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			A Note on the Text

			In the later chapters of this book I have made a number of redactions—the family names of active duty intelligence officers, and details of specific intelligence practices and methods. I was not required to do so by the US government but have done so out of respect for the people I was working with, both Iranians and Americans. Unless specifically indicated in the text, all the names of the people in this book are real.
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			Preface

			Commenting on my 2022 memoir, And the Rest Is History, Dennis Prager said he wondered “how many Kenneth Timmermans are there?” I seemed to have led multiple lives, as a war correspondent, investigative reporter, human rights advocate, and pro-freedom activist. I had been nominated for Congress, taken hostage by terrorists, and shared a journalism prize with Tucker Carlson. I had even been nominated for the Nobel Peace Prize!

			And while all of that is true, there is another, far more secretive side to my activities of the past thirty years.

			While still in Paris in the 1980s, I became friends with many of the exiles who fled the Islamic regime that seized power in 1979. Back in Washington many years later, I set up the Foundation for Democracy in Iran, a nonprofit dedicated to helping the pro-freedom movement in Iran. I met Iranians from all backgrounds: billionaires and paupers, royalty and republicans, Communists and conservatives.

			Many of those encounters I never wrote about. I hosted a private dinner at my home in Kensington, Maryland, for example, so Reza Pahlavi (who many Iranians call the “Crown Prince”) could meet the man in charge of the Iran portfolio for the state of Israel, Ambassador Uri Lubrani (Chapter 4). When Washington was swooning over the newly elected “moderate” president of Iran, Mohammad Khatami, I took a dissident ayatollah to meet leaders at the Defense Intelligence Agency, so they could hear an insider’s contrarian side of the story (Chapter 10).

			I have written extensively about the fecklessness of the Iranian opposition in an earlier book, Countdown to Crisis: The Coming Nuclear Showdown with Iran. Here, for the first time, I reveal the deep involvement of senior Israeli officials in efforts to mold that opposition into a formidable movement capable of overthrowing the Islamist regime (Chapter 28).

			But the deepest secrets I have chosen to reveal here involve my dealings with a variety of US intelligence agencies.

			As I write at the beginning of Chapter 33, these relationships invariably “began with a knock at the door, the showing of creds…and an earnest request. Was I willing to help my government in its war against international terrorism? What kind of question was that? Of course I was.”

			I talked to people the US government couldn’t talk to, and they wanted that access. So for many years—and for multiple agencies—I became an agent-runner.

			As former CIA officer Bob Baer—himself an Iran-watcher—once told me, “You have spent more time debriefing defectors from Iranian intelligence than anyone at the Agency.”

			At times, “my guys” delivered actionable intelligence. Twice, they helped prevent terror strikes against US troops in Iraq (Chapter 33). One subsource, a businessman with a Communist past, helped disrupt an Iranian regime plot to infiltrate the entourage of Reza Pahlavi (Chapter 40).

			By far the most dramatic of these exchanges occurred over the New Year’s holiday in 2019–2020. Another of my guys, a former MOIS operative who had turned against the regime, began reporting Quds Force plans to attack the US Embassy in Baghdad. I spent most of New Year’s Eve glued to a variety of covert communications devices, relaying information from my guy to the US intelligence community, and ultimately to the White House. In the end, our information played a supporting role in President Trump’s decision to take out Quds Force commander Qassem Soleimani in a drone strike (Chapter 40).

			Later, I learned from a different Iranian source that the embassy attack was not just an Iranian operation. It had been motivated—even provoked—in large part by a senior advisor to former vice president Joe Biden, who was seeking ways of destroying Trump’s chances of reelection in 2020. That advisor followed Biden into the White House (Chapter 43). You will find facsimiles of that advisor’s communications with the Iranians in the Appendix.

			Not all of the operations described in this book panned out. Many failed because of the ineptitude of US government intelligence officers, such as the attempt to recruit the former commander of the Islamic Revolutionary Guards Corps (Chapter 21) and later, his son (Chapter 33). Others, because of interagency squabbles.

			One dramatic fail that I can tell here for the first time was an opposition attempt to assassinate Ayatollah Khomeini at his Tehran residence, which, if successful, would have changed the world as we know it today (Chapter 26). Another was the astonishing refusal of the CIA to spy on the bank used to finance Iranian covert operations, ostensibly because they didn’t want to pay the informant (Chapter 35).

			Many of the subsources whose stories I tell in this book have paid dearly for their willingness to cooperate with the US government—some even with their lives (Chapter 36), or their freedom (Chapter 41). I, too, have been the subject of regime death threats (Chapter 44), and have had several near-misses with regime snatch teams (Chapters 8 and 35). One US intelligence officer called me the “Yoda of Iran” (Chapter 43).

