table where Mikhael, Nelson, ands&aiere seated. There were only four seats at
the table. With neither apology nor comment todbeupants of an adjacent Malcolm removed a
chair.

Moise wasted no time getting to the point. Addmegdalcolm, he said, “Miss Wright, on the
occasion of Morris Goldman’s party, indicated tahest you wish to purchase our diamonds without
the participation of De Forster. If we sell to ywa risk retribution by De Forster. It must be worth

our while. How much will you buy, and at what pf2e
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Malcolm smiled, turned to Ariana as if to recogniiee complicity, and responded, “I will buy
all of your production for the next five years 18 more than you are now receiving, a deposit
now, and cash on delivery each year thereafter.”

Moise’s astonishment was evident as he turned teaNeand then Mikhael. “That is not
possible. Do you realize how much money that woetglire?”

Before Malcolm could answer, Mikhael asked, “Andnfrus? A similarly absurd amount.”

“Your entire production for five years on the sat@ens,” answered Malcolm, his pleasure in
their bewilderment evident.

“You can't be serious. You know how much is invaly@ow much money, and how much
risk? I'm not here to play games. Miss Wright tote that the purchase was to be significant, but
you are asking us to permanently destroy our geiatiip with De Forster, and jeopardize the
stability of the market, to make a deal worth bills of dollars with a man with no history and no
apparent resources,” said Mikhael.

Malcolm responded, his voice almost a whisper, i&tory, no history indeed. My
Grandfather’s bank lent the Rothman’s the mondyuitd De Forster. Without my family there
would be no Syndicate, and | now have the resodocesgain control of what should rightfully
have been mine.”

Donbo spoke up, “I can be no part of this madnées. are insane! Mikhael, how can you be
a part of this craziness? De Forster will nevegride this. They will destroy our diamond busiriess.

Beritov ignored the African and said, “You are guserious aren’t you?”

“I certainly am,” replied Malcolm.

“How do you intend to proceed?” asked Beritov.

“I have sufficient funds to purchase your entirecarction, and the production of all of De
Forster’s suppliers for the next five years. | easure you that the sightholders will be happyuy b

from me, especially at lower prices. They are avitaat the new branding program, and De Forster’'s
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efforts to destroy confidence in unbranded diampnodsld end up destroying them. Besides, they
will have no choice.”

“What do you mean by ‘no choice?’ ” asked Mikhael.

“De Forster will have no diamonds to sell,” anseeeMalcolm.

“That’s absurd,” said Nelson “They have huge ineeies; that is how they manipulate the
market.”

“l assure you that when the time comes, they vélthrer compete or retaliate,” responded
Malcolm.

“And what is your assurance worth? Even though Mgght's presence provides credibility,
we do not know that you have the funds to suppaut pffer and even if you did, you do not have
the organization to distribute our diamonds. Yonnm succeed, and although you may have been
able to convince investors with no knowledge of lousiness, we will not be fooled. | for one will
not give up a proven, though thorny, relationsbiparticipate in a wild scheme,” said Mikhael.

Donbo and Akimbe nodded their agreement. “Mikhaaldrrect. You may have the money to
make the initial purchases, but the IDSO will intlate the sightholders. De Forster has sufficient
inventory to flood the market and make all our diachs worthless, and it is absurd to say that they
will not have diamonds,” said Nelson.

“They will bankrupt you and your foolish investafyou attempt to gain control of the
market,” said Moise, raising his hands in mock d&sp

“Gentlemen,” continued Malcolm, “the sightholdersokv that the Syndicate is planning to
eliminate them from the chain of supply. They Wil more than happy to buy and distribute my
diamonds, especially after | have destroyed DetEnfs

“Destroy the Syndicate? Just how do you intendotthét?” asked Beritov, as Ariana listened
in amazement.

“That is my problem, but as | said, they will neitiflood the market nor retaliate against

you.
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“What about the productions from Canada and Ausf?alasked Nelson.

“Once | have an agreement with you gentlemen|llapproach the Australians. They have
not been satisfied with their arrangement with Dester, and their new finds of gem-quality
material are causing even greater stress in tationship with the Syndicate. | have it on good
authority that De Forster is trying to prevent thieam opening new mines.

“The IDSO has been covertly funding environmeatdlon and human rights groups who are
raising a furor over the effects of mining on inglgus populations. Believe me, the Australians will
join me when the time comes. They have, as yoaasge, already ended their contractual
relationships with De Forster. The Canadians waugiotout on their own, and will sever whatever is
left of their relationship once they see event®olthf

“But those are details that need not concern ydhisttime. | don’t expect you gentlemen to
respond until you are convinced of my resourcesantdin the agreement of your governments. |
will, therefore, provide you with substantial dowayments, sufficient to convince your superiors of
my ability to proceed, and to compensate you faryaforts on my behalf.”

Donbo and Akimbe smiled. Mikhael remained impassive

Donbo asked, “And exactly how much do you meanunstantial.”

Malcolm withdrew three letter-size envelopes fromjacket pocket, “Gentlemen, | have
drafts on Credit Suisse. He raised them in theaad, placed them, with a flourish, on the cocktail
table. Akimbe and Donbo took their envelopes. M&Hat his sit. Donbo was the first to respond.
“If this is your idea of a joke, I don't ...”

He was interrupted by Moises’s vituperative eruptitd don’t appreciate your humor, Mr.
Boulton.”

Malcolm laughed, “I am quite humorous at times, inuhis instance, there is no humor
intended. The funds are available to you, and yespective governments, immediately upon

presentation of the drafts, and my oral confirnratio Credit Suisse.”
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“This draft is equal to the full amount of De F@ns$ purchases from us for the last two years,
and the second draft, which is made out to meyiie @mple,” exclaimed Nelson.

“Your backer must be Dikran Matossian,” said Masehe turned toward Ariana.

Ariana was expressionless as she thought of tip@nse that her recounting of this meeting
would get from Morris and the Israelis.

“My backers are my business,” interjected MalcclMoney is money, especially when there
is a great deal of it. Mr. Beritov, if you caretéke your envelope, you will find that the firstér
equals the amount paid by De Forster for two yeay®ur country’s production, plus the ten
percent that | mentioned. The second draft shoelddequate to ensure your efforts on my behalf.
Additional funds, for the next three years of oanttact will be forthcoming upon agreement by all
parties.

“Gentlemen, | think this should convince you of sgriousness, and of the substance of my
finances.”

Malcolm lifted his glass and offered a toast, “Gemien, to a prosperous future!”

The Africans reciprocated; Beritov turned towardafa, moved his glass near his slightly
parted lips, and said, “To the Matossians and theab friends!”

Ariana was not prepared for the magnitude of Maitslplans, nor the financing he had
obtained from her Grandfather’s associates. Smetuto Malcolm, smiled, stood up and said,
“Malcolm, if you don’t mind, could we speak privatdor a moment?”

“Of course, my dear,” replied Malcolm, enjoying ttenspiratorial nature of her request. The
three men watched, with unbridled curiosity, asddhah followed Ariana into the lobby.

Ariana stopped twenty feet before the receptiskd@y God Malcolm, what is going on
here? | thought this was to be a purchase of sareelsut billions of dollars. Destroying De Forster
bribing government officials. This is madness. Yeuhvolving my friends and my family in your
preposterous scheme. | want no part of this, aittiarewill they when they become aware of your

plans.”
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Malcolm glowered, grasped her forearm, placedipgstb her ear as if to kiss. He whispered
menacingly, “You are a part of this. You'll stay fdinner, be your usual charming self, and then
we’ll be through. Through forever.”

Ariana recognized the threat. She should havenkstéo her Grandfather. She blanched as
Malcolm tightened his grip and shoved her back tovwhe lounge. She wanted to strike out, but
was determined to keep her promise to the Israalisto Morris.

“Malcolm, take your hands off of me. If you toucleragain I'm out of here.”

“Why don't you just leave?”

“I wouldn’t think of it, Malcolm, I'm curious to sejust how insane you really are,” she said
as she pulled away and headed back into the lounge.

“Gentlemen, shall we proceed to dinner? I'm famisrend a bit exhausted from my flight.”
She turned to Malcolm who had followed her bach e lounge, took his arm in the firmest grip
she could manage, and led the way into the diroogt

Her Grandfather had taught Ariana many things,ajinehich was to appreciate fine food no
matter the company or circumstance. The offeririgh@Richmonde were indeed fine, and she
decided that nothing would come between her andnéted. She remembered her Grandfather, at
dinner with an especially difficult and obnoxiousddle Eastern oil man, whispering to her,
“Remember my dear, that revenge can often be teetest dessert.”

Her decision made, she focused on the meal.

Sevruga caviar and oysters from the French coashgganied by ice-cold Grey Goose vodka;
Chateaubriand rare, with a wonderful Shiraz; andetiareads delicately sautéed with Mersault. The
feast seemed endless, the prior conversation ihyrtisgotten in the almost Bacchanalian
atmosphere, until Mikhael, without prelude, ask&tglcolm, who are your backers, these friends of
Mr. Matossian?”

Malcolm seemed to ignore the question, but affemamoments, he replied, “Mikhael, as |

said, my backers are not your concern, but | caorasyou my finances are adequate.”
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Nelson spoke up, his voice colored by the wine.l¥an count on my support, my whole-
hearted support. But, | must first find a way temeace my government. Surely, additional funds for
my efforts will be forthcoming.”

“Of course, Nelson, of course,” said Malcolm aditha thick Montecristo cigar. The aromatic
smoke swirled around him. Malcolm observed his tpjé8s face animated, Ariana all but forgotten.
He would deal with her soon enough. She had heardwuch, but her presence had been essential.

Ariana listened and thought to herseNd'wonder the Israelis wanted informatidon

Mikhael asked Ariana, “Would you care to dance?”

“Delighted, Mikhael, I'd love to. I'm sure Malcolmnd his new partners have a lot to
discuss.”

As they stepped onto the dance floor, Mikhael sddur friend’s scheme is quite
implausible, nevertheless my responsibilities toganyernment require that | present it. We still
have unresolved issues with De Forster. An alteragroposition might provide us with leverage.”

“Mikhael, you are a good man. | advise you notébigvolved with Malcolm.”

In an alcove, a waiter stood motionless behindgelaillar and adjusted the sensitivity of his

microphone.
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Chapter 19

Moscow, Russia
November 18, 2003

Bank drafts in hand, Mikhael Beritov returned toddow. Middle Eastern oil moguls were
the financiers behind Boulton’s plans, and it wiaaicthat a battle of epic proportions would be
waged. Malcolm Boulton, backed by immense Aralwaélth, against the mineral empire of single
family, the Rothmans. The State of Israel wouldibéctim, and Russia a pawn in the struggle. With
this in mind, Mikhael entered the offices of thenlidtry of Trade.

The huge building, once crammed with bureaucraas, alf-empty; scaffolding and empty
paint buckets littered the canvas-covered flooremtworkmen, paid only intermittently by the
near-bankrupt Government, exerted minimal effort.

A decrepit elevator, with crackled paint and wdoofing, made ominous sounds as it carried
Mikhael to the third floor reception room whereaged, hawk-faced woman sat on a straight-
backed chair behind a worn wooden desk. His engrdisrupted her perusal of a tattered copy of
Vanity Fairmagazine.

“Ah, our wandering prodigy returns. Have you brouge something from Geneva? Some
chocolates, perhaps?” She placed the magazineeatesk, and in a pretended whisper said, “No,
no, that would be too much trouble for a man ohsimgportance. Your father, he always brought me
something. He knew how to treat his associates.”

She looked at Beritov with obvious affection adtnued, “You are here for your
appointment with the Minister. He is occupied. Haveeat.”

Beritov walked behind the desk, bent down and ¢ghgeld woman a hug, and then went to

the far end of the room where he seated himsedf @attered cloth chair. He looked at the secretary,
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who had been a friend of his father’s, and saiidtH# ruble had been worth anything, | would have
brought you some Swiss chocolates.”

“No matter,” she responded, “I'm already too fat.”

A half hour passed, and a short buxom woman emdrgadthe minister’s office. “He’s
ready for his next appointment. I'll be back nexek, same time. Convince the old goat to
requisition a decent sofa, it would make my labutsh easier.”

“A decent sofa, hah; I'll have a chair that doesm#ak my back before you get your sofa.”

The minister came to the door of his office, stnéémed his tie, and motioned Mikhael to join
him.

“Mikhael, back from your Swiss playground just imé to deal with the complaints from
London. De Forster finds your procrastination uegtable, and is threatening to withdraw their
offer for our diamond production. They want to cloige the agreement within a week, as does our
President. He is depending on the one billion delila hard currency they are willing to advance,
and the subsequent monies, to ease our rather sfaalsjtion to “the New Economy” and inspire
confidence in our economic future. He has emphddizene that we cannot afford to antagonize
those willing to provide us with hard currency. Eaip to me why the negotiations with De Forster
have not been completed.”

“Minister, a new buyer for our diamonds has entehedmarket, Malcolm Boulton. He is
backed by Arab oil interests associated with Dikvéatossian, and is proposing to purchase our
diamonds on better terms than those offered by @sté&r. As you are well aware, De Forster has in
the past gotten their way by economic and politictnidation. Their sudden generosity may be the
result of weakness, resulting from the new polithed Alex Rothman is implementing. De Forster’s
attempt to brand diamonds, the elimination of dighters, and the appearance of created diamonds
in the market, has caused confusion, unrest, astdbility in the markets.

“Boulton’s offer, if it is creditable, will, if ndting else, strengthen my ability to get

concessions from De Forster. | have a Swiss baatk fr two and a quarter billion dollars, in hard
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currency, as an advance against the purchaserobdis, and a second draft that was offered as a
bribe. The first draft will be negotiable only aftge formally accept the offer, the second is
negotiable now.”

The minister looked in amazement at his aide, hggeaevident; his eyes suddenly animated.
“Mikhael, so that is what you have been up to im&a. You have exceeded your authority.
Although you may not be enamored of De Forstely tiave been reliable and their current offer has
merit. The President is disposed to accept ithas &he prospect of hard currency from De Forster
has reached the news media and the financial comtyniihe value of the ruble is already rising,
and by acceptance of De Forster’s offer we arecataig our commitment to work with the West.
Our relationship with De Forster, although thonsyproven, and their control of the marketing of
diamonds is iron fisted. Without them, our diamonasild be shiny pebbles lost in the sands of
commerce.”

Beritov looked at the ceiling, as though askingriberly allowed God for permission to speak.
“Minister, if | had not believed that Dikran Matess was involved, | never would have considered
the offer, and | must admit that at the meetinggneddaughter seemed surprised at the magnitude
of the finances involved.”

“You consider this worthless paper an offer. Mighgou are blinded by your resentment of
De Forster and their heavy handedness. Howewgouifire correct and Matossian is actually
providing the financing for this scheme, | suppagemust take it seriously and present the offer to
the President. Matossian is already a major playeur oil businesses, and | know he has indicated
an interest in our diamond mining and cutting. Thitter should be considered at the highest
level.”

Mikhael opened his briefcase and removed the tvnk blaafts. “Here are the drafts that |
received from Boulton.”

The Minister took the drafts. “We will undoubtedigntinue our relationship with De Forster.

However, this is an uncertain world. You will makevritten report; omit nothing; though you need
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not mention the smaller draft. The funds, thouggligéle, might prove of use to us. You will
deliver your report and the larger draft to Professosensky, the Director of Economic
Intelligence. He will discuss the matter with thesdent.”

“Minister, with your permission, | would like to ed’rofessor Kosensky at once. | believe this
matter deserves his immediate attention.”

“See him, and then get back to me.”
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Chapter 20

Tel Aviv, Israel
November 20, 2003

Awakened by the sound of an incoming phone calli@e rolled over, glanced at the clock,
and lifted the handset.

It was Avi. “Reuvi, we need to talk.”

“What the fuck do you want to talk about at 2 a’m.?

“Deveraux called,” replied Auvi.

“And that's the reason you're calling me in the dialof the night, to tell me how important
you are? Hold on a minute, | need a smoke.” RelivanGauloise, inhaled deeply, and blew the
smoke at the receiver.

“What did he have to say?”

“That Boulton hired Nabuli, the leader of a tersborganization, to cripple De Forster’s
diamond operations. Deveraux says that Nabuliigpooblem, and if we let him interfere with the
operations at Ramat Gan, or elsewhere, there witldnsequences. He wants me to come to Geneva
to discuss the problem.”

“What was David’s response when you told him altbatconversation?”

“He got royally pissed; he doesn't like his peoipieeatened. He said that Deveraux is up to no
good and that he knows more than he told me.”

Reuven asked, “So--- what's he expect you to do?”

Avi replied, “He’s going to meet with the Primarbter to discuss the matter and then get
back to me.”

Reuven, disgust evident in his tone and wordsjaeptSo why the fuck couldn’t you wait till

morning to call? There’s nothing to do until yoahé&om David.”
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Avi replied, “There’s plenty. | want thekinny David is right, Deveraux knows more than he’s
willing to share.”

“O.K., so what do you want from me?”

“I want you to wake the fuck up and give me youeremsightful opinion as to what Boulton
and Nabuli are up to.”

Reuven responded, “You call me in the middle ofrtlgdt to get my opinion. O.K. Here it is.
| think the IDSO might be masterminding this whblesiness.”

“Come on Reuven, why the hell would they do thahatf\teason do they have?”

Reuven responded, “ You know that the guys thatlmahorganization are anti-Semites. De
Forster would love an excuse to pull out of Israelwhat better than the threat of terrorism? They
involve the Mossad to make the threat credible,eraake we don’t have the facts, and then blame
us for permitting a terrorist conspiracy to disrthgir operations at Ramat Gan.”

“Reuvi, that presupposes they want to pull outsoéél. First we need to know if they do want
out, and then why. Then we need to know whethervikesver used terrorists or the threat of
terrorism to justify shutting down one of the#cilities.

“And you expect me to find out?”

“Of course, this is your theory, find somethingstgport it. Shlomo is in by 6:00. Get to his
office and see what he can dig up.”

At 6:00 that morning, Reuven entered the Mossadpten facility and was escorted to
Shlomo Cohen'’s office.

“Reuven, what the hell do you want at this time¢hie morning? I've been feeding you guys
whatever | have, and you and your partner are baxgpenpain in theuchus The morning is the
only time | can get my work done in peace.”

“Shlomo, | need everything we have on the IDSO egllg on the Director, Walter Gordon,

and his deputy, George Deveraux. I'm particulartgrested in any links between terrorist
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organizations and the IDSO. Also see if we havehang on Nabuli, Boulton--- the ones we asked
about last time.”

“I'll see what | can do, but it will take time.”

“Sure, sure, it always takes time; | also needveere of De Forster’s security arrangements at
Ramat Gan, especially any precautions they takedal terrorist attacks.”

“What's up Reuvi? Why the interest in Ramat Gan toredlIDSO? That's off your beat.”

“Shlomo, you know damn well what’s going on. Evérnge anybody wants information they
have to come to you, and you and your croniestgagether. Just get me the files. By the time
you’ve chewed over them you’ll know more than iaybe even tell me what's going on. | have
to be out of here in an hour. Can you do it?”

“Why not ten seconds, and if you say ‘sure, susaghe again, you'll géborscht Come back
in an hour, I'll see what | can put together, bptdbably won't have it all done before tomorrow.”

Reuven smiled as he ruffled Shlomo’s hair. The hefadcords returned the smile. “Get the
hell out of here, and let me get to work.”

A half pack of Gauloises, and an hour later, Reuegurned.

“We don’t have any more on Boulton, Nabuli, or Witigbut there’s a good bit on Deveraux
and Walter Gordon. Deveraux is a key player indingy tricks department of the IDSO. After he
got out of MI6 he worked in Israel and Africa; heems to have access to people who normally
won't talk to government officials. He was alsarigrid of Avi's father, and they may have worked
together.

“When | started the search on the IDSO and tetrorganizations, | hit the mother lode, with
Deveraux in the center of it. There’s too muchdd ghrough in an hour or even a few days. The
IDSO has had their hands full since De Forsteteddsuilding new facilities. It is no coincidence
that the role of terrorist organizations in thdotid diamond’ and synthetic diamond trade hit the

headlines at the same time De Forster was reoiiggrttzeir marketing. There are indications that
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they are purposely raising concern in order to ggeernments to put tHeboshon smugglers, gem
manufacturing laboratories, and independent dealers

“They have teamed up with terrorist organizatitmBrce uncooperative governments,
unions, and workers to toe the line. What's mdris isn’t only about diamonds. DeForster controls
the mining of uranium, plutonium, gold, platinumgn, copper; anything that comes out of the
ground in Africa. The Rothmans use the IDSO to &irmoney to various organizations to stir them
up or shut them down, as the situation requires.

“They also control companies in the sugar, timbguor, beer, and health care industries.
The diamond business is small change in relatighdw overall activities.

“What is major to us, is incidental to them. Thguis of sightholders, and their elimination, is
nothing more than a plan to gain further contrchaimall aspect of their empire.”

“Shlomo | have a general idea of who these sightrsl are and what they do, but tell me
what you know about them.”

“Actually, quite a bit. | had to brush up on therhem we created our database on the diamond
industry.

“De Forster distributes their uncut diamonds towtlmme hundred dealers around the world.
These sightholders go to sales ten times a ydanytahe diamonds. De Forster calls these sales
“Sights,” because the dealers get to look at taendnds they will be allowed to buy. It's an all or
nothing deal. The dealer can buy the diamonds dtdbster’s price or walk away, never to be
invited back again.”

“So why get rid of them?” asked Reuven.

“De Forster recognized that they were losing cdridféhe diamond market to independent
producers in Canada and the Mafiya in Russian ante©f our more aggressive dealers, especially
Abraham Lekovsky. What happened to him is an exaraphow the IDSO operates. They accused
him of shipping treated and synthetic diamondsisacchstomers. He denied the allegations; said De

Forster framed him in order to justify taking awayg Sight. He’d be a good guy for you to talk to.”
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“As far as your request for information on IDSQ@uséty at Ramat Gan, there is information,
but | don’t receive it.”

“Why not,” asked Reuven.

“They go directly to David?”

“Is there a reason you're bypassed?”

“I don’t know why, but her name is Branoff, MuriBranoff . David recruited her and he
insists on handling her. | see what he sends ntethaat isn’t much. If you want to find out about
security at Ramat Gan, better you talk to David.”

“I will or, better yet, Avi will,” replied Reuven.

Shlomo laughed, “Send Avi into the lions den, eh.”

Reuven responded, “Better him than me; Avi is pr@e by his father’s ghost.”

Shlomo said, “I didn’t know you were a believer.”

“I am, especially when it comes to the influenceafeceased Director General.”

Shlomo chuckled, as then presented Reuven wdbga | manila mailing envelope. “Here’s
everything that can leave the office. The restngad here. I've requested that you and Avi be sent
back issues ofThe Diamond Intelligence Repolt's published in Tel Aviv, and gives you every
rumor and fact that's available. The editor is ess, and | have it first hand that the IDSO isn’t
happy about his reporting.”

Reuven asked, “Is David aware of the extent oRb#hman’s holdings and the links between
the IDSO and terrorist organizations.”

“I'm sure he has a damn good idea, but I'm gettirigrmation from databases in England and
the U.S. that he may not have seen. | don’t know hm@any people have put together the pieces.
David will get my report as soon as | finish sogtihout.”

“I'll be back,” said Reuven.

“Not too soon,” said Shlomo. “I've seen enough ofiyo last me a lifetime.

Twenty minutes later Reuven entered Avi’s office.
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“Reuvi, I'm not going to Geneva. David said to tekveraux that if he wants information he
can come get it.”

“Why the hard line, Avi?”

“I'm not sure, but there’s more to it than resemim®everaux worked in Israel, and David
said he and my father were friends. David mighidvel that once Deveraux is here he’ll get
sentimental and tell us what's going on.”

Reuven replied, “You didn’t bother to ask, but Shiohit the mother lode. There have been
and still are links between the IDSO and terrostd Deveraux is the coordinator.”

“What do you think Reuvi? Will he come here, or getally pissed that we’re not at his beck
and call and tell us to fuck off?”

“My prediction is that he’ll call Kimmel, bitch atlle and come.”

Reuven then, almost as an after thought addegk#dcShlomo about the security
arrangements at DeForster facility at Ramat Gan.”

“Yeah, and what did he tell you.”

“That David personally runs an agent at the Deleoffsicility and doesn’t share the bounty
with Records.”

“Who's the agent, and why the special arrangement?”

“A woman, someone | never heard of, Muriel Brafinahd as to the arrangement and what it
yields, you better ask David.”

“I think I'll pass,” said Avi.

Reuven smirked, “I already did.”
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Chapter 21

Tel Aviv, Israel

As Reuven predicted, Deveraux, called David Kimmel.

“Stein refuses to come to Geneva.”

“With good reason. He suspects you're backingl®ouand Nabuli.”

“Absurd. Why the blazes would we?”

“He theorizes that the threat of terrorism by Biteans will give you a reason to shut down
your facility at Ramat Gan and marginalize our desafl

Deveraux hesitated before responding, “Frankly Datfiere was a time we considered that
option, and it had nothing to do with terrorism.u¥alealers gave us good enough reason when, in
the eighties, they attempted to manipulate the atdsk accumulating huge stockpiles of uncut
goods. We struck back, but we didn’t pull out. &zt, we convinced the banks to call their loans.
Then we released enough goods into the marketfkatel@rices. They had to come up with enough
cash to stay in business, but the value of thaimdnds had decreased. We bailed out the ones that
were not major offenders. Your diamond industnwsted and, by playing by the rules, has
prospered. It wasn't in our interest then andnitis our interest now to see the Israeli market
collapse. ”

“I hope that'’s true,” said David.

Deveraux responded, “I can assure you it is butpofse, we expect your co-operation in
dealing with Boulton and this Palestinian fellowithMfinancing from oil interests in the Middle
East they pose a threat to our interests. We aathl with Boulton. The Palestinian is yours.”

Deveraux paused for a moment and said, “And Ddkiete is something else.”

“What?” asked David

“We'll discuss it when | come to Israel. In the mdame, make sure Stein will cooperate.”
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“George, | warn you not to bull shit him. He’s inexienced, but as smart as his father.

Deveraux replied, “If he’s as smart as his fathaH krust me. I'll ask him to meet me at the
airport. We’'ll have a talk before we join you.”

George’s email to Avi read, “The mountain witinoe to Mohammed. Will arrive at Ben
Gurion, Swiss Air 101, at 6:00 a.m. tomorrow. Meet at airport. Deveraux”

Avi called Reuven into his office, “Reuvi, Deverawil be here tomorrow. | need to get up
to speed. What do you have?”

After an hour of reviewing the documents from trenter for Information, Avi said, “ You
and Shlomo were right. There’s no doubt that th8@Chas and still does use terrorists, or at least
the threat they pose, to manipulate the diamondehdr

Reuven commented, “Not just diamonds. DeForstettiar hand in gold, platinum,
uranium---.”

Avi interrupted, “Any thing that comes out of theognd. These guys are fucking amazing;
they exert their influence whenever and wherevey tthoose.”

Reuven said, “Yeah, but on occasion they overstemselves, like during World War 1l when
they refused to allow the U. S. Defense Departrteenteate an industrial diamond stockpile. The
Americans were afraid that mines in Africa and imeeies in Europe might come under Nazi
control. On the other hand, DeForster was conckitmet, when the war ended, the Americans, if
they won, would dump whatever remained of the gideknto the market and depress prices. The
Americans accused DeForster of aiding the NazisaVert retaliation if the Americans won,
DeForster compromised and shipped the diamontitetoCanadian subsidiary where they were
released as needed.”

“And Boulton and Nabuli plan to take these guys said Avi. “I can’'t imagine they have the
muscle, even with backing from Matossian and hiddoes.”

Reuven replied, “There’s more to this than is appat
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As he left headquarters, Avi marveled at exterlek Rothman’s empire. Tomorrow he
would meet the Deputy Director of the private arimgt protected it.

Avi entered his apartment on the fourth floor sia down 1950’s apartment building. After
Leah’s death, and with no one to please but himgedfdismal surroundings were appropriate to his
mood.

He turned on the television, took a beer and leftewrom the Sabbath meal with his mother
out of the refrigerator.

The grisly images on the evening newscast, thdtsesf two suicide bombings, turned his
stomach. He had first hand experience with theltesfithese brutal attacks but the never ending
reports of the carnage still took their toll.

Switching stations served no purpose. The imagkeath was pervasive. He put his half eaten
meal aside and went to his bedroom. He undressedlaowered.

The night passed. An interminable stream of nighémaominated every moment. Leah, an
infant, a girl, in her arms sat in the rear of ama@red truck. Assiz was at the wheel. Then, as if
transported from heaven to hell the vehicle degraited. The images, sounds, and smells of death
were horrific; burning body parts strewn acrossritad, a never ending infants walil.

The alarm went off. Avi, covered in sweat, was inile unable or unwilling to rise. Fifteen
minutes of anguish preceded a shower and shaveutHm jeans and a turtleneck, retrieved his gun
from a lock box in his closet, and put on a broeatter jacket. Almost as an afterthought, he called
David Kimmel. After three rings he was forwardedatsecure voice mailbox. He left a message.

“I'll pick up Deveraux and be at your office by 6.3

At 5:45, Avi drove into the short term parking &itBen Gurion Airport. Before leaving the
car he unholstered his weapon and placed it iclkebb compartment under the driver’s seat.
Flight 101 arrived on time. Avi greeted George asMalked out of immigration.

“Thanks for picking me up,” said George.
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“Not a problem,” replied Avi. “Wait at the exit -HI get the car.”

“If you don’t mind, I'll walk with you.”

“Fine,” responded Avi.

Once in the car, Avi turned to Deveraux, “Mr. Deaugx, what do you want or need from us?”

Deveraux responded, “I need nothing. And it’s yloat tshould want.”

“Want what?” asked Avi.

Deveraux countenance darkened, “Want the Mossatithe State of Israel, escape
irreparable damage.”

“I don’t know what you're talking about. But if lid, | would find it hard to believe you give a
damn about the welfare of the Mossad or Israeld Aai.

“I have reason to care,” replied Deveraux.

“Please don’t bullshit me Mr. Deveraux.”

Deveraux asked “Did you know your father and | veatikogether to protect the interests of
the State of Israel and while doing developed mutspect and, one might say, affection.”

“My father never spoke of you.”

“Benjamin was a discrete man. I'm certain no orfeepthan the Prime Minister, and David
Kimmel knew of our relationship.”

“Was the IDSO your employer when you and my fatherked together?”

“No, | was in the service of Her Majesty’s Govermmeé

Avi asked, “And now, in the employ of Alex Rothmarprivate army, you intend to protect us
again?”

“Quite right, but this time for a very differentagon.”

“And that is?”

“Because we face an enemy who possess and plaseta@eapons devised in your country.
Weapons whose existence you deny.”

“Weapons?” asked Avi. “What the hell are you tatkabout?”

122



6/5/2007 2:48 PM

“You'll know after we meet with David. What | witell you is that they came from Israel and
are in the possession of Malcolm Boulton, an exlegee of ours, and the Palestinian terrorist,
Hassan Nabuli.”

“Once again Mr. Deveraux. What weapons?”

“You should know the answer to that question.”

Avi's face reddened, “ Damn it Deveraux, stop dag@round.”

Believe me Avi, I'll stop dancing if and when tMossad stops the music.”

“My God. | find it hard to believe you and my fathworked together. He wouldn't tolerate
the shit you're throwing my way.”

“No, he wouldn’t. Nor did | ever find it necessaoyfertilize him.”

Exasperated, Avi said, “Forget the humor Mr. Deugrd his conversation will end if you
don’t level with me.”

“All right Avi. | will, as you put it, ‘level with you.’---in the presence of your boss.”

The two men entered the lobby of the IBM buildingde an elevator to the basement, got out
and walked thirty feet to the right. Avi placed palm on a scanner adjacent to an unmarked door.
The door opened and they proceeded two hundreddfeetecond, larger door. Avi placed his other
palm on a second scanner. The door opened intaritvege lobby of Mossad headquarters. The
reception area was Spartan; three video camerds aimgle phone with no dialing pad. Avi picked
up the phone. “Were here to see the General.”iHege and voice print were transmitted and
analyzed by the security system before a nongs@mputer generated voice answered, “Please
enter the elevator.”

One of two heavy steel doors slid open. The eteyés door open, was waiting. Avi
motioned George to enter. When both men were ildloe closed and the elevator ascended to the
sixth floor.

The doors opened into a waiting room where a sagyrefreeted them. “General Kimmel is

occupied at the moment. Please have a seat.”
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Chapter 22

Mossad Headquarters

Inside his Spartan office General David Kimmeg than who had assumed Benjamin Stein’s
position as the head of the Mossad, was in heatedecsation with his counterpart at Shin Bet,
Israel’s internal security organization.

It was five minutes before he called his secretiastructing her to have Stein and Deveraux
enter his office.

“George, it's been a while.”

“And a great deal has happened, most of it unfertiLi

“A pessimistic view from an eternal optimist,” coranted David.

George, his expression reflecting the sombernebsaohood, responded, “At the moment
there is no reason for optimism.”

Avi rose from his chair and interjected. “Mr. De&ak has information on Boulton and Nabuli
which he obtained from audio surveillance of da/ih Switzerland.”

“Is what you heard the reason for your pessimisegrge?”

“Not entirely. But it confirms my suspicion thaby have not shared information,
information that is crucial to protecting the irgsts of DeForster. If it weren’t for our surveiltan
we would have been unaware of a threat that originia Israel.”

Retaining a poker face, Kimmel asked, “What threat?

Deveraux looked at Avi and said, “ You see! Thigdaly damn well is what | meant by a lack
of candor.”

Before Avi could respond, Deveraux fixed his gametbe General and said, “Damn it David,

you know bloody well what threat.”
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Avi waited for his superior's response. There wasel After a moment of silence it was
Deveraux who spoke, “David, we've known each otberlong and been through to much for you
to stonewall me. | am aware of the gravity of tiheaeh in your security. Because of that breach
there is a threat not only to DeForster but alsgoiar Government.

