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  I dedicate this book to my late father and mother, whose memories I cherish.


  






  FOREWORD

  


  More than once I have been asked: How did it all happen? How did you get involved? I hope this book will provide the answers.


  Counseling, in the broad sense of the concept, is what this book is all about—specifically the excitement, drama, and sometimes tedium of being a Special Counsel. Just as coincidence is a major factor in human affairs, so I have learned that thoughtful extemporization is the prime element in advising other people. I have come to appreciate that no law school course or textbook can teach one how to become a special counsel. It just happens.


  This is not a lawyer’s memoir per se, nor the story of courtroom battles. In fact, this book focuses on episodes that actually took me away from my law practice. I traveled to far-off capitals to advise and counsel the highest officials, always with the hope of helping my distressed brethren and furthering the cause of peace.


  Obviously, the perceptions and observations presented in this book are my subjective recollection of the events portrayed. I take upon myself full responsibility for its contents. It must be appreciated that some of the episodes described took place under extremely complex circumstances. If I have unwittingly omitted reference to a person or an event, I hope I shall be forgiven.


  L.H.C.
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  IMPORTANT DATES


  


  
    
    

    
      	1948

      May



      	War of Independence.


    


      	1956

      May



      	Suez War.


    


    
      	1967

      June



      	Six-Day War.


    


    
      	1970

      Sept.



      	
LC becomes special counsel to Senator Vance Hartke.


    


    
      	1972




      	LC first meets Ezer Weizman.


    


    
      	1973

      Sept.

      	
LC to Russia with Hartke aide Leroy to urge visas for Soviet Jews.
    


    
      	Oct.



      	Yom Kippur War.

      LC to Israel as correspondent; also as aide to Senator Hartke to report on infiltration of Russian weaponry to Egyptians and Syrians.


    


    
      	1974




      	
LC again meets Ezer Weizman on flight to Israel; they become friendly.


    


    
      	1975




      	
LC meets Don Tanselle and becomes involved in Israel British Bank case.


    


    
      	1977

      April

      	
President Anwar Sadat of Egypt meets Carter in person for the first time. They like each other.

      Yitzhak Rabin decides not to run as Prime Minister of Israel from the ruling Labor party.
    


    
      	May

      	LC becomes special counsel to Ezer Weizman.

      Menachem Begin elected Israeli Prime Minister; Ezer Weizman appointed Israeli Defense Minister.
    


    
      	July

      	Prime Minister and Mrs. Begin visit Washington, meet President Carter.

      LC first meets Begin as Prime Minister.
    


    
      	Sept.

      	Dayan visits Carter in Washington.

      Dayan meets secretly with Egyptian representative in Morocco; promises return of the Sinai for start of solid peace talks.
    


    
      	Nov.

      	Sadat’s historic visit to Jerusalem.
    


    
      	Dec.



      	Begin to Washington with new plan for Sinai region; then to London to present plan to Prime Minister Callaghan and to the Egyptians.

      Ismalia Conference. The only agreement is to establish two commissions, a political and a military commission, to study the mechanics of peace.


    


    
      	1978

      Jan.

      	
Peace talks on the verge of breaking down; Carter invites Sadat to Washington.

      Sadat withdraws Egyptian negotiators from Jerusalem after Lebanon bombings by Israelis, and West Bank settlements. But he agrees to permit Israeli military leaders to come to Egypt because he has confidence in Ezer Weizman.
    


    
      	Feb.

      	Sadat arrives in Washington to meet with Carter.

      Dayan arrives a few days later and voices Israeli fear that U.S. is now somewhat anti-Israel.
    


    
      	Mar.

      	Ezer Weizman to Washington. Meets Carter and makes a good impression on Carter and the U.S. media.

      LC meets with Carter in N.Y. and has meaningful discussion about the Middle East.

      35 people killed by PLO. Israel retaliates with a raid into Lebanon.

      Begin meets with Carter in Washington. Meeting does not go well.
    


    
      	May

      	Begin again in Washington, for the celebration of Israel’s 30th anniversary.
    


    
      	July

      	Foreign Ministers of Egypt and Israel meet at Leeds Castle, England. No positions changed.

      Sadat asks Israeli military commission to leave Egypt.
    


    
      	August

      	LC returns from visit to Israel, where Ezer Weizman tells him to “keep the channels open.” LC offers major plan “fig leaf” to Robert Lipshutz for Jimmy Carter.

      Carter invites Sadat and Begin to Camp David for three-way face-to-face summit meeting on the issues.
    


    
      	Sept.

      	Sadat and Begin arrive for Camp David meetings, and signing of the Accords on Sept. 17. All are enthusiastic.
    


    
      	Oct

      	Carter invites Egyptian and Israeli Foreign and Defense Ministers to Washington to work out details of peace agreements. Not much progress, as Begin gave Ezer Weizman and Moshe Dayan very little room to maneuver.
    


    
      	Dec.



      	LC meets privately with Begin in Begin’s Knesset office to discuss ruptured U.S.-Israeli relations.


    


    
      	1979

      Feb.

      	
Secretary of Defense Harold Brown travels to Mid-East for Carter. Little progress on peace talks.
    


    
      	Mar.

      	Begin comes to Washington to visit Carter on stalled peace talks.

      Robert Lipshutz arrives in Israel in advance of Carter. Carter goes to Egypt and Israel on State visits.

      Robert Lipshutz sends Carter word “that if the Egyptians agreed to the same language the (Israeli) Cabinet had approved, everything could be worked out.”
    


    
      	Mid-Mar.

      	Carter tells Bob Strauss that he is to lead the remaining negotiations to carry out the remainder of the Accords.
    