			So why did professional US intelligence officers want to talk to—and recruit—a lowly journalist who had no star power or mass media presence? For that, you will have to read the rest of the book, these assorted tales from around the world of revolution, persecution, war, and intrigue.

			Indeed, why in the world would a journalist without deep pockets buy a last-minute ticket from Europe to Dubai and stay for less than twenty-four hours, on the slim chance of acquiring photographs of Osama bin Laden in Iran (Chapter 25)? Or leave the comfort of the “war tourists” during the 2006 Israel-Hezbollah war to talk my way through Israel checkpoints along the Lebanese border just to interview Israeli tank crews (Chapter 27)?

			The answer is simple. Because it’s what I do.

			This is the story of what I do. Much of it has been secret until now.
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			The Spirit of Free Enterprise

			Tallinn, Estonia—August 1994

			It was the era of loose nukes and the illusive red mercury, a substance so precious—and dangerous—that every terrorist in the world was determined to buy it and every arms dealer promised he could obtain it, while the intelligence agencies of a dozen countries watched their comings and goings. Most of my American sources believed red mercury was a red herring and a huge waste of time. But because their European colleagues continued to chase it, they had their taskings and had to track down every lead and translate every intercept.

			The loose nuke piece of the equation was far more credible. With the collapse of the Soviet Union, the arrival of Boris Yeltsin and the looming crash-bang of the Russian economy, everything was for sale. The Clinton administration persuaded Congress to authorize vast expenditures aimed at securing Russia’s far-flung nuclear archipelago and the scientists who peopled it. They knew deadly secrets. Many had no scruples. Most of them had families to feed. All of them were for sale.

			A new word entered the English language: mafiya. It wasn’t just a different spelling for a familiar organization: it was an entirely new concept, involving huge sums of money, weapons of mass destruction, and physical brutality on a scale that had become foreign to most civilized nations.

			I had a number of articles on the subject underway, as well as larger projects for a European “peace” institute and a private consulting group I had started with several associates. I went to Tallinn that summer to get a glimpse of the mafiya firsthand.

			My wife Christina and I had parked ourselves at her summer cottage outside Stockholm with our two youngest children: Diana, who was four; and Simon, just eleven months. So we all embarked on the MS Estonia, a car ferry that had been transformed into a giant party ship, for an overnight cruise across the Baltic. Most of the Swedes were drop-dead drunk by the time we sailed into the decrepit post-industrial harbor early the next morning. We were among just a handful of people to actually disembark to tour the city by day.

			We quickly discovered there were two Tallinns. There was the Old City, with its clean, Swedish-style buildings recently painted in pastel pinks and blues and yellows, its medieval pharmacies, its Lutheran churches and cobblestone streets, the large square at Old City Hall lined with outdoor cafés. This was the Tallinn that had been preserved through the decades of Communist occupation and recently refurbished in an effort to attract the tourist trade. It was inviting, simple, almost storybook in its purity. Few cars rattled the cobbled streets, which seemed almost asleep even at midday on a weekday.

			Down the hill past St. John’s Church and the Palace Hotel was a very different city, ugly and dirty with Stalinist housing projects that had been taken over by the mafiya. They cruised the streets in BMWs and Mercedes, four men to a car, all of them on mobile phones. They’d pull up in front of the two hotels, the Palace and the Olympia, and shout commands in Russian into their Nokias, flashing gold bracelets with links as large as wedding bands. They were running drugs, prostitutes, scrap metals, and nuclear materials, in no particular order.

			“All of them are armed, and the government knows it and leaves them alone,” the US chargé d’affaires told me. “They have a virtual run of the city, and nobody does anything to stop them. The homicide rate is the third highest in the world after New York and Chicago. A lot of the victims are prostitutes killed by Russian enforcers because they haven’t paid their dues.”

			The chargé told me about the mysterious Metals Queen, Tiiu Silves, who used to have a flower stall in the Old City under the Communists. The minute Estonia regained its sovereignty at the end of 1991 she began trading scrap metals and quickly branched out into steel, cobalt, nickel, rhenium, nuclear isotopes and, so it was rumored, arms looted or sold from former Soviet army bases. In one interview she boasted that her goal was to become the richest woman in the world. “The mafiya controls the border police, Customs, and various ministries through hefty bribes paid by the former KGB chief in Estonia,” the chargé said. “Completely off the record,” he added, “the situation isn’t helped when you have a thirty-three-year-old political dilettante for a prime minister, who learned everything about the free-market from a single economics book by Milton Friedman. The average age of his cabinet is twenty-seven. Everyone refers to them as ‘the puppy government’ and the prime minister as the ‘Fairy Artist.’”

			I was liking this. It sounded like the perfect backdrop for a post-Soviet spy novel.