“You know bloody well that the Palestinian, Nabwhile under your surveillance, stole and
is planning to deliver, or possibly already delaerfifteen canisters of nerve gas to Malcolm
Boulton.”

David, although relieved, showed nothing as he &skend how do you know this?”

“From Boulton’s discussions with Nabuli at the ¥ilBhindell, Credit Suisse’s guest residence
in Winterthur.”

George hearing no response from the Director Gérdranged his expression and voice to
one of, almost fatherly, concern. He turned to &wil said, “Your father adopted a Palestinian child
named Assiz, as | remember from a refugee cam@mraG

Avi blurted an angry response, “What the hell congs that to you?”

David interjected, “Avi. This egotistical bastadgspite his remonstrations, is a friend, a
friend who deserves our co-operation.”

Avi regained his composure. “And we can expectsdrae, Mr. Deveraux?” Deveraux
answered, “ Yes Avi, you can. And please since avgsing to work together forget the formalities,
| was George to your father and I'm George to you.”

Avi spoke, “Assiz is a Mossad agent.”

“1 know,” said Deveraux who continued, “I'm surgeid Benjamin allowed her to join the
Mossad. It's a dangerous life, especially for seBtahian.”

“He knew that, but she was determined to join, simel got whatever she wanted,” said Avi.

Deveraux, his eyes expressing genuine concern,“&ééortunately the worst has occurred.
She was shot and killed by Boulton or Nabuli, weice sure who fired the gun.”

Avi asked, “How do you know?”
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George responded, “We heard enough to make thpbsiijon.”

“On the surveillance tapes?” asked Auvi.

“Yes, on the tapes. | had them transferred to a\WB've edited out the parts that are of no
concern.”

“Edited?” asked David.

Deveraux replied, “But not censored, we deletedstlemces. You will find the last part
painful but it is best you hear it all.”

“Now,” asked David.

“When better?” responded Deveraux as he hande@&t@m. David inserted it into his
computer and for the next forty five minutes thisyeined in silence.”

At the conclusion of the recording Avi said, “Thasbards.”

“Its as much as we know,” said Deveraux.

David, having already received a report from the Mossad agents in Switzerland, had
chosen to say nothing to Avi until he received aométion of Assiz’'s demise. Deveraux provided
the confirmation.

David watched Avi, wondering whether his respomsAdgsiz’'s murder would prevent him
from continuing on the assignment.

To David’s surprise, Avi did not to dwell on hetdarather, he directed a question to
Deveraux, “How likely was it, if we you hadn’t geh on to them, that Boulton and Nabuli would
have succeeded in gaining control of your inveetti

“Not at all likely. Boulton’s scheme is patentlysaivd.”

“Absurd, in what way?” asked Avi.

Deveraux responded, “Given that Boulton has thigato, at least for a period, disable our
security system; the money to pay Nabuli and bmeatriots; and the weapons to neutralize the
staff of our facility, one might assume that he tiescapability of carrying out a major theft. But

the reality is that he doesn’t. The logistics avimg eight tons of diamonds out of our vaults,
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storing and distributing them are daunting, andelvelme | know since we have just completed that
task. Boulton simply does not have what is needetimost importantly he knows it.

“What's more, we are aware that he has promisegltdo the dealers at a price lower than
he’s paying the producers.”

Avi said, “In other word, he’ll lose money on evestpne he sells.”

Deveraux responded, “Quite right. Even if hisnpkato corner the market and then raise
prices, he doesn’'t have the infrastructure to @elsorted rough, even if he succeeded in stedling i
from us.”

“And your saying he won'’t succeed,” said David.

“He won't,” replied Deveraux “ and the Bastard'igsrepared to do business. He has another
agenda, but, for the life of me, | can’t imagineavhe has in mind.”

“Is that why you're here? You're worried about thisknown agenda.”

“That, and to find out about your damn canistersiyMhe devil would Boulton have bothered
to steal non-lethal nerve gas when nothing isstgdined?”

“Who at De Forster is aware of the situation aadryanalysis of it?” asked Avi.

“Only Rothman and Gordon; but Boulton’s professbgeative is no secret. Every one in the
business became aware that he’s making a move aen he offered to sell to the sightholders
and raised money to negotiate deals with the Roussiad Africans.”

David asked, “And you think I'm going to tell yavhat he intends to do with the canisters?”

“1 know you will if you expect to come out of thigsco with your skin. One hates to think of
the repercussions if word got out that your fagiéit Dimona has been penetrated by Palestinian
terrorists.”

David said, “George, it doesn’t behoove you t@#ten.”

“I'm not threatening. Just giving you a realistgsassment of the situation.”

Avi said, “Realistic. Bull shit! You know damn wetie canisters don’t contain non-lethal

gas.
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“You're right, I'm not naive. I'm certain that B&don has deceived Nabuli; and | am also
certain that the contents of the canisters araleth

“This is part of a sinister plan, one in which imeats will die. We don’t know what Boulton
hopes to achieve but we’re taking no chances. Asxinstructed the IDSO to eliminate with
Boulton and the Palestinian, and if deemed necgdsia associates. | believe we are justified to
expect you to deal with the Palestinian.”

David said, “George, give us a moment, would ydly>secretary will get you coffee, or if
you prefer, something stronger.”

“Stronger I think,” said George as he walked outhef room.

Avi hardly waited before asking, “You knew aboutsfsdidn’t you?’

David replied, “We had an unconfirmed report froor agents in Switzerland. | thought it
best to wait until we knew for sure.”

“And now we know for sure, don’t we?”

“I believe so,” answered David.

“Then | want the bastards that murdered her,” said

“You can have them Avi, if you can handle this cagthout your emotions jeopardizing the
investigation.”

Avi said, “I can handle it David, especially if h&w the truth about the damn canisters. Is
there any substance to what Deveraux is sayingtabem?”

David replied, “Some substance--- there was a thaft a non-secure maintenance facility at
Dimona. Fifteen canisters labeled as herbicide waen.”

“And Boulton told Nabuli he was getting, not heildes, but non-lethal nerve gas,”
commented Avi, “Both his story to Nabuli and ousiked information are bull shit aren’t they?”

“Yes.” replied David.

“So what the hell is in them?” asked Avi.

“Avi, under no circumstances is what we discusgdmut of this office.”
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“If Boulton has those canisters he has fifteen esipk nuclear devices containing high-grade
radioactive dust in shielded containers; enougheaunenaterial to cause irreparable damage.
Fortunately, we're certain he didn’t get the detormand timing devices to use them.”

Avi said, “And his intention is to irradiate theeBorster vaults?”

“Possibly more than then the vaults,” said Davi#i€' has fifteen canister and there are only
six vaults. He has other targets.”

“My God,” said Avi, “He’s insane.”

David frowned, “ No less sane than the people wiiti them.”

Avi said, “So his dealings with the Russians, Alfiecans, the sightholders and his investors
are a charade, a cover for a attack wlitty bombs What the hell is his motive?”

“I'm sure George knows the motive even though haistaken about the means,” said David
“I think it best he know the truth.”

“If we want his help, we better level with him,”idaAvi.

Kimmel phoned his secretary. “Would you ask MevPraux to rejoin us?”

George re-entered the office and said, “Finishad yo

little chat have you?”

David replied, “We have George, and | need yourdwbat what is discussed from this point
on will be treated with the same discretion as yiraling with Benjamin.”

“My, my, this is serious---- you have my word.”

David grimaced as he said, “The canisters contaghear dust, not lethal or non-lethal nerve
gas; they’'re what are euphemistically referredsttdaty bombs.

Deveraux was almost speechless but managed tormtieLord, what a bloody mess.”

Without waiting for further comment, David asketlyfat motives might Boulton have for

going after De Forster and Israel, apart from diadscand money?”
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“That’s rather an interesting question, one I'veammtimes, asked myself. Let me answer as
best | can.

“Alex introduced us to Boulton and was determingtiting him on board to work on the
Argus security system. Walter and | objected. Ngithf us wanted to involve someone from
outside.

“I made discrete inquiries to see if there wasasoa for Alex’s insistence. After a bit of
digging and calling in a favor | learned that Bouls Grandfather, Preston, was the Rothmans’
banker. He lent them money when no one else wauidtgem a hearing. Boulton’s support
enabled the Rothmans to build De Forster.

“Then the Rothmans screwed him by switching thamking business to J.P. Morgan. The
Boulton bank, having allowed DeForster to becommenajor customer, went belly up. Boulton’s
Grandfather shot himself.

“Malcolm, ten years old at the time, found the boQuite enough for a young man to
fantasize and finally actualize revenge.

“As to Israel and Jews, | think he is posturiagygain credibility with the Arabs who are
financing him.”

David said, “So you don’t believe we are a printipaget.”

Deveraux replied, “No, whatever damage is doneotowill be of no consequence to
Boulton.”

“If even one of those devices is detonated any a/irethe world,” said David, “no matter
whether Boulton cares about the consequences pwell have political, economic, and social
repercussions that are unparalleled in our hist@oncerns about our diamond industry will seem to
have been insignificant. Avi, | want no holds bdrrkill the bastards, and get the fucking canisters
back.”

“How on earth did Boulton get nuclear devices dubmnona?” asked Avi, “He didn’t have

Nabuli pick a lock and walk off with them.”
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Deveraux, his attention now focused on Kimmel #&swhithe response.

David addressed both men, “Before you gentlemeweati had a conversation with the head
of Shin Bet. He briefed me on both the history atadus of his investigation.

“A routine inspection of Dimona’s non-secure atge facilities revealed that there had been
an intrusion into the one used to store chemiaadsadithoug it was not deemed high priority, a team
from Shin Bet was assigned to aid the Dimona sgcsiaff in an investigation. At the time no one
realized what had been taken.

“The investigators checked records of all transtémnaterials out of the secured areas, no
matter their destination. They noted that seveaaks, labeled as herbicide were moved from a
heavily secured, but not frequently accessed ateathe maintenance facility. The transfer records
were altered and we don’t who ordered the transferhen it was made. We don’'t even know how
they got into the area from which they were removed

“The investigators thought there had been aevecip but after further inquiry they
concluded that the scheme was orchestrated, plaanddexecuted by a person with knowledge of a
discontinued top secret project nambdlf bent’

“When confronted with the results of the investigat the administrators at Dimona claimed
that the team that had rulnell bent’had been disbanded and that the, so caliety,bombs
dismantled and disposed of. To their chagrin veecartain that the last of their assertions is not

true.”

“Fortunately the components necessary to detohate t
devices are still in our possession, as are thephiots and

Instructions for their assembly. For reasons knowy to
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the perpetrator, he or she did not remove them tram
secure area.”

Deveraux said, “So Boulton needs someone, masiylik
the individual who orchestrated their removal, tovide

the detonators and assemble the devices.”

David Kimmel said, “And that might give us time.”

“I believe it does,” said Deveraux, “As far as weokv from our surveillance Boulton hasn’t
met with any nuclear scientists.”

“But he must have,” said Avi, “that’s the only whg would know the bombs existed. He, or
possibly Nabuli, had to have a source inside Diniona

“Avi. | want you to find the source of Boulton’sformation, find out how the bombs were
moved into the maintenance storage area, anevettihe fucking abominations.”

“You're not asking much,” replied Avi.

“You'll have help. I'll as the Prime Minister tastruct Shin Bet to co-operate; if they give
you a problem they’ll be get his shoe up their &sar'll have whatever you need to get the job
done.”

Kimmel turned to Deveraux, “George, we're goindheve to keep the lid on this and we'll
need your full co-operation.”

Deveraux was still stunned by the revelation bubaged to nod his assent.

Avi asked, “I wonder what reasons, other than éimes he gave Nabuli, Boulton had for
choosing Sint Maarten as a meeting place?”

George, having regained his composure, respondi#alylie he wants to give Nabuli and his

associates a vacation before dying.”
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“A rather macabre thought,” said Avi.

David said, “Your sense of humor hasn't failed yaeorge.”

He then turned back to Avi and said, “ The beatelto get at the canisters, and round up
Nabuli’'s people, will be Sint-Maarten. If, as | pest, the canisters are shipped from the Middle
East, we will identify and seize them. I'll assiigyo men to assist you.”

Avi said, “| agree that the devices should be td#pted in Sint Maarten, but my guess is that
they'll be shipped from either Italy or France. Betxport food, wine, and automobiles to the
region.”

“That will make our task more difficult, but not pussible,” said David.

“Will the customs authorities cooperate?” asked. Avi

“I'll see what | can do about that,” said David.U8f it can’t be arranged you are to do
whatever is needed.”

"0.K. said Avi, “But, as you said, my first ordef lousiness is to identify Boulton’s collaborator at
Dimona.”

“What about Nabuli?” asked George.

“Nabuli was naive enough to swallow Boulton’s caeid bull story; he doesn’'t have a
fucking idea what’s going down and without funo@b devices he and his people don’t pose a
threat,” replied Avi. “but he’ll pay for Assiz.”

David said, “We have ample justification for a samt.”

George added, “I can assure you my support. In iflathe opportunity arises | might well

save you a bit of trouble.”
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Chapter 23
Records Office Tel Aviv

The devastation of six De Forster facilities, theeét to the Israeli economy, the
embarrassment to the Government; all were potgntalastating, but for Avi the murder of Assiz
had been a precursor, a very personal one, of wasto follow. His grief was profound.

He remembered the girl huddled against a crumbiialyin a refugee camp; the child his
father brought home and adopted. The sister halloMae men who killed her would pay.

At the Records office Avi was greeted by an elgagent who, after informing Shlomo
Cohen of his visitor, summoned an escort to takeihto the computer facility.

Shlomo was at his desk, his fingers flying overkbgboard of his workstation. He did not
acknowledge Avi's presence.

Knowing full well that the Director of the Recordsction was waiting for him to speak, Avi
remained silent. After several minutes Shlomo lablp and said, “I see you've learned not to
interrupt me.”

Avi smiled and said, “Only because | need youp hlewant everything on Malcolm Boulton,
more than you’ve given me.”

“I know. David let me know that you’d be on my lgegs list. | called in a few favors and got
access to data bases at MI5, MI6, and C.I.A.”

“Did he tell you that Boulton has, or soon wilMeg the canisters that were stolen from
Dimona?”

“No he didn’t. 1 know of the theft, but had nemlBoulton was involved,” responded
Shlomo.

“Do you know what the canisters contain?” asked. Avi

“I know the official version and | know what | kngiv
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“And that is?” asked Avi.

“We don’'t make or use herbicides or nerve gas atdda.”

“Then you know enough to recognize the seriousoéfse threat,” said Avi.

“And | also know that the thieves didn’t get evéiipg they needed,” said Shlomo.

“How did Boulton learn that we had the devicesS$keal Shlomo.

Avi responded, “He has to have a contact at Dimeameone who worked on their
development and had the authority to move them tiwrsecure area into in a non-secure
maintenance facility. | need to find that person.”

Shlomo said, “Then we need to find out where ahémBoulton came into contact with an
employee or ex-employee of our nuclear programs.

“We’ll have to review the background of everyoneowtorked at our nuclear facilities and
find any coincidences of location with Boulton.drder to do that, we must track their movements
in the years from the construction of the canisterhe time of their theft and cross reference tha
places where Boulton worked or visited. That wake a lot of digging. I'll need help.”

Avi responded immediately, “We don’t have help bis one. I'll work with you until it's
done.”

“What about Reuven?” asked Shlomo.

“Not unless it becomes absolutely necessary,” Aaid

“1 don’t know how big a dose of you | can take,vge better get this over with,” said
Shlomo, “You'll work on the console over there; oy whatever you can on Boulton; where he
worked, studied, visited. Now that David has agexhfor the use of British and American
databases, you might get more than I've given you.

“While you're doing that, I'll list all employeest our nuclear facilities from 1980 to the
present. There are going to be several thousatierwe’ll cross reference.”

After an hour and a half, Avi spoke up, “I have mtieing on Boulton from all the databases.”
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“Yeah, and | have a list of employees at Dimona,aiber nuclear facilities, and nuclear
scientists working at the universities. We’'ll stdm hard part after you bring me some coffee.

Avi stood, stretched, and left the room. He retdmith two cups of luke warm coffee.

“ Maybe we’ll get lucky,” said Shlomo as he tomke of the cups. “Have you absorbed
everything you got on Boulton--- where he’s spéet last ten years.”

“Then start checking for connections between Bouéind someone in our nuclear programs,”
said Shlomo.

“I have a feeling it's going to be a long nightdig Avi.

“Not if I'm lucky,” replied Shlomo, as he put hishds together in mock prayer before
returning to the work Avi had interrupted.

After the first hour Avi’s frustration was obvious.

Then, while examining the foreign universities whsraelis visited or worked, he
exclaimed, “This guy is interesting. He worked#iona, but was a visiting scientist the
Massachusetts Institute of Technology when Boultas there.”

“And now,”

He’s still is employed at Dimona, but he’s visiting.l.T. again.”

“They must like him,” said Shlomo. “What's he doitigere?”

“He’s working at their accelerator facility,” answeel Avi, “ supervising graduate students
while doing research of his own.”

“And you think he’s our man?” asked Shlomo.

“The most likely I've come across. Take a look.”

After reading the file Shlomo said, “You're riglite’s your connection.”

“I'm going to pay him a visit,” said Avi.

Shlomo commented, “He’s not likely to be co-opesmati

Avi smiled, “ I'll bring him around.”

“I'm sure you will,” said Shlomo.

137



6/5/2007 2:48 PM

Avi picked up Shlomo’s phone and called Kimmel.

“David, | think we have Boulton’s collaborator, aabear physicist by the name of Baruch
Cinal.”

“Where does he work?” asked David.

“At Dimona, but he’s in Boston now. | want to im@gate him.”

“Where and when?” asked David.

“In Boston. As soon as possible.”

“Go ahead,” replied David, “and while you're iretstates, visit Miss Wright again. She’s
back from Geneva and has been debriefed by Menacdhgparently Boulton threatened her and,
before leaving Geneva, she called her GrandfaHecalled me and was furious that we involve her
in our problems. He said he would hold us respdaddy any problems she encountered.

“That’s a serious threat from a man who controlshad the oil exported from the Middle
East. He’s been a friend, but if anything happertsis granddaughter, he’ll be a bitter and
dangerous enemy.”

Avi said, “We had nothing to do with her affair wiBoulton.”

“I'm fully aware of the circumstances of our invelment, but Matossian said she broke off the
relationship, and resumed it at our request.

“In any event, we’ve got to insure that she stafs.sAfter you see the professor, go to New
York and convince her to accept our protectionl tims matter is resolved; Nabuli has associates i
the United States that wouldn’t hesitate to kilt,hkasked.”

“I don’t think Nabuli would be that foolish. Mataas is a force in the Arab world, especially
with the oil men who support the Palestinian cabkdauli wouldn’t want to make an enemy of
him,” said Auvi.

“That’s most likely the case, but we can’t affoodtdke chances. In the mean time I'll have

Menachem assign two agents to keep an eye on her.”
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Chapter 24

Boston, Massachusetts

The next day

Avi arrived at Logan International Airport in Bostarented a car, and drove to the campus of
M.L.T. where he followed signs to the Adminisioat Building. He stopped in front of the entry,
parked, and went in. A young woman wearing a ttstith a portrait of Albert Einstein drinking a
frothy beer through a straw and the caption “Einssecks,” greeted him warmly. She wore large
horned-rim glasses, which did nothing to disgulsefact that she was beautiful.

“The Physics Department, I'm trying to locate gdid Avi.

She responded, “It's not far---- walking distancéually---- but | noticed that your car is out
front. You'll have to move it to the visitors pamkj lots on the other side of the campus. It's ia,pa
but the Campus Police love to tow. They make a fnimh the fines.

“How do | get there?” asked Avi.

The girl reached under the counter, brought outip highlighted the route.

She pointed to the Administration Building and heem finger along the thick red line.
“You're here. Take the first left and then the®at right. Go ‘till you see the blue visitors pari
sign on the right. You might have trouble findinggace, but if you circle, one will open up. A
shuttle bus stops at the glass pavilion. Tell tineed that you want the Physics Department. May |
ask who you're visiting? I'm a grad student in treppartment.”

Avi responded, “ Baruch Cinai.”

The girl's eyes lit up, “Baruch, he’'s my thesivisor.” “Really,” said Avi, “That’'s a
coincidence.”

“Yeah, but his office is in the Accelerator fatyilnot the Physics Building. Our misfortune is

your good luck. There was a major layoff when oheuw grants wasn’t renewed and the employee
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parking lot is half empty; the campus cops don&retother checking it out. Pull in and park; no
one will bother you.”

“What's the best way to get there? asked Avi.

She highlighted the new course as she spoke. ‘¥dhe road out front until it comes to a
dead end, make a right, turn at the first left, gado the end. Would you like me to call Baruaid a
let him know you’re here?”

“Thanks Cynthia, but I'd rather surprise him.”

As Avi started to leave the girl said, “Tell Barukckaid HI.”

“I'll do that,” replied Avi.

Avi left the building. An overweight campus copsaicketing his car. Avi yelled out, “Hold
on, I'll move it now.”

“Shouldn’t park here.”

Avi said, “I needed to get directions.”

The man, with practiced indifference, put the ¢ickook in a leather holster, that substituted
for a weapon and said, “Let you go this time.”

Avi followed Cynthia’s directions to the Accelerafacility. As promised, he had no
difficulty finding a parking space. He walked 5@fd¢o the entrance and was greeted not by a
campus cop, but by a fit and well armed sentryth@lit speaking, and with military bearing the
guard escorted him inside the building. At a gragtahdesk adjacent to a metal detector a
uniformed woman asked,

“ Sir, who are you here to see?”

“Baruch Cinai.” responded Avi.

The woman handed Avi a pen, pointed to a looseleafer and said, “Your name and
address here, and a photo i.d.”

While Avi was writing she asked.

“Is Dr. Cinai expecting you?”
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“No,” responded Avi, “But I'm sure he’ll see memi’an associate of one of his colleagues in
Israel.”

“Your photo i.d. please.”

The woman inspected the i.d. then Avi. After a motrghe said, “Mr. Stein, I'll let Doctor
Cinai know you're here.”

After a call she said, “Doctor Cinai will see ydtis office is on the third floor, room 339.
Take the elevator at the end of this corridor oaryagght.”

Then , pointing at the metal detector she saidnf®ee any keys, change or other metal
objects, and place them in the basket. After Agsea through she handed him the basked and a
radiation badge. “Wear this---- and don’t forgetaturn it as you leave.”

At the third floor an arrow on a plastic plaqueedited Avi toward room 339.

An attractive young blonde sat at a Sun System& station in what served as reception
area. She was absorbed in entering data.

After a moment she turned to Avi and said, “Mr.i&t€rofessor Cinai is in conference. He’'ll
be finished in five. Please have a seat?”

Avi said, “You and Cynthia wear the same shirt.”

“You know Cynthia?”

Avi smiled, “Not well enough.”

The girl laughed and said, “Maybe I'll do.”

Five minutes passed before five graduate studeitedethe inner office, the last of them said,
“See you tonight Chelsea.”

The blonde directed a smile at Avi and replie@rily if I'm not lucky.”

A portly red head wearing a brown tweed jacketl 4an corduroys followed; his rolling
gait, flattened nose and flabby cheeks remindedofan overweight bulldog.

Avi stood, “Professor Cinai, might | have a few nmenmts with you?”

Cinai hesitated before responding “Mr. Stein. Asupposed to know you?”
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“No, but we have mutual acquaintances in Israelsponded Avi.

“Are you a physicist?”

“No, but it will be best to speak privately. Doymind?”

“No, no. Not at all,” responded Cinai. “Please cante my office. Avi entered and shut the
door behind him. Cinai pointed to a chair and sdithve a seat. Now what required privacy and
who the devil are you?”

Avi remained standing, “You are in trouble, veryises trouble!”

Cinai blanched; recovered his composure and asked,

“ Once again. Who are you? And what kind of tro@ble

Avi went for the jugular. “I want to know about thé canisters of radioactive material from
Dimona.”

Cinai’s pupils dilated, his face reddened, and égaln to perspire. He sputtered, “I don’t know
what you're talking about!”

Avi knew he had his man and said, “You worked athMa 8 when the canisters were
developed. You know damn well what I'm talking ahdu

“For the last time, who are you? Our conversatsoerided unless you identify yourself.”

Avi ignored the question and asked, “Is the namé&Ma Boulton familiar?”

Cinai rallied, “Who do you work for? Unless you legeroper authority, | want you out of my
office!”

“The Mossad, will that suffice?”

“Do you have identification?

“Of course.”

Avi withdrew his 1.D. from his vest pocket. He conted, “Cinai, there will be grave
consequences if you don’t co-operate. | know yaliBoulton worked together. If you don’t stop
the bull shit, | will leave and the matter will eras will your career and freedom. Is my position

clear?”
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The portly scientist shrunk in his seat, his famgged, “And if | co-operate?”

“We'll see,” responded Avi.

Cinai's voice quavered, “I met Malcolm here whenwses a graduate student. | encountered
difficulties with the robotic devices | used to kémradioactive material. | heard there was a stude
in the Computer Sciences department who had therés@ to assist us. | called him and asked that
he come to the lab. He came, we talked and hedgoework with me.

“He was brilliant. Within a week, he had us up amdning. Despite the difference in age and
positions we became friends. We corresponded wideft M.I.T. Malcolm’s career blossomed, as
did mine.

“Two years ago, Malcolm invited me to visit himhas parents’ flat in London. He was
interested in my work, especially my efforts togéren the half-life of radioactive material. WHhen
told him about the radioactive dust that | devetbffem Cesium-137 and Plutonium, he was
fascinated. | appreciated his interest and | suppésid him more than was appropriate.”

“About the canisters?”

“Yes.”

“Then tell me,” said Auvi.

“We designed them to contain and disperse rati@adust upon remote activation of a
detonator. They were disguised to look like ordinBhermos bottles, but they had a false bottom
that covered tungsten carbide core containingeandust, a detonator and a radio receiver. They
were powerful enough for tactical use and coulddmeotely detonated by a radio signal from a
satellite or ground radio transmitter.”

“Any thing else?” asked Avi.

“Actually one other thing that was actually quitgportant . Ultra-light shielding was used to
prevent detection by radiation monitors.”

Avi asked, “So that they could pass through airgedurity?”

Cinai answered, “Exactly or across protected bater
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Avi next question was rhetorical, “Who in the hetre we going to use these bombs on?”

“I have no idea,” replied Cinai, “but your supesan the Mossad might answer that question.
In any event someone else, someone high up in ovuet@ment, asked the same question and didn’t
get a satisfactory answer. The project was terrathahd the canisters were to be disassembled and
destroyed.

“A right winger who ran the program decided thaythvould be disassembled and stored and
then an idiot in our division labeled the the ctenis as herbicides and the detonators and timers as
sprinkler controls. He had them crated and movezhtmfrequently used secure area.

“When he and others involved in the project retimegigned or were fired there were only a
few of us who knew their fate. It became an ingoke and we laughed at the bureaucratic
incompetence.”

Avi said, “But Boulton found the story more thammmorous.”

“Obviously he did,” said Cinai, “ Last month hensinced me to have them moved to the
maintenance facility.”

“Convinced. How did he convince you to become eaftand traitor.”

“I couldn’t help myself.”

For the next ten minutes Avi listened.

Finally he said, “I don’t believe that you weratldamn stupid. The man wasn’t holding a
gun to your head?”

Cinai slumped in his chair; his rust red hair wamg with sweat and matted from the

movement of his hand across his scalp. “I loved; iive loved him since the day we met.”
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Chapter 25
New York City

The Acela high speed train left Boston at 6:42 pand arrived in New York at 10:15. Avi
walked out of Penn Station and hailed a cab. Tiveddropped his flag and in five minutes
deposited Avi at the Hilton on B4Street where he was greeted at the receptionatesinformed
that a reservation had been made in his name.

Given Menachem Harel's legendary thriftiness, &U403 was spacious and well appointed.
Avi unpacked his overnight bag, went to the bathr@nmd splashed his face with water, dried
himself, and called David Kimmel.

Kimmel answered on the second ring, “Yes.”

“David, I left Cinai this afternoon. He not only vk@d with Boulton while they were at
M.L.T. , they were lovers. He’s our connection.

David said, “So they shared a bed along with infatron on his work at Dimona. Tell me
more.”

Avi responded, “Cinai finished his year of reseamad romance and returned to Israel. They
corresponded. The long distance romance contimurea ¢douple of years before, as Cinai described
it ‘out of the blue,” Boulton called and invitedninto come to London, all expenses paid. Cinai
knew that Boulton had done well financially andrdichesitate to take him up on the offer. He
assumed Boulton wanted to renew their love lifenc®they were together he said Boulton was
interested in information rather than bed. He pediCinai to get information about his work at
Dimona.”

David asked, “And that’'s when Cinai told him abthg canisters?”

Avi continued, “It appears as though it was by deah

“How was that?” asked David.
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“While joking about the mismanagement of our resie&fforts and bitching about the
influence of the Americans, Cinai recounted howe thupressure from politicians, tdety bomb
project was terminated. Then he gave him the ziagdrtold him that the bombs, which were to
have been destroyed were relabeled and stored.

“Boulton played Cinai like a fiddle. He convirtthim, with money and promises of
everlasting love to, after he returned to Dimoreaventhe canisters moved from Machon 8 to
Machon 2, from the high-security building to a reecure maintenance facility.”

“Wasn't Cinai curious as to why Boulton wanted tamisters moved?” asked David.

“He damn well knew, but he rationalizes his aciby saying that he only moved the
canisters and not the detonators, timers and rag&ivers; components his lover would need to
detonate the bombs.”

“And he didn’t tell Boulton about the missing conmemts?

“No. Once Boulton had the canisters he thoughtae finished with Cinai. But, he was
cautious and hired a Russian physicist, who atithe was working in Syria, to inspect them.
According to Cinai Boulton was furious when he fduhat critical components were missing and
that he would need someone knowledgeable to fabriba missing components and assemble a
functional bomb.

“Boulton realized that he couldn’t cut Cinai lods&t by then Cinai realized he was in deep
shit. Boulton made nice and asked him to fabridaie missing components and help with the
assembly. Cinai said he refused.”

“What then?” asked Kimmel.

“Boulton turned off the charm and resorted to btaak. He told Cinai how he felt he had
been betrayed and threatened to expose Cinai'scdypHe gilded the threat by painting a picture
of life for an imprisoned homosexual.”

“And did it work?” asked Kimmel
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“According to Cinai it didn’t. He said that he cdult live with the thought of the damage that
could be done. He’s planning to double cross Baouilto

“How?” asked David.

“A shop that does work for M.L.T. is fabricatingetimissing components. According to Cina
they are simple to make --- nothing about thenréouse suspicions that they would be used for
anything sinister. Cinai says he’s going to armdéeices so that the explosive charges won't
rupture the housings that contain the radioactiaéenmal.

“He assured me that Boulton wouldn't realize tihat charges weren’t properly placed.”

“Is he telling the truth?” asked David.

“I think so, but it’s too risky to take a chance.”

“You're damn right,”said David. “We have to get tb@nisters back before they're armed,
correctly or incorrectly. Where and when is Cirsaassemble the devices?”

Avi answered, “In Sint Maarteen, just before Bonltse to hand them over to Nabuli and his
people.”

David said, “l want the canisters recovered letbey get to Sint Maarten.”

Avi said, “ | think we should let Boulton play hand?”

“What the hell are you talking about Avi? It's badough that Boulton has the canisters, we
can’t let him arm them.”

Avi responded, “If we move too soon we’ll tip ouarid. We risk loosing Boulton and
Nabuli.”

David “Screw them. We'll deal with them later. | miahe canisters!”

“I'll get the canisters and I'll kill the bastardisat murdered Assiz.”

“Avi, we're not going to replay the ‘Wrath of God’,

we’re going to prevent a fucking disaster, not tekeenge.”

“I know, | know, but | have a plan,” replied Avi.
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“A plan to do what?” asked David.

“David, just hear me out----Do the creeps at Dimdha ones that ran tiell bent project,
still have thermoses and tungsten carbide housmgf®rage?”

“Despite the fact that they should have been dgstto’m certain they do,” responded David.

“Will they provide fifteen canisters, identical tioee ones Boulton stole, but without the
nuclear core?”

“They won’'t want to admit they still exist, but I'sure they will after the Prime Minister
reams them a new orifice,” replied David, “ butdndt understand where you're going.”

Avi replied, “I want to waylay the shipment in $Maarteen and substitute duds.”

“Or, if ordered, dump them and their replacemémtiie Caribbean,” said David.

Avi sensed David’s willingness to proceed. “I dethe substitute canisters before Boulton’s
shipment arrives in Sint Maarteen.”

David replied, “Shimon Nachman is in charge of tkeem Shin Bet assigned to the
investigation. He’'ll find out if it’s possible. Tha’ll speak to the Prime Minister. When | have an
answer I'll let you know.”

Avi hung up, undressed and showered. As he waaglhymself his satellite phone rang. It
was David.

“The Prime Minister gave the go ahead and Nachmatacted the director of Dimona.
They'll have fifteen canisters, sans nuclear matemd detonators before the end of the month.”

“Did the Prime Minister say anything more about $iteation?” asked Avi.

“He said to consider employment at the C.I.A. iEtgets screwed up.”

“It won't,” said Avi. “I'll make the substitutionWhen Cinai assembles them he can place the
detonators any damn way he wants. Nabuli’s peopleyet them, return to the facilities where they
work, place them and be arrested and charged dg¢heauthorities. We’'ll have avoided an

incident on foreign soil.”
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“Alright Avi, but damn it, intercept that shipmead if anything falls out of place you are to
destroy everything related to hell bent. ThenBdulton, Nabuli and Cinai.”

Avi put the satellite phone in his bag, lookedhigtwatch, and decided it was not too late to
call Ariana. A machine answered on the third ridgsterile, gender neutral, voice recited the phone
number.

Avi began to leave a message. “Ariana, it's A1

Ariana picked up, “Sorry Avi. | was afraid it wMalcolm again. He’s called so damn many
times | don’t bother to answer.”

Avi said, “I need to see you.”

“Why?” asked Ariana

“Are you free now?”

“l am, but it's almost 10:30.”