    
      	Mar. 26

      	Signing of the peace treaty.
    


    
      	Sept.

      	LC to Vienna to ask Chancellor Kreisky’s help with Soviets in freeing Shcharansky.

      Robert Lipshutz resigns from the White House; returns to Atlanta law practice.
    


    
      	Nov.

      	LC and Robert Lipshutz to Vienna to talk to Chancellor Kreisky on alternative ways to free American hostages in Iran.

      LC to Israel to discuss with Ezer Weizman the Kreisky proposals.
    


    
      	Dec.



      	Sol Linowitz replaces Robert Strauss as Middle East envoy.


    


    
      	1980

      Jan.-Feb.

      	Controversial vote at U.N. on Jerusalem and West Bank settlements.
    


    
      	Oct.

      	Ezer Weizman to U.S. While here he speaks out for Carter for President, and sparks an uproar.
    

  


  






  BACK DOOR CHANNELS


  






  PRELUDE


  






  The Ceremony

  


  I thought the sun could have displayed a bit more respect for such an historic occasion. The White House lawn gleamed palely in the chilly sunlight of an early Washington spring morning. Together with the other slightly shivering but greatly excited guests, I was witnessing the long-awaited signing of the Israel-Egypt peace treaty under American auspices. It was March 1979.


  As I stood at the back, taking in the splendid setting and listening to the familiar, famous voices come over the loudspeaker system, I felt a hard object nudge my back. A TV-inspired fantasy of some kind of gun flashed for a split second through my mind, until it dawned on me that one of the hungry pack of television cameramen was pushing me with his camera.


  “Don’t push me,” I bristled.


  He responded angrily. “Look here, kid, I’m trying to record the most important event in the 20th century, and you’re blocking the view. For Gawd’s sake, I want to get shots of really important people and you’re in my way. Why don’t you just move to the side?”


  Faced with such a persuasive argument, I moved.


  I felt very much alone. It was probably the loneliest experience I have ever undergone. For I could tell no one of my contribution that had helped this ceremony to come about.


  I thought I could see the tall figure of my collaborator, Robert Lipshutz, Counsel to the President, peering over the heads of the crowd standing at the side of the White House colonnade. In front of him President Carter was seated at a table, flanked by President Sadat and Prime Minister Begin. With some difficulty I discerned my good friend Ezer Weizman, Israel’s Defense Minister, in the front row sitting next to the President’s mother, “Miss Lillian.” Back in the third row I could just pick out the broad shoulders of my Israeli working partner, Israel Defense Forces’ chief strategic planner General Avraham (Abrasha) Tamir. He was with the Israeli delegation. I had been invited to join them but deemed it in appropriate. Then again, I did not belong with the American delegation. Nor was I numbered among the packed ranks of official American Jewish leadership. Nor could I take a seat with the big campaign contributors.


  My sense of solitariness stemmed from the secretive nature of my role as special counsel. My effectiveness depended on my keeping out of the headlines. Together with Bob Lipshutz, I had fashioned an informal and unpublicized back-door channel connecting the White House and the Kirya, Israeli Government compound. Both sides claimed it had been invaluable in furthering the peace process. But, irony of ironies, no one knew about it beyond the inner circles in each capital.


  Still, I felt compensated by knowing that I had been of some help in furthering the cause of peace in the Middle East. I was being paid in a coin better than metal...for I had never sought nor received financial compensation for my efforts toward peace. I felt a sense of completeness, of a job well done. I had performed my duty as an American and a Jew. That knowledge had inspired me to continue when I had felt tired or frustrated. It had pushed me to work harder. Not too bad for a 40-year-old “kid,” I thought. Not too bad for the son of immigrants, for a boy from Bayonne, New Jersey.


  It was with mounting emotion that I heard President Carter proclaim: “Let us now lay aside war. Let us now reward all the children of Abraham who hunger for peace in the Middle East.” This historic agreement was the first peace treaty between an Arab country and Israel.


  After signing as a witness for the United States, the President declared: “We have won, at last, the first step of peace—a first step on a long and difficult road.” His Southern accent seemed more pronounced than ever. Is this really finally happening? I thought.


  Last-Minute Jitters


  Only a few hours earlier, I had heard a less-than-optimistic prognosis for the signing from William Quandt, assistant to the President’s National Security Advisor, Zbigniew Brzezinski. We had met by chance in the White House waiting room, and the tall, thin, dour Arab-affairs expert spoke darkly of a threatened Egyptian walkout less than four hours before the signing deadline. He was shaking his head and appeared to be in the grip of a profound depression, talking of obstacles on the final lap to the peace treaty. Judging by my sources of information, I thought him too alarmist. Further, he did tend to view affairs somberly. I recalled how fearful he had been that the President’s talks in Jerusalem would turn out disastrously. Instead they proved to be very successful.


  I left Quandt and, nodding to the guard, ascended the stairs to the corner office on the second story of the West Wing which was occupied by Bob Lipshutz. I exchanged greetings with Frank Moore, the President’s Congressional liaison assistant, whose office was just across the corridor.


  I found Bob his usual, even-tempered, courtly self. I advised him of Quandt’s alarming news. Then, before doing anything else, I presented him with the gold Parker pen engraved with his name which I had ordered to mark the great day and as a memento of our partnership. I had learned only recently that other colleagues of his in the White House referred to us as The Odd Couple.


  Ever the Southern Jewish gentleman, Bob apologized profusely for having to leave shortly. He had a State Department luncheon to attend. He left me a phone number where he could be reached should I need him. Much would hinge on how Quandt presented the facts to the President, I told Bob. “To judge by my contacts with the Israelis earlier this morning, I tend to be skeptical about Quandt’s alarm. But of course one never knows.”