			From the embassy I returned to the Olympia Hotel, where I had left Christina and the children. It was a glass and concrete tower midway between the port and the airport, with gaudy carpets and garish furniture. At one end of the reception hall our children were chasing each other across a well-lit play area full of brightly colored plastic balls and a slide. At the other, a group of Russian mafiya types brooded over drinks in blue jeans and baggy vinyl jackets, discussing a business deal in bad English with two Germans.

			“You must give money first,” the English-speaking Russian said.

			“No, Yevgeniy. That’s not how it works. When I see the bill of lading, the money gets released,” a fat, jowly German replied.

			None of them was wearing a suit and the Russians not engaged with the Germans kept barking into their Nokias while keeping an eye out on the room, reflected in columns of tiny mirrors set around a small wishing well the size of a toilet out in the lobby.

			As we walked back toward Old Town, we began to notice the Mercedes and BMWs prowling closer to us among the clunky old Trabants and Ladas. At one point, a white Jaguar drove by slowly, driven by a Russian waving his gold bracelet out the window as he shouted at his phone and stared at us.

			Their trafficking was so flagrant, so outrageously fraudulent, and so arrogant. As the American chargé said, this country could go either way.

			“Why do all the women have bad complexions and the men have hair that looks like it is about to fall out?” Christina asked.

			“It’s Communism,” I said. “It kills you slowly from the inside.”

			[image: ]

			The brief trip to Tallinn sowed the seeds of a plot in my brain over the next couple of weeks. The facts I wanted to exploit were well known. In May 1992 President Yeltsin claimed that all Soviet tactical nuclear weapons had been “repatriated” to Russia by mutual agreement with all the republics of the Soviet successor entity, the Commonwealth of Independent States. But no US or European expert I consulted believed it. Neither Yeltsin nor any of his predecessors had ever given an accurate count of how many tactical nuclear weapons the Soviet Union had actually deployed. Estimates varied from ten thousand to as many as twenty-five thousand. Many of these warheads were embedded in 152 mm artillery shells. These were late model nukes, very small, about the size of a grapefruit, and they were dispersed just about everywhere. The NATO powers had no way of verifying that all of them had been safely repatriated to Mother Russia—or, if they had been brought back, that they remained under lock and key. As one Pentagon official told me, “Yeltsin never had a strong grip on the country even on good days.”

			So, that and my trip to Tallinn provided a backdrop, and I was sure the local mafiya and the Metals Queen would all play their part.

			I knew that I wanted Iranian buyers operating in Prague, Geneva, Tallinn, Kiev, and elsewhere, scheming to kill Jews, their Arab enemies, and each other. I’d throw in a corrupt ayatollah or two whose children were enrolled at UCLA. After all, it wasn’t enough to wipe Israel off the map if you couldn’t send your children to America for college.

			But my central character, who would provide the thread linking all the players, was Lebanese arms dealer Nabih Bizri. Everything about Bizri was big: his girth, his appetite, and his wealth. He traveled the world selling weapons, influence, and favors on a specially outfitted Boeing 707 he had christened the Spirit of Free Enterprise, from which the book would take its title.1 On board it was a romp, a free-wheeling flying circus. Bizri surrounded himself with a vast and ever-changing cast of characters, sycophants and journalists and former intelligence officers, all of them served by a troop of drop-dead gorgeous “secretaries” of obscure nationalities.

			The plot was complex and involved former CIA and KGB officers who, now that the Cold War was over, became partners in a black-market deal to sell tactical nukes to Iran. I wound up writing about thirty thousand words of which I was pretty proud—until the project, as often happened, was overtaken by events.

			

			
				
					1	The actual Spirit of Free Enterprise was owned by Armenian arms dealer Sarkis Soghanalian, who I became acquainted with when I was tracking French arms sales to Saddam Hussein in the 1980s. See The Death Lobby: How the West Armed Iraq, pp. 92–95, 122–123.
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			The Arms Dealers Want to Kill Me

			Cap d’Antibes—August 1994

			A few weeks later we flew down to Nice, along with eleven-month-old Simon, whom Christina was still nursing. We were met at the airport by Jean, the Lebanese driver, who was holding up a sign with our names. He took our bags and swept us out into the parking lot and into the longest black Mercedes I had ever seen. I didn’t know Mercedes even made cars this big.

			“What’s with the Swiss plates?” I asked him.

			“Mr. Eddé has all the cars registered at the residence in Zurich,” Jean said.