Please Ariana, it's important.”

“Allright, I'm to antsy to sleep and | haven't eatall day. There's a French restaurant 8n 8
Avenue. | put something in my stomach before Irggtoglycemic.”

Avi said, “I'll pick you up.”

“Fine,” replied Ariana.

After a fifteen minute taxi ride Avi paid and gaitoon the corner of 19St. and 8 Avenue.
Five teenagers rapping to the music from an ozedsioom boxcongregated at the entrance to a
convenience store. They held the jive to observieadihe exited the cab and walked dowf $9
They decided he wouldn’t be an easy mark and retuta their rapping. At the entrance to Ariana’s
four-story brownstone Avi pressed the bar on thesped brass intercom.

She answered, “Avi?”

“Yes.”

“ Give me a minute.”
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Ariana was more beautiful than he remembered. Sire t@an slacks, an off white silk shirt,
and a shawl thrown casually over her shoulders.”

“Aren’t you going to be cold,” asked Avi.

“I need to chill out,” quipped Ariana.

“They headed down ost. toward 8 Ave. A woman with a pit bull lunging at its leasnd
seemingly in charge of its nightly expedition, ked a short distance in front of them.

After a moment of silence, Ariana spoke. “I hatatttlamn dog; he’s vicious and ugly and he
pisses the tree in front of my house to death.”

As if an afterthought, she said, “On the phone td me you have some concerns. About
what?”

“Your safety.”

Ariana stopped and turned to Avi, “You heard aklddatcolm’s threat?”

Avi responded, “Yes, and we take it seriously.”

“Why?---- because my Grandfather called your bagktare him a new ass. I'm not sure
Malcolm meant what he said.”

“No, Ariana, not because your Grandfather called], mot because of anything Boulton said.
I’'m concerned because the man and the people luelsivg with are dangerous.”

“Avi, Malcolm is obsessed with the Rothmans andJ&es but he doesn’t have the balls to
hurt me. He knows that if he did, my Grandfatheuldauin him, and his grandiose plans for
revenge would go up in smoke. Even though he’ssdegk he’s too smart to go up against a man
who can cut off his financing.”

“Believe me Ariana, Boulton is up to somethingri@re dangerous than an attempt to control
the diamond business.”

“That’s nonsense Avi. Getting even with the Rothieas all he cares about; for him that
means getting their diamonds, not violence.”

“Ariana, you're wrong. You don’t have any idea wiatulton is up to.”
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Ariana frowned, hesitated a moment and then sagké how you would say that. He did a
good job of conning me; | believed he cared aboaitamd my work. Still, | don’t believe he’s
capable of violence.”

“Ariana, he is, he’s already killed.”

“Killed? | don't believe it.”

Exasperated, Avi exclaimed, “Believe it, he shdM@ssad agent.”

“Then why isn’t he in jail?”

“Because, he’s been smart enough not to be caught.”

Ariana after a moment of thought said, “I don’tibeé he’s a murderer.”

Avi said, “We have proof, not the kind you neediwitzerland but enough to make sure he
pays. I'm going to kill the bastard.”

“Avi. What the hell is wrong with you? You candke the law into your hands.”

Avi responded, this time with anger, “What’s wrongh me------- what’s wrong with me is
that Boulton killed my sister. | loved her as mashanyone in my life.”

In silence they resumed their walk. As they turrigtt on 8" Avenue Ariana, her eyes
reddened and tearful, said, “I don’t know whas&y.”

“Don’t say anything, just tell me about Geneva.”

Ariana gathered herself together before contiguintold Mr. Harel everything there is to
tell.”

“Humor me,” said Avi, “Another time won’t hurt.”

“Allright, but it's a waste of time,” replied Ariaawho continued, “As | told your associate,
The evening was unreal. Malcolm, after several talkskwas effusive; he boasted about the amount
of money he had raised from friends of my Grandfathho he implied was behind his scheme. |
lost it and started to leave. Malcolm grabbed nmg.dde hurt me. If | hadn’t promised you
information, | would have made a scene. Insteathyed, and frankly I'm glad | did. As the evening

continued, | realized that Malcolm was a fraudthimg more than a con artist.
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“He presented the three men with bank drafts @di€Suisse, drafts that were worthless. But
Malcolm is convincing he made it seem as the arafiomation they required was nothing but a
formality. Knowing my Grandfather and his assaesathe oral confirmation that was needed was
from them not Malcolm.

“The Africans were drunk and thought they hit thekjpot. The Russian played it cool, as if
he knew the offer was bogus.”

“Bogus?”

Ariana said, it's obvious to anyone who is sobet lamows the business, “Purchases of rough
diamonds by De Forster are made in cash or golétdWta’s drafts requiring authentication are
nothing more than worthless paper. Any seriousetteabuld know that and required payment at the
time of the offer and as | said, it would be inlgas wire transfer or gold. Malcolm doesn’t aifid,
my Grandfather has his way, won’t have acceskaaleposits in Credit Suisse.”

Avi said, “If what you say is accurate, then Boultas | suspected, is putting on a charade.”

“And if they are dumb enough or greedy enough fladyfor it,” replied Ariana.

“Yeah, and there appears to be a glut of dumb grbadinessmen in the diamond business,”
replied Avi.

Ariana put her hand to her forehead, and tiltedhead as if trying to remember something.
A moment passed before she spoke, “There was somgedlse, something | forgot to tell Mr. Harel.
My God Avi I'm stupid. I'm one of the dumb ones.”

“What did you forget?” asked Avi.

“Malcolm’s answer when | asked him why Etiennesmawith him.”

“Etienne, isn’t he Boulton’s chauffeur?”

“Yes, but I've wondered if he wasn’t more than thigtey were joined at the hip,” replied
Ariana.

“What surprised you about his answer?”
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He said, ‘Etienne is no longer with me and he’lldealt with him like the woman------ the
woman was the agent you said he murdered; wase’sh

“The bastard,” exclaimed Avi, “he’s bragging aboutrdering my sister.”

Avi and Ariana walked on, neither spoke

At the entrance t@rovencethree couples, all male, sat at a bar adjacethiet@entrance of the
dimly lit restaurant. Thenaitre d’approached them.

Avi said, “We’ll be having dessert and drinks.”

After they were seated, Avi asked, “At dinner, Mdlcolm say when he wanted delivery of
the diamonds?”

Ariana’s eyes closed slightly as she attempte@twember their conversation.

“No, nothing specific but the implication was tliegt was prepared to accept delivery
immediately after the deals were consummated.

“And if the checks bounce, that will be never,khe end of his charade,” said Avi.

Ariana said, “He’s going to the Caribbean next rhofim certain that by then the Africans
and Russian will know they've been duped.”

“If they have any sense,” said Avi, “they’ll knovetore that? But | don’t understand what

Boulton had to gain by this charade.”

Ariana responded, “ Probably the investor's mohey,
responded Ariana. “According to my Grandfather dltovo

million euros.”

Avi said nothing but thoughtThe money to pay NabutlHe then asked, “Did Boulton say

who he was meeting in the Caribbean?”
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“I was surprised that he didn’t try to convince toego with him. My curiosity got the better
of me and | asked him who he was going with?” Hd,saBusiness associates, a colleague from
MIT, and several Arabs.’

Avi asked, “Did he mention any names?”

“No, no names.”

The waiter, check in hand, came to their tablelartit in front of Avi.

Ariana said, “We’ll have a look at the dessert fray

The gangly young man seemed unwilling to moveobtktit back in the kitchen, we’re ready
to close.”

Avi lost his temper, “Then get your skinny ass baxckhe kitchen and get it. You'll damn well
stay open until we finish.”

His bow tie askew, and alarmed by the patrontbunst he scampered to the kitchen and
after removing most of the desserts. Only a padcered cheesecake and a Creme Brule, with a
cracked coating of burned sugar remained on #he tr

Avi said, “You win. We’'ll leave, along with your dan tip.”
The waiter gathered his courage and replied, “Hyesik, | doubt you're the type to leave
one.”
Ariana cupped her hand over her mouth to restraindughter. Avi said, “You might have
dessert, but at least you have balls.”
As they got up and walked out of the restauranaraisaid, “You were a bit hard on him.”
As they walked down"8Avenue Avi said, “Don’t worry about him, worry altoyourself. |
want you out of New York until this is resolved. Mlalm and his friends are dangerous. If they
think you might endanger their plan they won't tes to, as you've heard Malcolm say, deal with

you.

Ariana eyes blazed and her lips tightened, alnm#td point of unattractiveness.
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“You want me out of New York. | don’t take ordersiih you and I'm certainly not going to
let that bastard drive me away from my work andrfds!

“I'm going into partnership with Larry Winston, andlon’t intend to put it off.”

Avi took her hand. “I'm sorry if | sounded officisubut we know Malcolm is working with a
Palestinian who has associates who wouldn’t hesitatio you, your friends, and your business
associates harm. They'll be caught in the middsomething that can be avoided if you are out of
town.”

Ariana calmed herself and asked, “A Palestiniahel$she man Malcolm met with in Zurich,
the one he called Hassan?”

Avi responded, “Yes, Hassan Nabuli.”

“You're probably right Avi. | don’t want anyonesa involved in my problems. I'll go to
Baltimore. My mother can use the company.”

“Then it's settled?”

“I'll have to talk to her, make sure it's o0.k.” snded Ariana.

“Ariana, you have to get out of New York.”

Ariana looked at Avi’'s bloodshot eyes. She saidytYe exhausted, aren’t you?”

“Yes.”

“And you?”

“Yes, exhausted, and humiliated. I've been a f@ule of the dummies.”

Avi took her hand in his. He drew it to his liggiana shivered. She said, “Stay with me
tonight.”

Avi placed his hand under her chin, and kissedcheek. She rested her head on his shoulder.
He felt two brief, almost imperceptible, shuddé#er a moment, she gathered herself together and
said, “l want you.”

What had been a light snow turned to a heavy flukie should take a cab back?” said Avi.
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“No, please; let’'s walk. When it's cold enough tilsand falls, like this, late at night, the
streets and sidewalks stay white until morning. Yi@ke up in a different place. You forget the
ugliness until traffic beats it down and the griarel pollution turn it to gray slush.”

As they reached the townhouse Avi turned andddatown 19 Street. A half inch of snow
had fallen. “I see what you mean. The snow trams$ogverything.”

“Every thing but problems,” said Ariana as she aukthe door to her apartment.

Avi watched her tap a five digit code on the keylboaf the alarm control panel. “You have
an elaborate system.”

Ariana replied, “Sometimes it's a pain, but theuirsce company requires one. This one is
supposed to be state of the art.”

“Itis,” said Avi.

“l guess so, but its still a nuisance. After lexrdnd turn it off it resets within two minutes
into intruder alarm. The motion detectors remain wiit all of the entry points to the building stay
on. | have to enter a code before | open a dowimdow. If | don’t the silent alarm goes off; the
alarm company patrol and police are here withinutas.”

“Remind me not to leave without telling you.” s#di as he followed Ariana into the living
room. Antique furniture, priceless paintings, amimtal carpets exuded wealth. Avi was in awe.

Ariana, noting Avi's expression said, “My Grantifer is very generous.”

“That appears to be an understatement,” said Avarfa said, “I love it all, but especially the
art. | only wish | had earned it.”

Avi commented, “I'm sure your Grandfather belieyes have.”

“How? What have | done to be given so much.”

“You've given him your love?”

“‘Damn you Stein, do you think love is all | hawedffer?”

“I didn’t mean to imply that.”

Ariana said, “I know you didn’t. I'm too damn edyAvi drew her to him. “I'm sorry.”
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Ariana pulled away, “Avi, I'm sorry too, I'm sorryled you on. As much as | want to hold
you, to kiss you, to make love, | can’t. This isthie right time.”

“Will there ever be a right time?”

“I don’t know, and I'm not sure I'll ever know. Weve in two worlds, and we each have work
we love. | made a terrible mistake when | let Maitinto my life; he might have destroyed
everything | loved and had worked for. I'm notagdo take another chance.”

Avi said, “I'm not like him.”

Ariana said, “I want to believe that, but you eetemy life just as Malcolm did, with a lie. |
was fooled by Malcolm, and | won’t chance beingléolbagain.”

“Ever? You'll never take a chance on a man?” agked

“When | trust myself,” replied Ariana who then tienl the rest of her response, “Malcolm told
me what | wanted to hear. He fed me a line, andd ungry for a relationship so | bit. He
pretended to enter my world to be a part of it, winat he wanted was to destroy it.”

“Ariana, you're the first woman since Leah thatd’'wanted to love.”

“Wanted? You didn’'t say loved. How do you wantded me? As a mistress; as an informer.
What does ‘want’ mean to you, Avi?

“Ariana, | want you as a friend, a lover, but &er more.”

“How much more? What kind of more?” asked Ariana.

“I'm not sure, but | want to share our lives, ” lieg Avi.

“I can tell you what Malcolm wanted. He wanted adaiden, a trophy that would help him
in his insane quest for power. Now you come alyog, know nothing about my work or my
feelings, and you say you want to love me. Youmsees coming in to your world, but | can’t see

myself coming in to yours.”
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Chapter 26

Sint-Maarten, Saint-Martin
The Caribbean

At 9:45 a.m., the American Airlines flight from Bos arrived at Juliana Airport on the Dutch
side of Sint-Martin. Baruch Cinai emerged from Baeing 747. The sun was blistering, the air
humid. The Israeli scientist sweated as he walkawh the plane into the terminal. Twenty minutes
after arrival, his single piece of luggage was @thon the floor of the baggage area; bag in haad, h
proceeded to Customs and Immigration. After fivaues in line, and a perfunctory glance at his
passport, he was passed through Customs withaekamination of his luggage.

At the circular drive outside the terminal he wasgunded by drivers vying for his business.
Baruch motioned to a young man who yelled outyithit boss, get you there cheap, get you there
quick.” The driver moved quickly to his side, tobis bag, and without regard to the contents
tossed it into the trunk alongside a half full @ner of motor oil and a flat tire. He moved to the
rear passenger compartment and motioned Baruchti@avretchedly hot Toyota; the smell of
ganja was overwhelming. After a thirty minute ridethe French side of the island, the taxi arrived
at Baruch'’s destination, a rambling assemblagblreetonce separate residences meant to pass as a
villa. He was greeted by an elderly black womarmwhme out onto the front porch of the largest of
the three buildings.

She picked up the suitcase and led Baruch dovaihady and up a flight of stairs. She
opened the door to a sun-drenched room that appeateve been furnished for the wife of the
original owner.

The bed and the single arm chair were upholstergghigham, a dressing table with a barely
silvered mirror was centered in front of one wallrnately carved dresser on the other. The

curtains, with a brilliant floral design were hdddck by two pink ribbons. “ This here the purtiest
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room in this whole place,” said the woman as simed on the window mounted air conditioner
and pointed out the bathroom.

“Misser Mac say after you settle in you come owddo the sunroom.”

Baruch reached into his rear pocket and took aitailet. The old woman said, “No need for
dat, misser Mac he take care of me.”

Baruch unpacked, carefully arranged his clothéberdresser and closet, undressed, and got
into the shower stall. Surprisingly, the water gtes was good, the hot water hot. He soaped
himself and was rinsing off when the phone rdgpping water on the bare wood floors he
almost ran to the phone. It was Malcolm.

“Bar, | can’'t wait to see you!”

Cinai answered, “I'm just out of the shower; bé down in a few minutes.”

The plant filled open-air sunroom was wide and |dhgee wide-bladed teak fans rotated
slowly above the stone floor and white wicker ftune. Baruch entered, took in his surroundings,
looked out at the turquoise ocean and wished ki@atanisters never existed.

Malcolm was seated; drink in hand, his back toethiey. There was a moment of hesitation
before the portly scientist approached his forroget. He placed his hand on Malcolm’s shoulder.
Malcolm turned to him,

“Bar, I've missed you!”

The first two days on the Island were gloriousight breakfast and then hours on the sun
drenched beach followed by lunch at a nearby canmesa return to the beach and after a shower
and change of clothing, dinner at a small restdutat specialized in seafood. The morning of the
third day, Malcolm called.

“Bar, I'm afraid the vacation is over. It's time vget to work. | gave the maid the day off so
we’d have some privacy; we’ll have breakfast arehtpet started.”

Baruch said, “Alright, I'll be down after | showeér.
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The scientist entered the kitchen, absent the ssh&lying bacon and the charming chatter of
the cook. Malcolm pointed at the orange juice, msffand coffee---- “Help yourself.”---- he left
the room and returned with a corrugated box froncivremoved a canister and a set of the devices
Baruch had fabricated; he laid them out on thehkitctable.

Baruch asked, “Malcolm, where did you get this st? You told me they were arriving
tomorrow.” Sweat ran down his forehead as the safjtite bomb brought him back; back from two
days of sun, crystal clear water, and French fbatl had made the Mossad and the deadly devices a
dim memory.

“This,” said Malcolm as he picked up the canistera model | had made. | want you to
teach me how to arm and after that we’ll writergtruction manual.”

“Teach you?An instruction manual?” | thought youne me to arm them, all fifteen of
them,” said Baruch.

Malcolm appeared exasperated and responded, ‘tidort think I'd be stupid enough to ship
fifteen nuclear devices to the island. My clieiméve them. I'll ship them the components you
fabricated along with written instructions whichuywill help me write.”

“You don’t have the canisters!” exclaimed Baruch.

Malcolm smiled, his voice was condescending asaitg No Baruch; what | have is a great
deal of money with more to come when | deliverriesing components along with instructions on
their assembly into the canisters.”

“Who are your clients?” asked Baruch.

“That’s not your concern, but I will tell you whttey're going to do with the bombs.”

“My God Malcolm, they’re not going to detonate thihat would be disastrous.”

“Of course not. Unlike the Israeli’'s who built thembs to kill, my clients want justice. They
want territory and political concessions, not demtd destruction. They intend to blackmail your
Government.”

“That’s unfair, they were for our protection, inance against an attack?” replied Baruch.
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Malcolm snickered, “My God Baruch, you are eitherywnaive, very stupid, or both.”

Baruch sighed. “Unfortunately I'm both.” He therkad, “You're certain the people who have
the canisters won’t detonate them? The devastatouid be horrifying.”

“l told you Baruch, they will be used as bargainaigps,” replied Malcolm. “The threat of
their use and the threat of another scandal ifwglthe Israeli nuclear program will insure they
receive the concessions they desire. Besides kiinmy, based on past experience that the Israeli
retaliation would be disproportionate to any damthgg might inflict.”

Baruch wiped sweat from his head and forehead, $Bhere’s the chance that some maniac
will use them. The bombs would be devastating.”

Malcolm replied, “You're right Bar, and that's natchance either of wants to take. You
mentioned a place on the carbide housing that veake&ned. Didn’'t you refer to it as tlsveet
spof”’

Baruch sensed that the conversation was headée night direction and replied, almost
enthusiastically, “That’s correct. If the detorratn’t aligned properly relative to theweet spot’
the thermos housing will disintegrate, but the &tag carbide core will remain intact and no
radioactive material will be released.”

“Then my clients will receive directions that impexly position the detonator. The bombs
will be harmless?”

“I'm so relieved Malcolm? | can’t stand the thougithe deaths that would result if they're
ever used.”

“Honestly Bar, | don’'t understand why you workedtbeir development. You're a wonderful
man, a moral man.”

“It was a terrible mistake. | should have resighed.

“You should have!” said Malcolm. “Now show me hove wssemble the bombs so that they

will be harmless.”
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Halfway through his demonstration Baruch pointetitba sweet spot on the tungsten carbide
housing. “Aligned like this the bomb will detonated the nuclear core will be ruptured.”

Malcolm pointed into the thermos, “So the deton&tas to be below the line on nuclear core
to render the bomb useless.”

“Correct,” replied Baruch, “If it's above the lirend opposite the sweet spot the core will split
and the nuclear material will be dispersed.”

Malcolm positioned the detonator below the lineteAthe assembly was complete, he put the
device aside and said, “Bar, now that our busiredsne, let’s take the boat around to the Dutch
side and have a swim and some lunch?”

“I'd love that. | can’t swim but a trip on the watend a delightful lunch will make a perfect
ending to a wonderful three days.”

“Yes, | thought you might enjoy it. Put a bathingt©n and we’ll beach the boat on one of
the coves and you can get some sun.”

“Just give me a few minutes to change.”

Fifteen minutes later they were underway, stayingecto the shoreline until they reached the
Dutch side. Far off shore a Zodiac inflatable witlo divers paralleled their course. Neither Baruch
nor Malcolm noticed.

As the Malcolm’s boat approached a sandy covealt “I'm so glad we've had this time
together.”

Baruch responded, “I was afraid | was making a akist | thought there would be anything
more, but | was wrong, it's been wonderful andvd you.”

“I know,” said Malcolm as he headed out and awaynfthe cove.

“I thought we were going to sunbathe,” said Baruch.

Malcolm cut the engine, turned to Baruch and salthVe something else in mind.”
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He placed his hand behind Baruch’s head, drewfbivsard and kissed him on the lips.
Baruch leaned back in expectation of more. Withfilge hand, Malcolm grasped his lover’s leg,
lifted, and pushed the Israeli into the ocean.

Baruch screamed as he hit the water; his armgdaitMalcolm, my God, help me, help me. |
can’'t swim.”

“I know,” said Malcolm.

“Why, why are you doing this to me, please help’me,

As he watched Cinai gulp water Malcolm shouted, UYe going to die because you are a
wretched sweaty man who is of no use to me or aeyatse.”

Malcolm turned his boat toward a Marina near hdiAirport. Fifteen minutes later he
docked and was greeted by a teenage dock handctolaignored her and, showing all the distress
he could muster, ran into the Marina office. éea help. My friend went overboard.”

“Where?” asked the office manager.

“Outside of a cove near the French side--- he camiin--- it was horrible.

“When and how did this happen?” asked the Manager.

Malcolm removed a handkerchief from his bathing pocket. He wiped tears from his eyes,
blew his nose and, while looking down, repliedddin’t know, ten- twenty minutes ago. He stood
to change position, tripped on the anchor line fefidnto the ocean.” He blew his nose again and
continued, “He went under and came up. He wasrta#- gulping water. | dove in--- the tide was
coming out from the cove--- he panicked and wemleun | couldn’t find him.”

“Did you circle the area?” asked the Manager.

“1 got back in the boat, circled for a few minutaad then headed here for help.

“I blame myself, | should have insisted that he miaa life vest, but he said it was too hot. Oh

God, | can't believe it. Bar is gone, he’s gone.”
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The office manager led Malcolm to a 19 foot Edgewvabwered by a two hundred
horsepower Evinrude. With Malcolm’s guidance sgesytto the area where his companion had
disappeared, slowed and circled the cove for aHmlf. There was no trace of Baruch Cinai.

A police officer, his white, stiffly starched, dorm still unstained with sweat had been
summoned to the Marina. He was waiting in the airditioned office and observed the Edgewater
pull alongside the fueling dock.

Malcolm followed the Manager into the office angeated his story. The policeman, noting
the Englishman’s distress, and determining thav&ae the only witness to his friend’s drowning,

decided there was no cause for an investigation.

At a warehouse on the French side of the island,Mwssad divers deflated the high-speed
Zodiac and disassembled the underwater sled useddae the Israeli scientist.

Avi who had awaited their return was on the phoitd Wavid Kimmel.

“We have Cinai, and we got the canisters, but dmlyteen of them. | made the substitution
but | have no idea where the fifteenth canistér is.

“Does Cinai know?” asked David.

Avi responded, “He isn't talking?”

“Then make him talk!” said David. “Call me when ykoow more.”

Avi put down the phone and turned to the distrasgigntist.

“I hope, for your sake as well as ours and the hest&lof innocents who might die, we recover
the missing canister.”

Cinai said, “You should have let me drown!”

Avi replied, “If you don’t tell me where the fifte¢h canister is you will experience a great
deal of pain.”

Cinai wept, his voice cracked as he respondedlid ivhat you told me. Now | want to die.”

“Not until you tell me everything you know,” saidvA

165



6/5/2007 2:48 PM

Malcolm arrived at the customs area of the port@inked up the shipment of wine from Italy.
He returned to the Villa, carried the seven crafgShianti into the kitchen, and with a scissor cu
the fiberglass tape that secured each carton . \iirom each he removed two canisters and placed
them on the counter.

He removed one bottle of Chianti, retrieved a cora from the counter, opened it, filled a
glass and walked to the sunroom.

The phone rang. It was Hassan. “I've been tryingech you,” he said.

“I've been indisposed,” replied Malcolm.

“Have you received the wine?” asked Hassan.

“I'm drinking it as we speak,” replied Malcolm.

“Save some for me,” said Hassan, “I'll join you tormmow.”

Later that evening Malcolm returned to the kitchida.removed the false bottom from inside
each thermos, inserted and aligned the detorainnected the radio receiver and replaced the
silver mirrored bottom.

He then went to pantry and brought out a case oigmguice and a liter of dark rum. He filled
each of the thermoses, replaced the screw capaodp affixed colorful Sint-Maarten vacation
stickers on the side of each.

Hassan arrived the next morning, was briefed bychlal and shown the bombs.

On two succeeding days twenty one of his assacatéved on six separate flights. Each
group, after clearing customs and immigration, werthe sidewalk outside the terminal. A Honda
Odyssey with a window sign that saielston Villawas waiting. A Mossad operative
photographed them as they entered the bus. A sexmrdtive with a telephoto lens photographed
them as they entered the Villa.

The last to arrive were from Israel. Mohammed Eélldn, Abd EI Shaman, Nauru Zahid, and

Abbas Hilmi, Hassan’s second in command.
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They arrived at the Villa, and were greeted byddas~vho informed them, as he had the
others that dinner that night would be servedgtttei

Malcolm had arranged for the best of the Islandisaih restaurants to provide a catered dinner
to be prepared and served by four serving stafelV@card tables, twenty four chairs, tablecloths,
wine glasses,flatware, cutlery, insect repellantiies and candles were also provided. The catering
staff arrived at five thirty unloaded their two ¢ks and assembled the tables and chairs on a patio
overlooking the ocean. The tables were placed@edd, with a single chair at each end, eleven on
one side and ten on the other. Two of the stafareed on the patio, to set the table and place .
place the torches. Two prepared the food. Malcadoh $elected the menu; Roasted Red peppers
with anchovies as an appetizer, Lasagna or Man&etind entrée, a salad dressed with either, olive

oil and vinegar or Parmesan Reggiano, olive oil amredjano.

At seven forty five Malcolm greeted Hassan as he
entered the living room, “Good evening Hassan. Binn
tonight will be Italian and it will be appropriate use the
Chianti. It shouldn’t be left behind.”

Hassan laughed, “I can assure you Malcolm thatingtyou provide will be wasted.”

Malcolm brought a case of wine out of the pantrgsshn removed a bottle and noted the two
empty spaces from which canisters had been reméieedead the label,Sassicaia Tenuta San
Guido 1999; and said, “this is Italian but isn’t labeledHianti.’

“I know said Malcolm, but as you can see it's badtin Tuscany and would have received that
appellation but for recalcitrance of bureaucrat® wisisted that the blend of grapes wasn’t
representative of classical wine from the regiout, Believe me, at $170 a bottle it's the best

available.”
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Malcolm signaled one of the servers to uncork thteecase, turned to Hassan and
whispered, “l suggest you inform each of your peppk they arrive, that nothing related to their
occupation, or their reason for being here, shbeldiscussed in the presence of the catering’staff

Hassan said, “Of course, Malcolm. Nothing will beetheard except word concerning the

graciousness of their host and the excellenceeoivine.”

By eight, every one was seated, Malcolm at one dadsan at the other. Candles lit each
table. Crystal goblets were filled by two of thevseg staff.
Hassan lifted his, “To our gracious host, this wenfid island, this wonderful wine, and all

the joy that will come from this visit.”

The following morning, after a final briefing, thieermoses were distributed, fourteen of them
harmless. The fifteenth, as deadly as the daystiwade in the laboratories at Dimona, was received
by Abbas Hilmi. The game of Russian roulette began.

Over the next two days Boulton’s guests were pirajohed as they entered the boarding
gate. As the twenty first boarded her plane, Aaralted Avi, “Boulton’s guests have departed,
except for Nabuli, whose waiting for a charter.”

Avi said, “Once he’s off the ground, check histdegion.”

“Will do,” said Aaron.

“What about Boulton?” asked Avi.

“He hasn't left the house. What do you want udd@”

“Go back there and don’t let him out of your sifht
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Chapter 27

Sint-Maarten

When Aaron arrived at the Villa he conferred with partner and called Avi. “There’s one
drive from the house to the road and a path fraerhtbuse to the dock; he might be able to leave by
boat.”

“Can you see the dock?” asked Avi.

“Only the road,” replied Aaron.

“Is there a position from which you can see both§Ked Avi.

“No, | don't think so,” replied Aaron.

“Then split up, you watch the road, Mutti the wdteaid Avi.

“This might be a long stakeout; once we split uphse of will be able to take a break,” said
Aaron. “Is there anyone to relieve us?”

“No, stay awake and cut the griping,” replied Auvi.

Inside the house Malcolm, exhausted by the ewadritse past week, had fallen asleep on

the sofa. He was awakened the next morning by #id.m

“Misser Mac, what you doing down here?”

“I fell asleep Penny. I'm going upstairs to showeix me breakfast.”

“Yes suh, and with all those people gone you'lldngourself pleny hot water and, Hallelujah,
I'll have me time to get the place cleaned up.”

Malcolm chuckled, “Hallelujah, indeed.”

A half hour later as he breakfasted on mangqgsyss, coffee, and corn bread he called

Penny, from the sunroom where she was cleaninget&itchen. “This afternoon I’'m going to
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Grand Case for lunch and a swim at Orient. I'll @#asftovers tonight so you might as well leave
once you've finished the sunroom.”

“You certin bout that Misser Mac, it ain’t no trdelto fix you a proper meal.”

“I'm certain Penny, you’'ve done quite enough thastpwveek.”

Early that afternoon, Malcolm drove to restauramt in Grand Case. As he parked he noticed
a blue Toyota pull into a parking space furthethgstreet. It had been behind him since his
departure from the villa.

He entered the Fish Pot restaurant, was seatethlleawith an ocean view, and ordered a half
bottle of Hugel Gewdrztraminer, broiled grouperd aalad — all of which he consumed at a
leisurely pace.

As he walked out of the restaurant, he looked i birections. The blue Toyota and its two
occupants hadn’t moved. He decided not to alteplans, and drove to Orient beach.

The well publicized beach was not the idyllic,l&&ed nude beach portrayed in travel
magazines. What had once been a tranquil strasdnaf bordered by brilliant blue water, was now a
megapolis of beach chairs and umbrellas that steetout of sight in both directions. Only the
beach in reach of the tides was uncovered.

Loud music from food and beverage concessions, idactified by the color of its umbrellas,
created a cacophony of sound. Men and women, athoim who would have benefited from
bathing attire, strolled at the water’s edge; trenmwere looking for the occasional beauty, the
women were comforted by the lack thereof.

Malcolm walked until he spotted a small oasis ditsde behind a large underbrush-covered
sand dune. He found a bare patch of sand, anddspre#&owel, removed his clothing, and lay down.
The scorching afternoon sun penetrated every ihtisdody as he speculated as to the identity of
the men who followed him.

No matter who they were, he would elude them andfj®f the island. After less than a half

hour he dressed and returned to his car.
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“Our boy didn’t spend much time in the sun,” saidti

“Yeah, and he didn’t go in the water. | wonder wigybothered to come to the beach?” replied
Aaron.

“Maybe he wanted to look at the women, but from the seen, it's not worth the effort.”

Malcolm pulled out of the parking lot. The agentited a few minutes and then followed.

As Malcolm pulled on to the main road the blue Tayavith its two occupants appeared in
the rear view mirror and stayed behind him allwhagy to the Villa. Malcolm pulled into the drive,
parked and went inside. He took out the thin tedeyghdirectory and called the only chartered plane
service on the French side.

He arranged for a chartered flight on the next dayng his destination as San Juan, Puerto
Rico. He insisted that no other passengers lmard. After keeping him waiting for five minutes,
the attendant came back on the line and informedthat only one plane was available, a Beech
Baron, and that the cost of the charter, withobeopassengers, would be $1,000 per hour. Without
hesitation Malcolm agreed. The flight would depamnediately upon his arrival at the airport
between 1:00 and 2:00. The attendant insisted ppgment in advance. Malcolm put the charge on
his American Express.

He then called a taxi service and arranged to keheeear of the Grande Marche
supermarket at 12:00 and driven to the Airport. ©again he was asked for payment in advance.

Outside, the two Mossad agents had taken thets posl prepared themselves for a long
foodless vigil.

At eleven fifteen the next morning Malcolm packesl belongings in two small suitcases,
which he gave to Penny along with an envelope contpan address in London and written
instructions to the shipping company. “Penny, htwgou to have a taxi deliver the bags to the

freight forwarding company at the airport. The addr;, shipping instruction and my credit card
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number are in the envelope. He handed her Fafthaig. “This is for the taxi. And this,” handing
her four hundred dollar bills, “this is for you.”

Penny looked at the money and exclaimed, “Lordgrdly, | ain’t never had this much money
at one time.”

Malcolm smiled as he said, “You've earned everynyeof it Penny.”

The maid put her hands on her hips and laugheetigally. She calmed herself and said,
“You be somthin’ else Misser Mac.”

Malcolm went to his rental car, pulled out of thréevd and onto the road to the Grande
Marche. He saw the blue Toyota come out of a pelijomake a u-turn and follow.

The parking lot of the ever busy supermarket wls fdalcolm circled to find a parking
space; a battered Subaru pulled out of one neantnance. Malcolm pulled in, turned off the
ignition, and placed the keys on the floorboard|éfethe car unlocked, and entered the crowded
market.

Multti turned to his partner.

“Should | follow him inside?” he asked.

Aaron said, “No, we’ll find a parking place where wan see the entrance and wait.”

“O.K. responded Muitti, but | need to piss and wéhlcould damn well use something to eat.”

Aaron said, “Then go in, make sure he’s shoppingh gwo sandwiches and a couple sodas
and get your ass back here.”