  Bob sat up in his chair tidying his desk. I thought it was one of the tidiest desks I had ever seen, an ingrained habit from his Atlanta law office. He said nostalgically, “We have covered a lot of territory together, haven’t we? I know we’ve made a first-class team.” Bob told me how much our work was appreciated in the right places. “You should know that only the other day the President remarked, ‘Bob, I really don’t know how we would have managed without Leon.’” He watched me, enjoying my pleased reaction.


  Not bad, I thought to myself, such praise coming from the 39th President of the United States of America. I had a fleeting memory of my dear, departed father back across the years, in our modest living room in Bayonne, New Jersey. He would make it almost a daily ritual to bring out of the closet his U.S. citizenship papers and fondle them lovingly. It was as if he were making sure that his personal anchor in this vast continent was still secure. I wondered what he would have said about such Presidential praise for his yeshiva boy.


  Bayonne was the place where I had lived, but my parents sent me out of town for my education. The dominant passion in those years was basketball, in which I was encouraged by the example of my older brother, Herbert, who was an exceedingly fine athlete. Any free time I had was spent on the basketball courts. One of the traumatic experiences of my youth was associated with that sport, just as was one of my proudest moments. The first happened when I was 14, on a basketball court in a public park in New York’s lower east side. I had been part of a victorious squad in what was supposed to have been a friendly game, when a youngster from the defeated side attacked me with a switchblade knife, screaming, “F-----g kike!” The internal scar was much longer lasting than the external wound, which healed rapidly. The proudest moment of my teenage life came two years later. At 16 years old I was exceedingly happy to have been named Assistant Captain of my high school basketball team. (I played the game straight through college.) In the last three seconds of an important game, I shot the winning basket to put our school for the first time in its 30-year history into the high-school-league championship game at the famous Madison Square Garden. Nothing could have been more exciting to a teenager as passionately involved in basketball as I was. The exhilaration of that day and the applause of my schoolmates remain with me over the years.
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  I lost my father during my first year at college, which necessitated my working and studying at the same time. Thus at an early age, along with my brother Herbert, I was thrust into the role of breadwinner for my widowed mother and my younger sister, Bryna. Since my father left little money I realized that, if I wished to get ahead in life and become successful, it would have to be solely by virtue of my own efforts and capabilities. Being a good fighter by nature, I set about preparing myself properly for the battle of life.


  My thoughts jumped back to the present when Bob asked me to phone Quandt and check on the status of last-minute negotiations. Quandt sounded a bit calmer and more reassured, although he still had cause for anxiety. It appeared that last-minute molehills had assumed the size of the Rockies. The Egyptians were balking at Israel’s insistence on inserting the terms Judea and Samaria in the treaty footnotes. The Egyptians preferred to use the term West Bank. There was also some wrangling between the two sides over whether the southern waterway leading to the Red Sea should be called the Gulf of Aqaba, as the Egyptians insisted, or the Gulf of Eilat, as the Israelis demanded. Quandt said that the unsettled oil-supply issue also remained a rather sticky matter.


  I then immediately called Ezer at his Madison Hotel suite in downtown Washington. His wife, Re’uma, answered the phone and said he was with Israeli Prime Minister Menachem Begin.


  Later I was to hear a detailed version of the last-minute details from Abrasha Tamir. He is one of my favorite Israeli Generals, as well as one of the most intellectual men I have ever met. He had been working in a suite at the Madison on the final shape of the maps and other crucial details until about 5:30 a.m. the night before the signing. In an adjoining room Israeli and Egyptian translators were also working through the night, readying the Hebrew and Arabic versions in time for the ceremony. The Egyptians reported to their General Magdhoub. The Israelis had brought along their own expert in Arabic to go over the Egyptian version with a fine-tooth comb.


  As Abrasha told me in his throaty voice: “Our translators had a fit of zealotry, angering the Egyptians by insisting that the Hebrew word ‘sulha’ was a much stronger term for peace than the Arabic term ’salem’ preferred by the Egyptian drafting team. To my mind it was all nonsense,” he hurriedly added. “Every civil servant wants to demonstrate his loyalty to the Government line.”


  “And the Aqaba-Eilat quandary?” I asked.


  “That wasn’t too difficult,” he chuckled throatily. “We wrote the Gulf of Eilat on our map and our version of the treaty, and they kept the Gulf of Aqaba in the English and Arabic versions.”


  But the main stumbling block was the timetable for handing back the Sinai oil fields and guaranteeing future oil supplies to Israel. Israeli opponents of the peace treaty had aired their reservations about giving back the country’s primary source of energy since 1967 for untested Egyptian commitments. True, the clear U.S. guarantee of future oil supplies had allayed the skeptics’ worries, yet the issue remained a sticking point right up to the signing deadline. Indeed it was one of the problems that had almost destroyed the President’s mission to Jerusalem and Cairo. As Bob reminded me on the day of the signing, the President remembered appreciatively the working formula we had submitted to him at that critical juncture.


  The evening before, Abrasha had left General Magdhoub and the translating teams hard at work at the Madison to meet the Prime Minister in his suite at the Washington Hilton. Menachem Begin had just returned from meeting Anwar Sadat and had agreed to the Egyptian demand to advance the return of the Sinai oil fields by two months—from the original nine months to seven months. Begin quickly obtained the concurrence of those of his Cabinet Ministers who were in Washington for the signing ceremony, and Abrasha was instructed to make the necessary amendments. So Abrasha rushed back to the Madison to instruct his team, especially the map-makers, to make suitable changes in the substages of the withdrawal schedule.