			That makes four, I was thinking. Friends from Lebanon had introduced me to Roger Eddé a few years earlier in Paris, taking me to his enormous penthouse on the Quai d’Orsay overlooking the Seine for champagne cocktails. He volunteered that he also owned a townhouse in Georgetown. But neither he nor his American wife, Alice, ever mentioned a residence in Zurich. Welcome to the world of the fabulously rich. As we drove along the coast road past the hippodrome and the enormously ugly apartment complex of Villeneuve-Loubet, designed to look like the Colosseum in Rome topped with rows of penthouse gardens staggered like broken teeth, I couldn’t help thinking of Hemingway’s famous retort to poor Scottie Fitzgerald, who was going on about how the very rich were so very different from you and me. “Yes,” Hemingway said. “They’ve got more money.”

			Roger had purchased the Tourelle de la Garoupe fifteen years earlier with the profits from the first major construction deal he had brokered with the Saudis. Yes, he really was a lawyer by trade, not an arms dealer. But the projects had been worth more than $8 billion to a consortium of European and Swiss contractors, and Roger received hefty management fees. And that was just the beginning of his career. It was more money than I could even imagine.

			Jean navigated past a fleet of cars parked along the carriageway up the hill from the gate and brought us to the cool marble of the entry hall, where Alice greeted us graciously. You could smell the jasmine from the garden beyond.

			“How was your trip?” she asked. “What’s the little one’s name?”

			“Simon,” I said. “We named him after three Simons: Simon Wiesenthal, Simon Carr, a painter friend from college, and Shimon Samuels, who works for the Wiesenthal Center in Paris.”

			“Oh yes, I’ve met Shimon. Very nice fellow,” Alice said.

			She had one of “the girls” show us down to our quarters. These were serving girls and office assistants, all of them young, most of them good-looking, of varying nationalities. “Lunch is at one out in the garden under the olive trees,” she said in parting. “Roger has invited a few Lebanese friends. I hope you don’t mind?”

			“No, of course not,” I said. “Do I need to wear a jacket?”

			“No no no no no,” Alice smiled. “We’re always casual here.”

			As it turned out, lunch was indeed casual, and sumptuous, with the girls bringing plate after plate of Lebanese mezzeh dishes, better prepared and fresher than any restaurant. There were fourteen of us at the long table beneath the olives, and Roger was testing a handful of new rosés and wanted our opinions. As we learned over the next two weeks, this was vintage Roger. He loved to host, and to hold forth, and to debate, preferably over food and wine. He was extraordinarily generous, funny, and unpretentious.

			“Why do you want to work with the Shi’a?” he said, goading one of his Lebanese guests next to me. “Or even the Sunnis? You need to start with what makes Lebanon unique. What has kept Lebanon alive for fourteen hundred years? What has saved us from the Ottomans, the Arabs and the vizirs? It’s the mountain. Marounia. The Christian mountain. We as Christians should build the new Lebanon, even if it’s just a rump state in the mountain. Then we can give the Muslims the choice of adhering to a Lebanese nation. As it is, the Sunnis want to be Arabs and the Shi’a dream of Persia. They will always be clients of foreign powers. We are the only ones to have a true national identity.”

			His guest, an older man who arrived in a jacket and tie, just shrugged. “Mon cher Roger, you know very well why,” he said. “The Arabs hold the mortgage, and the Persians have all the guns.”

			Alice sat at the far end of the table, talking with her neighbors, giving quiet instructions to the girls. Every now and then her laughter rang out, clear and innocent like a well-tuned piano. While Roger held forth, she was clearly in charge.

			Neither of them talked much about themselves, but Christina had a talent for eliciting personal stories. We had been wondering why they had no children. After the third night as their guests, Christina told me.

			“It was the murder of Maya Gemayel. She was killed when a bomb exploded as her father’s car passed by. She was just eighteen months old, and the bomb was intended for her father. Because everyone knows Roger has money and political ambitions, he is a target. Alice says she could never live with herself if her child got killed.”

			Maya’s father was Bashir Gemayel, and the February 23, 1980, assassination attempt against him was just the first. He was not in the car that time but was killed in September 1982, just days after winning the presidential election.

			Bit by bit, we learned more of Alice’s story—as in, how did a nice American girl from St. Louis end up marrying a Lebanese lawyer?

			“My maiden name is Bradley,” she told us one night in the back of the huge Mercedes when Roger was in the BMW with another guest. “My father was a US Army officer who distinguished himself during World War II. My mother was Catholic, so I was given a Catholic upbringing. When my father was sent to the Philippines, I was sent to the Sacred Heart school in Germany where we had been living. That’s how I learned German, in addition to French and English, which we spoke at home. In the early 1970s, I went to Geneva, where I trained as an interpreter. In 1975, I saved my money and went to visit friends in Lebanon. They took me to a dinner party where I met this handsome young lawyer from a good family, who had done some work for my friends’ family. And the rest is history!”