Mutti entered the market; he spotted Boulton fglitis shopping cart with groceries. His
bladder needed immediate attention and he alncastied into the lavatory. When he came out
Malcolm was waiting in a long line at the cheesenter; one clerk was desperately trying to serve a
half dozen annoyed customers.

Malcolm, while waiting to purchase cheese, watdhedman from the Toyota enter, and exit

the bathroom, purchase sandwiches and ‘Orangind,leave the store.
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To the relief of the customer behind him in linealblm, with a gesture of frustration, left
the cheese line and pushed his cart toward a Igattiok in the rear. He abandoned the cart and
walked through a set of double doors onto thadil@adock. Six concrete steps led to the ground.

Two employees were unloading a truck of frozentmiBaey stopped for a moment, eyed the
well dressed white man, decided that, since hecaaging nothing, he wasn’t a shoplifter and let
him pass.

The taxi was waiting, as arranged. In twenty miadte was at the airport, and in another

fifteen he was airborne.

Back at the shopping center, the Mossad agentsri@cancerned when, after ten minutes,
Boulton had not returned to his car. Aaron saiduttil wait here, I'm going into the market.

Boulton should be out by now.”

“Yeah, unless he was buying enough for guestsainaady left,” replied Aaron.

Multti exclaimed, “Damn it Aaron, | should have lizad something was wrong. Boulton had
enough stuff in his cart to feed an army. He hagbaon to kill time.”

Five minutes later Aaron trotted out of the maiked to the car, “The son of a bitch is gone. |
checked every isle and both bathrooms. One oflys m the shipping department said a white man
came through the loading dock. He said he wasn'yicey anything so no one stopped him. The son
of a bitch was killing time so that he could loase”

“We better call Avi,” said Mutti.

“Yeah, and you can bet he’s going to be pissedd Aaron. “We better check his car for
anything that might give us an idea where he’s bddd

The two agents approached Boulton’s car, openeddbewhich had been left unlocked and
found the keys on the floor. Mutti pocketed therfteAa search of the glove compartment,
underneath the seats and visors, and the trunk s&id, “Nothing here, let's go back to his house.

He wasn’t carrying any luggage, we’ll see whatéfelbehind.”
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The two agents drove to the Villa and were grebieBenny, “Yes suhs, can | help you?”

“Yes ma’am, we're here to see Mr. Boulton. We haveeeting with him,” said Aaron.

“You ain’t gonna have a meetin’ with him. He doraxked and gone. He say to send his bags
beginnin’ next week.”

“That’s impossible, he told us to come here thisrabon to have him sign a very important
contract. If he forgot we’ll have to send him tlantract. Can you give us the address where the
luggage is to be sent?”

“I don’ know ‘bout that. Mr. Boulton didn’ say natig ‘bout no meetin’ but | guess it be
aw’right. He done gave me a ‘lope and say | to govde shipping company. You wait right here an’
Ill git it.”

In a few moments she returned to the porch witkrarelope. Mutti took the envelope, opened
it and jotted down the shipping address.

“Thank you ma’am, I’'m sure Mr. Boulton will be pked to get the papers we have for him.”

“I hope so, he’s a nice man, and a big tipper,t $he maid, pointedly.

Aaron handed the maid two five dollar bills.

“Thank you suh, you have a good day.”

Aaron called Avi as soon as they were back in #re“@vi, the bastard gave us the slip, and
he left luggage to be forward to an address in bondt must be a relative. The luggage is to be& sen
to 37 Grovenor Place, care of Julian Boulton.”

“Aaron, check every airport and every boat thagaving this island. You take the Dutch side
and I'll have two of our people work the Frenchesid

The following afternoon, Avi waited at Juliana part to board his flight to New York.

Before he boarded he called David Kimmel.
“David, we lost Boulton on the French side of thiamnd.”
“All I'm getting from you is bad news. When and hald it happen?”

“Yesterday afternoon.”
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“Why did you wait to inform me?”

“I hoped we’d pick up his trail.”

“But you didn’t?”

“No, but I think | know where he’s heading. He had luggage shipped to his parents’ flat in
London.”

David voice was tinged with disgust, “And he miglait months to pick it up. Where is he
now?”

“We traced him to an airport on the French sideflele off the island in a twin-engine Beech
Baron with a range of over 1,700 miles, giving destination as San Juan. He either paid or forced
the pilot to alter the flight plan; the plane diti@nd in San Juan and hasn’t returned to Sint
Maarten. With the range of that Beech, Boulton ddwdve gone anywhere in the Caribbean, or
possibly even the southern U.S. As it is, the @lad plane have disappeared. The charter company
notified the police and aviation authorities.”

“Matossian, not to mention the Prime Minister via# furious when | tell them we lost track
of Boulton,” said David.

“I screwed up,” said Avi.

“I know, and when | informed the Prime Ministbat one of the canister's had not been
recovered he went ballistic. When 1 finished thayshe exploded. Loosing Boulton will ice the
cake. He wants it back and he wants Nabuli’'s peopbur custody.”

Avi commented, “Even though most aren’t Israelizeihs?”

“Neither was Eichman,” replied David.

“That’s right,” said Avi, “But we’re talking aboutventy one people, most of whom are
foreign nationals.”

David replied, “I'm aware of the problems, but te@se our orders. | want to station a team at

each of DeForster’s vaults.”
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“What was Deveraux’s reaction when you told hinu yeant our people in the DeForster
facilities?” asked Auvi.

“What you’'d expect,” said David. “He said that wdulot be possible.”

Avi asked, “So he believes the IDSO can handlesttuation?”

David responded, “Yes, he insists that we stavadb

“He’d be singing a different tune if he knew thaieoof the canisters was missing, armed and
nuclear.”

“Tell him!” said David. “We need his co-operation.”
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Chapter 28

Point-a-Petre, Guadeloupe and Burnham-on-Sea, Somset, England

The Beech Baron taxied to a remote corner of tiadlfield at Point-a-Petre on the island of
Guadeloupe. Malcolm paid the pilot, who was redgvo be alive, in cash, with a bonus to insure
his silence and delay his return to Sint Maart&es sir,” said the pilot as he pocked one hundred,
hundred dollar bills. “I'll find a room here, re¢gs under a false name, and when | resurfacehtell t
tallest damn tale my bosses ever heard.”

“Good man,” said Malcolm. “Just make sure it's sedays.”

“Seven days. Got it,” said the pilot who as he wdllaway muttered to himself, “Crazy damn
bastard thinks I'm going to risk loosing my licerfeeten grand.”

The Air France flight to Paris was not until 5 pWiith several hours to spare Malcolm called
Hassan.

“Hassan, | was followed when | left the Villa.”

“By whom?” asked Hassan.

“Probably the Mossad, but it could have been &eedrs from the IDSO. In any event, | lost
them.”

“I too have been followed. It's a game the Mossad koften play and | always win. I'll loose
them once | leave Switzerland. But in the off clati@t it's the IDSO----1 know little of their
techniques.”

“They’re good Hassan---- but | can assure you thi#lynot be a problem. As long as
DeForster views me as nothing more than a potectialpetitor, they’ll do as they have always
done, intimidate those that would sell to me, da$é that would buy.”

“You know them better than |,” said Hassan.
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“As you know the Mossad better than I. For my sdleesan, contact your Mossad informant;
see how much they know about us.”

Hassan responded, “I'll do that, but the Mossathefy were aware of our plans, would act,
not follow.”

“| take you at your word,” replied Malcolm. “I'tontact you again when | arrive at my final
destination.”

At 4:30 Malcolm boarded the Air France flight tolyDAirport. He settled into First Class,
had two cocktails, ate dinner, and watched thédighif movie before dozing off. He awakened to
the roar of the Airbuses engines as the pilot usedrse thrust to slow.

Malcolm passed through French Customs and Imnigrahailed a cab to the train station,
and boarded the first Chunnel train to London.

He left the train at Waterloo Station, took a acalfaddington, and boarded the local train to
Oxford. Upon his arrival he walked to the Randatitel on Beaumont Street and rented a room.
After unpacking he left the hotel, savored theifmsurroundings, and strolled down Broad Street
to The Turf, an almost ancient pub tucked belowthaéls of New College.

A hostess seated him and in a moment a waiteggrion stained with beer, arrived to take
Malcolm’s order. The old man, his face wrinkletbia perpetual frown, attempted a smile as the
young man selected steak pie, mushroom pie, canubka pint of Guinness. “Rather a bit to eat
isn't it Sir?”

Malcolm grinned, “And I'll have bread pudding fdesert.”

After dinner Malcolm walked to the bookstore he feabred during his student years. He
browsed the vast selection of books; modern angtand@lackwell’'s was as he remembered. An
hour later he returned to the Randolph, went tadosn, undressed and climbed into bed. He pulled

the down comforter over him and, for the first timenonths enjoyed a dreamless sleep.”
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At 9:00 the next morning, totally invigorated, teled the BMW dealership in London
where he had stored his motorcycle. He instrudtedService Manager to have his BMW K1200
LT-E motorcycle fueled, tuned, and prepared fokpip in two days.

The arrangements made, he left the hotel and sipemtay visiting his favorite Oxford
colleges — Magdalen, Trinity, Balliol, Merton, anticourse Queen’s College, his alma mater. At
3:00 he attended a computer sciences lecture dek3xdlege, and then at 5:30 a chamber music
concert at Christ Church Cathedral. Mozart's Saderfor Winds in B flat was aphrodisiacal.

The concert concluded, he left the Cathedral aadtked to Brown'’s for a leisurely dinner. For
the first time in months he had for an entire dargbtten DeForster, the Rothmans and the Israelis.

The Cherwell River ran, with its walking trails anttadowed banks, along the east side of
town. Malcolm strolled for two hours past darknebsfore returning to his hotel.

Early the next morning he checked out of the Rgpiuahd boarded the train to London where
he hired a taxi.

At the BMW dealership he was greeted, by name, lsgptuagenarian Service Manager who
recognized the young man who, most notably, pdidt\seemed to the old man, an exorbitant
monthly rate to keep his motorcycle freshly fueldxed, and ready for immediate use. During the
past two years he had ridden the bike twice aad tmly for a few hours.

He led the young man into the service area. Mial@ssessed his bike and after
complementing the service manager on the immacatatdition of the machine, he removed his
leather jacket, pants, helmet, and boots fromuie luggage carriers. He went into the w.c. and
changed, returned to the bikes and packed hig sili@hing and shoes in one of the luggage
carriers.

The polished black leather of his jacket and paartd, the black acrylic of his hooded helmet,
glistened in the afternoon sun as he sped souttmeStreat Scotland Yard. He turned on Whitehall,

without slowing, and passed Charring Cross. It aaso hour, 150 mile ride to the Low Lighthouse
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at Burnham-on-Sea. He relished every moment asdugbt the bike up to its cruising speed of 85
miles per hour.

As he merged onto the M5, he thought of the detiastae would inflict on Alex Rothman
and De Forster.

The top of the Lighthouse appeared; solitary, lglead shrouded by the fog that rolled in
daily along the narrow sea channel. The Low Ligh#® built in 1832, had been abandoned in
1998. It remained vacant and deteriorating untilddin purchased it in 2001, restored it, and
equipped it with sophisticated electronics — corepajtsatellite communicators, and an array of
surveillance equipment he used to monitor theosunaing grounds.

The computer room was in the remodeled and watefpd basement; a trapdoor beneath the
kitchen table remained the only access.

Malcolm parked his bike and entered. Before seftin, he climbed down a narrow ladder
into the computer room. He called Hassan in Syria.

“Hassan, I'm ready to proceed. Did your informarayide anything new?”

“Nothing of importance. She says the investigatido the Dimona theft is being
coordinated through the Prime Minister’s office am& has heard nothing. She did say that there is
speculation at Mossad headquarters about a pdtdrgfaof diamonds from Ramat Gan.”

“And your people Hassan; are they under surveid@ihc

“No. It appears that only you and | have thatyem.”

“I have dealt with it ,” replied Malcolm, “But yodassan, what about you?”

“As | told you in the beginning, | am always watdiieresponded Hassan, “but have learned
to become invisible when required.

“Now tell me Malcolm; when will we go after the di@nds?”

“You will notify your associates that the canistenust be in place eight hours from now, at
3:05 GMT.
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Hassan replied, “That will be done. And your arremgnts; the armored vehicles and air
transport?”

“Everything is arranged. In eight hours we will é&eceptionally wealthy.”

“You will be wealthy Malcolm, and my people willgain what the Jews have taken; their
future.”

Malcolm hung up, ascended the ladder into the kitclrewed himself a cup of hot tea, and
climbed the lighthouse tower to his bedroom. \Withundressing, he lay on his bed. He sipped the
tea and set the alarm. He slept to a dream; AldkrRan, his empire in ruins, slouched in a huge
leather chair, a ruby glowing above his bloodslyetse

The alarm sounded. Malcolm oriented himself, urgdsand showered. He emerged from the
steaming water ready for the moment when his dwaaid become reality.

He shaved, toweled himself dry, and dressed folaihg awaited occasion — pleated, light
tan gabardine slacks; a soft doeskin belt with&kt gold buckle, a single ruby set discretely @n it
underside; and a tan cashmere sweater.

He turned on his computer. The watched the sareste to life as one by one the icons for
the Argus Security System appeared followed byidbes for each of thedirty bombs’and its
satellite communications receiver.

A one inch diameter blood red ruby was last to appe the screen. Malcolm double clicked
it to initiate the program that would shut dowrgAs and detonate the fifteen bombs. In three
minutes lethal radioactive dust would courseulgioventilation ducts and elevator shafts in each
of DeForster’s vaults.

For decades, possibly centuries, the De Forstdities and hundreds of millions of Euros in
inventory would be radioactive, their employegsuld die, an agonizing passing. The Rothmans
would pay for their treachery.
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George Deveraux received notification from the IDS€xurity Center that Boulton had
entered Argus. He addressed Avi and David. “Boultas entered Argus!”

Avi, picked up a satellite phone that simultanépasnnected to the six Mossad teams.

In London, Antwerp, New York, Surat, Moscow and R&iGan took action. They took
twenty of Nabuli's associates into custody and veced fourteen canisters.

Avi listened to the reports as they arrived froacte of the teams. His concern was evident as
he turned to Deveraux and said, his voice quakinig rege, “Abbas Hilmi, Nabuli’'s number two,
was not at Ramat Gan or any other facility. Neithas the fifteenth canister.”

“Why so concerned?” asked George, “You made thstgubon, the device is harmless.”

Neither Avi nor David answered.

David changed the subject. “Now | want Nabuli araiBon.”

Avi said, “Nabuli left Saint Martin, flew to Saluan and from there to Switzerland. We
followed him to the Villa Shindell.”

“And then?” interjected Deveraux.

“He left the Villa and we lost him.”

“My Lord!” exclaimed Deveraux, “You people are bihohopeless.”

Avi replied, “You're right, first | lose Boultonrad the our Swiss detail looses Nabuli.

“The two ringleaders are on the loose and one tr Wil hook up with Hilmi and the missing
canister.”

George, this time made his determination to getrewer clear, “Once again Avi, and for the
last bloody time, why are you so damned concewitdtda harmless thermos?”

David said, “There’s something you should know.”

“That sounds rather ominous.”

“Itis, and | need your word that what | tell yauil never be repeated.”

“You have my word.”

“The missing canister is nuclear and fully armed.”
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“Oh my Lord, ominous doesn't suit.”

“No it doesn’t,” said Avi,

Deveraux exclaimed, “My Lord, you bloody Israelsvie gotten yourselves in rather stormy
straights. Fortunately, we've done a bit better.@WBoulton attempted to enter Argus we
intercepted and quarantined his code, we lockedbditk door he used to enter and blocked his
communications pathway.

“He’s deaf, dumb, and blind. He bloody well doedmow what happened.”

“So he doesn’t know about the missing bomb?” askaad.

“I would think not,” said Deveraux, “Nor is he akgeof the fate of Nabuli’'s operatives,
including this fellow Hilmi.”

Deveraux smiled, “And better yet my dear fellows, kmow the location of the computer he
used to communicate with Argus.”

“You know where he is and you didn’t taken him dudon’t fucking believe it. And why the
fuck didn’t you tell us you located him?” exclaimasli.

“Don’t pop your cork Avi. We didn’t know his locatn until his attempt to enter Argus. At
least now you'll have the opportunity to go in with.”

“Assuming he still there,” said Avi.

“Oh, he’s there alright. We didn’t go in, but weobtly well are watching to make sure he
didn’t go out.”

“Where is he?” asked Avi.

“At a lighthouse, actually a rather charming reatimn in Somerset County, about one
hundred and fifty miles from London.”

“I want him dead,” said Avi.

“Given what he’s done to you that doesn’'t seem aswaable. You might say | saved him for
you. Of course, since he’s on our turf, | will angmany you when we go after him.”

“I don’t have a choice, do | George?”
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“No, it would seem not. | wouldn’t miss partictpgg in sanctioning the bastard. And by the
way Avi, as you're father once told me, I'm anigrof sorts when it comes to this sort of thing.”
Avi said, “I didn’t know my father appreciated, ysu say, ‘this sort of thing.’

“Oh yes!” exclaimed Deveraux, “in fact he was mthan artist himself---- but that’s besides
the point.”

Avi said, “Someday I'd like to hear about that.”

“Someday you will.---oh, one other thing, if peatite the local authorities become involved |
have the ability to, as they say, ‘disappear’ thabjem.”

“Fine, I'll need help to find my way around yourephy little Island.”

“Then it's agreed---I've arranged to have a Guéatn V at our disposal and I'll have two

freelance operatives meet us at Gatwick with the@iate transport and tools of the trade.”
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Chapter 29
New York City & London, England

“Morris, | can't believe it's come to this,” saidriana. “Avi called from Tel Aviv; he wouldn’t
tell me where he’s going, but he won’t be comindNaw York.”

Morris asked, “Does he still think you are in darije

“Yes, and he was furious with me for staying in @igy. | told him that no one was going to
force me to leave my work or my friends. Our cosetion didn’t end on a happy note; he said | was
obstinate and selfish. He may be right; I've giveynfriends and family a lot of aggravation.”

“You should take his advice. Go to Baltimore. Stath your family.”

“Not a chance Morris, as | told Avi, I'm not goirtg run scared.”

“At least stay with me until this is over; my ldilhg has a doorman. No one gets in without
and invitation.”

Ariana replied, her voice echoing her fatigue, “fiks, Morris, I'll be fine; my apartment is
alarmed, and my Grandfather will have his peoplRéw York keep an eye on me. If anything,
since | got you into this mess, I'd like to hirewa bodyguard.”

Morris responded, “I appreciate the offer Arianat ib | needed protection, which | don't, |
wouldn’t let you pay for it. Besides your Grandfatlalso offered to have his people watch over me;
and | turned the offer down.”

“Morris, there is something that | didn’t mentitmAvi or Grandfather. Two men have been
following me. Can you call your friend Menachendask him if they’re Mossad?”

“Right now,” said Morris as he placed the call. “Me&hem, this is Morris. I'm with Ariana.
She thinks she’s being followed by two men. Areythieurs?”

Menachem replied, “ | would hope so. Two men hasenbassigned to protect her; our best.
They have orders to be seen but unobtrusive.”
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“Thank you, Menachem. Shalom.”
“Shalom Ale hem” responded Menachem.

Morris turned to Ariana, “Menachem says they asehia@st and that you were meant to see

them.”

Gatwick Airport, England

The Gulfstream V landed at Gatwick. Avi and Geoegied the plane. They had no luggage
and no weapons. A tall, obviously fit man in héglg thirties greeted them. His blonde hair was
close-cropped, his eyes steel gray behind steeheidhaviator glasses. There was no doubt as to
either his capabilities or his profession. “We'eady for you, sir. Everything you requested ishia t
Rover.”

“Fine,” said Deveraux. “Where is Boulton?”

“He’s still at the Light House in Somerset.”

“How long will it take us to get there?”

“It's at Burnham-on- Sea, less than two hours fizere.”

“Let’'s get on with it then,” said George.

Avi and George entered the rear of the Range RdVver steely eyed blonde went to the rear
of the car and opened the trunk.

The driver, who had not left the car, and had reexdisilent, appeared to be of Middle
Eastern descent. He turned to the rear, “Mr. Dawerit’'s good to see you again. Not so good to
see you Mr. Stein.”

“Have we met?” asked Avi.

“Yes, in Tel Aviv. You and your fucking blonde headt partner interrogated me.”

“I'm sorry, | don’t remember you,” said Avi.

The man narrowed his eyes and snickered, “Unfotélpw&aremember you Mr. Stein.”

Avi put his head to Deveraux’s ear and whisperéad‘this guy is supposed to help?”
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George smiled but did not reply.

During the exchange the blonde agent had remavegackages from the trunk. He brought
them to the rear side door, opened it, and hatited to Deveraux.

“Thanks,” said Deveraux.

He handed one package to Avi and opened the othbelieve these might be of use.”

Avi opened his; it contained a Glock 40 caliber Bartomatic pistol, three thirteen-round clips
of Black Talon ammunition, a 10-inch Maglite, angdaar of thin doeskin gloves. Avi quipped,
“You're supplying the paint and brushes.”

“Of course,” responded Deveraux, “and | expect ffause them as competently as your
Father.”

The driver said, “Any stops along the way?”

Deveraux responded, “None, and Muwakkil, pleasaradsir. Stein that you bear him no ill
will.”

“Nothing that will keep me from doing my job,” regdl the Palestinian.”

Avi said nothing.

“Thank you ‘Mukki’,” said Deveraux who went on, “Véh we arrive at the Lighthouse,
Mukki you'll stay with the Rover; Arnold you'll pagon yourself out of sight, but close to the
lighthouse. Avi and | will deal with Boulton. If@re not out in ten minutes, come and get us. |
assume you're both properly armed.”

Arnold, responded, “Uzis, Berettas, and a stursgun

Deveraux smiled, “Quite adequate, but if you havertter the house, forget the stun gun.”

The four men drove in silence until they reachexddhtskirts of the small town of Burnham-
on-Sea. Muwakkil said, “The lighthouse is one h@adyards past the next intersection. The
driveway is sixty yards long with a remotely catiied gate halfway to the house. We have the

equipment to open the gate and silence any alarms.”
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Avi said, “I'd rather not have to deal with the raaor gate. George and | will go to the
lighthouse on foot.”

Arnold asked, “ If you're not out in ten minutesosifd | remain in the car?

“Crash the gate and fuck the alarm,” replied Avi.

George said, “Sounds a plan.”

He and Avi stepped into a cold, drenching coastial. 1A heavy fog rolled in from the sea. An
apparently unobstructed and unprotected pathrimshd the gate and rejoined the road twenty
yards further down.

In the lighthouse, Malcolm, sickened by his failtime previous day, had climbed to his
bedroom and remained there, neither sleeping rimmgea

Malcolm was startled by the chirping from the lightise security system. He looked at the
wall mounted, six quadrant monitor. The fog dimmethges transmitted by the night vision video
cameras at the gate barely showed the reflectifacas of a car.

He rose from bed, went to the first floor, openeeltrap door, and climbed down the ladder
into the computer room. He opened the word progtgped three words, hit the print command
and entered 250 into number of copies.

Outside, fifty yards from the lighthouse the twompaused. George looked at Avi and
whispered, “l worry when things are this easy.”

Avi responded, “So do I.”

George said, “Best we get on with it.” The two neok the fifty yards at a run.

The ground floor of the lighthouse was dark; th&es no car in the parking area. A light
flickered from the second floor. Both men drew tH&iocks, and chambered a round.

Avi turned the knob on the front door.

“Too bloody easy,” whispered George as the doenef. Avi was first through; George

followed. Lights were on inthe kitchen.
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Avi moved forward, he heard the hum of the refragers compressor and another less
familiar sound.

Avi motioned George to follow and moved forwardeThess familiar sound came from an
opening in the floor, an open trapdoor.

Both men pointed their weapons down into a rodrarlly by a computer screen. Avi, looked
at George, pointed his finger at himself and clichdewn the narrow ladder. George, his gun still
pointed at the room below remained in the kitchen.

A Hewlett Packard color printer, its receivingytraissing, was spewing paper onto the floor.
Avi picked up a page, placed it near the compstezen and read the three blood red words.

“Fuck,” said Avi.

“What the hell is it?” asked George as he joinediinaeli. Avi handed him the paper. “My
God Avi, lets get out of here.”

Avi replied, “This printer holds two hundred fifgheets of paper. Who knows how many are
on the floor, but the feed tray is almost full. Bon hasn’t been gone long.”

George muttered, “He might still be in the lightise.”

The roar of an engine echoed off the water amekBBMW motorcycle screamed out of a
shed in the rear of the lighthouse and sped towerdjate.

Arnold heard the bike engine start and rushed tdwe sound. As he approached the rear of
the lighthouse the bike and its black leather diader roared by him. He lifted his Uzi just as
Muwakill crashed the Rover through the gate. s of fire was obstructed, there was no shot.
Avi and George stood helplessly and watched thaaelunfold.

The Rover stopped in front of them. Muwakill sdide’s on a BMW, too damn fast for us to
keep up.”

George looked at Avi and said, “We have to get before he gets to Rothman.”

“Where is your beloved Chairman?” asked Avi.

“He and his wife are in London at their townhouse.”
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“Does he have IDSO protection?” asked Avi.

“Of course, five good men; all well armed. Boultoon't get past them.”

Avi said, “Boulton didn’t expect to fail, and heso smart to make an unplanned attack on
Rothman’s home. He’ll be in London for a few ddys’ll need a place to stay and get organized.”

George said, “His parents have a flat in London Maater in the Bahamas. I'm sure Boulton
has a key to their flat.”

“Where is it?” asked Avi.

“In a genteel but rather run down apartment blookfar from Alex’s town home.”

“Are you going to notify Rothman?” asked Avi.

“No, there’s no need to alarm him. I'll alert thecsirity detail,” replied George.
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Chapter 30

Damascus, Syria & the El Basra Restaurant, New Yorkity

Abbas Hilmi called Hassan’s apartment in Damasttdiassan, something is very wrong, |
have heard nothing from our people at the vaults.”

“And yet you are able to call me----- where are yand where are the others?”

“I'm in New York. | can only assume the others deen apprehended. It appears that fate
has spared me from that misfortune.”

“Why are you not at Ramat Gan?” asked Hassan.

“Jahid Samedi, the man chosen to lead the operatiNew York was killed in an
automobile accident. Hakim, who you know well, edlto inform me of Jahid’s death. He said that
Jahid had not shared the final plans for the placgrof the canisters, and that there was great
confusion.”

“So you took it upon yourself to solve this prob&m

“Yes Hassan, unlike those in New York, our pe@il®&amat Gan were well prepared and
could proceed with out me. | flew to New York, ingtted Hakim on the placement of the canisters,
and planned to leave the following day.”

“But you chose to stay?”

“Only after much thought. | realized that theaksli immigration officials would be
suspicious if my stay in New York was only for twothree days. | made the decision to wait until
our mission was completed. Fortunately I remenmbérat Jahid’s canister was still in his
apartment. | went there an®raise be to Allahthough it was well secreted, found it.”

Hassan responded, “Your decision may have unfondseeefits. | will inquire as to the fate
of our people; then | will join you in New York ah apartment | maintain above the El Basra

restaurant. It's at i4Street and"$ Avenue. Go there and wait.”
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Hassan hung up the phone and called a numberaell§rhe wall phone in a coffee shop
outside of Ramat Gan rang. It was answered by estailan waitress. Hassan left a brief message.
It was relayed to his informant. His call wouldre¢urned. Early that evening his phone rang.

The caller was frantic.

Hassan said, “Calm yourself.”

She replied, “How can | be calm, Mossad headqrsiseablaze with rumors that our Action
teams arrested twenty conspirators involved wightheft of materials from Dimona. What is even
worse, some say that the stolen material wasarosters of herbicides but nuclear devicigy
bombs,.’Of course no one in authority will confirm the rars.”

“Is there truth to the rumors?” asked Hassan.

“1 believe so, but the official line is that tkenspirators, those who were apprehended, were
involved in the blood diamondtrade. The materials stolen from Dimona werebaohbs, but
empty shielded Thermos bottles that, at Dimona weesl to transport small quantities of nuclear
material. The conspirators were going to use tteetransport thetflood diamondsthrough
customs.

“You lied to me Hassan and | was stupid enougteteete your story.”

Hassan interjected, “ | did not lie. | told you widelieved to be true.”

Muriel Brannoff countered, “You bastard; you s#idre would be no violence and no
damage to the Government. I'm finished.”

“Not yet, Miss Branoff. You have provided me withluable information and | have but one
thing more to ask of you.”

“And my family won’t be threatened?”

“Never again,” replied Hassan.

“Allright Hassan; what do you want?”

“| wish to locate Malcolm Boulton.”
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The following afternoon, Hassan left his apartmaribamascus, drove to the airport, and
boarded an “Emirates” flight to Dubai. His flighofn Dubai left at 1:30 a.m. At 7:30 a.m.
approximately 21 hours after leaving Damascusahddd at Kennedy Airport, presented a forged
passport and visa, and was admitted into the Uidtates.

He called the El Basra. No one answered. The t@gito lower Manhattan took forty-five
minutes and Hassan got out just as the restauramtiser was arriving.

Hassan was surprised at the formality of the Palast expatriates greeting.

Abbas Hilmi was in his apartment. Hassan climbedstiairs and knocked. Abbas, still in night
clothes opened the door. He was obviously upselp ‘thot know the reasons for our failure. | have
heard nothing from our people and the Americasgig silent. No other information is available
to me, nothing but rumors amongst the wives andliesrof the missing.”

“I will answer your questions Abbas, but first tele, Do you have Jahid’s canister?”

“l do, itis in the room above.”

“Abbas, | alone am to blame for this disastrousaav®nture. The Englishman is not one of
us, and | should never have trusted him.”

Hassan’s eyes blazed as he continued, “He newrdet for us to have diamonds and wealth
for our people. His scheme was a fraud. We werefieda lambs destined to perish. The fabric of
his plans was woven with deceit and treachery; tigoay ... pay with his life.

“The irony is that the lives of our associatesevesived by the Israelis.”

Abbas said, “Saved our lives ? | do not understand.

Hassan grimaced as he explained , “The canistelsoMaarranged for us to steal do not
contain gas.. They are nuclear devices.”

Abbas was stunned, “We were meant to die?”

“Yes, and though the Israeli’'s saved our peoplenftbat fate, they may well choose another,

one equally as slow and painful.”
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“Fortunately we have two bargaining chips theleacdevice that is now in your possession
and a woman who will so also be ours.”

“Who is the woman?” asked Abbas.

“Her name is Ariana Wright, and her family and asates financed the Englishman.”

“Where is this woman and how do we get her ?” agkaiols.

“She lives not five minutes from where we sit. Wil wse the woman and the canister to
make good on the promises | made to our peoplenmidrewho financed Malcolm and the Israelis,
who secretly developed thdifty bomb’ will pay.”

“And the Englishman?” asked Abbas.

Hassan ran his hand across his neck and saidill'fid him and he will die by the knife. His
departure from this world will be slow and painfahd Allah willing he will rot in hell.”

Abbas followed Hassan to the apartment above staueant. “Abbas, bring the canister to
me,” said Hassan.

Abbas left the room and returned with the thernmosne hand and a Lewis International
Israeli Commando knife with a steel pommel andneasheath in the other. He placed the canister
on the floor in front of Hassan and ceremoniousBspnted the knife. “I have killed many Jews with
this. It will serve you well when you deal with tBaglishman.”

“Thank you Abbas,” said Hassan as he removed tfie kom the sheath and ran his finger
along the razor edged blade. “If you choose to nem#&h me, pray for Allah’s guidance.”

“I am with you! Allah akbaht” replied Abbas.

Tel Aviv

David entered the Prime Minister’s office.

“I've terrible news.”
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“That’s an unpleasant way to start a conversatisaifl the Prime Minister. “Why bring it to
me, I've got enougksouris”

“Unfortunately sir, you're directly involved.”

“Enough of thismishegaztell me what the hell I'm involved with that | di know about.”

“We've identified Nabuli’s informant,”

“l expected you would,” replied the Prime Minister

“It's Muriel.”

“Oh my God!” exclaimed the leader of the IsraeliM@mment, “Not my granddaughter.”

David said, “I thought it best if this matter waanilled with the utmost discretion.”

“I appreciate that David, | really do. Now tell raeerything, | want the details.”

“It started innocuously, with a routine surveilia We have been monitoring phone traffic to
and from a coffee shop near Ramat Gan that isiémtgd by Palestinian day workers.

The person monitoring the phone traffic noted &fcain Damascus. It was answered and
terminated within ten seconds. He recorded it; severds were spoken with no response.”

“And the words?” asked the Prime Minister.

A man in Damascus said, ‘Have her call me at nartagent,, Our man was curious as to the
identity of the caller and requested a voice pmatch. He received an answer in less than an hour.
The caller was Hassan Nabuli.

The question was who was he asking to return Hiswd why was it made to the coffee shop.
Later that afternoon a call was made from the eoteop to a number at the DeForster facility at
Ramat Gan.

“The caller asked to be connected to Muriel Brahr@f course our people had no idea who
Muriel Brannoff was or what she did other than wiagkat DeForster. Once again, the conversation

was brief, “Call him at his apartment.” Muriel gawe response and hung up.
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Our agent followed through; obtained Muriel’s homanber and placed a tap. A call from her
residence to Damascus was recorded not only bggemt, but by Shin Bet, who routinely records
calls placed from Tel Aviv to Damascus.

Muriel although unaware of our tap was aware t8hin Bet monitors all calls to Damascus.

She used every trigger word in the book to get @itéention — “canisters, stolen, nuclear,
irradiated.” Shin Bet, did not share the inforroatwith us. Fortunately we had our own tap.”

The Prime Minister slumped in his chair, “Murielamts to be caught.”

“Yes sir, she does. The conversation with Nabwas\guite lengthy and we understand why
she worked for him.”

“Why?” asked the Prime Minister.

“Nabuli threatened to harm her family if she didptovide him with information. She did not
know, until she heard the recent rumors, thatvae planning anything other than a diamond heist.”