  It was then that some kind of misunderstanding took place between the Israeli General and his Egyptian counterpart. It threatened to rend much more than the delicate fabric of trust that had been nurtured between them during months of military commission talks at the Tahara Palace in Cairo and elsewhere. Unlike the political commission, whose Egyptian and Israeli negotiators relied on a calming influence imposed by the U.S. presence, the military had managed to dispense with any need for the Americans. It was a fascinating and indeed rather hopeful sign that these professional soldiers, who had devoted all their lives to planning on how best to destroy each other, should have established a personal rapport that had been beyond the grasp of the civilians.


  It may well have been that the huge row that blew up between the Egyptian Generals and their newly found Israeli friends was the result of the mounting tension and fraying nerves brought about by the approaching deadline. At any rate, there had been a screaming match over the schedule for handing back Et-tour and the new advanced timing substage Begin had agreed to with Sadat. Talk of an Egyptian walkout hovered in the air. In fact, one Egyptian officer did stalk out in anger, banging the door behind him. But Abrasha used his rough Sabra charm to calm everyone down, and another Middle East sulha was arranged.


  Quandt, of course, had gotten wind only of the row and the threats to leave, not of the finale when the Israelis and Egyptians all parted after embraces and ritual kisses.


  After Bob Lipshutz left me the morning of the signing ceremony, his assistant, Michael Cardoza, took me to lunch at the White House mess. The stomach at the heart of the world. All 12 tables were occupied. Bob had told me that the Carter Administration had abolished the old distinction between dining rooms for senior and junior staff members in keeping with its populist philosophy. I had eaten in the mess many times before and knew some of the personnel well. They were accustomed by now to my peculiar culinary habits. As I still observed kashrut dietary rules, I found myself an expert on the tuna dishes served up by the White House mess. Cardoza, it emerged over lunch, belonged to an old Washington Jewish family. He was an attorney by profession, staying within the family tradition. His great-uncle had been Justice Cardoza, the first Jew on the U.S. Supreme Court. Mike and I had some laughs, and then he told me that his associates referred to me as 007. I told him the notion was flattering. Mike then went on at some length on how Bob underplayed himself. He wondered whether the courtly Southerner might prove too genteel for the grab-for-the-jugular style of palace intrigues in Washington.


  Just before 2 p.m. I saw Bob again and together we walked out onto the sunny but chilly lawn for the ceremony. We parted and took up our places on opposite sides of the lawn, an action that was perhaps symbolic of our relationship.


  The Emotion of Peace


  It must have been the largest gathering of people ever assembled on the White House grounds for such an occasion. There was an aura of collective excitement gripping the assembly, as all present knew they were being touched by history. There were some unforgettable moments that moved even the most cynical of observers. There was a public celebration of religion not customary in the United States on such official occasions. Pundits might mockingly refer to the Presidential mansion as being flooded with religious rhetoric, but I remain convinced that most of the people there on the lawn, as well as the millions watching on television, were uplifted by this demonstration of the unity of the three great religions. After all, it’s not every day that an Egyptian President quotes from the Prophet Isaiah: “They shall beat their swords into plowshares and their spears into pruning hooks.”


  Emotion got the better of me and many others when Menachem Begin rose to speak. As he stood there, his head covered with a yarmulka, he reminded me of my father in prayer. Especially when he quoted from Psalm 126: “they that sow in tears, shall reap in joy.” As his voice soared over the loudspeaker, certain scenes from my life flashed in my mind’s eye: as a nine-year-old sitting with my family listening to the radio in Bayonne, N. J., not quite grasping all the commotion as we passionately followed the United Nations vote on partition of Palestine. Less than a year later, watching my mother hang out a blue-and-white flag with a Star of David in celebration of the birth of the Jewish State. In the mid-1950’s, the high pitch of drama at a Yeshiva University convocation where along with my fellow students, I witnessed David Ben-Gurion, the first Prime Minister of Israel, proclaiming like a prophet of old: “Lo yanum ve le yishan shomer Israel (Neither shall he sleep, nor will he rest, the Watchman of Israel).” My first visit to Jerusalem in July 1967, how my heart beat as I inserted a note in a crack in the Western Wall. It bore a few words: “I wish peace and health on Israel.” Then the dread significance of Yad Vashem,* and emerging out of the dark depths of the horrors of the Holocaust into the brilliant sunlight. My own personal oath to do all I could so that it would never happen again. And the sickening recollection of the bloated corpses in fraying uniforms lying in the sands of the Sinai desert during my visit at the height of the Yom Kippur War in 1973.


  My reveries were interrupted by the cries of Palestinian demonstrators whose protests pierced the police cordons and the White House shrubbery. I remembered reading on the flight to Washington that morning an editorial in The New York Times. It referred to the Palestinians as the “absent guests at the ceremony.” Not-so-absent guests, I mused. Their problem would now take center stage. I had had indications from Bob of the way things would drift during our short exchange of words before the ceremony. Fresh from his State Department meeting, the Counsel to the President turned to me and said solemnly, “Our next job is to get to work on the West Bank and all of its problems.”


  I turned my attention to the ceremonial speeches. I must have wept along with many others in that throng when Mena-chem Begin mourned the “six million martyrs” who had died in W.W. II concentration camps who could not be with us. He certainly inspired me with his impassioned plea: “No more war, no more bloodshed, no more bereavement. Peace unto you. Shalom. Salaam. Forever.”


  Footnote


  * Memorial to the Holocaust victims.