			My wheels were spinning as she told us her story. Bradley? Army officer? World War II? She was about my age, perhaps a few years older at most, so she was a post-war baby. Her mother lived in a ground-floor suite with them in the main house and referred to her late husband as “le général.” Omar Bradley’s daughter? Could that be true? But Alice’s reticence to talk about herself, and her modesty, defied a direct question.

			Most evenings, Roger invited us all out to dinner, either at La Bodega in the nearby party town, Juan-les-Pins, or at a steak house in old town Antibes. By “all,” I mean us, his house guests, and the half dozen girls who worked under Alice’s supervision. We packed into the Mercedes and the BMW 700 Series limo, although sometimes the girls wound up staying out on their own, which was how we ended up learning more about Alice.

			One night over dinner at La Bodega, Roger regaled us with a Lebanon story.

			It was Christmas Eve 1982, the year of the second Israel-Lebanon war (and the year I had been kidnapped by the PLO). Roger and Alice had been “summoned” for dinner at a well-known West Beirut restaurant, along with US special envoy Morris Draper; his wife, Middle East scholar Judith Kipper; visiting American historian Phillip Quandt; Druse leader Walid Jumblatt; the Shiite president of the National Assembly, Hussein el-Husseini; and a few other Lebanese politicians. It was the first time Jumblatt had gone out in public after a botched assassination attempt against him a few weeks earlier.

			“What we didn’t know was that Ariel Sharon, working through Elie Hobeika, was still trying to assassinate Walid, and had planted an old Mercedes loaded with three hundred pounds of explosives in front of the restaurant,” Roger said.

			With the amount of wine we had drunk, and knowing that everyone he mentioned was still alive and well, we all found this hilariously funny.

			The Phalangist who had parked the car outside the restaurant and who was supposed to detonate the bomb once they were all inside had second thoughts when he recognized Morris Draper, a familiar face from Lebanese TV. So he called Hobeika, who called Sharon, asking what to do. Sharon then called Draper at the restaurant at 12:30 AM, telling him that he was at the Carlton Hotel just five hundred meters away, and needed to see him urgently.

			“Draper thought something was fishy. He had just seen Sharon earlier in the day. What could possibly be so urgent that he needed to see him again—and after midnight, and on Christmas Eve? And how could he be sure Sharon was really at the hotel?

			“We started talking it over, and in the end, we decided that something was odd and that we should all either stay at the restaurant or all leave together. So we continued eating and drinking and finally went home at around two in the morning.

			“It’s Walid who told me how it ended. Years later, at a Cabinet meeting attended by Hobeika, Walid, and Hussein el-Husseini—all ministers, then—Hobeika told Jumblatt jokingly how he had saved his life on Christmas Eve 1982. ‘What do you mean, saved my life?’ Walid said. ‘Do you remember that dinner party you went to on Christmas Eve?’ And so Hobeika proceeded to tell the story with all the details, how the trigger man recognized Morris Draper and called him, and he called Sharon, and Sharon called Morris Draper, and Draper and the rest of us stayed inside. Hobeika said, ‘We couldn’t exactly kill an American ambassador,’ so he told his trigger man to wait and see if he would have another opportunity when we came out. The poor guy sat with his finger on the detonator for another hour and a half and nearly panicked when we came out together, because Hussein el-Husseini leaned against the side of the Mercedes that was full of explosives and kept talking nonstop for ten minutes.”

			Another evening, Roger and Alice’s across-the-street neighbor, Freddy Heineken, joined us for dinner at La Bodega. That was the Freddy Heineken (aka Alfred Henry Heineken) who was kidnapped in 1983 and held for several weeks before his family paid the largest ransom in history. I remembered it as a pretty gruesome story. But as with Alice, you did not ask direct questions.

			Freddy, as everyone called him, was in high spirits. To amuse the girls, he pulled a Heineken beer coaster from a jacket pocket and started to manipulate it.

			“Did you know you can get rich by drinking Heineken?” he said loudly, in Dutch-accented English. This attracted the attention not just of the table, but of the waiters, who crowded around behind the table.

			Didn’t his kidnappers cut off one of his fingers? I was thinking. As I watched him toy with the beer coaster, it became clear he was covering his left hand with his right, so you could never quite see the stub where he was missing the top half of his pinky. Sure that he had everyone’s attention, with great showmanship Freddy ripped open the beer coaster, exposing a fifty-franc note hidden inside, and everyone clapped. Then he pulled out a stack of coasters from his pocket and handed them to the waiters. “See for yourselves,” he said.

			They were skeptical. One of them said, “I’ll examine them when I get home.”

			On the ride back, Roger told me that tonight was the first time Freddy Heineken had left his house all summer, and the first time he’d heard him laugh in years.