“Why in the hell didn’t she ask for protection?”aqied the Prime Minister.

“I think she’s seen enough to know that there’gprmtection from a determined assassin. She
made a bargain with Nabuli which she kept until sbard the rumors that nuclear material had been
stolen. Now she wants out.”

“It's a little late for that,” said the Prime Mirtgs.

David replied, “Nabuli said he had only one moragho ask of her and then she would be
cut loose.”

“And that was?” asked the Prime Minister.

“Where he could find Malcolm Boulton,” replied Dalvi

“Did he mention the fifteenth canister?”

“No, it wasn’t mentioned.”

“Bring her in,” ordered the Director, “to me.”

“Yes sir,” replied David.
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As David prepared to leave the Prime Minister sdidvid, no one else is to be privy to this

information.”

Muriel was at home. Her six year old daughter waghing television. David knocked.

Muriel said, “I knew you would come.”

David’s face was expressionless as he spoke, “Wihagd{) why?”

Muriel's eyes were bloodshot, the lids scarred withscara.

“‘“Answer me.”

Muriel wiped her eyes, went to her daughter addler out of the room.

She returned and said, “David, | knew you wouldrhmeg conversation with Nabuli.”

“He threatened your family,” said David, “but whidd’'t you come to me, or to the Prime
Minister.

“l was to scared; you know that no one is safe wthew are targeted. | tried to respond to
Nabuli’s requests, which at first concerned the @ster facility, and only recently, after he leatne
that | worked for the Mossad, about us. | avoidiethg him information that would compromise
our operations.

“That’s really not the point Muriel; you are aitoa.”

“I know David, believe me | know, and | pay foreiery waking moment, and then in my
nightmares.”

David said, “The Prime Minister wants me to bryimy to him. Call your mother now and ask
her pick up your daughter. They will be protectediluhis matter is sorted out.”
“David, I'm truly sorry.”

Almost as an aside David asked, “Did you know thathad an agent in Nabuli’s
organization?”

Muriel hesitated, “Yes | did, but | didn’t give Heen a name. In fact, | had no name to give.”

David replied, “Her name was Assiz and you areoasible for her murder.”
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Muriel was stunned, “ Not Benjamin Stein’s adoptedighter.”
“Yes, Avi Stein’s sister.”
“Oh my God.”
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Chapter 31
London, England

The night was overcast. A light fog drifted dowe tteserted street; a solitary street lamp cast
densely patterned shadows of young, newly plante®g&k. The Rover, with Deveraux driving,
pulled in front of the Rothman residence, Deveramoved his phone from his overcoat and used
speed-dial to connect to John Rinker, the se&Q officer protecting the Rothman residence.

“This is Deveraux; come out to the Rover. We're agife the residence.”

Rinker answered, “I'll call your unlisted to confir”

The cellular vibrated, Deveraux answered, “Devetagre. And John, good of you to
confirm.”

A short, athletic man in his mid-thirties strode otithe townhouse and to the Rover.
Deveraux motioned to the back seat; the two IDSéhtsgshifted to make room for Rinker.

“Sir, what are you doing here at this time of nigjht

Deveraux responded, “We have a situation. An attengy be made to harm Alex and his
family. | don’t want him, or any member of his fdyito leave the house until it is resolved. If we
haven't dealt with the threat before morning, yall mform him of the danger. Emphasize that he
is to stay inside until you get word from me tha situation is under control. Do | make myself
clear?”

“Quite clear Sir, but, if | may ask, where is thedat from?”

“Malcolm Boulton, an ex-employee; he’s a very ubtgavery dangerous man.”

Rinker exited the Rover and returned to the towskou

Avi said, “George, let's head over to the Boultgadment.” As they drove the short distance
to the apartment, the elegant mansions of the atthagave way to buildings that had once housed
the aspiring, but were now the abode of the defleate
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George addressed the two security men, who hadmethatoically silent, “If Boulton is here,
his motorcycle will be nearby. Muwakill, Arnold,odo the back, check the alley and garages. Avi
and | will check both ways further along the strétt may have parked some distance away and
walked.”

“Right Sir,” said Muwakil as he removed two flagltlts and two holstered Berettas from a
locked compartment in the rear of the Rover. Hadbdra gun and a flashlight to Arnold, and the
two men walked toward the alley. George and Avigdtof the car, locked it, and separated
walking in opposite directions down the dimly liteeet. As Deveraux arrived at the first intersattio
his phone vibrated.

“Sir, the bike, a Black BMW is here, a K1200 LTIEs parked in a small garage, but we can
see it through a window.”

“Break in and disable the bike; we don’t want Boualtoaring off again. Stay there until you
hear from me, and be careful. He might be armed.”

George called Avi, “Boulton is here. His bike isargarage in back.”

Avi responded, “Julian Boulton’s apartment is oe third floor, 3B. Malcolm had his luggage
forwarded here from Sint Maarten and has mostyikeime to retrieve it.”

“Let's do it,” said George. “I'll meet you at tlwar.”

“Right,” answered Avi.

The two arrived simultaneously. They removed thaapons from a locked compartment
beneath the dash, and retrieved a flashlight fieeréar compartment.

Avi used a thin metal pick to open the front dobthe apartment building. Lights activated by
motion detectors came on as George, flashlighheland and Glock in the other, led the way up a
wooden staircase. Avi, his weapon drawn, follow&dian of light came from below the entrance to
apartment 3B.

Avi stepped to the side of the door, grasped tweldhob, turned it, and meeting no

resistance, opened it slowly; a rusty upper hingderthe entry less than silent. The foyer of the
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shabbily elegant apartment was lit by a small tédotep across from the doorway. George motioned
toward the rear of the main corridor. A light shaWe the space beneath a closed door. As they got
closer to the door, they heard a faint electricahhGeorge turned off his flashlight and placeahit
the carpet. Avi continued to move forward, signgiideorge to hold steady. Avi, with a single kick,
splintered the door. They entered Avi moved tortglet and signaled George to move forward.
When George was in position on the left, Avi erdetee room. A laptop computer greeted them
with the now familiar words, “He will die .”

Avi cursed, “The bastard got away again!”
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Chapter 32
New York City

Ariana left Morris’s office, went out onto Fifth Anue, and hailed a cab. The presence of the
two Mossad agents brought home the reality of Maltothreat. They were tangible proof that his
words were to be taken seriously. As she entereddh, one of the men climbed into a dark blue
Chevrolet Suburban.

As the cab pulled away from the curb she sai@"dnd 9'.” At the corner of 18 Street and
9™ Avenue the cab stopped; Ariana handed the driten aollar bill, got out, and walked the short
distance to her townhouse. The dark blue Suburbatintied on 8 Avenue, circled back to 19
Street and stopped thirty feet from her building.

Ariana had settled in and was picking up her me=ssathe first was from her Grandfather.

“Ariana, I'm certain that your friend Boulton igp o no good and | am taking precautions to
insure your safety. I've asked the Mossad to pr@yiou with protection., I've also instructed my
people in New York to do the same. Even with thigould feel better if you stayed at your
Mother’s until this matter is resolved. | love ybu.

The second was from Avi.

“Ariana. | won'’t be able to get to New York untie wrap of this affair with Boulton. Sorry |
can't be there, and even sorrier | got you involiredur operation.”

Ariana went to the bar, poured a scotch, addedde/cubes, and lay down on the sofa.
Within five minutes, she was asleep, her drink uohed.

Outside, a second Suburban pulled up. Reuven ga@rabapproached the two agents,
“Jeremy, I'm leaving the truck with you. | wantys behind the apartment, and mine in front. I'm
going to get some shut eye. If anything, anythihgllacomes up, call me. I'll relieve one of you a
3:00 a.m., and we’ll rotate from then on.”
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“Alright Reuven; do you want me to drive you to ydwotel?” asked Chaim.

“No, I'll grab a cab.”

As Reuven walked away, Jeremy drove his trucktinéoalley behind the townhouse. When
he was positioned in the narrow, seldom-used pagsag he called Chaim. “I'm here, with a good

view of the back entrance; let’'s keep in contaotthe hour.”

As evening approached, the streetlights dh 38eet came on. The alley remained unlit. At
2:00 a.m. Chaim called his partner.

“Jeremy, nothing’s going down, except piss fromuantinto a basement entrance and the
occasional cop car that slows to hassle the purékshang out on the corner.”

Jeremy replied, “If it was any quieter back heneauld be a morgue. No bums, no cruisers,
nobody. Talk to you again at 3:00. Reuven shoultdye by then.”

Hassan stood on the corner of'ihd 9", his head bent, a brown bag with a bottle in cevedh
and a tattered canvas bag in the other. He hache@t&riana enter her brownstone and over the
past several hours watched a second Suburbampukispace further down the block. The driver
had remained for only a few minutes and then watkedird 8 Avenue. Shortly after his departure
one of the men drove a Suburban into the alleyrizktiie brownstone.

At 2:05 a.m., Hassan, head bowed and with a drugké, made his way into the alley. He
stumbled past the Suburban and walked anotherféiftiybefore removing a moth eaten blanket
from his bag. He dropped it next to a garage déte. appeared to almost fall on to it. He raided t
brown bag to his mouth and took a swig of water.

Jeremy, using a small night vision monocular, wattcthe vagrant, decided he posed no
threat, and settled back in his seat.

Hassan waited. Twenty minutes passed before thd’'adeead dropped down and to the side.
Hassan rose, left bag and bottle on the blanketeapt to the driver’s side of the parked carh&s
had hoped the door was not locked. He yanked ih.ope

203



6/5/2007 2:48 PM

Jeremy awakened. Disoriented, he grasped foruhdtt lay by his side; too late. Hassan
struck him on the temple with the steel pommehef israeli Commando knife; a second blow to
the back of his head rendered him unconscious.

Hassan reached into his overcoat, brought outl @frdluct tape, wrapped three turns around
Jeremy’s mouth, , tore the tape with his teeth,\arapped three turns around his wrists. He dragged
the agent out of the front seat, bound his leghk thitee more turns of tape, and rolled him to the
side of the alley.

Hassan discarded his green army coat. Fifteentesrremained before, what he had
observed to be, the hourly phone call betweenvtleeMossad agents.

Hassan with an electronic device obtained from r@a8yintelligence Officer disabled the
alarm system and pried open the rear door of twaliouse. He entered, tread noiselessly up the
stairs to the dimly lit living room where

Ariana lay on the couch, a glass of whisky besigle He put the knife to her throat, and
placed his hand over her mouth.

“Wake up, dear lady.”

Ariana opened her eyes, tried to scream, and s#iecdand that covered her mouth.

Hassan put pressure on the knife; a thin redfbrmaed along the blade. “Do not resist. | do
not wish to harm you.”

Ariana blinked her eyes in acknowledgement; Hassaroved his hand from her mouth and
lowered the knife.

“Who are you and what do you want?”

“Malcolm has betrayed me and you and your familyported him and now must make
amends. You will come with me. Your Grandfathea isch and respected; if he agrees to meet my
demands, you will be released unharmed.”

Ariana responded, “My Grandfather won’t be blacKewi you'll never get away with this.”
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“For your sake, | hope you are wrong,” said Hassahe pulled her up, wrapped duct tape
around her mouth and wrists, and pushed her tothardtairs. He supported her as they descended
to the rear entrance. Before exiting, he reatdd the alarm system. The silent alarm was sent.

He looked at his watch, He had five minutes betbeeMossad agents were due to
communicate. He opened the door of the Suburbampasited Ariana in, locked the door, and went
to the driver’s side. He started the truck; with tights off he drove out of the alley.

At the security company’s offices, the silent alazame in at 2:56. The on duty officer
dispatched a car and called the police, who hadralived the alarm.

“We have a silent alarm from 310" Street, the Wright residence. We're dispatchingra’

“We have two on the way,” responded the police desigeant.

At 3:00 am Chaim placed the call to Jeremy, astkth ring went unanswered two police
cars, lights flashing, turned onto"1Street; one pulled diagonally in front of Chairsburban, the
other diagonally behind it. Two officers, one ageamt, the other a corporal, their guns drawn,
approached the Suburban.

“Jeremy, answer the fucking phone,” said Chaimhascorporal screamed, “Get out of the
fucking truck and put your fucking hands above yloead.”

Chaim, still holding the phone, got out of the d4e. raised his hands and started to protest.
“There’s another agent------ “Shut the fuck up,idstne corporal.

The sergeant asked, “Agent----who the hell are you?

“I'm a security officer at the Israeli consulaténicarrying and licensed. My 1.D.’s in my
jacket pocket..”

The sergeant said, “ Get his weapon and checkbisThe corporal took Chaim’s weapon out

of his holster and checked his identification. &€Tguy’s got a permit and diplomatic 1.D.”
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An alarm company car pulled alongside the three
vehicles. The driver got out and yelled, “You gsgsewed

up; the alarm came from the rear entrance.”

The sergeant said, “Shit, we wasted fucking timinwhis fucking diplomat, whoever broke in
is gone by now.”

The alarm company officer said “I have a key, buthot going in without an escort; not the
way it's been around here lately.”

“I'll go in with you,” said the sergeant.

He addressed the junior officer, “Take your car eheck the back,” and pointing at Chaim he
said, “You stay out of the way!”

At 3:05 Reuven’s taxi entered1Street from 8 Avenue. One of two police cars that had
blocked the Suburban reversed past him.

“What the fuck?” muttered Reuven, “Pull over, angiti he said to the cab driver as he
jumped out and ran toward the front door. Reuvertagxed, “I'm with the Israeli consulate.”

“You too,” said the sergeant as Chaim joined th®&four credentials.”

Reuven handed him the I.D. and asked, “Now whafublk is going on here?”

“Sir, there is no reason for that kind of languagay calm down.”

“Alright, alright,” said Reuven in the most apoldigeone he could muster.

The sergeant responded, “We’re responding to admyrglarm.”

Reuven turned to Chaim, “Where the fuck is Jerémy?

Chaim replied, “He’s still in the alley. | was tng to call him when these guys pulled up.”

The Sergeant face reddened, “I don’'t know whaftlok you guys are doing here, but | do
know you’re wasting my fucking time,” he turnedtt@ alarm company employee and said, “Open

the fucking door.”
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Reuven said, “We’re going in with you.”

“The fuck you are. Do yourself some good and fiodryother guy.”

Inside the townhouse the sergeant said to thenatampany employee, “Check all the rooms
on this level, I'll go downstairs.”

The sergeant walked to the lower rear level antkgetThere’s been a forced entry and
there’s no one down here.” The alarm company gsaid “ The system indicated that someone
was in the house when the alarm came in. There haag been a kidnapping.”

Fifteen blocks away in an alley, Hassan parkedrukhiblack Ford Explorer. He assisted
Ariana out of the Suburban and into the waitingioieh In five minutes he arrived at the El Basra
restaurant, and was greeted by Abbas Hilmi. Therhga took Ariana to a second floor apartment,
removed the duct tape, and locked her in a bedroom.

Abbas said, “This is the Wright woman.”

“Yes, a beautiful young woman, is she not?” comreériassan.

“Indeed, too beautiful to have wasted herself anEnglishman,” replied Abbas.

“After we move her to New Jersey, I'll call Matoasito inform him that we have his
granddaughter. | will tell him that we are protagther from those who might wish her ill and that
we require payment for our services. Matossiaansiliar with the niceties of abductions. He will
agree to pay. Then I will call the Israeli conseldtwill inform them that we have one of the bombs
from Dimona. They also will pay.”

Inside the townhouse, Reuven spent ten minutelaiexpy the situation to the police sergeant
while a paramedic bound a gaping wound on Jeretayple.

Chaim was on the phone with Menachem Harel.

“Menachem, Ariana Wright has been kidnapped. I'tiragafrom her apartment.”

Menachem’s voice was calm as he asked, “Whenhdicibduction take place?”

“According to information from the alarm company2a50.”

“Is Reuven with you?”
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“Yeah, but the police are giving him a rough tirtteey want to know why three armed Israeli
consular officials are staking out a private resein their city.”

“Stay there until you hear from me, I'll straightémngs out, but first | have to notify
Kimmel.”

Menachem made the call to Israel.

“David, we have a situation. Ariana Wright has bkemapped.”

There was an ominous silence, followed by an ematioutburst, “How the shit did it
happen? Reuven is there, and you had two of yatrrben watching her. What the hell is going
on?”

“David, you don’'t want to know.”

David exclaimed, “Yeah, | want to know, but firstitme who has her.”

“The most obvious suspect is Nabuli.” answered Maea.

“If she’s harmed, her Grandfather will hold us @actable, and will make us pay dearly for
our ineptitude. | want hourly updates on the sitrat

Menachem, placed a second call, as unpleasang dissth

“Morris, Menachem here. | have unfortunate newsara Wright has been abducted. We will
get her back safely.”

“I can’t believe it; | assumed you were protectheg. | should have known better.”
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Chapter 33

Grand Cayman Island, The Caribbean

Avi waited at Gatwick Airport for the IDSO Gulfstam that was to take him to Grand
Cayman. His satellite phone vibrated.

“Avi, we're in the midst of a nightmare.”

“David, wait a second, there’s a plane taking bffan barely hear you.”

As the plane left the runway Avi asked, “Now whathis about a nightmare?”

“Ariana Wright has been kidnapped, almost certayyNabuli.”

Avi shook his head in disbelief, “David, | don'tlee it. Has he made any demands?”

“Not yet, but he will. And it gets worse, he has fifteenth canister stashed in New York.”

“Are you sure about that?”

“As sure as we can be without having the damn tmrgur hands; we’ve finished preliminary
interrogations of Nabuli’'s people. Jahid Samedis tealead the operation at the New York vault but
was killed in an automobile accident two days betbe attack. Abbas Hilmi flew in from Tel Aviv
to replace him. Hilmi gave the orders, found Sarsdabbmb and hasn'’t left the country.”

“David, we look like amateurs. We can't protect ang, even our own, and we let a
Palestinian terrorist organization, that is undewsillance, steal a nuclear device and carmytd i
the United States, and then kidnap the granddaughtme of the most powerful men in the Middle
East while we are protecting her--- if we keep lup good work the C.I.A. will be looking to recruit
us.”

“Avi, at least you still have a sense of humor arali’'re going to need it. | spoke to Caldwell
at C.1LA. and asked for logistical assistance. \&echo find Ariana Wright and the missing device.
Caldwell assured me that he’ll do what he canshid that the F.B.I. had already been called in by
the New York City Police Department.”
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“Great,” said Avi.

His voice indicated his disgust as he finishedihagight, “We’ll let the Americans clean up
our mess.”

“At least help with part of it,” said David. “I dald the Director of the F.B.I. to inform him of
our involvement in the kidnapping. He was nonepteased, especially when he found out that
Ariana Wright was Dikran Matossian’s granddaughaed that Dikran had asked our people to
protect her. He reluctantly assured me that —df anly if we were totally forthcoming — we
would have their co-operation.”

“And how forthcoming will you be?” asked Avi.

“Very forthcoming, about Wright; but no one elsay@ng to find out about the missing
canister.”

Avi asked, “Wouldn't it be advisable to let the @.Iknow that the device is in New York?”

“Hell no!” replied David, “The political ramificabns of an Israeli nuclear device on
American soil would be disastrous. We have to geack on our own. | want you in New York as
soon as possible.”

“I'm on my way to Grand Cayman. The money Boultomgestors had on deposit with Credit
Suisse was transferred to the Caribbean branchiald American Bank, and he’s trying to pry it
loose.”

“Screw Boulton and the money,” responded David.

“David, the bastard killed my sister. Give me a fé@ays or, at the least, until Nabuli makes his
demands.”

“O.K. Avi, but when we hear from him | want youNew York.”

As the Gulfstream taxied to the gate, Avi called Galdwell at C.1.A.

“Jim, it's Avi Stein; David informed you about ttké&napping, and | appreciate your offer of
assistance. In the meantime, we have anotherisiuiiat | have to deal with. Malcolm Boulton, an

Englishman who was planning a heist for the DeleoiStamond Vault at Ramat Gan, got away
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from us in London; we believe he’s on Grand Caynnging to access money that the backers of
his scheme transferred from Credit Suisse to ttad American Bank.”

Caldwell asked, “Why in the hell would he go to GagCayman to access money from an
Arab Bank?”

“The Bank has a branch on the island and he knosv&/@uld have picked him up on a flight
from the U.S. to the Middle East. He probably igothe Island by private plane or by boat from
Miami.”

“Sounds logical,” replied Caldwell. “What do you mtdrom us?”

“You’ve been monitoring the Cayman banks sinceRhgiot Act was enacted and | hoped
you might have someone that could give me a headsamd when Boulton shows up at the bank.”

“You're in luck Stein. | have an agent working afaundering operation in the Caymans. Get
me a photo of your guy and I'll ask her to cheabuand. I'll also ask her to provide you with
assistance in dealing with the authorities if teedharises. Her name is Shannon Flanagan. She can
be reached through our consular office on Grandr@ay’

Forty minutes later, well out over the Atlantic, iAeceived a call from Reuven.

“Avi, | fucked up, | should never have dependecaagone but myself.”

“Reuvi, get her back. | never thought she was imgea from Nabuli. That was my mistake; |
thought Boulton posed the threat.

Reuven replied, “Hassan knows that a reasonabsnailemand won't rile Matossian too
much. Rich people in the Middle East view payingKlnap victims as a cost of doing business or
keeping their families intact.

“Nabuli knows damn well that if anything happensAttana, he’ll make an enemy of
Matossian and land up, at best an outcast, but likest dead. He won’t harm her.”

Avi said, “David gave me the go ahead to deal \Bitlulton. Once Nabuli makes his demands
for the return of Ariana and the canister | haveetorn to the States. In the mean time, I'm gdng
find the bastard and kill him.”
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“How did he get away from you and George in Londasked Reuven.

“George sent some people to search the lighthohseenBoulton was operating from. They
discovered sophisticated surveillance equipmettierbuilding and on the grounds surrounding it.
Boulton heard everything we said. He knew wheredvgg and when we’d get there; he had time to
take care of his business and get out.”

“So he knew where you were going to look for hisgid Reuven.

“Yeah, he did, and he left there in a taxi twentyputes before we showed up. We finally
located the cab driver and traced to the AirportaHat Heathrow. The next morning a man fitting
his description boarded British Airways flight BA2% Grand Cayman; passport control confirmed
his arrival.”

Reuven ended the conversation, “Avi, this timetgetbastard and kill him.”

Newark, New Jersey

Hassan and Abbas drove down Interstate-95 to Newadping their speed well below the
limit. The battered white van was similar to hurttdref others, except for the woman, gagged and
bound under a tarpaulin in the rear. After thirtynates they entered the Arabic section of Newark,
and in another five were at 1340 Arnot Street.

Hassan said, “Abbas, get the woman out of the baelt take her to the bedroom on the
second floor.”

Abbas opened the van'’s rear, grasped Ariana’s antspulled her out. He helped her gain
her balance and led her into the house. Hassaedyier up a dimly lit stairway.

They entered a bedroom; a bare, dust-covered, @bwiéd hung from the ceiling casting a
sickly yellow light through the room. Shades, browith age, covered two windows which were
secured with heavy metal grates and padlocks.e&vigbn monitor mounted on the wall opposite

the window flickered with an image of the front iamice.
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Hassan lowered Ariana onto a bare mattress andvesirtbe gag. He left her hands tightly
bound.

“Miss Wright, | apologize for the accommodationd tue will make you as comfortable as
possible until we reach an agreement with youn@iather. | would appreciate your cooperation;
as a first sign of your good faith, please provigewith a number to reach him without the
necessity of going through reluctant or curiousrimediaries.”

Ariana looked around the room, and finally at Hassa

“My Grandfather will not be blackmailed; he hasfrds in the Middle East who won't
tolerate your actions.”

Hassan responded with passion, “Your treacherowes lmas cost my people a great deal,
money which they desperately need, as well as cespiewhich they receive too little. | must
recover both.”

Ariana was surprised by the eloquence and sincefitiye man. Hassan Nabuli was not as she
expected.

Her response was measured, “I didn’t know much aibtaicolm’s plans. Only that he
intended to compete with DeForster. | knew nottahgut his relationship with you.”

“I find that hard to believe,” said Hassan.

“Believe it and believe that when | found out whatwas up to | left him and wanted nothing
more to do with him. But again, believe me thatauld not serve your interests, or the interests of
your people, to make an enemy of my Grandfathgughest you release me and put an end to this.”

“Unfortunately it is too late for that. Provide ritee number and spare yourself further
discomfort!”

Ariana’s eyes glowed; defiant in the face of thee#lt she said, “Don’t threaten me! And
spare yourself the discomfort of my Grandfatheetsibution.”

Hassan ignored her response and turned to Abbhs.Wbman will stay here with you. I'm

going to bring her someone to keep her companyevgtie considers our request.”
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“Please don'’t involve my friends.”
“Morris Goldman will join you; then you might chom$o reconsider your position.”

Hassan left the room before Ariana could reply.

New York City, Morris Goldman’s office

“Hannah, come in for a moment.”

“Yes Morris, what is it?”

“I can’t get any work done; | might as well go hariiéould you lock the safes and close up?”

“Sure, but I'll stay a while; I'm behind on my paperk.”

“All right, but don't let anyone in, and go homelgd

“Morris is there anything | can do? I've never sgen like this.”

“No, nothing, nothing at all; I'll tell the secuyiguard to stay on duty until you leave.”

Morris spoke briefly to the guard, and took thevater to the ground floor of the Swiss
Building. He walked out onto Fifth Avenue. The s, clear and crisp, the setting sun brought new
colors; altogether an afternoon he would haveoyeg. He started to hail a cab, decided to walk,
and at Lexington the he turned right toward Bireet. At the entrance to his apartment building,
white panel van was parked in the loading zonefrtire passenger door open. A man with paint-
stained overalls lounged against it, looking at tdppeared to be a photograph. Morris noted his
perfectly trimmed beard, patrician nose, and otigmplexion. The man looked up, stared at Morris
for a moment, and then approached him.

“Mr. Goldman, you will please get into the van.”

Morris looked at the man wondering what insanity te the invitation and asked, “How do
you know my name?”

Rather than answer Hassan said, “Do not resis@didman; Miss Wright insists that you
join her.”

“Nonsense,” said Morris, “What kind afishegais this? Who are you?”
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“The man who has your friend.”

“Where is she?”

“No more questions Mr. Goldman. Get in!”

Morris reluctantly obeyed. Hassan closed the dad, walked to the driver’s side.
“Mr. Goldman, you have made a wise decision. Samnwill understand.”

Neither man spoke as they drove to Newark.

Grand Cayman Island, The Caribbean

Malcolm arrived at Owen Roberts Airport on Briti8irways flight 253. The plane arrived
fifteen minutes early, at 4:00 in the afternoon.gdssed through Customs and Immigration and
rented a four-wheel drive Toyota using his own pagsand credit card.

The temperature was 75, the sky was overcastwiticewas gentle and from the sea.
Malcolm drove out of the airport and headed nortveato South Church Street, then due north out
of George Town. He continued on Bay Street pasGitasd Bay Club, The Anchorage, and fifteen
other hotels and condominiums. At the tip of thand, he turned northeast, finally arriving at
Coach Point and the Spanish Reef Hotel, a peligitly run-down resort whose clientele were
mostly British and genteely poor. He had stayedetiéhen he created a computer security system
for International Management Systems, an offshim@ntial institution.

The hotel nestled in a lovely cove, with grounds tleceived minimal care. He walked to the
reception area where a tall, light-skinned mantgabim enthusiastically. “Malcolm, it's so good
to see you after all this time.”

“Thomas, | can’t believe you remember me.”

“How could | forget you? If it were not for your gerosity, | would have gone bankrupt.”
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“That was nothing, but | can use your help. I'celilo stay here. I'll pay in cash. | don’t want
anyone to know I'm here. There are so many dembeutg made of me, and my office will search
relentlessly to get me to answer a stupid questmn a stupid client.”

“That won't be a problem, there is no need for y@uegister; you will be my guest for as long
as you choose to stay with us, and of course Inatlaccept your money.”

“That’s very gracious of you, but | insist upon pay and | have an additional request. | need
a high-speed, ocean-capable boat.”

“That won't be a problem. After you lent me moneytieet my debts, my fortunes turned for
the better; | bought the boat | had always dreaaigd thirty-eight-foot Quantum Eclipse. She’s a
Catamaran with twin 240 hp diesels and extra faieks. Once a week | transport freight to Little
Cayman and Cayman Brac. Occasionally I'm lucky gmoto charter it to a tourist. The boat is
yours to use as you need.”

“Wonderful, I'm going back to Georgetown tomorrowoming, and then I'll go to Brac for an
indefinite period. Your sister has a small guestage?”

“Yes, she does, very charming, near the dive cénter

“I'd like to rent it, and the boat, for at leastdwnonths.”

“I'll call her. She’ll be thrilled to see you again

“I know that giving up your boat will cause you semroblems. I'll pay you ten thousand
dollars a month, and your sister four thousand.”

“That’s too much.”

“l insist.”

As the Gulfstream touched down at Owen RobertpdkirAvi called Sharon Flanagan at the

U.S. consulate.
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“Miss Flanagan, this is Avi Stein, Jim Caldwell gegted | call you. | need assistance in
locating a visitor to the island who is doing besis with the Arab Banking Corporation.”

“Mr. Stein, | was expecting to hear from you. Jiemsme a photograph of the man you're
looking for, and I've already looked into the acnbbe’s trying to access. The money was moved
from Credit Suisse with a fiche that gave the thn&&l depositors the right to add or remove
signatories other than each other. Boulton’s sigeatvas removed two days ago. He arrived at the
bank office in Georgetown this morning and atterdgtemake a substantial withdrawal.”

“How substantial?”

“Two million dollars. He was informed that his naime&d been removed from the account. He
flew into a rage, said it was impossible; it was fmoney. Finally he was forcibly escorted from the
office by a security guard.”

“At what time did this happen?”

“Just after the bank opened at 9:00.”

“And he’s still on the island.?”

“I checked with Immigration. As far as | can te#’s still here.”

“You know this island, how do you suggest | findnf?” asked Avi.

“That’s sort of obvious, isn’'t it Mr. Stein? We lodor him,” said Shannon. “Where are you?
I'll pick you up and we can get started.”

“I'm at the airport.”

“I'll be there in about twenty minutes. Meet mefiant of the cab stand. I'll be driving a red
Geo Tracker.

“Not exactly the car that I'd expect a C.l.A. agembe driving,” responded Avi.

Shannon didn’t respond, and in twenty minutes adiat the airport. Avi entered the car.
Shannon Flanagan was a beautiful woman, brighg;, loarly red hair, large blue eyes set into a
wide freckled face. It was impossible to gaugeheght, but she was obviously not a small woman.

“Thanks for meeting me,” said Avi.
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“Mr. Stein, I'm here because my boss told me t@tyelu out. No thanks are necessary. |
made a few calls, your man is definitely still hdde can only leave the island by boat or pland, an
no one fitting his description has chartered eithee alerted Passport Control at the airport and
they'll call me if he tries to fly out on one ofdftommercial airlines. We know that he rented a
Toyota under his own name. We have the tag nunaberthe police have been asked to inform us if
the vehicle is located.

“All hotels are required to keep a register ofgfgeand the license plate numbers of a car, if
one is being used. The registration logs are fae@to immigration weekly. We are looking at
those, but so far no sign of your man. If he’s plag to leave the island by boat, he’ll either htwe
buy, charter, or steal one. We’re looking intothtiee possibilities.”

“You're very thorough, Miss Flanagan.”

“I try to be, and since we’re going to be workingéther, why don’t we make it Shannon and
Avi.”

“Alright Shannon, it seems as if I'm a third whegbu're already doing everything | would
have, but more efficiently. The Mossad can’t getimao-operation from the local authorities, but |
have information from our own files that might begful. Three years ago Boulton had a contract
with an offshore financial firm, International Magement Services. He was here for three months.
He must know the island fairly well, and will likegjo back to someplace familiar to hole up. If any
one at IMS remembers him, they might know whersthged when he was here.”

“I know a gal who works there; I'll give her a call

Three minutes later Shannon was on the phone wvigryCLynch.

“Cheryl, its Shannon.”

Cheryl replied, “My God girl, its been a long tirhe.

“Damn right. Too long. How have you been?”

“As great as you can be on this damn island.”

“Same complaints?” asked Shannon.
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“ Same old,” replied Cheryl.

“Too bad,” said Shannon.

“What brings the call?” asked Cheryl.

“I need a favor,” said Shannon. “Do you rememberdghy who worked on your computer
system a few years ago, an Englishman, Malcolm tBo@r

“Sure do--- a real pain in the ass arrogant samlafch.”

“Liked him that much,” said Shannon. “By any chadceyou remember where he stayed
while he was here?”

“Yeah, | do. He made a big point of wanting privasy he stayed at a hotel on Coach Point.”

“Do you know the name?” asked Shannon.

“Nope. Sorry | don’t?

“Thanks anyway,” said Shannon. “And let’s get tdget”

“Sure Shannon, in another two years----.”

Shannon laughed, “Same old, same old; you haveahged.”

“What did she say?” said Avi.

“I'll tell you on the way to Coach Point. Cheryldifi't know the name of the hotel where
Boulton stayed, but fortunately three years ageetheeren’t many at the point. A man named

Thomas Thompson runs a hotel and boat servicendekeverybody.”

The Spanish Reef Hotel

“Thomas I'm going to Brac. If anyone comes lookingme, tell them | went to the airport.
Take my car and drop it off in the parking lot,uedhe keys under the front seat and come back
here by cab. Then call the rental agency andheihtthat | dropped my car off when | flew out.”

“I can do that. Is something wrong?”
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“You might say this trip is not working out as Bpined. It's important to me that no one other
than you and your sister know that I'm staying oad Call her and tell her that I'll be using the
name James Gordon.”

“I'll do as you say, but if something is wrong aywu need help, tell me; | owe you.”

“You owe me nothing; just forget I've been here. &iH’'m ready to leave the Caymans, I'll
either bring your boat here, or leave it at theeDienter on Brac.”