  






  The Celebration

  


  The ceremony was at an end. Everyone was hugging every-one else. I went over to Ezer Weizman, who was standing with his wife, Re’uma, and their son, Shaul, who still suffered from a head wound inflicted at the hand of the Egyptians. Ezer had determined to bring his family despite Begin’s insistence that only Ministers should attend the ceremony. Re’uma was very excited and embraced me tightly. Ezer was at his most ebullient, beaming at everyone. He called out to me, “Here’s Leon, my legal eagle!” He enfolded me in a huge bear hug, declaring, “Thanks for everything. Without you we couldn’t have done it!”


  Bob called me over. I walked with him into the West Wing and up the stairs to his office. I managed to tell him how the Sinai oil issue had been satisfactorily solved. Before we could discuss Quandt’s report, Bob’s cousins from New Jersey walked into the room. He had arranged for them to be invited to the ceremony. They had a holiday home in Natanya, the seaside resort near Tel Aviv, and after Bob introduced me as “Leon, he knows everyone in Israel,” they started badgering me to help them to get a telephone installed. I told them, “Believe me, it’s easier to help put together a peace treaty than to get a phone in Israel.”


  As Bob showed me to the door, he and I discussed how to get working on the autonomy scheme planned for the West Bank. He stressed that we had to maintain the same working relationship we had established in helping to put together the peace treaty—a behind-the-scenes sharing of information on moods, personalities, realities, possibilities, and alternatives. This was information not available through public officials or channels—and it was vital. I was to act as an informal emissary between Israel and the United States and was to make use of my numerous sources of information both within Israel and throughout the world—a large, loosely knit network which Bob called my “back-door channels.”


  I strolled across Pennsylvania Avenue to the historic Hay-Adams Hotel facing the White House—a bit old-fashioned, but most comfortable. Shortly after 5 p.m., Don Tanselle, one of my most intimate friends, arrived from Indianapolis. The Indiana banker had already proven his devotion to peace—and to me—leaving his family on Christmas Eve 1978 to fly to Jerusalem with me on one of my missions. He felt honored to hear that the invitation I’d wrangled for him to the State Dinner that night was one of the hottest tickets in town.


  When I had spoken earlier that day to Re’uma from Bob’s office, she had complained to me of the tremendous pressure that some of Ezer’s cronies had put on him to get invitations. Ezer had blown up at one of them over the phone. I had heard that the Israeli delegation had been obliged to drop 30 names from the list of invitees. Abrasha was boiling mad at the exclusion of his aides from the entire celebration. After all, they had done all the detail work on mapping and such. Even Prime Minister Begin had had difficulties getting some of his friends into the overflow dinner at the White House.


  After changing into tuxedos, Don and I walked out into the cold evening air to find quite a mob of people already lining up outside the East Wing to enter the largest State dinner party in the White House’s history. All was beautifully arranged, from the huge yellow-and-red-striped tent to the interior arrangements, and hundreds of hurricane lamps cast a cozy glow on the forsythia branches decorating the place. The torrent of well-dressed humanity gradually funneled in through a lavishly appointed parlor, and white-gloved Marines in dress uniform ushered the guests into the dining space. There was a gala atmosphere. A Marine Corps musical ensemble played, and a pretty harpist added her soft sounds. Lovely women with glittering jewelry sauntered inside on the arms of well-groomed men. There were celebrities galore, and there was an excited hum as everyone, including myself, moved from table to table greeting friends.


  While Don discussed local Indiana politics with that state’s Senator Lugar, I found myself being introduced to the Soviet Ambassador, Anatoly Dobrynin, hailed by White House Chief of Staff Hamilton Jordan and White House media man Gerald Rafshoon, and bumping into Begin’s aide, Yehiel Kadishai—as usual cracking jokes. He greeted me in Yiddish with the accolade “ein gutter Yid (a good Jew).” On the way back to my table I spent some time chatting with former Israeli Prime Minister Yitzhak Rabin. After his term of office, I served as counsel for Rabin on occasion. He was talking cordially with his once-and-future party rival, former Defense Minister Shimon Peres. I wondered whether their sudden conviviality might not be regarded as the peace treaty’s first achievement.


  New York Congresswoman Elizabeth Holzman came over to discuss our joint appearance with Congressman Stephen Solarz on a TV panel discussion on Middle East prospects. It had been taped with Bill Boggs for WNEW-TV, Channel 5 in New York, the previous evening, and had been broadcast earlier in the day.


  The Hoosier State was well represented at our table, what with Don and his long-time acquaintance Congressman Lee Hamilton. Bob Lipshutz sat at an adjoining table in deep conversation with Stuart Eizenstat, the President’s Domestic Affairs Assistant and, along with Bob, a charter member of the original Georgia “network” the President brought with him to the White House. I had had very little to do with Eizenstat, but I knew from Bob that he cared deeply about Israel and its security.


  Soon I found myself intently conversing with my immediate neighbor, AFL-CIO chief George Meany. A tough but genial person, he emanated an aura of power and was totally secure in his position as one of the most influential men in America. When he inquired why I was at the state dinner, I told him that I had been invited as a good friend of Bob Lipshutz. Meany grinned affably and knowingly retorted, “It’s my bet that you probably did more than you let on if you were invited to this dinner.” We talked politics and about Carter’s re-election prospects. When I emphasized my admiration for Jimmy and his courage, Meany’s reaction was lukewarm. He seemed more inclined to support “Scoop” Jackson, with Ted Kennedy as a second choice. I wondered whether the Carter people had neglected to perform an ego massage on Meany, and resolved to check with Bob later. Meany gave me a long lecture on how much he had done for Israel and the depth of his admiration for Golda Meir.