			Another evening, on the way home from dinner at the spectacular hilltop estate of Charles and Monika Oppenheimer, Roger and I continued our dinnertime conversation about Terry Waite, the Anglican hostage negotiator who had been kidnapped in Lebanon. The new American wife of Charles Oppenheimer’s thirty-eight-year-old son had been making thoughtless assertions that Terry Waite must have been a US spy, and both Roger and I had jumped on her. And that got us talking about torture, and how you survive it. Roger commented that the most important thing is not what you say or do not say, but how you preserve your spirit. “Some men just get broken, like poor Freddy Heineken,” he said. “And he was broken over something stupid, for no reason—just money.”

			[image: ]

			Late one afternoon after a vigorous round of tennis on Roger’s clay court (my partner was a Rothschild heiress who lived down the street and who played with skill and good humor), Roger suggested we refresh ourselves in the pool. “And let’s bring the girls,” he said with a mischievous grin. I went up to get Christina and Simon, and when we got down to the pool, Roger was already in the water, cavorting with a half dozen of his serving girls like a sultan surrounded by his harem. At the far end of the pool, sitting on a slab of cream-colored marble, a naked woman languidly dangled her foot in the water. From a distance, you almost thought she was real. Only when you got close could you see that it was a life-sized bronze. We did exercises with airpads attached to our feet and Styrofoam barbells you were supposed to keep underwater, while the girls circled around Roger like water nymphs. After a while, he picked up his phone and called for champagne and hors d’oeuvres. Michel arrived a few minutes later with three bottles of chilled champagne, which the girls served to us in the water. Plates of labneh and fresh tomatoes in olive oil arrived, which we also ate in the water, with Roger luxuriously sucking the olive oil off his fingers. “Life is too short not to eat tomatoes in the pool,” he said. Finally, Michel returned with a brick of Lebanese halaweh, an airy, dry sweet made of sesame and pistachio that melts in your mouth. The girls gathered round him and he broke off pieces and fed them one by one, like a priest serving the host.

			“In Lebanon, halaweh is considered an aphrodisiac,” he said with a sly twinkle. “They say it works best on women.”
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			Sometimes you must be careful what you wish for, as the unexpected often lurks just around the corner. As I had discovered repeatedly, what you don’t know can bite you.

			On a Sunday evening Roger and Alice were going to a Lebanese soiree at the estate of businessman Walid Koraytem above Grasse and invited us to come along. The four of us packed into the Mercedes limo. Roger was a wearing a sports jacket with a tie—a first, for him—and I had put on a suit. The ladies were dressed to the nines. Apparently, this was one of the events of the season. Everybody who was anybody would be there. That meant billionaires and politicians, arms dealers and intermediaries. At the traffic circle at the entrance to town we were met by a group of guards carrying walkie-talkies and a sign, “Soirée Khoraytem.” They instructed Jean, the driver, to follow a brand-new gold-colored Jaguar along back roads to the estate, an enormous Provençal mas, or farmhouse, that had been thoroughly modernized and expanded five times over. Below the house was the swimming pool, lit by candles. Two violinists were playing popular songs as we made our way toward our host in the distance, but almost immediately Roger took me aside to introduce me to someone.

			He looked familiar, but I couldn’t remember his name. In his early fifties, balding, with rough features, he could have been a cross between a mercenary and an arms dealer. I was thinking perhaps we had met in Baghdad.

			“Ah, Monsieur Timmerman. At last we meet,” he said, with just a hint of unpleasantness. “I’ve been following your activities for several years.”

			Bernard Guillet was the “diplomatic advisor” to French interior minister Charles Pasqua, himself a shadowy figure who had negotiated the release of hostages with terrorist groups all the while he publicly threatened to “terrorize the terrorists.” Guillet was his man on the ground, his bag man and emissary. His fingers were in many of the plots I investigated during my Paris years, but until now, I had never met him.

			“Monsieur Guillet has just returned from Houston, where he was the French consul,” Roger said

			“My exile,” Guillet said gruffly.

			“I take it you didn’t appreciate Texas,” I said politely.

			“It did not agree with me,” he said, and turned away.

			Later I would learn that the FBI came very close to expelling him from Houston, after he was caught snatching plastic garbage bags from a trash bin in front of the home of a high-tech executive and hauling them into a van registered to the French consulate, a story I related in The French Betrayal of America.

			Roger and Alice got swept up by a group of Lebanese, the women dripping in jewelry, so Christina and I wandered across the well-sculpted grounds, sampling the champagne served by uniformed waiters on silver trays. At midnight, waiters rang xylophones calling us to dinner, and Lebanese hors d’oeuvres suddenly appeared at several large tables at different ends of the garden. We filled plates with food and spotted Roger and Alice and headed for their table, where Roger was seated between Guillet and Samir Traboulsi, a Franco-Lebanese businessman who worked as an intermediary for my nemesis, Thomson-CSF. Traboulsi cut an elegant figure in a white suit, dark blue tie, and deep tan. He was wearing the discreet red lapel button of the Legion d’Honneur, awarded him by Interior Minister Charles Pasqua during an earlier government for unspecified services for La Maison France. He was proudly escorting his eighteen-year-old daughter, whose stunning Brazilian beauty betrayed her mother’s Latin genes. The two of them could have stepped out of a James Bond movie set at the casino in nearby Monte Carlo. Framed against their elegance, Bernard Guillet’s ragtag suit and jaw carved in stone made him appear more like a former parachutist than the diplomatic advisor to a French government minister.