In an hour Malcolm started the diesel engines efddtamaran, untied the bow, stern and
spring lines, brought them on board and headetbosga. Brac was about 90 miles away, a three-
hour trip with the boat at top speed. But Brac \itasis destination. Once he was out of sight, he
turned northwest toward the Isla de la Juventu@. ddean was calm; the sun not yet at full strength.
If the weather heldm, he would arrive at the Puérences in seven hours.

Malcolm brooded on the magnitude of his failuree Rothmans and De Forster were
untouched, his funding for any future attempt wasseg and he was now alon&Vvas life worth
living?” His Grandfather had decided it wasn’&hould he make the same choice?

The ocean spray came over the bow as the wind ¢gigiehe sea. The boat plowed on
through six foot waves, rising and then fallingoigach trough with a solid thump. He turned on the
autopilot and stepped out of the cabin. Crouchireggrabbed the rail and moved to the bow where
he stood erect, releasing his grip on the handi&slblonde hair streamed in the 30 mile per hour

wind.

“How long have you been in the Mossad?” asked Straynais they drove toward Coach Point.

“Not long enough to be important or good at it.”

“A reasonable answer from someone in the MossadhBypmake you read the Talmud every
day?”

“No, just once a week on Shabbat.”
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“You don’t seem to have the disposition for thisdkiof work.”

“What kind of disposition is that?”

“I didn’t mean it as criticism, but you seem venygatient.”

“You're right; patience isn’t one of my virtues. Mgther saw that, and encouraged me to go
into the Army rather than the Mossad. He used yostand guard at an outpost in the Sinai and
you'll learn patience.’

“Was he right?”

“No, | never learned much of anything. | left thedy after my fiancée, who was also in the
army, was killed in a car bombing. Now I'm an exagrofficer with no patience, and no wife. |
spend my life alone, searching for needles in feayst”

“I'm sorry Avi, | shouldn’t pry; but that's my faihg.”

A sign on the left side of the road indicated thgalvay of the Spanish Reef Hotel.

“Avi, this is the largest hotel up here, and itrefby damn small. It's run by the fellow |
mentioned, Thomas Thompson. He’ll know if Boultsrstaying on this part of the island.”

As the car pulled into the entrance of the hotehas Thompson came out to greet his
visitors. “Welcome to Spanish Reef. I'm Thomas, tden | do for you?”

“We're looking for someone, a man who may haveetayith you before, blonde about 5 feet
11 with an English accent.”

“What do you want with him?” asked Thomas.

“We need to discuss some financial matters.”

“You're talking about Malcolm Boulton, and | wart tind the son of a bitch. He took my boat
yesterday, said he was going to Brac to stay asistgr's place. He made a big deal how it’s all
hush-hush. Then, he never showed up. | owed hiig &abor, but not big enough to cost me my
boat. | was going to call the police.”

“When you say hush-hush, what do you mean?”
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“I mean what | said, he didn’t want anybody to knle&vwas here, or on Brac, but now he’s
somewhere in the Caribbean, and he’s got my boat.”

“Maybe we can help,” said Avi. “Can you give usesdription of the boat and its range?”

“Better than that, I've got a picture, and as farange goes, | added auxiliary tanks. That
baby, she can make it to Jamaica or Cuba. | tadlthg Malcolm on the radio, but the bastard won't
answer.”

“And you're sure he didn’t go to Little Cayman ora8?”

“Sure as can be. Everybody knows my boat, she’stiheEclipse Cat on the islands, and no
one has seen her since she left here yesterday.”

“Mr. Thompson, can you lend us the picture? We ij back to you.”

“If you find my boat, you can keep the damn picture

As Avi and Shannon headed back to Georgetown, &d, s

“With the range of that boat, assuming full tartks,should have arrived at his destination by
late last night or early this morning. If he didrie’s stranded somewhere in the Caribbean, without
fuel.”

“That assumes he didn’t hole up in the Caymansg Shannon.

“No, | believe Thompson, the boat is too well knowie’d have heard about it.”

Shannon thought for a moment, “C.1.A. runs satglibver this part of the Caribbean. and the
information gets fed to the F.B.1., N.S.A. and AEWith the picture of the boat, and with some
help from the computers at N.S.A., we have a ch&mtzcate it on open water during daylight. At
least then we’ll know where he headed.”

“How long will it take?”

“My guess is two days.”

“In that case there’s nothing more | can do here.N&ve another situation in New York. If
you locate the boat, call me.”

“Good luck, Avi.”
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Chapter 34
New York City

Avi disembarked from the American Airlines flighotfn Owen Roberts to LaGuardia. Reuven
was waiting by the luggage carousel. There wasreetimg, only an apology, “Avi, I'm sorry.”

“Screw being sorry; have you made any progress?”

“No, Nabuli has gone to ground, and there stilifiaseen a ransom demand. We're checking
Palestinian hangouts and communities in New Yotk dersey, but, for all we know, he could be at
the Waldorf. Unless we get lucky, we’ll just hawewait for him to contact us.”

“Are we getting help while we sit on our assesXealsAvi.

“Yeah,” replied Reuven, “Caldwell has an agent vathehicle and unregistered weapons
waiting for us in the garage.”

A swarthy middle-aged man in a black leather jagkeeted them at the entrance to level 3 of
the parking facility.

“Here’re your keys; your weapons are in a gun gafae trunk of the car, they’re untraceable
but we'd prefer you didn’t lose them. The combioatio the safe is 42 left, right two times to 33,
and left once to 47. Surveillance cameras coveryaneh of this place; leave the airport grounds
before you arm yourselves.”

The C.1.A. agent took fanny pack out of the reat s&d handed it to Avi. “You have satellite
phones and GPS transmitters. Your people and allresnew where you are and be able to reach
you. The Lincoln has a transmitter in the roof pamal there’s one in the trunk that can be placed
on another vehicle. The GPS on the dash has ad&¢dM\S receiver tuned to the frequency of the
spare.”

“Thanks,” said Reuven, as he handed the agentayeth his rented Buick. “Now all we have

to do is find someone to track.”
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The dark-brown Lincoln Navigator was lightly armdrand equipped with a heavy-duty
suspension, a high-performance engine, and a D\dpedially formatted, highly detailed, East
Coast electronic maps for the GPS system.

Avi took the driver’s seat, “Reuvi, I'll drive; yolook beat.”

“Beat doesn't cut it! I'm fucking running on empgtyeplied Reuven.

C.lLA. Headquarters — Langley, Virginia

“Frank, have you finished the background checkslahuli’'s people?” asked Jim Caldwell.

“We've received all of the employment records toe bnes involved in the attempt on the De
Forster facility in New York,” replied Frank Perf& routine inquiry showed them as U.S. citizens
without criminal records, but when we dug in werfdisleepers. Ridgely Hull and Joe Itkins were
security guards at the vault, Morris Hakim wasrentenance manager, and Jerry Samuels was the
assistant purchasing manager. Hull and Itkins a& tltizens, and have been associated with
radical Muslim groups. Morris Hakim is an alias Mustaf Hakimgi, and Jerry Samuels is an alias
for Jahid Samedi. Both men used the aliases asd felpers to obtain citizenship. The papers were
produced in the 70’s by the Libyans; they weremé& best---- the F.B.I. identified them early on but
decided they'd get more by watching than arresting.

“We weren't copied, the staff in the F.B.I. fiadffice changed, and these guys were
forgotten. When the F.B.l. started sharing we reat¢heir files into our database, but we had no
reason to take action on these guys, that is, nowil.”

“Hull and Itkins have Newark addresses; Samuels kilged in an auto accident, but his wife
lives in Manhattan.

“Hakim resides in Brooklyn, and we’ve obtained skawvarrants for his house, as well as the

residences of the others in Jersey. We'll be withlbcal police when they check out the houses.
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“One other thing,” added Perle. “F.B.l. surveillenaf the El Basra Restaurant, a hangout for
radical Muslims, has been on going since 9/11. @/gétting their tapes to see if our boys hung out
there. | should have them in a couple of hours.”

Caldwell said, “If Stein or Brenner call, let thémow what we have, without the sources.”

“ Do you need anything else?” asked Perle.

“What | need is to find Ariana Wright; her grandfat called Biden and Luger and I've had
on the hour calls from their staff. Find her Framd you’ll get an Eagle Scout badge.”

“It will make my mother proud,” responded Perle.

Ariana Wright's apartment

“My God, this girl really knows how to live. | cadih’'t afford even one of the rugs!” said
Reuven.

“She’s a Matossian, and by their standards shétsgimodestly. Even with all her money she
not a put on,” said Avi.

“I'm sure she’s nice,” replied Reuven, “but shedaa big mistake getting involved with
Boulton.”

“Believe me, she knows. Now stop ogling the rugd latis give this place a going over.”

“Avi, we went over it with a fine tooth comb anduiad nothing but the point of entry. There’s
no sign of violence, no fingerprints other thansh€&oldman’s and yours.

“How did he get in?” asked Avi.

“He disabled the alarm system and entered throlginear downstairs door----pried it open
with a very large thick-bladed knife.”

Let’s take one more look. After half an hour Avinemented, “The only thing | noticed was
the glass on the table by the sofa. It’s still iallf and there’s no lipstick on it. She probahilye it,
laid down on the couch, and was asleep when thediet entered. That’s why there’s no sign of a

struggle. Ariana isn’t the type to go along quigtly
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“You’re probably right,” said Reuven.

“Let’s get out of here,” said Avi as they left tlhugh the back door.

Reuven said,” No one bothered to secure the plaitbe cleaned out if it remains
unprotected.”

Avi said, “I'll get Menachem to send a locksmithrapair the door and call the alarm
company reactivate the system.”

As they entered the Lincoln, Avi continued, “Jinosld have something by now.” Avi hit a
single number on the programmed satellite phonensrsdconnected to Caldwell’s office. The
phone was answered on the second ring.

“Yes.”

“This is Stein, is Jim there?”

“Not at the moment, but he asked me to give youesorformation. My name is Frank Perle.”

“Wait one second,” said Avi as he activated theagpe phone. Okay, go ahead.”

Perle reiterated his report to Jim Caldwell. At doaclusion he said, “You might want to start
at the El Basra, the address i€'&hd &. It's a hangout for Palestinians who work in Mattéia.

“One other thing; two of the guys from the vaulkins and Hull, live next to each other in
Newark. Both residences are single-family homesragither man is married. Seems odd for two
security guards to have so much space. The stldetsses are 1338 and 1340 Arnot Avenue.”

“Thanks Frank, we’ll get back to you if we comewiph anything.”

Newark, New Jersey — Day Two

Hassan brought Goldman to Arnot Street the eveaitey Ariana’s kidnapping. When he was
brought to her room she exclaimed, “Morris I'm org | got you into this. Please forgive me.”

Hassan said, “My dear Miss Wright, exactly whatyda think you have gotten into? I'm not

sure how you became involved with Malcolm, but I aithing to listen, since we both made the
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same mistake; we trusted him and became his vidtouo.will call your Grandfather; if he agrees to
help my people, neither of you will come to harm.”

Morris started to speak, but Hassan raised his haddsaid, “Please Mr. Goldman, do not
interrupt.”

Ariana said, “I'll call my Grandfather, but if ydtnow anything about him, you know that he
doesn’t take kindly to threats. He does, howewespond to reason.

“I'm sure he’s sympathetic to the Palestiniansgauf your people mean so much to you, talk
to him, but certainly don’t expect him to rewargimlity.”

“Miss Wright, you are an intelligent woman who skeavith sincerity and eloquence. You
and your Grandfather must understand that my asgbrected at the Zionists who murdered my
wife and child. | detest the Government of Israe ¢he Zionists who have taken our land and
destroyed the lives and futures of a proud people.

“l was a scholar and a man of peace, until a sisgkll, from an Israeli artillery piece, killed
my wife and son.”

Morris listened in amazement and said, “May | s@éak

Hassan turned to him, looked into his eyes, andsassl the man. “Please do, Mr. Goldman.”

“There are those of us who do not want bloodshets or yours, we want your people to
have a home and a homeland. There must be a gmhatodation.”

“Words are cheap, Mr. Goldman. We have heard them fyour Prime Minister, but we still
live under the thumb of the Israeli military. Stillagree; there must be a beginning, a way togeac
“Ms. Wright, your grandfather is an influential mawith the ear of the Americans, the
Israelis, and my people. If he assures me thatihewdiate, and use his influence to provide my
people with a just portion of the wealth of ourdanand the lands of our Arab brothers, then you

will both be free.”

Ariana said, “Mr. Nabuli, you are not a man | wohlave expected to work with Malcolm.”

“And you, my dear girl, are not a woman | would egpto be his consort.”
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Ariana laughed, “Well said, Mr. Nabuli, I'll call ynGrandfather. I’'m sure he will listen to

what you have to say.”

El Basra Restaurant

The ground floor of the four story brick buildingised the El Basra. A sign in Arabic
covered the upper half of a large plate glass winttwough which ten vacant tables were visible.

Avi parked the car at a meter twenty feet pasetiteance. He left the engine running and
made no move to get out.

“What's up Avi?” asked Reuven.

Avi replied, “We’re wasting our time. There’s nahpoin the joint. We'll find out more in
Newark.”

“You're right,” said Reuven, “two side by side gla family homes owned by two guys that
belong to the same organization would make nide lsause and meeting place.”

Avi pulled out of the parking space, entered 13380A Street, Newark, New Jersey, into the
car’'s navigation system, select8dortest Timé&om the navigation menu, and pressedRloete
button.

After a forty minute drive through heavy traffibety arrived at their destination, circled once
around the block, and parked six doors down.

Avi said, “1338 first. You go around the back. téike the front. In five minutes, I'll knock on
the front door. Make sure nobody comes out the back

“Should we call for backup?” asked Reuven.

“We’ll deal with this ourselves; it's a long shbtat they're here, and we’ll look like fools if
we call out reinforcements for nothing.”

Inside 1338, Ariana had finished speaking to hem@father. She put Hassan on the phone.
“Mr. Matossian, | am with your granddaughter andriés Goldman. Frankly | did not intend

this to be a conversation, but rather an ultimatuam sure that you know of the undertakings of her
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friend, and my former partner, Malcolm Boultonwias his intent to kill my associates and everyone
else in the De Forster vaults. | am ashamed to tatthiadi | was duped and betrayed.”

“You are not the only one,” said Matossian.

Hassan said, “Humiliation seems to have broughammedicum of wisdom. | would like to
end this. Your granddaughter and Morris Goldmat galfree, no matter your decision as to my
request.”

“A wise decision Professor Nabuli,” said Dikran.

“l see you know of my past,” said Hassan.

“Enough to know that you are a man of integrity amelligence,” said Dikran.

“You flatter me, and it is your skill with peopledt | ask you to use in behalf of my people.
Your intervention will preclude an escalation ofexy dangerous situation.”

“And what is that situation,” asked Dikran.

“I am in possession of one of an Israeli abomimgtecanister that only recently learned was
a nuclear device, what the Americans calllisty bomb’ It was built to kill my people and stolen
by Malcolm to kill every one in the De Forster vaul

Matossian was stunned. “ A nuclear bomb? | find Haad to believe.”

“Believe it Mr. Matossian. The Israelis will dentg iexistence, but | have it in my possession.
In exchange for its return, and my assurance tha&xistence will not be divulged, | want the
Israelis to release my associates. In additioraritvthem to enter into serious negotiations for a
peaceful settlement to our differences.

“Professor Nabuli, | will do what | can, howeveretcourse of events may well be inevitable.
The Israelis will not easily forget the murder ofeoof their agents. However, wars do end and
enemies become allies.

“Your assurance that my granddaughter and Morrisli@Gan will be released, no matter my
decision, is compelling. What will be even more petfling to the Israelis is your possession of their

nuclear device. | am astonished that it exists,thatlyou were able to gain possession of it.”
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“And your decision as to my request?” asked Hassan.

“I will speak to the Israeli Prime Minister, whallyl am sure, listen with great interest. Now,
please put Mr. Goldman on the phone.”

“Mr. Matossian, | thank you on behalf of my peopiere is Mr. Goldman.”

“Morris, | trust this man. I'm going to call theiRre Minister. Ask Nabuli to permit you to
contact Menachem Harel. Tell Menachem what’s goimgand that | want him to call off his agents.
We must make sure that the agents who are lookingriana do not compromise our agreement. ”

“Dikran, I'll do my best, but things may have gawe far,” said Morris.

“Tell Professor Nabuli what | said, and please tede of Ariana.”

“I'll do my best!” answered Morris.

There was a knock on the door of 1338 Arnot. Hass@hAbbas looked at the television
monitor. Hassan motioned to Morris. “Do you recagnihis man?”

Morris hesitated for a moment. “He’s a Mossad agewit Stein. Let me go to him and explain
the situation.”

“Hassan, you cannot trust this Jew, his words anptg,” said Abbas.

“Abbas, my anger and desire for vengeance led nreisb the Englishman, a man who had no
sympathy for our cause. Dikran Matossian is a friemour people; I'm sure Mr. Goldman will carry
out his will.

“Go, Mr. Goldman, and Allah be with you,” said Hassas he unlocked the bedroom door.

Morris Goldman went downstairs, opened the doad,st@pped out onto the porch.

“My God, Morris, what are you doing here? Are ydiuight? Is Ariana here?”

“Ariana is here, and she is unharmed. I've justddlwith Dikran. He is aware of the situation.
At this moment he is calling your Prime Ministerddnwvas to call Menachem. You'll be receiving
instructions to stand down. Nabuli and Dikran heaeeched an agreement!” said Morris.

“Agreement, my ass, Matossian isn’t my boss,” eplvi.

Morris said, “Avi, where is the other man?”
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Avi's satellite phone vibrated. It was Kimmel.

“Avi, Hassan Nabuli is not to be harmed. He hasgitrand the fifteenth canister and he’s
willing to negotiate.”

Avi almost screamed his response, “The bastardnaraerer,” replied Avi.

“Avi, that's an order.”

Before Avi could reply, a shot rang out from insttie house.

“What the fuck?” exclaimed Avi. He turned to Motrif§Vhere is she, and how many people
are in there?”

“A second floor room on the right, and there isyddhbuli and another man, Abbas Hilmi.”

“Stay here!” said Avi as he drew his weapon, opetheddoor, and ran to the stairs. Reuven
stood at the top, the body of Abbas at his feet.

“Reuvi, my God, get down here.”

“Avi, are you crazy, Nabuli’s here.”

“Reuven, we have orders from David.”

The bedroom door opened. Ariana and Hassan steppieBeuven swung his weapon toward
the movement.

Avi exclaimed, “Reuven! Wait! I'm coming up!”

Ariana was motionless, her eyes wide, as she saweRestanding over Abbas’s bloody body.

Hassan moved toward the Mossad agent.

The Palestinian said, “The killing doesn’t stopyill never stop.”

Reuven took aim. Ariana jumped forward, knockingstmn to the floor. Reuven fired. Ariana
collapsed.

Morris exclaimed, “My God, Oh my God.”

Avi clambered up the stairs and went to Arianah&’'S breathing.”

“I'll call an ambulance,” said Morris.

Avi yelled, “and then call Menachem. Tell him wieppened.”
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Avi was possessed by an unnatural calm as he préss@andkerchief to the wound. Blood
pooled around Ariana’s head.

Reuven, his hands covering his face, fell to thertl

Avi said, “Reuven, there’s no time for this, getyself together. It's over. All we can do is
pray that Ariana doesn’t become another victim.”

Nabuli spoke up, “I have bandages in the bathrogee got to stop the bleeding.”

A siren wailed in the distance as the ambulancecgubed.
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Chapter 35
New York City

As the Boeing 747 reached cruising altitude, Dikvéatossian called David Kimmel.

“David | can’t believe the incompetence with whitis matter has been handled. | knew that
my people should have taken charge of Ariana’srégcu

“I have trouble believing it myself,” replied DavitFortunately your granddaughter is doing
well. The wound to her scalp is healing, and shecsiperating with no complications.”

“I'll arrive in New York in six hours with three ahy senior security staff. Boulton is on the
loose, and you have neither the will nor the compes to provide protection for Ariana.”

“Dikran, you have good reason to have lost faithsnThe Prime Minister has agreed to the
arrangements that you proposed. Nabuli will be @duwamnesty, and his associates will be released
from custody.

“Once the device is in our hands, we will enteointeaningful negotiations with the
Palestinian Authority. Both sides would, I'm suneslcome you as the mediator.”

Matossian said, “Before | agree to having anythimge to do with the State of Israel, |
demand to know why you were still in possessionuafiear devices, devices that you had agreed to
destroy. Then | want to know how on earth you alldwhem to be stolen.”

“Dikran, the Government’s position is that the ieem question were destroyed years ago, and
what Nabuli managed to steal were canister’s dbibete’s similar to Agent Orange, dangerous but
not lethal.”

“Your Government can take any position it chooses,you and | know the truth. I want

assurances that any weapons of this type willestrdyed.”
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“Dikran, there are no more, and believe me heaglsaling. Dimona was to have destroyed
those canisters years ago. I'll be glad to meet yatu to provide a detailed account of what
happened, and what is being done.”

“And where is Boulton? Ariana won't be safe un&#ieither dead or in custody, and quite
frankly, I'd prefer dead.”

“He was in Grand Cayman, but stole a boat andbkfdre Stein could get to him. We have a
description of the boat and the Americans are usiag satellite surveillance to locate him. Stein
and Deveraux are convinced that he’s going to tgr &lex Rothman, not your granddaughter. If
you allow us, we will continue to provide protectifor Miss Wright; this time with no screw ups.”

“David will not allow it. As soon as we land, I'maxing Ariana from New York Hospital to a
secure location at a clinic outside of the citgoh’t want any interference. You and your young
agent have already placed Ariana in harms wayfd your people attempt to see or communicate
with her, there will be unpleasant consequenced.bake myself clear?”

“Perfectly clear,” responded David.

Dikran hung up and called Alex Rothman.

A woman with a lilting South African accent answethe phone. Dikran recognized it
immediately.

“Loretta, my dear, this is Dikran. How are you?”

“Dikran, it's been a long time, we’ve missed yois #r me I'm fine, but Alex is having a
devil of a time, not a moments peace since heestddt restructure De Forster. I've never seen him
SO upset and testy.”

“That’s unfortunate, but I'm sure he’ll deal withet problems,” said Dikran

“I'm sure he will, and I'll deal with him 'till hedoes,” replied Loretta as she turned the
conversation back to Dikran, “and how are you d@ing

“I'm well, but my granddaughter Ariana, whom youtnreNice, has been having a miserable

time. I'm actually on my way to see her.”
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“I hope it's nothing serious.”

“Serious enough, but she’ll be fine, she’s quifehter. Is Alex available?”

“Certainly Dikran, hold on, I'll get him.”

“Dikran, | expected this call. I'm sure you are awaf the situation at De Forster. We've been
competitors in the mineral resource business, aocently in the Canadian diamond rush; with your
intelligence operation you probably know as muchulmy operations as I.”

Dikran responded, “I know a bit, but for what | leam mind | need more. I've heard some
rather unsettling rumors about your diamond opendti

Alex said, “We are encountering difficulties wiblar branding initiative; our sightholders and
producers are in open revolt, and this fellow Bailhas created an immense problem.”

“That's why I'm calling,” said Dikran. “I am awaref the situation, and as I'm sure you know,
he used my granddaughter and my name to obtainding from Middle Eastern oil interests for his
plan to unseat you from the throne. Before we gadespite what you might have heard, | assure
you that | was not a part, nor do | condone Boudt@ativities.

“But,” Dikran continued, “I'm sure you realize thitne course that you have taken is not
inspiring good will neither from the governmentstioe individuals with whom you do business.

“I have a proposition that I'd like you to considewould like to merge your holdings in the
diamond business into mine. De Forster represearysaosmall portion of your family’s holdings,
but it is the visible portion, one whose failuredaad to significant political as well as finaricia
difficulties.”

“Dikran, why on earth would you want to get invailviem the diamond business? You don’t
need the headache.”

“From what I've heard and what you're telling meen Inot sure | do. But | might have to. As
you are well aware, my businesses have extensiatpns in the Middle East and in Russia.

Economic and political stability in the regions wéeve operate is essential to continued success.
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Control of the diamond business will provide mehvitie additional political and economic leverage
| need to ensure stability.”

“Dikran, you'll get leverage and big headaches. &ohmy children have any desire to
remain in the diamond business. Quite frankly, thesysick and tired of dealing with the Israeligl an
Russians. They are concentrating on our buseséasnon-ferrous metals, real estate, timber, and
sugar. My family’s interests will be best serveddeyting rid of DeForster.”

“I'm willing to pay a fair price,” said Dikran.

“I'm sure you are, and I'm also sure you're awaf¢he problems you're taking on. | made the
mistake of taking advice from hot-shot M.B.A.’s wkieew nothing about the diamond business. |
abandoned a system that worked well for all corextiand let the independents and Israeli’s play
too great a role. The results have been less traifygng.”

“Thank you for your candor, | am aware of what reeexbe done.”

“Then I will sell you De Forster.”

“Wonderful, Alex, I'll have to do some juggling withe Governments that have involved
themselves in the affairs of De Forster, but thatusdn’t be difficult. Before | take control, | wiil
like Walter Gordon to retire and have George Dawessume his position. Deveraux has extensive
experience in dealing with the Israelis and thedruns. I'd like him at the helm of the IDSO.”

“You’ve obviously given this a great deal of thotijltommented Alex.

“I have. Since Ariana became involved with Boultand Boulton starting wooing my friends
in the Middle East, I've had my people study yopertions. It was obvious to me that if you
continued on your present course you would encowweteere problems; dissatisfied customers, at
both the wholesale and retail level. | then askgdeople in our Canadian diamond operations
whether an acquisition would be beneficial. Thensmrsvas a resounding ‘yes,’ as long as the issues
we discussed were resolved.”

“We'll talk again to establish a price,” respond&léx. In the meantime, our legal

departments should start to deal with the details.”
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“l agree,” said Dikran and hung up.

The co-pilot entered the main cabin as Dikran Fat his call.

“Mr. Matossian, we’re on our final approach. Wouytsli and your associates please move into
the forward landing seats? We’'ll be on the grounfive minutes.”

“Of course,” Dikran replied. He then rose from #oda and motioned to the three security
men who were seated in the rear lounge.

The plane soon touched down, taxied to a private whaere they were met by Customs and
Immigration officers. The party was cleared forrgntithout delay. A Lincoln limousine was
waiting on the tarmac. In thirty minutes they aedvat New York Hospital.

“Two of you come with me. Frank stay here, we wdrgtlong.”

“Yes Sir.”

Dikran entered the hospital, one security manontrthe other behind. They boarded the
elevator and ascended to the third floor. A nugg@ached them.

“Gentlemen, may | be of assistance?”

“You certainly may. I'm here to move my granddawghiAriana Wright, to another facility.
Will you ask her physician to join us? I'll nee@@py of her medical records and discharge papers.”

“And your name sir?” asked the nurse, obviouslyyreed by the abruptness of the man
confronting her.

“Matossian, Dikran Matossian.”

“Of course Mr. Matossian, I'll get Miss Wright's dr. Please wait here.”

Ignoring the nurse’s request, Dikran walked brigkbyvn the corridor, followed by his two
guards. Ariana was in room 301, a Mossad agelhieaddor. As he approached her room, the agent
came forward.

“I'm sorry, sir. No one enters without the authation of Miss Wright's physician.”

The guard expected opposition, and was surpriseshwtikran responded.

“Very well, we'll wait here. I'm sure he’ll join ugy a moment.”
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A young physician walked down the corridor, medieaords in hand.

“Mr. Matossian, I'm Doctor Northrup, your grandddmer’s physician. | was informed that
you’re moving her to a private facility. | have thecessary paperwork for her release. | also have
copies of her charts, X-rays and MRIs. Miss Wrighd very lucky young lady. The bullet just
grazed her scalp. She lost a good bit of bloodjired a transfusion, and suffered a minor
concussion when she fell. But her memory is fimel she is ambulatory. She does need rest,
however, and is now sleeping. Are you sure thatwant to move her? Her care here is quite
adequate.”

“I'm sure it is Doctor, but I'd prefer her to be aprivate facility. Would you please let her
know that we are here?”

“Certainly sir. She can be dressed and ready o tgn minutes. | want to check her before
she leaves. The nurse will bring a wheel chaiake ther to your car.”

“Thank you for your co-operation doctor. We'll waiy the nurse’s station.”

Fifteen minutes later, the nurse wheeled Arianardtwe hallway. She saw her Grandfather
waiting, and rose from the chair. She started tik waawvard him, but he motioned her back, as he
came to her side.

“Grandpa, I'm so glad you're here. This situatismnbelievable. | had no idea what Malcolm
was capable of.”

“Ariana, the situation is being dealt with and hassure you that you will not be troubled by
anyone, especially your Englishman. Let us getoguiuof here into more comfortable surroundings,
certainly a place with better food.”

“Dear, dear grandpa, you know me so well.”

The nurse spoke up. “Young lady, you're going nowhenless you get back into that chair.”

Dikran looked at Ariana, and they laughed. The astsod stoically, one hand on the back of
the wheelchair. The two guards remained silenthagntourage proceeded to the waiting elevator,

Ariana twisting in the chair to wave goodbye to tector.
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The trip to Greenwich was uneventful. Ariana ankrBxm chatted, each recounting the events
of the past weeks, each minimizing any unpleasastrn hour later they arrived at a gated medical
facility, where an armed guard checked the passshigentities. The Lincoln proceeded up a tree-
lined drive to a three-story Edwardian mansion.o&tdr and two nurses were waiting on the brick
landing.

The doctor spoke first, addressing Ariana.

“Miss Wright, we have everything ready for you. Wget you settled in your suite. Mr.
Matossian, once we get your granddaughter comfieitale’ll take you to the guest facility that you
requested. We understand that you have broughtownrsecurity; we have accommodations for
them next to your granddaughter’s suite.”

“Fine Doctor, | am delighted with your preparatidns
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Chapter 36
New York City & Tel Aviv, Israel

Avi was awakened by the ringing of his satellit@pé.

“Avi, it's Shannon. We've located the boat. Surlaitce photos showed it heading to a small
island, Juventud, fifty miles southwest of Cubae T¢land has a major dive center with good air and
sea connections to anywhere in the world, via Havan

“Boulton probably took a small plane to Havana] anon his way to England or the
Continent. I'll call you when we find out more. #kte moment there’s no reason for you to be here.
How did things go in New York?”

Avi replied, “Not well. Matossian’s granddaughtsrsiafe, but was accidentally wounded. A
bullet from my partner’s gun grazed her scalp; @dtblood, but no permanent damage, except for a
scar across the left side of her head. Her Graneifahoved her to a private facility; he doesn’t wan
me, or anyone from the Mossad, anywhere near her.”

“Do | hear the sound of tears running down youretse or is it just the connection?” asked
Shannon.

Avi laughed, “Another bit of your Irish humor, bsériously, there is nothing more for me to
do here. Nabuli is in custody and I'll be takingnhiback to Israel. If you locate Boulton, pleasé cal

me; | want to be there.”

The EI Al flight to Tel Aviv left Kennedy Airportta7:00 a.m. Hassan and Avi were seated
alone in the First Class compartment. Hassan bituksilence that had prevailed since boarding.

“Mr. Stein, we are both victims of history and cinastance. | loved my wife and my son. |
watched as they died, my son from shrapnel woumdissi belly, his agony my agony. My wife

decapitated, her head scorched, her body manglg@nigler toward the State of Israel and its

240



6/5/2007 2:48 PM

Government is profound, but | must put it behind iMenow that you too have lost loved ones to the
violence.”

“Mr. Nabuli, I want nothing more than to live ingee, to not lose loved ones to bombs and
bullets, but it will take more than words to resothe conflict. Both sides will have to compromise,
and realize that each has rights and responséisili¥ou can play a major role in convincing your
people to seek a peaceful resolution of our diffees.”

“I'm not sure what can be done,” replied Hassan.

“I know you'll try,” said Avi.

Avi continued, “We’ve arranged for you to stay la tMetropolitan Hotel on Trumpeldor
Street. We have adjoining rooms. We’'ll remain thehde you meet with David Kimmel. Then
other arrangements will be made.”

The conversation ended as dinner was served. Thvenem, exhausted, then slept and did not

awaken until the pilot announced their approacBdn Gurion Airport.

The Metropolitan Hotel — Tel Aviv, Israel

Avi and Hassan were greeted at the airport by aselsigent with a vehicle. He drove them
to the Metropolitan Hotel, where they registered amited at the front desk for their room keys.

“Hassan, under no circumstances are you to leavergom without me. Do | have your
word?”

“Of course.”

The clerk returned, handed the keys to Avi, and,s&oom 1111 is yours Mr. Stein, and
1113 is Mr. Nabuli’'s. As you requested, the conimgctioor has been unlocked and you will be able

to utilize the two rooms as one. Here are two kiggher of you choose to lock it.”
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“Thank you,” said Avi as he took both keys and ptathem in his pocket. Turning to Hassan
he said, “I suggest we get something to eat. ¢the to your room in about half and hour and then
we can get some rest.”

“As you wish,” replied Hassan.

Two hours after the men arrived, Fatima parkeddheCitroen 2CV a half block from the
hotel entrance and walked to the hotel. The desik ¢jreeted her, “May | be of assistance?”

“My brother just checked in with his friend. Canuygive me his room number?”

The clerk whispered, “I see you received my cahd then in a normal voice asked, “May |
have your name? I'll call him to let him know heslaavisitor.”

“Oh, please don't, | want to surprise him. His nasklassan Nabuli, and mine is Fatima.”

“Since you're his sister, I'm sure he won’'t minchel'elevator is down the corridor, he’s on the
eleventh floor, room 1113.” The clerk watched Fatiemter the elevator, and smiled knowingly
when it paused on the eleventh floor.

Fatima got out and walked down the corridor to ldassroom. She knocked and Hassan
came to the door. Abbas Hilmi’s sister placed the @ his chest and fired twice.

The shots were silenced, the “pop-pop” of a sosupapressed small-caliber handgun but
distinctive and loud enough to alert Avi. His guasaon the bedside table. He chambered a round
and opened the door between the two rooms. Hasasiwmvthe floor, blood pouring from his chest.
He gasped, “Abbas did not want peace, his sistlemie in his footsteps.”