  Meany then switched his attention to Don Tanselle, who had been relating his impressions of the marvelous King Tut exhibition then touring the country. We all concurred that it was a very clever Egyptian public relations operation. When the stocky labor leader heard Don was from Indiana, he launched into a tribute to Larry Bird, then the star of the Indiana State University basketball team. Don said, “Believe me, the team is so dear to me, it would have to be a special event like this dinner to get me to miss tonight’s big game.” This brought Meany’s rejoinder, “What’s the score right now?” When Don confessed his ignorance, Meany leaned forward and, wagging his finger at him, said, “If you care about the team and about basketball as much as you say you do, you ought to keep track....” Don interrupted, “Well, I guess you’ve got more clout in the White House than a guy like me. You find out what the score is.”


  Meany looked around, saw a youngish man hovering in the background, and crooked his finger to call him over. “Look, I want to get the score of tonight’s Indiana game. Find out for me, won’t you?” he said in a quietly commanding voice. We all immediately realized that Meany’s messenger was one of hundreds of Secret Service men posted around the tent. The young man nodded and disappeared. He was back a few minutes later, mission fulfilled. Meany’s eyes gleamed triumphantly through the thick lenses of his horn-rimmed spectacles as he informed his visibly impressed neighbor that Indiana was winning.


  Although some guests demurred, I rather liked the President’s opening the dinner with a short prayer. Carter introduced the Palestinian theme into his toast, which did not ruffle Begin, who evoked prolonged applause by mentioning his intention of nominating the President for the Nobel Peace Prize.


  The dinner organizers went to a lot of trouble to ensure the evening’s success, from placing special heaters at strategic spots in the tent to commissioning abundant kosher food from a Baltimore caterer. The latter courtesy was especially appreciated by guests like myself and my good friends former Mayor Abraham Beame of New York and his wife, Mary. During the meal, Mrs. Beame insisted on going to the head table to shake hands with President Sadat. She remembered that, when the Egyptian leader had been in New York in 1976 for the United Nations General Assembly, her husband had purposely not called on him nor invited him to Gracie Mansion in protest of Egyptian support for the U.N.’s abhorrent resolution equating Zionism with racism. Ignoring the cordon of security men, Mrs. Beame and her husband went up to Sadat and shook his hand. Sadat seemed very pleased with the tribute, and Abe Beame assured him, “If I were Mayor today, I’d put out a red carpet for you.” The Egyptian leader laughed appreciatively, and both Carter and Begin waved to the Beames.


  The heaters notwithstanding, the cold was getting to everyone, making it difficult to enjoy the superb performances of soprano Leontyne Price, and violinists Yitzhak Perlman and Pinchas Zuckerman.


  While others stayed for the dancing, I left with Don and Ezer’s aide, Colonel Ilan Tehila, a highly congenial companion. We entered a cab, asking the driver to take us to the Hilton. As we sped through the cold Washington night, the driver opened up, “I see you’ve been to the big peace celebration. Well, let me tell you, I’m a Palestinian from Jerusalem.” We all exchanged silent glances. No one said a word. There’s a symbolism here, I mused to myself.


  At the hotel we joined Ilan’s colleagues who had not made it to the dinner and, after some desultory conversation, went looking for some drinks to celebrate. But the hotel bar was closed. So instead we sat in the chairs and started to sing, as is traditional in Israel. I launched into one of my favorite cantorial songs, ” Veyivne beit Hamikdash” (And When the Temple Will Be Rebuilt). Some of the Israeli press corps drifted in—Ari Rath of The Jerusalem Post, Ron Ben-Ishai and Eitan Haber of the Israeli Hebrew daily Yedioth Aharonot all joined in. I don’t know what the hotel management thought, but there was a marvelous harmony in the air of the Washington Hilton bar that night. Then Ezer stalked in together with Yigael Yadin, Deputy Prime Minister of Israel, and Yitzhak Modai, Minister of Energy. Ezer and Modai joined in the singing. Yadin stayed for a bit and then turned in early. The rest of us got to bed around 3:30 a.m.


  Five hours later I joined Ezer for breakfast. We were both somewhat subdued. There was a sense of anticlimax.


  I turned down Ezer’s offer to fly back to New York with him on his special plane for that night’s big party. I spent the day as an ordinary tourist and culture-vulture, enjoying the beauty and museums of Washington.


  Flying back to New York that night on the last shuttle I drove straight from La Guardia Airport to a party at the Fifth Avenue apartment of Larry and Dalia Leeds. He is President of Manhattan Industries, and she is a former Israeli beauty queen. Ezer was there and, as usual, was the heart and soul of the party. After he introduced me to our hosts as his attorney and associate, I pressed him on the contradiction between Begin’s lavish tribute to Cyrus Vance at the dinner and the way Begin had described the Secretary of State as “a coarse man” not so long ago. That started one of Ezer’s amusing discourses on Menachem Begin and Israeli politics. But he was interrupted when our hostess came over to introduce me to a rather beautiful Israeli girl. Politics aside, it developed into quite a party.


  At one point, the music was turned off and all attention was drawn to our host, Larry Leeds, standing on a coffee table. He offered a toast to Ezer Weizman on the achievement of peace. The guest of honor grew rather somber and replied, “I want to tell you all. I need everybody’s help. And I mean everybody in the room. Because what we saw yesterday is only the beginning. We all have to pray that it will not be an end.”


  






  PART ONE

  BACK-DOOR CHANNELS


  
  1

  

  The Dashing General


  

  I had first met Ezer Weizman seven years earlier. Believe it or not, it was on a movie set. I was acting (yes, acting!) as a Mexican “heavy” in a German TV Western alongside film stars Geraldine Chaplin, Anna Karina, and Thomas Hunter.