			Roger introduced me around the table. Next to Traboulsi sat Joseph AbouDiwan, a man in his forties with round spectacles who lived on a yacht anchored in Cannes. He was telling a story about visiting Rifaat al-Assad, brother of the Syrian president, at his French estate, when Ali Duba, the head of Syrian intelligence, showed up in the entry hall. “I thought Rifaat would cut off our interview, but he went on for another four hours, and then suggested we go for dinner. ‘What about Ali Duba?’ I asked him. ‘Oh, he’s probably left by now,’ Rifaat said. That’s how the family treats the Alis. They are just hired servants. It’s only the family that counts.”

			Our host arrived and took his place next to AbouDiwan. Walid Khoraytem was a diminutive man in his early sixties with a sagging paunch and large tortoise-frame glasses that made his eyes look like those of a giant carp. He seemed permanently exhausted, bored with life. Perhaps that was why he drove a purple Rolls-Royce. During the meal, we were joined by another Lebanese lawyer, Elias Firzli, who Roger said was a close confidant of Iraqi deputy prime minister Tarek Aziz, Saddam Hussein’s front man to the West. He was speaking Arabic to a dark-skinned man with a long, square jaw and a slight paunch who carried himself with the unmistakable arrogance of an Iraqi. I heard Firzli introduce him in Arabic as Anees Wadi, and my heart skipped a beat. I had written about him several times, since Wadi was under indictment in Ohio and Los Angeles for having served as Saddam Hussein’s emissary in the United States for buying high-tech components for Iraq’s nuclear weapons and ballistic missile programs. The dinner was beginning to resemble a chapter from The Death Lobby: How the West Armed Iraq, which I had published just two years earlier. I had written about all of these men at one point or another but had never actually met them. Now they were all seated with me at the same table. And they all knew who I was…

			The discussion turned to Iraq and to my book. Firzli said good-naturedly that I made some errors, in particular, the opening sequences where I describe Saddam Hussein visiting France in 1975 and attending a bull fight in les Baux-de-Provence, a hilltop town near Marseilles. “You have Saddam dressed in a ridiculous pin-striped suit. He is much too elegant for that. And I don’t think there ever was a bull fight. But you have a good imagination!”

			Everyone laughed at my expense. I joined them and shrugged. “I heard the story from the restaurant owner himself, who not only showed me photographs from the lunch but gave me a copy of the menu.”

			Guillet jumped in. “We were wrong to join the Americans in Iraq. Saddam never opposed the West. He never tried to counter American or Western interests. He was the only one keeping the Iranian ayatollahs in check.”

			I’d heard that one many times. “What about his clandestine nuclear weapons program?” I asked.

			“What about it?” he said. “We knew that it was not aimed at us anymore than it was aimed at you. France gained nothing and lost much from its support for the Americans in the Gulf War.”

			“So you knew about Saddam’s nuclear program?”

			“Of course we did,” he said, with feigned omniscience.

			“So why didn’t you share it with the Americans? They never knew.”

			Traboulsi, who had ignored me until now, turned to me with sudden interest. “Is this information, Monsieur Timmerman, or just an educated guess?”

			“It’s information,” I said.

			Traboulsi turned to the others, miming that he was impressed. Clearly, he wasn’t. I scoured my memory for what I had written about him that would make him so hostile to me. Wasn’t he in business with George Soros in the Pechiney buyout? Or was it just his role in the hostage negotiations, for which Pasqua reportedly awarded him the Legion d’Honneur?

			Guillet was in his element. He wagged his finger at me, the only American present, and declared that France should break her alliance with the United States and help Saddam again, just as she had in the 1980s. “It’s time for France to make an about-face before it is too late. Iraq is our natural ally in the Gulf,” he said.

			Roger and the other Lebanese seconded his analysis. They said Saddam was actually never intolerant toward Christians or Jews and was a better partner for the West than some of the Gulf Arabs, who were scarcely disguised Islamists. They also saw Saddam as an excellent foil to Assad of Syria. Firzli then invited me to join him on his private aircraft when he traveled to Baghdad the following week, where he would reintroduce me to Tarek Aziz.

			“I was having a conversation with this man from the CIA in Paris,” he said.