Avi retrieved his cell phone and called Mossad Hgadters.

“Send an ambulance to the Metropolitan, Nabulilbeen shot; he’s still alive, but barely.”

“Stay there. An ambulance and two agents are ow#ye”

Fatima walked, without haste, to her car and dtoward the Syrian border.
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The ambulance and two Mossad agents arrived aflétipolitan Hotel within minutes.
Hassan was unconscious, his pulse barely perceplibke paramedics started a transfusion, placed
the mortally wounded Palestinian on a gurney, andad him down the hallway to a waiting
elevator. One Mossad agent remained to clean andesthe rooms; the other accompanied Avi,
Hassan, and the paramedics to the ambulance. Witleiw minutes of leaving the hotel, Avi called
David Kimmel.

“David, Nabuli has died, but before he did he itfesd his assailant; it was Abbas Hilmi's
sister. Have our people at the hotel turned uphang®”

“What we have is sketchy. The doorman saw the woemer and leave within five minutes.
She told the receptionist she was Hassan’s sldeebought it and gave her the room number. The
receptionist and doorman tell the same story: singecand left within five minutes. We have a
picture of her from the hotel’s surveillance camamnd | put out an all-points alert, with special
attention to the checkpoints at the Syrian border.”

David continued, “I don’t want Nabuli’'s body to ¢gmthe morgue; keep it in the ambulance
and come to headquarters. The Palestinians maydudten wind that he was going to work with us,
and will probably attempt to blame us for his dediey’ll turn their traitor into a martyr. If wet
them get away with it, there will probably be a arajprising in Gaza. We’'ll secure the body in our

clinic until we decide how to deal with the situmti”
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Chapter 37
New York City

Alex Rothman and George Deveraux arrived at JFKiwian hour of each other; George from
Geneva, Alex from London, both on private jets bglag to De Forster. Limousines transported
them to the Stanhope where they checked into siities. A message awaited each, “Please join me
on the 24 floor after you are settled.”

Alex arrived first, was received by the butler, arsthered into the study. Dikran Matossian
was seated behind an exquisite wood and leath&r pes in hand, documents spread in the center.

“Alex, I'm glad you made it. How was your flight?”

Rothman responded, “It provided some badly neediedtation. Nabuli and his people have
been dealt with, but Boulton is slippery as hell astill on the loose. George is concerned tleat h
might find another way to disrupt our operationg] avas hesitant to come to this meeting.”

Dikran said, “But he is coming?”

Alex responded, “He’ll be here within the hourattls, unless Boulton is located.”

“We’'ll wait until he arrives to start our discusss.” Pointing to the bar Dikran said, “Please
help yourself.”

Alex poured LaPhroaig single malt scotch into astalysnifter. Can | fix you anything
Dikran?”

“Scotch will be fine, thank you.”

The two men spoke not a word of business untilrGeavas ushered into the study. “George,
why don’t you have a seat? Would you care for sbingtto drink?”

“Port, if you don’t mind.”

“Again pointing to the bar, Dikran said, “Help yself. | believe we have a rather fine 48

Taylor,” said Dikran.
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Dikran waited while George poured an overly largevimg of port before speaking, “Alex and
| will jointly announce the acquisition of De Fasby Matossian Holdings. Agencies involved in
antitrust matters, especially the United StateicRi®epartment and the European Union Office of
Competition, will most likely involve themselves Russia, organized crime will recognize that the
IDSO, when integrated with my security organizatiail be a significant hindrance to their efforts
to control the Russian diamond business, and wilg attempt to strengthen their position prior to
our consolidation.

“We will deal with the governments. You, Goergd) deal with the Russian Mafiya. You
will assume control of the security arm of Matoasiand begin an immediate integration of the
IDSO into it. The IDSO is formidable in its own hig but with the combined resources you will
have a small army at your disposal. If Alex agrges, may use whatever methods necessary to
intimidate the intimidators. The Russian Governnweititthank you for ridding them of a powerful
and counter-productive force in their country.”

“Dikran, it's brilliant,” said Alex.

“I'm not so sure,” responded George. “We’ve alwaysided confronting organized crime.
Quite frankly, there have been times when we maeeofitheir rather nefarious talents.”

“George let me make myself very clear,” continueklr&n. “I will have no dealings with
organized crime, especially the Russian Mafiyagpkto eliminate their influence in our affairs. No
gangsters or intelligence agencies will interfargwolve themselves in our operations. Alex and |
will deal with the antitrust issues that have plegjboth of us for years, and you will deal with the
gangsters and the intelligence communities.”

“I quite understand, replied Deveraux, “and | adgnyiour intentions, but it is unrealistic to
assume that we can rid ourselves of the influefi¢eeocriminal elements in all of the countries
where we operate.”

“Quite the contrary George, you will not have thetraints that those governments place on

their law enforcement agencies, and there will bshmortage of funds. Laws protecting privacy will
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not restrain you, nor will you have to go to coditte circumstances under which you will operate
will be quite ideal,” said Dikran, who paused fomament before asking, “George, you've worked
closely with Avi Stein. What's your opinion of timean?”

“My opinion; why is that an issue?”

“He’s developed a personal relationship with myngidaughter. Although it doesn’t appear
that it will evolve into anything serious, | domtant to take any chances. She doesn’t need a
Mossad agent in her life.”

“Avi is an honorable man, exceptionally intelligeahd very loyal, but | agree, a Mossad
agent, in fact anyone in the intelligence commuyrdtyesn’t make an ideal husband or wife.”

“Do you think he might be useful to us?” asked Rikr

“I do, but | doubt if he would leave either Israelthe Mossad.”

“Well, it's something to think about. It's beenanl day and | suggest we get some rest,” said
Dikran.

After the two men returned to their suites, Dikcatled his secretary in Paris.

“I'll be visiting Ariana in the morning. Have yougpared the dossier on Avi Stein?”

“Yes, it's on its way by courier. You'll have it b§00 a.m. tomorrow.”

“Brilliant, my dear. | look forward to seeing yon New York, after Rothman and Deveraux
leave.”

“That will be wonderful. By the way, you're alreadiarting to sound a bit like a Brit with that
‘brilliant.” ”

“From being around Alex, | imagine,” replied Dikran

“Sleep well my love, and make sure you sleep afone.

“As always, except when I'm with you.”
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Chapter 38

Greenwich, Connecticut

Dikran found Ariana seated on a bench in the exguggrden behind her suite, her
bodyguards nearby.

Ariana stood when he entered, “Grandpa, | cali'ytal how much | appreciate everything
you’re doing for me. | feel so much better now thedn be outside. I'm ready to get back to work.
Mom told you about my plans to go into businessiwawrence Winston. Do you still think it's a
good idea?”

“My dear girl, | think it's splendid, especially mothat | am acquiring De Forster.”

“Acquiring De Forster; are you serious?”

“I certainly am. Alex has gotten himself into ancomfortable situation, and your Englishman
gave him more than a bit of trouble when he wastmalserable. Alex’s children are not at all
interested in the diamond business, and his otherasts are much more significant, and more to
the children’s liking. Alex has agreed to sell Dar$ter to my holding company.

“Once | take control, it will be my pleasure to leaxou and Lawrence as customers. | might
even arrange for your venture to obtain a primé&Sigossibly one with the pinks and blues you
fancy.”

“Grandpa, you are unbelievable. If we do get a Sighromise to make the most beautiful
jewelry.”

“I am sure you will, no matter the circumstanceefghis, however, one matter that concerns
me. | feel obliged to ask you if you are seriouslolved with that young Mossad agent, Avi Stein?
This normally would be none of my business, buishiavolved in my dealings with De Forster.”

“I honestly don’t know. Avi helped me through a yeiifficult time. He’s different from
anyone I've ever known, and we haven't had whathtnig considered a normal relationship. I'm
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very fond of him, but | don’t think he’ll be anytig more than a friend. | don’t even know if I'll
ever see him again.”

“Ariana, | want you to be careful and | would prefieat he remain out of your life, even as a
friend. The man works in a dangerous world withgiaous people. You made a mistake with
Boulton that could have cost you your life; pledsenot make the mistake of getting involved with
a Mossad agent.”

Ariana replied, “Grandpa | do love you, and | knthat you have my best interest at heart, but
their are choices | have to make for myself. Pleass# me not to make a mistake in choosing a man
to spend my life with.

“My doctor says that | will be discharged tomorraw the day after. I'll have bandages on my
head for at least another week; after that I'llcheevig until | grow some hair. | spoke to mother
and she is having a difficult time with daddy. light suit all of us if | spent time at the farm |east
until I'm presentable.”

“That’s a wise decision, your mother can use yaypsrt, and you’ll have time to relax. Just
make sure you're completely recovered before yalyaur horse go bouncing over the
countryside.”

“Don’t be silly, neither me or my horse bounce Igtshe trots, and | post!” quipped Ariana.
She paused for a moment and then continued, “Iyouvegrandpa. Be careful not to get yourself in
the middle of a bad situation; Malcolm is on thede, and he’ll never be content until he does real
damage to the Rothmans and anyone in businessheit.”

“Ariana, | can assure you that Boulton will be ll@ath; he won'’t pose a threat to anyone,
especially you. My security people will arrangdlyoyou to Baltimore. | want them to stay with you
until Boulton is dealt with. Your mother has arraddor them to stay in the guest cottage. They

won't get in your way.”

Baltimore, Maryland
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Ariana was one of three passengers on her Grard®&®Bulfstream when it landed at
Baltimore Washington International Airport. Her thet, Serena, was waiting for her on the tarmac.
Two very large, obviously very fit men followed Aria out of the plane.

“My God Ariana, you look like you've been hit bytraick. |1 had no idea. You said you had a
small wound to your scalp,” said Serena.

“My face got bruised; it looks worse than it is.dny event, I'm fine. With a little rest, and
some hair on my head, I'll be ready to get bacwaeok. I'll have to wear a wig until my hair grows
back.”

“With all the falls you’ve taken from horses, yduwead must be indestructible, but the other
things, what you’ve seen and been through, it'susll horrible.”

“Mother, you're right, it's been a nightmare. Legje home.”

Almost as an afterthought Ariana asked, “And howasldy?”

“He almost drank himself to death. He’'d tie onedoming the day, take the car at night and go
down to the Valley Inn to drink some more. Whenliae closed he’d drive home drunk and fall
asleep in the stable. It was intolerable. His doatal | finally committed him to a rehabilitation
facility. If we hadn’t he would have killed himsgtir someone else. Unfortunately, he’s to be
discharged tomorrow afternoon. | wish they’d keep longer, but they say returning home is part
of the recovery process.”

“Oh mother, I'm so sorry you have to deal with botir problems.”

“Don’t be sorry. I'm going to file for divorce. He’never been able to stop, and | can’t deal
with him and his drinking. | bought him a farm oo\&r Road, a going away present. As to your
difficulties, your Grandfather assures me he welaldwith them, and I'm certain he will.”

“By the way, and on a more positive note, LawreMiaston heard from Morris that you
were out of the hospital. He called to see if yarevxcoming here. | said you were, but wouldn't be

entertaining anyone for a while.”
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Serena turned toward the two men who were stargdi@gtly at a Range Rover that had been
waiting on the tarmac. “I assume those huge metharbodyguards your Grandfather insisted on.
I've asked Doris to move into the main house. Yloaglyguards can have the guest house to
themselves; near enough but not underfoot. I'm thweg'll find it comfortable.”

“Mother, | would never have believed that | needdsbdyguard, much less two of them.
They're actually quite nice though, and go outhait way to be unobtrusive, which is quite hard,
given their size. They have their own car, and feilow us to the farm. By the way, don’t think tha
they are being rude; they don’t introduce themseteeanyone, and they won't carry on a
conversation.”

“That suits me perfectly.” replied Serena as the women entered the black Buick driven by
Joe Hall. The bodyguards got into the Range Rowérfallowed the sedan out of the airport. The
drive to Worthington Valley took forty-five minuteduring which Ariana recounted the details of
the past month.

“Ariana it's unbelievable. Nonny would be so disradythat introducing you to that young
man has caused so much chaos.”

“Mother, it was my fault not hers. | sensed tharéhwas something wrong with him; | just
didn’t realize how much.”

“We all make mistakes. | certainly did.”

At the corner of Belmont and Butler roads, Serat@gressed the driver, “Joe, when we get to
the farm, please show the gentlemen in the canddals to the guest house. Doris has it ready for
them. The refrigerator has been stocked, and th&esh fruit. Give them the number for Santoni’s,
and tell them to call if they need more food ordnigs. I've asked the manager to bill me and
deliver whatever is requested.”

“Yes ma’am,” responded Joe. “I'll make sure they ggtled in. Those men, they worry me a
bit. They look like policemen! Is everything alght?”
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“They’re here to protect me from a man | met ini®drdon’t think it's necessary, but
Grandfather insisted. They don't talk much, butthee quite nice. I'm sure they’ll want to look
around the farm. Give them the guided tour.”

“Yes ma’am, Miss Ariana, | sure will. They too ligsay no to.”

“You're right about that Joe, and don’t be alarnbgdheir guns. They never leave home
without them or their Am Ex cards.”

Serena chuckled, “I'm glad you haven’t lost younse of humor.”

Ariana responded, “My head might be a wreck, buthuyor is fine.”

The next three days were idyllic. Ariana felt asugh life had begun afresh. On the fourth day
she received a call. “Ariana, it's a Mr. Winstosdid Doris.

“I'll get it in the study, please tell him to hotth a moment.”

Ariana walked to the study, anticipating the cosaéion. She entered the paneled room and
closed the door.

“Larry, it's so good to hear from you. I've beeutn isolation, but mother is finally taking
her boot off of my back. | needed the rest, and had it. A few more days and I'll be ready to get
to work. My Grandfather loves the idea of us wogkingether. I'm sure that you heard that he’s
acquiring De Forster. Morris and all of the sightiess must be ecstatic.”

“Ariana, unfortunately, that's why I'm calling. Mos died yesterday. He had a heart attack
while he was in his office sorting stones. The fahwill be tomorrow. Do you feel up to coming to
New York?”

“Of course I'll be there! Where, and what time?ked Ariana.

“I've hired a limo to pick you up in Baltimore. THd bring you to my office and then to the
Synagogue and cemetery.”

“Larry, you don’t have to do that, | can take than.”

“Ariana, please, a limo will be easier.”
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Ariana said, “I haven't been to my apartment fovkale and I'm sure it’s a wreck. I'd rather
stay at a hotel for the night. I'm not up to anhgéigour roundtrip in a car, especially with two
bodyguards.”

“I've taken the liberty of getting you a suite hetWaldorf. I'll call and arrange another room
for the bodyguards. The limo will take you backB@itimore whenever you want,” said Larry.

“I can’t believe Morris is gone, he was like ahfat to me. It's my fault he’s dead. The stress
of the kidnapping was too much. I'll never forgivg/self.”

Larry responded, “Ariana, Morris has had problenith Wwis heart for years. He never talked
about it, and he never listened to his doctor. iHeksed his cigars and drank his Slivovitz until the
end. Don’t blame yourself. | talked to him aftee tidnapping. He seemed to have taken it in stride;
his only concern was for you. He was an old mamh a&ibad heart, but not a man to be intimidated
or frightened. He died because he didn’t take oatemself.”

Ariana sobbed softly, “I can't talk now. I'll se®@y tomorrow.”

Ariana arrived at Larry’s office at 1:45, her bodggds behind her. She was dressed in black;
a wig and large hat covered her shaven head. Hsrwegre red and her face still swollen.

“Ariana, are you sure you feel up to this?”

“I'll never be up to this. I'm to blame and theseriothing | can do, not a damn thing. He’s
gone, and I'm responsible.”

“There’s nothing more to say than | said yesterdizs/not your fault. If Morris saw you like
this, he’'d be furious. Ariana, | never said thiédoe, but | love you. | can’t stand to see you
punishing yourself. Please let me help you. Welaare a life together, we can work together, we
can create jewels that would have given Morris”joy.

“Larry, | can’t think now. Please don’t ask me take any decisions. You know how fond |
am of you, but not now, not anything now.”

“I'll wait.”
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“I'm sorry that | can’t give you an answer. | dovéoyou. Please give me time to think. You
know that | want to work with you, to spend timdhwou. | just can’t think about love right now,
not for anyone but Morris.”

The Synagogue was huge, but there was standing oabmSeats in the front were reserved
for family members, of whom there were none, andelfriends and dignitaries, of whom there
were many.

Menachem, Ariana, Larry, Morris’s secretary, theyilathe head of the Diamond Dealers
Club, and the Israeli Ambassador sat in the fogt.iMenachem gave a short but eloquent
memoriam, followed by the Israeli Ambassador.

Hassidim filled the back half of the Synagogue,tlibe of their timeless chants reverberating
through the synagogue. When the service conclutledpur-block procession of vehicles to the
cemetery was led by a trio of police motorcycles.

At the cemetery, Menachem recited the Mourner’sdfgtd Morris was lowered into his
grave. Menachem took a shovel full of earth angbded it onto the coffin. Ariana wept, as did
many of the men. Close friends and dignitariesSéata at the Israeli Consulate; there was no

family to provide a home for the mourning.
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Chapter 39

Tel Aviv, Israel

Al Jazeera television received a note, photogragis videotape from a previously unknown
Palestinian organization claiming responsibility fiee assassination of Hassan Nabuli. The note
read, Thdraitor Hassan Nabuli has met his just end. Let hotnin a Zionist graveyardhe
photographs showed Hassan disembarking from arl #igAt and passing through Israeli security.
The video tape was a vivid portrayal of the slaateBtinian laying spread eagle, a gaping knife
wound in his chest. Three days after the airinthefstory, the body was discovered in a deserted
warehouse in Amman. Hassan was buried in a pauger&; no mourners and, like Morris, no
family.

Avi and David viewed the Al Jazeera story and thiesequent media coverage, “Avi, | think
we’ll get away with it. The massive knife wound ibdrated the damage done by the bullet, and the
body was buried without an autopsy.”

“This didn’t end the way we hoped, Nabuli could @deen a major force in resolving issues
with the Palestinians; but thank God he lived lengugh to return the last canister. Now I'll deal
with Boulton; the bastard isn’t going to get awagia.”

Has he been located?” asked David

“Flanagan got hold of satellite surveillance phdtwat are used by the D.E.A., and arranged
for a computer image scan using a photograph wéguotthe owner of the stolen boat. Fortunately
it's a power catamaran with a very distinctive gegfand they were able to spot it on open water. |
was headed toward Juventud, an island off the aja@tiba. They found it again on the photos of
the Juventud Marina. Shannon is trying to pick igpttail from there.”

“Where do you think he’s headed?”
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“To Cuba, and then back to England,” responded A¥&orge is sure he’ll go after Rothman.
| agree with him, and I’'m going to England too.ant to be there to nail the bastard.”

“Avi, | want you to be careful, we don’t need ameimational incident on our hands. If you
succeed in eliminating Boulton, make sure it istttibuted to us. By the way, | don’t know if you
heard about Goldman?”

“No, nothing since his release.”

“He died of a heart attack. Menachem was at therlpand told me that Ariana Wright
broke down; she blames herself for Goldman’s déath.

Avi responded, his surprise evident, “I hadn’t ligakriana — Miss Wright — didn’t call me,
and neither did George.”

David continued, “Avi, | have no right to get inved in your personal life, but prior to his
death, Morris talked with Menachem; he was conakthat you and Wright were becoming
emotionally involved, and | must tell you that st his concern, although for da

different reasons. The Matossian’s and their ofifgplive in a world of their own, and its very
different from mine or yours. Their lifestyles aneleds are incomprehensible to most of us. You
became involved with the woman when she was umdereinse stress. She needed your strength
and competence, but you have no place in her woddshe in yours. Can you imagine being a
businessman, a lawyer, or an executive in one dabs4an’s companies? | don’t believe you could
stand the thought of being supported by her, atahlt think she could accept the life of a Mossad
agent’s wife.”

“You're right David, you shouldn’t involve yoursdt my personal affairs. I'm well aware of

everything you and Morris believe.”

Malcolm, his blond hair cut short, his face unshmvddsembarked from Cubana de Aviacion
Flight 120. Shannon Flanagan watched as he passmayjh Customs and Immigration. Boulton’s
disheveled appearance was not what she had expected
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She removed a satellite phone from her purse, alhedcAvi at Mossad headquarters, “For
once in my life, one of my hunches paid off. Heft Duventud by the time | got there. | checked out
flights from Havana to England and Europe. He bdak&irst Class seat on Cubana de Aviacion to
Heathrow. | might have caught up with him in Havamat | decided it would be better to take the
chance of catching up with him in London, and théd a ride on an airforce plane from
Guantanamo. | beat him here by a day.

“He just arrived at Heathrow. He doesn’t look ati&k the perfectly groomed sharp dresser in
the photo you gave me. | have no authority to ddtan; all | can do is watch the guy. Have formal
charges been filed against him?”

“No formal charges of any kind. The Israeli Goveamhdoesn’t want Boulton testifying in
Court, and the IDSO has agreed. | have the aughoridleal with him on a more unofficial basis. I'll
catch the next commercial flight to London. Can keep an eye on him until | arrive.”

“Sure, I'll get some help from our station. Call mveen you know your arrival time. I'll pick
you up.”

“I'll be there within eight hours. Once | pick hiap you can pull out. | don’t want you
involved, this might get ugly. And | don’t want yéai get in hot water; you've already done
enough.”

“Avi, I've been in hot water all of my life. You'lheed backup, and | intend to be it.”

“I could get to like you, Shannon; you think moileelan Israeli than an American.”

“| already like you, Stein.”

Reuven listened to the conversation.

“What in the hell are you planning to do? It do@snake sense for you to go after Boulton
while he’s in England. Deveraux should be with you.

“Reuvi, this is personal, I'm going to kill him, dnl don’t want anyone else involved.”
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Reuven replied, “Avi, you take him out in Londomdaget caught, they’ll charge you with
murder. Boulton is a British citizen; the auth@#tiwon’t tolerate a Mossad sanction against one of
their own; but if Boulton makes an attempt on Radhithe IDSO or Scotland Yard will nail him.”

“But not necessarily dead, and dead is the waynit\wan.”

“If you're going to be stubborn, at least let memwith you.”

“Not a chance Reuvi, you find Hilmi’s sister.”

“Avi, you know as well as | do that she’s tuckedagvin a safe house in Syria. | can’t do a
damn thing while she’s there. I'll have to draw bet, or wait for her to try something in Israel.”

“That’s right Reuvi, and that’s what you’ll do. lItleal with Boulton.”

“Avi, some times you're a reg@utz”

“Yeah, but I'm aputzwho needs a ride to the airport.”

“Sure, I'll take you, but only if you promise thiéityou kill the bastard, you won't get caught.”

Avi laughed, “I promise to kill him, but | can’t kure about not getting caught.”

London, England

Shannon met Avi at Heathrow. “Avi, it's good to semi again. One of my associates is
watching Boulton.”

“Shannon, thanks for everything you've done. Wheithe bastard?”

“He registered at the Dorchester, off of Park Lam®layfair, and hasn't left his room. The
registration clerk was taken aback by his dishelafgpearance, but Boulton solved that with a
hundred dollar bill. Since his arrival there haesb packages coming to his room from Harrods.
Whatever he’s planning, he’s going to do it in st/

“The only thing he’s going to do in style is die.”

“Avi, you've got to be careful; let him make thesfi move; have a reason to kill him.”

“| already have a reason; | just need the oppartuni
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Malcolm lay in his bed at the Dorchester, his neadguired laptop at his side. He had spent
the better part of the afternoon hacking into tleeHorster administrative files. Once in he had no
difficulty accessing the flight plans for the ID$€ fleet. Alex’s personal plane was in Geneva, and
was scheduled to bring him to London tomorrow.

Tonight he would retrieve the gun that had fallesitie his Grandfather, and tomorrow it
would be fired for the last time. The decision matewent to the hotel dining room. He had no
appetite. He got up before ordering, threw his mapk his chair, and left. It took him forty-five
minutes to walk to his parents’ apartment.

The apartment was vacant, his parents still ordagliHe went to the kitchen cabinet where
tools were kept, and retrieved a screwdriver. tntiadroom that had once been his, he lifted a
floorboard with the screwdriver, reached down, fieét smooth plastic bag in which he had wrapped
the revolver, and lifted it out of the hiding placewhich it had rested for more than twenty-five
years There were still five unfired bullets and engpty casing in the cylinder.

The agent maintaining surveillance called ShanrsoMalcolm left the apartment block,
“Shannon, your man went to a flat near the Rothreaidence. He was inside for about twenty
minutes. Now he’s heading back to the Dorchester.”

“Thanks Jerry, we’ll be at the hotel within the hdoo take over.”

“I don’t know what this guy is up to, but he is amehappy camper. Be careful.”

“We will be.”

Shannon turned to Avi, “Boulton went to his paréafsartment, stayed there twenty minutes,
and is walking back to the hotel.”

Avi replied, “Rothman is due back in London tomaevrd assume that Deveraux has provided
added protection and that Boulton is aware of &lllgjo for Alex where he’s most vulnerable,
probably as he enters or leaves his home. | watéabwith Boulton before the IDSO or anyone

else gets their hands on him.”
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“Avi, | can help you, but I can’t be responsible tocold-blooded murder. If you're going to
go after Boulton you’re going to have to catch himeapon in hand, going after Rothman.”

“You have one set of rules Shannon, | have anoBwmulton killed one of our agents, my
stepsister. I'll take him down the minute | havelear shot, and a likelihood of not being caught.
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Chapter 40

London

Malcolm returned to his room at the Dorchester,aesd the revolver from his pocket, took
out the five remaining shells and spun the cylinttewas stiff, but after several revolutions, it
loosened. He cocked the hammer and dry fired. fgatithat he had a functional weapon, he
reloaded with fresh ammunition that he had smuggldcbm Havana.

Early the next morning, after a sleepless nightjiessed, left the hotel, and walked north.

“Shannon,” said Avi. “I'll follow him on foot, gethe car and stay behind us.”

Malcolm walked two blocks, and in the middle of thed, crossed the street and entered the
taxi he had arranged for Avi ran back toward dae. Shannon sped forward, slowing as she
reached him. She reached over and threw open thre A® soon as Avi was in she began a U-turn.
A horn blared as a Morris Mini traveling in the sidie lane slammed into the rear right of
Shannon’s Rover. Avi, almost oblivious to the aeai exclaimed, “Damn it, | should have shot the
bastard the moment | saw him. Are you O.K.?” askeid almost as an afterthought.

“Yep, but that Mini isn’'t,” replied Shannon as shalked toward the irate driver of the
devastated Mini. After five minutes of heated casaéion, during which allusions were made to her
Irish ancestry, license numbers were exchangedr®mareturned to the Rover where Avi was
finishing a conversation with George Deveraux.

“That guy give you a rough time?” he asked.

“Yep, he called me a drunken Mick. | would have peg him if it hadn’t been my fault.

Those Minis are so small you don’t notice them. Ryver has a little dent and his front end is a

wreck.”

260



6/5/2007 2:48 PM

“At least no one was hurt,” said Avi, his voice ti@ning as he continued, “Alex is due back
from Geneva in about three hours. George has tvinisqfeople waiting at the airport for him. We
should stick to Alex like a fly on glue; Boultonli®und to show up.”

The taxi took Malcolm to a BMW dealership on thestirts of London. Malcolm gave the
driver a generous tip and walked into the showroAmattily attired salesman greeted him.

“Good afternoon, may | be of assistance?”

“I'm Malcolm Boulton. You have a BMW bike | orderéd

“Certainly Mr. Boulton. I'm glad we finally have éhopportunity to meet. It was quite
fortunate that we had the model you requestedaltather special machine, one we don’t normally
stock. We special ordered it for a client whosarficing didn’t go through.”

“I really don’t require the history. Just get iady. And the accessories | requested?”

“Yes sir: helmet, leather jacket, pants, boots, goglgles.”

“Have you a place where | can change?”

“Yes sir, the men’s room, right down that corridor.

“Fine, give them to me and bring the bike to trenfrdrive. I'm taking delivery now.”

“Of course, sir. We received your payment yestemay the paperwork is ready. We require
only your signature.”

Thirty-five minutes later, Malcolm mounted the lKe&@MW K1200 LT-E and drove out of the
dealership toward Gatwick Airport. He stopped atfilst gas station, purchased a ten-liter plastic
fuel container, filled it with high test, and place in the luggage carrier along with a rag that h
picked up from the service bay.

Alex was greeted at the private plane facility wp iDSO guards who walked him to his
waiting limousine. They then re-entered their RaRgeer and followed him out of the airport.

Alex addressed his chauffeur, “Paul, take me hahere’s nothing at the office that can’t wait

till tomorrow.”
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“Yes sir,” said the driver as he accelerated oh&oN23 to London. The truck followed five
feet behind, close enough to prevent another oan fretting directly behind the limo.

Shannon and Avi followed, five car lengths behind.

The black BMW motorcycle entered the M23, stayelitthe three vehicles for two miles,
and then suddenly accelerated, roaring past thé saravan.

“Damn if that bike doesn’t look like Boulton’s, bittcan’t be, we trucked that one away from
his parents’ flat.”

“Avi, black BMW touring bikes are pretty populamjtowhoever is on that one is flying.”

Two miles ahead of the approaching vehicles, Matgolilled to the shoulder, removed the
gas can from the luggage compartment, and satuttaagg for three quarters of its length. He then
stuffed it into the can. When Alex’s caravan camte view, Malcolm ignited the rag; the
unsaturated portion smoldered as he tossed thmiathe limousine’s path. He jumped on his bike
and sped off. The gasoline ignited and engulfeditheusine in flames. The Range Rover with the
two bodyguards plowed into the inferno.

Avi and Shannon swerved to avoid the conflagrafidgrey pulled to the side, several hundred
feet in front of the flaming vehicles.

The BMW traveled less than a thousand feet antetlyrspeeding back toward the chaos.

Avi and Shannon drew their weapons and fired abtiteming bike, which veered right than
left, making a difficult target. Both missed.

Malcolm skidded to a stop a few feet in front of thmo, as Alex staggered out of the rear
door.

“This is for my Grandfather,” said Malcolm firingsangle bullet into Alex’s forehead.

The two bodyguards, in shock from the collisionnsibled onto the road, weapons still
holstered. Malcolm fired, this time twice. The tw@n dropped to the ground. The chauffeur was
trapped in the burning vehicle.

“Avi, he shot them, he shot them all,” yelled Shamms she ran toward the flaming vehicle.
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Malcolm lowered the visor of his helmet and spefd of

Alex Rothman lay by the roadside, a single fatalimato his head. His two bodyguards were
still alive.

“Sweet Jesus, where did he come from?” moaned bitneim.

Fire trucks, ambulances, and police vehicles agoean the scene.

“Shannon, we can’t get involved. I'm going to tiide police we stopped to help.”

“They might buy it if the IDSO guards don't say #mpg.”

“They’re not in good enough shape to say anythivhgre to the point, | doubt if they saw us

fire at Boulton,” said Avi, adding, “l need to cakkadquarters.”

Malcolm

Malcolm exited the M23, and traveled via an altézrraute into London. With Alex dead, the
Rothman dynasty was ended. There was only onemp&fdo deal with.

At Charing Cross he turned onto a road that latiécEmbankment. He removed his helmet,
got off his bike, and walked it into the Thamespthing the helmet and leather jacket in after & H
then walked back to Charing Cross train statiofletia cab, and in less than an hour he was at

Heathrow. His flight to Baltimore left two hourdda.

Avi and Shannon

After being interviewed by the police, Avi and Shan headed to the Dorchester, hoping to
pick up Malcolm’s trail. The radio was tuned to BBIéws. The coverage of the murder of Alex
Rothman had begun, but was soon interrupted byietiou

“We have just learned that the BMW motorcycle imveal in the fire bombing of Alex
Rothman’s limousine has been recovered from thenBlsanear Charing Cross. Police units and
divers are on the scene, but no body has been fédo@ on the story as it unfolds.”
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“Shannon, forget the Dorchester; let's get to Giwfross. If the bastard killed himself, he

saved us a lot of trouble.”

Dikran — Paris, France

“Dikran, I'm sorry to interrupt, but George Devexas on the line from Geneva. He says he
needs to speak to you.”

“Catherine, tell him I'll pick up in a moment. Palill get back to you; | have a call from
Geneva. Finish up the documents and send themttonRo.”

“George, what'’s so urgent?”

“Alex has been murdered.”

“Murdered, my God, by whom? And when?

“It was Boulton. He firebombed Alex’s limo and thehot him in cold blood. Two bodyguards
were seriously wounded, and the chauffeur dietérfire.”

“George, can you come to Paris tomorrow?”

“Certainly, I'll be there first thing in the morrgn The De Forster offices are in chaos. Walter
and | have been fielding calls from everyone inititistry, especially our own senior management.
| need to spend a few more hours here to help ttahgs down.”

“Fine, do what you have to and then call me withryarrival time. My driver will pick you
up at De Gaulle,” said Dikran, who then calleddesretary back into the office, “Catherine, Alex
Rothman was murdered. Get Paul back on the line.”

“My God Dikran, who did it, and why?”

“Let me deal with Paul, then I'll tell you what hkw, which isn’t very much.”

Catherine returned to her desk, placed the call barzzed Dikran’s intercom. “Paul is on the
line. He's frantic, he just heard about Alex.”

“I'll pick up. In the meantime reserve suites at tayfair for George and Paul, they will

arrive tomorrow morning.”
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“Paul, this is Dikran. Forget about sending docutsiém Rothman. George Deveraux is flying
in tomorrow. | want you to be here. I've bookedu#tesfor you at the Mayfair.”

Catherine re-entered, “It's Deveraux again.”

“Yes George.”

“Boulton got away. Our people are trying to findnhand both the Mossad and C.I.A. are
going after him.”

“With little hope of success, | would imagine. Guung Englishman has been one step ahead
of all of you. | can’t say I'm impressed with tHeS$O’s performance, and | needn’t comment on
how | feel about the Mossad and the C.1.A.”

“I know Dikran, | assure you | know.”