  How the Bayonne boy who was now a lawyer ended up acting on that hot desert movie set is another story. I’ll tell that one first.


  In the spring of 1971 I was in Israel discussing legal matters with one of my clients, the director of the Herzliya Motion Picture Studios. All of a sudden a big man burst into the room crying, “That’s the guy!” He introduced himself—a West German movie director named Hans Geisendorfer, who was in the process of trying to make a Western out of Don Carlos, the classic German play by Friedrich Schiller. When that was explained to me I thought, “Well, if the Italians can make spaghetti Westerns, why shouldn’t the Germans try their hands at sauerkraut Westerns?”


  Geisendorfer had unsuccessfully interviewed 25 actors for the role before he spotted me. I protested loudly that I was not an actor but a lawyer, whose only experience in this sphere had been to represent show business personalities. “No matter,” the director insisted, “you’ve got exactly the face and build I’m looking for.” When he explained the role he wanted me to play, my misgivings grew. “I need a swarthy type that can come across as a very mean Mexican bandit,” he explained, his Americanisms sounding slightly comic in his Teutonic accent. Well, I may have put on a bit of weight at the time, but my friends had always assured me that my face was more cherubic than mean. Moreover, I had serious doubts how my clients would respond to seeing me looking mean on the screen. Still, like most human beings I was somewhat intrigued by the idea of engaging in such an adventure. So after hours of the director’s cajoling, I decided to check out the matter with some of my clients and friends. Through a series of transatlantic calls, I found they were generally amused and approving. One lawyer friend reminded me that the law practice of Joseph Welch, attorney to the U.S. Army in the Army-McCarthy hearings, had not been hurt by his acting in the movie Anatomy of a Murder.


  Before committing myself, I insisted on a screen test. A special scene was written in a great hurry, with Charney the brand-new actor spitting watermelon pits at hero Tom Hunter. That’s how I got into the movies, and my one and only film was finally called Carlos.


  So there I was, trying to follow a movie director’s instructions on an “instant hacienda” set amidst the 120-degree heat of the desert near Eilat, when Ezer Weizman charged onto the set.


  Indeed, my first impression of Ezer Weizman was of a dashing, swashbuckling military hero. He cut a rather romantic figure. Geraldine Chaplin said he reminded her of Douglas Fairbanks, Jr., or of one of those Royal Air Force pilots from Battle of Britain movies. However, Geraldine did not even want to talk to the air hero. As she explained, “He’s undoubtedly an exceedingly charming and nice man. But he is a military man and I have no interest in meeting a military man.”


  But later, in the cool of the evening, Ezer joined us for a drink at the hotel pool overlooking the waters of the Red Sea glittering beneath summer moonlight. Geraldine said he might have done well in the movies had he opted for Hollywood, rather than building up Israel’s Air Force and then going into politics.


  [image: image]


  Incidentally, I became very friendly with Geraldine, and we spent much time together off the set. Both she and Anna Karina took a liking to my cantorial singing, which I had started as a youth. This is a soulful, tremulous singing that sounds somewhat like Portuguese fado. To while away the long waiting periods between the actual shootings, I would take a siddur and sing heartfelt renderings of song after song in Hebrew. Anna Karina, a beautiful but rather unpredictable woman, would only occasionally talk of her married life to Jean-Luc Godard, the famous French film director. Geraldine spoke often of her renowned father, Charlie Chaplin. She also referred frequently to her eminent maternal grandfather, Eugene O’Neill. Geraldine totally idolized her father and wanted me to come to Switzerland to meet him, but somehow that plan never materialized. The lovely, fun-loving, and talented actress felt bitterly about America’s shabby treatment of her father, who, she said, would never, never return to that country. Her feelings were rather ambivalent toward the United States. She admired it and loathed it at one and the same time. Geraldine was sad because she could not marry the great love of her life, Spanish film director Carlos Saura. Divorce (from his first wife) was still prohibited in Spain. (She had to wait another six years to obtain her wish.)
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  I recall that one lazy afternoon I asked her, “Tell me, was Charlie Chaplin born a Jew as I’ve heard?” Her reply was evasive. “I’m not saying he is, and I’m not saying he ain’t,” she said with a grin and an imitation Cockney accent.



  That story about Chaplin’s origins was overheard by Noah Klieger, who was both a good friend and a top reporter for the Israeli tabloid Yedioth Aharonot. After he printed it, the item received worldwide publicity when it was picked up by news agencies.


  Night Memories


  I next encountered Ezer Weizman a year later. By coincidence or fate we ended up sharing adjoining seats on an El Al flight from Lod Airport to New York. As our neighbors dropped off to sleep, we talked for hours.


  It was from then that I date the beginning of my friendship with Ezer, although some years were to elapse before a really close relationship developed. He spoke and I listened. Ezer talked of his childhood in Haifa; of his parents and his great-uncle, Chaim Weizmann, the first President of Israel; of his happy-go-lucky years as a young pilot in the R.A.F.; of the decades building up the Israeli Air Force; of his overnight rise in the Golda Meir Government as Likud Party Minister of Transport, and of his disagreement with Menachem Begin about the Likud Government’s quitting in 1970. Ezer felt frustrated. He had been an executive at the highest level all his adult life and the role of opposition politician did not fit him well. He was a doer, not a talker. He was at that time in business, but it did not greatly interest him. He had had a taste of power and felt he and the Likud Party could do much better than the current Labor Government. I sensed I was dealing with a thoroughbred horse straining at the reins, ready to run, but the owners refused to enter him in the great race. Ezer felt he was fated to be a man of destiny and do great things for his country. But smaller men were keeping him back.