“George, I'll see you tomorrow. I've arranged saitd the Mayfair for you and Paul Coudert.”

“Coudert, I don’t know him.”

“He is the head of my legal department. | assigmadto work on the De Forster acquisition.
George, before you leave Geneva, find out how Bouthanaged to get away, and where in the
devil he’s headed. Then get back to me.”

“Catherine, this is unbelievable. Not only did Bom manage to assassinate Alex, he escaped
and is at large. Please get Ariana on the phone.”

“Alex, it 5:30 in the morning in the States; shauitd/ou wait to call?”

“No, just do as | say, and get her on the line.”

“There’s no need to be cross.”
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Chapter 41

Thursday Morning — Baltimore, Maryland

Ariana was awakened by the first bars of Beethadinth Symphony from her cell phone.
Disoriented, she reached for the receiver of hdside phone, heard the dial tone and the continued
musical sounds of her cellular. She rose and r&tdehe cell phone from the charger on her dresser.

“Who in the hell is this? It's 5:30.”

“Ariana, I'm sorry to awaken you, but it is quiteportant; Alex Rothman was killed this
morning. Malcolm blew up his car, shot him anddesurity detail, and then fled. The man is
insane; he’s killed four people that we know ofg @rhis plan had succeeded it would have been
hundreds, possibly thousands. The Mossad, the IE®3C.1.A., and now Scotland Yard are after
him. George Deveraux and David Kimmel both thinkahikk come after you, in a final dramatic
gesture. He is out to punish anyone he thinks edr&im or his family. | want you to avoid going
out unless it is absolutely necessary, and theyiarthe armored Range Rover with two body
guards. I'm sending two more men from New York toyide back up. They should be there in four
hours.”

“Grandpa, Malcolm knows the authorities will batehing the airports. He won't risk
coming here.”

“My dear girl, you, of all people, should know thhe authorities are less than stellar in their
performance, and | do not think Boulton gives a davhat they do. The man has evaded them, and
by this time probably thinks of himself as invinielb

“I will arrive at the farm tomorrow. My chief okesurity is making plans to move you where
Boulton cannot possibly get at you. If your Engtiedn is half as clever as he seems, he knows

where you are, and is on his way.”
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Dulles Airport — Thursday Evening

Malcolm arrived at Heathrow three hours beforeflight's scheduled departure for Dulles
Airport in Northern Virginia. His hair was now dabkown and he wore a baseball cap and jeans.
His passport identified him as Sterling Priest, hArsdbusiness card identified him as President of
Priest Computer Services. There was a terrorisnh thi@t resulted in an unnerving two-hour delay,
during which the plane was searched for explosiese waited for the predicted 9:30 departure,
Malcolm called Lawrence Winston'’s office, asked Agrana, and was told she was out of town for
an extended period. A call to Morris Goldman’s eéfivas answered by his secretary, who informed
Malcolm that Morris had passed away, and that theeowas closed; his call to Ariana’s apartment
was unanswered, not even by the machine. It waanmtdtthe final call to the Wright farm in
Maryland that he received the answer that he wasgdor. The maid answered, and when asked if
Ariana was there replied, “I have no idea, sir.”

Shortly after he finished his calls, the flightsMaoarded. Malcolm was seated in the First
Class compartment. He instructed the steward #hatibhed not to be disturbed during the six-hour
flight. Upon his arrival at Dulles, he passed tlgiolCustoms and Immigration without incident, and
went to the Avis booth where he requested a fak-siar with GPS navigation.

After a seventy-minute drive, he arrived at theldéa Court, Baltimore’s premiere hotel, and
checked into the Suite he had reserved prior tadyparture from London. It was almost midnight
Eastern Standard Time when he was settled intbddsHe awakened at 5:00 a.m. and called Room
Service to order breakfast. He then shaved and esfealvcareful to remove all vestiges of the brown
hair coloring.

After a breakfast of Eggs Benedict and orangesjuie called for his car, went down to the
lobby, and waited in the library until the car whsivered to the circular drive at the hotel’'s
entrance. Malcolm entered the car and set the aaeigsystem to the intersection of the street

address of the Wright farm. The ubiquitous computece guided him out of downtown Baltimore,
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onto the Jones Falls Expressway, across Greensyailhey Road and then onto Greenspring
Avenue.

At Butler Road, he made a right, and in two miles ¢computer voice alerted him that he had
reached his destination. He paused briefly in fadrthe entrance to the farm, noting the heavyl stee
gate located fifty yards into the drive. A Chevidkiburban with a single occupant was parked
immediately behind it.

Malcolm drove on for a half mile until he arrivedBelmont Avenue, where he made a U-
turn. There was an unpaved and seemingly unuseddatrance, less than a hundred feet past the
Wright farm on the opposite side of Butler Road.lddeked his car in far enough to be obscured by
a small stand of trees, and there he waited.

At 11:45 a Range Rover came through the gatewanéd right onto Butler Road. As the
truck passed he saw Ariana in the back seat. Twowmee in the front. The Rover had an unusually
low stance, and thick glass that produced a migtbdiion. It was armored.

It was obvious that Dikran Matossian was takingchances with his granddaughter. Given
Matossian’s reputation, both the guards and thécleetvere the best money could buy. Malcolm
made his decision; he was going to have to geibsec very close. During the thirty-minute drive
back to the Harbor Court, he formulated his plaawduld be patient, pick his time and place, and

be done with the Rothmans and the Matossians.

Avi and Shannon — London, England — Thursday Mornirg

After a wasted morning at Charing Cross, Avi andr8ton agreed that with Alex Rothman
dead, Malcolm would have reason to go after onky person, Ariana.

Shannon called Jim Caldwell, “Jim, we think Boulteitl go after Ariana Wright. I'd like to
stay on him.”

“Go ahead. Wright is Dikran Matossian’s granddaeghtve’ve already had a dozen calls

from the Hill asking how a Palestinian terroristittbenter the United States illegally and kidnap a
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prominent American citizen. With the new provisiarighe Patriot Act, you can operate freely, as
long as | inform the F.B.I. that we are dealinghaatterrorist situation. This fellow Stein that jreu
traveling with complicates the situation. He hasanthority to operate in the U.S., to carry a
firearm, or to take action against Boulton. Tethhto keep a low profile once he’s in the States. We
can provide a cover story to account for his presea joint training operation or some other
bullshit tale. What do you need once you're in Badre?”

“A car, and another agent, someone who knows hysasaund the area where Wright is
staying.”

Avi said, “Tell Jim its Glyndon, a small commun#yout 20 miles northwest of downtown
Baltimore.”

“It's a town called Glyndon, thirty minutes northsteof Baltimore.”

“Was that Stein | heard?”

“Yeah, it's him. He sticks to me like glue. And Jimhmight help if the agent you assign to me
is more than a desk jockey. The situation mightvggtt”

“An agent with field experience will meet you hetairport. Call and let me know your

arrival time.”

Avi and Shannon — Baltimore — Friday Evening

The United Airlines flight to BWI was nonstop aadived at 6:00 p.m. Jack Evers was
waiting at the gate.

He recognized Avi and Shannon from photographs leohé the Baltimore field office, and
greeted them as they walked out of the plane.

“Hey, I'm Evers, | have a car outside.”

“We only have carry-on luggage, but our weaponsratbe pilot’s lock box. We'll have to

wait for them at the airport security office.”

269



6/5/2007 2:48 PM

“Can you guys tell me what's up? I got the calptok you up, and instructions to assist, but
no details.”

Shannon answered, “We’re after an Englishman, Miad&oulton, he’s responsible for two
murders; one of the murder victims was a Mossadtagee other the Chairman of De Forster. He
also masterminded attempted thefts at six diamamndisowned by the De Forster diamond
Syndicate. We suspect he’s going to go after a wowteo helped us break up his organization.”

“Heavy-duty shit,” said Evers.

“Yeah, heavy duty, and liable to get messy,” sawl &s the three agents walked to the airport
Security Office.

“Where to from here?” asked Evers after they pickpdheir weapons.

“Let’'s go out to the Wright farm; then we can mdiatel arrangements,” said Avi.

“No need for the hotel arrangements, we alreadkéodgou into the Holiday Inn near the
field office, and it's only fifteen minutes from @idon, a straight shot down Interstate-795.”

“Great, “said Shannon. “We have no idea where cerwBoulton will make a move, and we
need somewhere close and convenient to work cut of.

“Are you guys sure he’s here?” asked Jack as thwred his gray Chevrolet.

“If he’s not here now, he will be,” said Avi, asckgoulled onto Interstate-695.

In forty minutes they arrived at the Boulton fam armed guard from Dikran’s security
force was at the brightly lit gate. The agents @nésd their identification. The guard called the
house, and after a short conversation opened teeagd motioned them on.

Ariana came out of the house to greet them. “Aank God you're here. Everything is
insane. Armed guards and German shepherds; thekdegson tangling with father’'s Jack Russells.
They almost killed one of them. Father went intdranken rage when we moved his dogs to the
barn. He threatened to shoot the shepherds. Tweedfodyguards finally calmed him down. They

almost had to resort to force.”
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Avi waited for Ariana to finish, and then said, ‘i&na, this is Shannon Flanagan, and the big
guy is Jack Evers. They're C.LA. field agents. i8f@n has been following Malcolm, and was with
me in London when he killed Alex Rothman; Jack@f the Baltimore field office.

“With your permission, we’d like to spend a goatds our time on or near the farm. We
think Malcolm will come to Baltimore,” said Avi, fitone professional, without a hint of affection.

“I'm sure he’s here,” said Ariana.

“Larry Winston called; he said someone with a phBoston accent, who refused to identify
himself, was trying to reach me, and then thereaveall to my apartment; | have caller I.D. The
call was from London. Then Doris answered a calinfisomeone who was looking for me. Malcolm
knows that if 'm not in New York or traveling orubiness, I'm most likely at the Glyndon farm.”

Shannon said, “Miss Wright, | can assure you tloatlybe protected. Your Grandfather has
assigned four of his best men to watch over youvemtiave instructions to support them. FBI
agents from the Baltimore field office will maiimiean around the clock surveillance of your farm,
while we attempt to locate Mr. Boulton.”

Ariana said, “If Malcolm comes to Baltimore, youndae sure he’ll stay at the best hotel. He
has an obsession with the trappings of money.”

“And which hotel would that be?’ asked Shannon.

“Probably the Harbor Court.” replied Ariana.

Avi nodded in agreement.

“That’s were | stayed when | came to Baltimore teetnMiss Wright.”

“Since when am | Miss Wright, Mr. Stein?”

“Since your life is being threatened, and I'm orfi¢he people responsible for your safety.”
replied Avi.

Shannon watched the interaction with interestnéerest heightened by her attraction to Avi,

rather than professional curiosity.
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Ariana noted the change in her relationship with. She did not invite the agents into the
house.
Evers watched the three of them. As he drove tleeting Holiday Inn he thought, “Just what |

need; a fucking love triangle.”

Malcolm

Early Friday morning, Malcolm returned the Lincanthe Avis office and requested a four
wheel drive pickup truck. There were none availal@entown, but the agent made a call.

“Mr. Boulton, our office in Towson has a Dodge Raie can either deliver it to you here, or
have someone take you there.”

“I'd prefer to go there. I'll get a chance to sekitamore of Baltimore.”

“Fine, we're not busy, and | have an errand toirumowson. I'll take you.”

She called out to a young man who had just entiiedear of the office.

“Jerry, watch the front, I'm going to take Mr. Béah to Towson to pick up a truck.”

“Do you want me to take him?” asked Jerry pervgrsabting the attention that was being
lavished on the good-looking Englishman.

“No Jerry, I'll do it. While I'm in Towson, I'm gaig to pick up some shoes | had repaired at
Nordstroms.”

“Sure Angie, take your time, nothin’s happeningeher

As they drove to Towson, Angie asked, “How come gead a four wheel drive truck?”

“I'm thinking about buying a farm. Some of yourrees do very well in our Grand National,
especially ones that race in your Hunt Cup. | wanmtose around the countryside to see what might
be available.”

“l go to that race every year. My boyfriend andve it. We pack a picnic lunch and tailgate,”
said Angie.

“You must be pretty familiar with the area?”
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“No, not me, but my boyfriend is. He works at SarthStates in Cockeysville. He delivers
feed to the farms around here.”

“What's your boyfriend’s name?”

“Stanley, Stanley Hoover.”

“Do you think Stanley would be interested in makgwgne extra money? | need someone to
show me around. I'd like to get familiar with therins in the area before | buy.”

“Sure Mr. Boulton, if you want | can call him. Hevays has his phone with him. I'll let you
talk to him.”

“Super, Angie; pull over, it will be safer.”

“Hey Stan, I'm taking a customer to Towson. Henfrout of town, way out of town,
England. Yeah, a foreigner; he’s gonna buy a farthe Valley where they have the Hunt Cup.
Yeah, Worthington Valley, that’s right. Anyways kehterested in finding someone to show him
around. Yeah, not a realtor, he just wants tolgetay of the land. Can you talk to him?”

She handed the phone to Malcolm.

“Stanley, this is Malcolm Boulton. I'd like to sseme horse farms, and | don’t want to attract
attention by engaging a realtor. Once they knowifirthe market, they’ll jack up the prices. Is ther
a chance | could tag along when you make delivéries

“That’s sorta hard, the company don’t allow anygeasjers.”

“Sure, | understand, but Southern States wouldavehto know. I'll pay you two hundred
dollars a day, and I'll even help unload the feed.”

“Are you talking cash?”

“Certainly, nice crisp hundred dollar bills.”

“Well maybe we can work something out. Let me chegkdelivery schedules.”

“Call me tonight; I'll give Angie my number at théarbor Court. We can set things up.”

Malcolm handed Angie the phone and said,
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“This is super. Stanley can show me the farms;n'teave to flounder about on my own. A
bit of good luck for a change.”

“Well, we're all lucky. Stan is trying to put todedr the money to buy a new truck. His old one
is beat to shit.”

Angie widened her eyes and put her hand over hethmo

“Excuse me Mr. Boulton, | shouldn’t talk that waytkva customer. Speaking of trucks, do
you still need the rental?”

“Indeed, | might have business to take care oingrown.”

Malcolm left the rental office in a new Dodge Raiokpp.

That evening, Stanley called the Harbor Court and eonnected to Malcolm’s room.

“Mr. Boulton, this is Stanley, you know, Angie’syfaend. Do you still want to come on
deliveries with me?”

“I certainly do.”

“Well, | checked the delivery schedule. Tomorrownake deliveries in the North East, from
York Road over. There are some real nice farmttgut on Tuesday | deliver over in Worthington
Valley. Those are the best, a lot of rich folks ééig spreads, and that's where they have the Hunt
Cup.”
“I think that will be the day I'd like to go. Whaitme do you start?”
“l usually leave the store at 7:00, and work fromrk’ Road west.”
“There’s a farm | heard about that interests mbelbngs to a horse trainer, a Mr. Wright.”
“Shit yeah, that’s old Joe’s farm. Wright is a dkuthinks he knows about horses, but old Joe
runs the place. They got guards there all the tiowe. It's a real pain in the ass, if | don’t ge¢ité
at my scheduled time | can’t get in. Joe said th&ythem to protect the daughter. She must be a
rock star or something.”

“Will you be delivering there on Tuesday?”
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“Wait a sec, | brought my schedule home. Yeah, thayetting a half dozen salt blocks, and
24 bags of oats. I'm supposed to be there at h@fpbs Now look Mister Boulton, if you're on the
truck with me you gotta wear work clothes, and de¢alk to any of the customers. If anybody asks,
I'll tell 'em you’re a buddy, thinking of workingdr the company.”

“I understand. I'll pick up some overalls, work he@nd a flannel shirt.”

“How big are you?’ asked Stanley”

“Five eleven, 175 pounds.”

“Shit, you’re my size. What size shoes you wear?”

“Ten and a half.”

“You’re paying me two hundred, right? Make it twtiyf and I'll lend you the shit. No need to
buy it. You can change in the back of the truck.”

“That’s a deal, Stanley. Where should | meet you?”

“I don’t want anybody at the store to see you. Hbaut | pick you up somewhere along my
route?”

“That’s fine, how about somewhere on Butler Roadple you make your deliveries to the
Wrights. Then you can drop me off there after yeuwished your deliveries.”

“Yeah, that'll work. There’s a farm road right doinom their entrance. Nobody ever uses it.
Park your truck there and I'll pick you up about & 2:00.”

“Great Stanley, I'll see you on Butler Road. I'tgthere early. | don’'t want to make you miss
your 2:00 deadline.”

“You bring the cash, and I'll bring the clothesdid Stanley, chuckling as he hung up.”

Immediately after hanging up, Malcolm packed higdhaalled the bellman and checked out
of the Harbor Court.

C.1.A. office Baltimore Saturday Morning

“Avi, the agents started checking the hotels thisming. They took our advice and made the

Harbor Court first on their list. Boulton arriveldere Thursday night driving a Lincoln town car. He
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checked out Friday evening. The receptionist renegatbhim because he didn’t squawk about
paying for the unused night. She described himrasléEnglish gentleman.”

“Have you been able to trace the Lincoln?” Asked. Av

“We checked all the car rental agencies at Dulesgot the car from Avis.” replied Jack ,
who then added, “I called the Maryland State Poli¢ead them put out an all-points bulletin for the
car. It went out first thing this morning.”

“Your man is slippery, he’s always one step ahdagsd said Shannon.

Malcolm — Saturday

Malcolm spent Friday night at a motel in Virginjast two miles from C.I.A. headquarters. He
awakened early , showered, and once again dydthhlribrown. Before going out for breakfast, he
checked the phone book and found a sporting gdods, gust a mile away. A chance meeting had
given him an easy way to get at Ariana. He needgudpare.

After an Egg McMuffin at a nearby McDonalds, hewrdo the sporting goods store, pulled
into a loading zone, and was buzzed into the sHepvas greeted by a short wiry man, with a Glock
in an open holster conspicuously displayed on ips“Hey Mister, that a loading zone, you'll get a
ticket.”

“I won't be long, my requirements are very simplaeed a gun like yours, and a hunting
knife,” said Malcolm, making no effort to disguikes British accent.

“O.k, but if you get a ticket, don’t blame me.”

“‘Don’t worry, | won’t.”

“Awright then; the knife is no problem, but to deé gun | need I.D., and you have to wait
five days to pick it up.”

“That wouldn’t be convenient, I'm only in town farday,” said Malcolm as he assessed the
man and the store. He spotted the surveillance rzaamel the two buttons that activated the silent

alarm.
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“May | see your weapon,” he asked as he moved ctosie clerk.

“No sir, | don't take this baby out of it's nestlaas I'm gonna shoot somebody.”

“Well then, the knife will have to do,” said Malcol

The store owner came from behind the counter ancethto the freestanding showcase that
contained several dozen knives, ranging from a SArsy penknife to a full-size Navy Seal rig.
“What's to your liking?”

Malcolm pointed to a beautifully decorated knifattivas unopened, “That’s a Walker Locker
isn't it?”

“Man, you know your knives, especially for a fonegy.”

“‘My accent gave me away?”

“Sure did,” said the clerk, well pleased with htsyers of observation. He removed the knife
from the show case, opened it with a smooth, oneé@d movement, and ran his finger along the
side of the blade.

“Sharp is it?” asked Malcolm

“Damn sharp, cut through deer skin like butterglied the clerk as he snapped the blade back
in. He handed the knife to Malcolm.

“Now, you're sure | can’t buy a gun, and take itwme?” asked Malcolm as he opened the
knife.

“No sir, not for all the money in the world; I'dde my firearms license.”

“I'm sorry about that,” said Malcolm as he plungeeé knife into the man’s neck, severing his
larynx, jugular vein, and carotid artery. The clék to the floor unable to scream. Two streams of
blood pulsed from his neck, one bright red, theepthbrownish purple. The bright red stream rose
six inches into the air, the brownish purple poadeaund the wound.

Malcolm reached down, removed the Glock from itlstes, looked at the surveillance
camera, and traced the wire into a rear room. Tloe th the room was closed. Malcolm returned to

the body and yanked a leather key ring from théhdbelt holder of the dead man'’s jeans.
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He chose the most likely key and opened the dotivedstorage room. A VCR was recording
from two cameras, one in the shop, and the oth#rarstoreroom. Malcolm removed the
videocassette, stripped out the tape, and placddibh@a waste can full of brown wrapping paper. He
then walked to the rear of the storeroom and rehdwe boxes of Black Talon .40 caliber
ammunition from an open shelf. As he walked ouhefroom, he took out his Zippo and carefully
lit the contents of the waste can.

He got into his car and returned to the motel winer@acked, checked out, and drove north to
D.C. In an hour he arrived at the Mayflower Hotelhere he again used the name and passport of
Sterling Priest to register. The desk clerk noteith suspicion, the sixteen $100 dollar bills tta

Englishman used to pay for three nights in advance.

Dikran Matossian — Glyndon, Maryland — Saturday

Two bodyguards followed Dikran out of the Gulfstre®. A limousine was waiting on the
tarmac where an Immigration officer and a Custamspéctor stood by to clear the party for entry.
Dikran called Jim Caldwell as the officials complgtheir paperwork and inspection.

“Jim, | just arrived in Baltimore. Do you have aimjormation on Boulton?”

“Yes, he arrived at Dulles Thursday evening, befarmigration got the word to pick him up.
He used a passport issued to Sterling Priest. Wekeld it out and found that Mr. Sterling Priest
died five years ago. Boulton used his own namepasdport when he registered at the Harbor Court
Hotel in downtown Baltimore. He stayed one nighd ahecked out early the next evening.

“He was driving an Avis rental that he paid for lwitis own credit card. We had the Maryland
police put out an all-points bulletin for his reintar. Unfortunately we were late again. He switthe
vehicles with Avis, this time he got a pickup trudie reissued the bulletin, but haven’t heard
anything.”

“Why would he switch to a truck?” asked Dikran befanswering his own question. “He is

going to try to get on the farm; the question iswiand how.”
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“We’'ve got two agents, Shannon Flanagan and JaeksiEworking this case. The Mossad has
their man, Avi Stein, in Baltimore, purportedly arraining mission with us,” said Caldwell.

“I have four of my people at the farm, and | anmgmg two more, but | do not want to take
chances. | am going to move Ariana, her mother,handather to somewhere Boulton cannot
possibly get at them,” said Dikran.

“If you move them, we’d like permission for our e to stay at the farm. As long as Boulton
thinks your granddaughter is there, he’ll try to geher. This is the first time we’re not playing
catch up with him, and | don’t want to fluff it.”

“I'll speak to my daughter, but | am certain shél wot object. | will have someone call you as
soon as the arrangements have been made,” saidrDikr

After a forty-five minute drive to the farm, thienbusine pulled to the gate. The driver
identified himself to the guard, and the limo spgdhe driveway. Frank Wright stood at the front
door, his pose defiant, his condition, drunk. Isvies second day home from rehab.

“Well, well, looky who'’s here, the little-big mansself, come to take care of my baby girl.”

Dikran looked at Frank, said nothing, and walked the house. Ariana was in her room,
Serena in the greenhouse. Dikran exclaimed, “Arfaamhis granddaughter came down the steps.

“Grandpa, | was just getting into something preaklet I'm glad you're here.”

“| see your father has not changed; as far as ¢@mserned Boulton can have him, but | want
you and your mother out of here. This farm hasmamy ways in, and Boulton has proved himself
to be quite ingenious.

“I have a penthouse at my casino in Las Vegas.used by some very important individuals
who choose to part with their wealth at my gamisigjés. They demand security and | provide them
with the best. You and your mother stay there @Buillton is apprehended.”

“Grandpa, I'm not going to run; coming here was poomise enough. Malcolm isn’t going to

drive me away from my work and my home.”
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“Ariana, listen to reason. Securing this farm igtrte impossible. The fences are meant to
keep horses in, not people out.”

“I won'’t let Malcolm make me a prisoner. I'll tak@ur advice about the body guards and
security, and I'll let the C.1.A, the F.B.I., tiMossad and whoever else you want mill around, but |
will not leave------ would you?”

Dikran responded, “You know the answer to that,llarh an old man with little to lose; you
have a whole life in front of you. If you insist staying, | want to make arrangements for the
Government agents to stay on the farm with youyTae dealt with Boulton before, although |
must say, rather unsuccessfully. Your mother valkgthe casino. Your father can do what he damn
well pleases.”

Ariana said, “That'’s fine, but you better speakrtother. Daddy won’t care as long as you
give him a bottle.”

Dikran smiled, “Don’t worry about your mother, k@i you she will do as | ask. I'll call Jim
Caldwell and tell him his agents can stay in thénmesidence; there’s more than enough room in

the guest wing.”

Shannon -- C.1.A. field office Baltimore — Saturday

“Shannon, its Caldwell, he wants to talk to yowidsJack Evers.

“Yes Jim, what's up?”

“Dikran Matossian is what’s up. He just called;wants agents stationed at the farm, in the
house. He tried to convince his granddaughter teento a more secure location, but she refused.”

“She’s probably the only person in the world tham ¢urn down one of his suggestions. In any
event | want you and Evers over there. Until weatedoulton | want both of you there around the
clock.”

“I've been asked to stay worse places. What aBtein?”
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“Matossian didn’t mention him; take him with yond one more thing, which might not
amount to much. A gun dealer was murdered withimla of headquarters in Virginia. | wouldn’t
think of putting it together with Boulton, excepiat there was a pickup truck, a Dodge Ram, the
same color as the one he rented from Avis. No anetBe plates, but a store owner noticed it
because it was parked in his loading zone. He wasggo complain, but the driver came out and
drove away. The store owner said the guy didn’trsgeany sort of hurry, and didn’t think any
more of it until the body was found. He describeel than with the truck as blonde, about one
eighty, and around six feet.

“I had our people check the crime scene. The deiioat was cut and his holster was empty.
There was a store room with a surveillance recotuédrthe tape is gone. It doesn’t appear that
anything else was taken, but the dead guy’s paisrdwing an inventory.:

“What's your gut say, Shannon?”

“Probably the same as yours. We better extenduHetim to adjacent states.”

“It's already done. Get over to the Wright farm. telssian is waiting for you,” said Jim,
concluding the conversation.

Shannon, Avi, and Jack drove to the farm in twe cpassed through the farm’s security, and
were greeted at the door by Dikran Matossian.

Avi and Shannon got out of their car. Jack remaindus. Avi stared at Dikran in
amazement; the wealthiest man in the world was fivdyfeet six inches tall, and weighed no more
than a hundred and forty pounds. His features ¥eennine, the resemblance to Ariana striking.

“I'm glad you got here so quickly,” said Dikranshieep, resonant voice that of a man of large
stature. “My stubborn granddaughter is makingdifécult. But what is life without problems? I've
arranged quarters for you in the guest wing orsdend floor. You’'ll each have your privacy. I'm
sure you'll be comfortable.

“I complied with Caldwell’s request to allow yoa tome here because you have experience

dealing with Boulton, although not with a satistagtresult. Your knowledge of the man may help

281



6/5/2007 2:48 PM

us protect my granddaughter. | have informed tlcersily organizations of both De Forster and
Matossian Holdings to deal with the man, but iichenes here | want you to do whatever you can to
ensure Ariana’s safety. If there is anything yoadhat you cannot get from your respective
organizations, ask me and arrangements will be rtadatisfy your requirements. My daughter and
her husband will move to my hotel in Las Vegas whbey will be out of your way, and out of
harm’s way. | will remain on the farm until Boultadealt with. Unfortunately | have not been able
to convince Ariana to leave; she is too proud aadstubborn to be driven from her home.”

“Mr. Matossian,” replied Avi, “speaking very blugtlyour granddaughter is very brave and
very foolish. Boulton has gone mad, and is moregdesus and driven than ever. Please convince
her to go with her parents. As long as Boulton didsow she’s gone, he’ll come and we’ll get
him.”

“Mr. Stein, | know you and Ariana have more thapmeasing relationship, of which | totally
disapprove. There is the ever so slight possihitigt you can accomplish what | cannot. Convince
her to leave and | will be forever grateful.”

Shannon was bemused and silent, as the world'shiestl man and Avi Stein discussed
Ariana’s future.

Two uneventful days passed. The Wright farm dewadag rhythm, the three agents dining
with Dikran and Ariana, Matossian’s men living atiding in the guesthouse.

Avi and Ariana preserved an awkward formality, ¢im& had characterized their
conversations since the night in New York.

Malcolm — Glyndon — Tuesday

Malcolm parked in the drive that he had used teeolesthe entrance to the Wright farm. The
Glock was tucked into his waistband. The knife walsis pocket. He looked at his watch, 1:45.

The Southern States truck pulled into the unpawad and stopped, its engine running.

Stanley watched as Malcolm got out of his pickug alked toward his truck.
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“| see you decided not to borrow my clothes, evietied up your hands a bit. You might pass
for a workin’ man, but you'll still gonna have taypme extra. | went to a bit of trouble getting 'em
duds you wanted.”

“That’s fine Stanley, you'll get everything you @gege,” said Malcolm as he entered the
passenger side of the truck.

“Have you ever seen one of these, Stanley? Itledca Walker Locker,” continued Malcolm
as he flipped the knife open with one hand.

“Man, that’'s a sharp-looking knife,” said Stanléaighing at his pun.

The laugh turned to a scream as the knife plungiedhis neck, severing his carotid artery. In
one minute Stanley was dead, in another he wagéddagto the woods. Malcolm wiped blood from
his hands and the front seat, got behind the wheel drove down Butler Road to the driveway of
the Wright farm. As he pulled the truck up to tlaey the guard signaled him to stop, “You’re not
the usual guy. Where is he?”

Malcolm smiled as he replied, “Stanley got his $atked up last night, weren’t worth nothin’
this morning. The boss asked me to cover for him.”

“Well your boss didn’t notify me. Get out and leersee some I.D., then we’ll give him a
call.”

“Sure enough,” said Malcolm as he stepped out@titinck and reached in his pocket. The
knife was open and in the guard’s throat in secoli@colm dragged the body behind a watering
trough adjacent to the fence.

He re-entered the truck and drove slowly towardntiaén house. Joe Hall heard the truck as it
passed the barn. He came out, a pitch fork in &mslland yelled, “Where in the hell you goin’,
Stanley? Slow down you fool.” Joe dropped the padhand pursued the truck. He was out of
breath after just a hundred feet. He stopped aleldyeut, “Damn you Stanley, you ain’t supposed

to go up there.”
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Malcolm drove around the circle to the front of timuse, left the engine running, and went to
the front door. He knocked. Jack Evers looked samy the delivery man and the Southern States
truck. He opened the door. Malcolm fired point tldamto the agent’s chest. The sound of the
gunshot echoed through the house.

Malcolm entered the foyer, reached into his pocket], brought out the pink diamond.

He shrieked, “Ariana you bitch, where are you,dught you a present?”

Avi and Shannon had heard the gunshot, followeialcolm’s taunting. They drew their
weapons and ran toward the foyer. Jack’s body,dpmuring out of his chest, was sprawled in front
of the open door. Malcolm stood inside the entranaé of their line of sight.

“Shit,” said Shannon as she and Avi cautiously etbtoward the entrance. Malcolm moved
to the center of the doorway and fired at the tgyerais, hitting Shannon. Avi got off two shots as
Malcolm fled toward the truck. Malcolm staggeredentthe second bullet penetrated his thigh. He
rose, turned, and fired, this time emptying hip @s he got behind the wheel. Tires screamed as he
pulled off the pavement. Crashing through the ferfedrove through the pasture and onto Butler
Road. Four of Dikran’s guards, who had been atHurem toward the house. They were followed by
Joe Hall, who had retrieved his pitchfork.

“Shannon, are you O.K.?” asked Avi.

“Yeah, get the bastard.”

Ignoring the guards and the frantic groom, Avi juadpnto one of the Range Rovers and tore
down the drive in pursuit of the Southern Stateskr

One of the guards went over to Shannon, who satpd against the wall in the foyer. He
pressed a handkerchief over the wound in her skould

“Christ, shot by a bloody Englishman. See abouk,J&hannon said.”

A second guard went to the fallen agent, presseéinger on his neck, and said, “He’s dead.”
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Dikran and Ariana came out of the greenhouse, witerghad remained during the violent
exchange. Ariana saw Shannon on the floor, thedgataner side, the bloody handkerchief on her
shoulder.

“My God, what can | do?” asked Ariana.

“Stay with her and keep pressure on the wound antambulance arrives; I'm going after
Stein and the guy in the truck,” said the agerrana pressed down on the handkerchief.

The Southern States truck lurched from side to agdé approached the intersection of Butler
and Falls Road. Malcolm turned left, nearly craghimto a crowd of children that had gathered near
a convenience store on the corner. Avi arrivedhatimtersection, saw the truck as it disappeared
around a curve, and followed. He saw the trucklakolm attempted to negotiate a hairpin turn.

Avi watched it go airborne into the stone clifathrose from the stream that rushed down
from the Butler Quarry. The rear of the truck exjdd into flame as it fell into the water. Avi and
the guard, who had just arrived, watched as Maladambered out of the front and into the rushing
water. The current grabbed him and he went un@eneaup and went under again. The two men,
weapons drawn, climbed down to the stream.

Malcolm came up a few yards down stream, he scréandis head collided with a massive
rock. The current took control until Boulton came¢st on a fallen tree.

Avi and the guard carefully approached the limpyb@dsi, one hand held by the guard,
entered the water and dragged Malcolm onto the.bddalcolm’s eyes opened as he gasped,
“Forgive me grandpa, forgive me.”
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Epilogue

The De Forster diamond Syndicate was merged intm$4an Holdings Ltd.,
where it became an independent division.

Ariana Wright and Lawrence Winston became partnersiork and in life, and
remained in Manhattan. Both serve on the Boardi@diors of Matossian Holdings, and
their company, Lawrence Winston Ltd., is a sightleolspecializing in colored
diamonds.

Avi Stein returned to Israel and was promoted tadhef field operations. His
partner Reuven Brenner remained a field operative.

Shannon Flanagan recovered from her wounds, bdtarather love for Avi. She
continued with the C.1.A. for two years before nmayto Israel.

Malcolm’s pink diamond lay in the grass of the Watigrarm.
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