  During one lull in our conversation, I said, “I’m sure that as a true egotist you like to read autobiographies.” He laughed, and we discussed various books we had enjoyed. We found we had much in common and laughed a lot about the same things. It was on that transatlantic flight that we discovered the special chemistry between us, despite our totally contrasting life experiences and backgrounds. The super-Sabra I.A.F. General and Israeli aristocrat felt immediately at home with the boy from Bayonne, New Jersey, the American Jewish attorney. Ezer was traveling with a former Air Force aide, Peleg Tamir, who looked at me questioningly at the end of the journey, wondering about the sudden intimate warmth he sensed between his old Air Force chief and (for him) an unknown lawyer.


  I clearly remember a rather telling anecdote. Ezer had been talking at length of the enigmatic, one-eyed Moshe Dayan, who had been both his brother-in-law and Israel’s Defense Minister. Ezer illustrated the contrast between Dayan’s coldly aloof personality and matter-of-fact approach and his own warm interest and involvement in people’s affairs when he referred to Dayan’s response to Ezer’s appointment to the Golda Meir Government.


  Ezer had resolved to let Dayan be among the very first to know of his impending overnight switch from General to Minister, after he had accepted the Likud offer to quit the I.D.F. and join the Cabinet as one of its six Ministers. He wanted to tell Dayan personally, before the Prime Minister did. He had called his brother-in-law early in the morning to catch him before Dayan left for the Ministry. “I told him, ‘Moshe, I’m resigning from the Air Force and joining the Cabinet.’ All that Dayan said in reply was a terse, ‘Mabruk!’ ‘Congratulations’ in Arabic. Then he hung up the phone.”


  We Meet Again


  A year or two elapsed before our paths crossed again. We met at a big party given by Ezer’s successor as Air Force chief, Motti Hod. Hod was by then in international business and I was acting as his counsel. The party was in honor of the legendary one-legged British air ace Douglas Bader, and the house overflowed with pilots past and present. It was there I first met Ezer’s wife, Re’uma, who was most gracious.


  During the next few years I continued to travel to Israel frequently. Sometimes I went on vacation, but more often than not I was on business. I represented numerous American companies seeking to do business in Israel. Further, I was still involved with extricating Soviet Jews from the U.S.S.R.— work I had started when I worked with Senator Hartke. I also traveled there frequently in connection with the aftermath of a scandal of the Israel-British Bank, which started in 1974 and lasted several years. This involved the loss of some $50 million, and American banks were among those that had sustained serious losses. The scandal not only did much to damage Israel’s standing in the world financial community, but it might have contributed to the fall from power of the Labor Party, which had dominated the country since its birth as a sovereign state in 1948.


  I represented most of the American banks as counsel. Among these was the Merchants National Bank and Trust Company of Indianapolis, my friend Don Tanselle’s bank. Don, who was president of the bank, had come to Washington early in 1975 to enlist the aid of his state’s senator, Vance Hartke of Indiana, to put pressure on the Israelis to make good on the losses sustained by investors in the I.B.B. I was working with Senator Hartke at the time, and it was he who introduced me to Don. Settlement of the I.B.B. dispute took years, but it increased my contacts among the wealthy and powerful in Israel as well as in the U.S. Congress.


  I was in Israel on business in May 1977 and witnessed the final phase of the election campaign. I happened to call at Motti Hod’s office the day before the voting took place. He said, “I think you’ve met my friend and former chief Ezer Weizman, haven’t you? Well, he needs an American lawyer to help him sell a book in the United States. He’s in the upstairs office now running the Likud campaign. Why don’t you go up?”


  I went upstairs and found a highly ebullient Ezer in the middle of the final campaign arrangements. He recognized me and recalled our night-long flight together. It appeared that the chemistry was working, as it had on the plane. He asked me to represent him in the U.S. and arrange the American publication of his autobiography, which was also a history of Israeli air power. It was called On Eagle’s Wings. (The original Hebrew version remains an all-time best-seller.) Ezer conferred on me there and then the power of attorney and title of special counsel. Before we parted, he predicted, “Tomorrow we are going to win the elections. You are speaking to the next Defense Minister of Israel.” I looked at him somewhat bewildered. I did not know quite how to react, for there was no sure sign until the very last moment that the Likud would win.


  Well, win they did. When we next met two months later, he was Israel’s sixth Defense Minister, and I had worked out for him what they call in the book trade a rather “creative” deal. But because he was now a member of the Government, we had to clear this business arrangement through appropriate channels. First, it had to be cleared by Attorney-General Aharon Barak, today an Israeli Supreme Court Justice, whose brilliant legal mind contributed so much to the Camp David peace process. Then, in keeping with accepted procedure, the deal was submitted for the appraisal of the State Controller’s office. The style in which Ezer handled his personal affairs contrasted sharply with that of his successor, Ariel Sharon, regarding the ownership and management of an extensive ranch once Sharon became Minister of Agriculture. (It took quite a long time and nearly provoked a public controversy
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The cantorial singing | learned as a
young man has given me joy and
others pleasure.
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In my youth, a highly traumatic experience was associated with basket-
ball, as was one of my proudest moments.





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_003.png





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_001.jpg
BACK DOOR &
CHANNELS - _

THE PRICE OF PEACE  “i&

BEFORE THE ARAB SPRING.
SOME FOUGHT FOR LAND. OTHERS RELIGION - OTHERS RECOGNITION
AND YET OTHERS GAVE THEIR LIVES T0/CHANGE

o
‘THE COURSE OF HISTORY FOREVER

LEON"H. CHARNEY






OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_002.jpg
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