			“You mean Jay?” I offered, recalling a very embarrassed Jerry Gruner whom I had bumped into at cocktail parties at the US Embassy and once on an airplane flying from New York to Washington. “He was the station chief a couple of years ago.”

			“No, Steve.”

			“Ah, Steve,” I said, knowingly. I didn’t have a clue who “Steve” was.

			“So now we are in the company of the CIA,” Guillet said loudly, indicating Firzli and myself. “I’ve had it.”

			“I would very much have liked to work with the CIA,” Firzli protested. “But they would never have me.”

			Guillet left the table in a huff, and the discussion resumed a more civilized tone.

			A magician came by and interrupted the small talk.

			“Does anyone have a five-hundred-franc note?” he asked. This was roughly the equivalent of a hundred-dollar bill, but I had never seen one in circulation.

			Traboulsi fished out a billfold and handed one over. It turned out to be two notes, stuck together. The magician handed the second one back, but Traboulsi waved him away.

			“Keep it, my friend.”

			With great flourish, the magician folded the five-hundred-franc note into smaller and smaller pieces, until eventually it disappeared. Then he asked if anyone had a hundred-franc note, which he folded until it was transformed, voilà, into a five-hundred-franc note.

			On a normal night, I suppose that would give him a hundred-franc profit. But with Traboulsi’s tip, that made six hundred francs. Not bad for a quick trick.

			Why were these rich people all obsessed with money—the touch of it, the feel of it, its tangibility? Just like Freddy Heineken with his beer coaster trick, the pure physicality of money—not numbers, but cash. It made me wonder if you could trade them a purse of gold coins for a bank account worth hundreds of times as much.

			As we made our way home in the early morning hours, Roger was in high spirits.

			“They all wanted to kill you. You know that, right?” he said.

			“Yeah. Tonight the arms dealers wanted to kill me. Usually they just like to boast.”
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			A Wing of Angels

			September 1994

			The initial television reports showed lifeboats and debris lit by searchlights in the dark water, and survivors being winched aboard helicopters in high winds. Then they switched to sobbing family members at the port, holding up photographs of loved ones they feared had been lost.

			When the images finally sank in, we were stunned. The MS Estonia, the party boat we had taken from Stockholm to Tallinn with our two small children just three weeks earlier, had gone down in the Baltic Sea in the middle of the night. Survivors said they had heard a loud bang, then the ship heeled over to starboard, and within minutes the lower decks filled with water. A crew member said he only survived because he had been out on deck and was throwing life vests to drunken people trying to climb up a flooded staircase before they drowned. When he jumped into the freezing cold waters of the Baltic at 1:30 AM, the ship was already on its side and the stern almost fully submerged. It went down just twenty minutes later.

			Of the 989 people on board, passengers and crew, just 138 were rescued—most of them described as “young males with strong constitutions.” Survivors spoke of the young trampling the old in their frenzy to escape. Just seven people over the age of fifty-five survived, and no one under the age of twelve. One man was found naked clinging to the underside of a lifeboat, dead of hypothermia in the cold dark sea.

			During our trip on the Estonia, we took a picture of Simon, who had just turned one, sitting like a matryoshka doll on the ledge beneath our porthole. I recalled how soundly we slept on our return trip from Tallinn, after feasting on gravad lax and aquavit at the all-night smorgasbord.

			“We never would have made it out of our cabin,” I whispered.

			Christina was in a state of shock.

			“There’s no way we could have gotten Simon and Diana up those stairs with the water pouring down.”

			We gathered our children in our arms and wept. And for years afterwards, I had nightmares of trying to save Simon and Diana in the flooded corridors of the ship, only to wake up in horror as powerful icy currents swept them out of my arms.

			I have always known that God sent angels to protect me; and in Beirut, I learned that I have a Savior who loves me personally, who was just waiting to hear me call out his name so he could stand by me in my deepest peril. But now, I learned that he loved me so much he had sent a whole company of angels, a veritable air wing and sea lift of angels, to protect not just me but my family. Christina and I prayed and gave thanks to God, all the while mourning for those who went down. “Sweden is so small, there’s not a town or a village without someone who knew someone who was lost,” she said.

			And there was little Simon, asleep in his bunk beneath the porthole. And by the grace of God he was alive.

			Gaza—November 1994

			That fall President Clinton announced he would make a whirlwind tour of the Middle East to celebrate the peace agreement he had helped negotiate between Israel and Jordan. While the peace agreement was a big deal, it was no surprise. Israeli and Jordanian leaders had been meeting and collaborating against mutual enemies for decades, in one of the worst-kept secrets of the region. But the fact that Clinton planned to extend the olive branch to hard-line Syria intrigued me.

			As I often did when perplexed about the Middle East, I called Rabbi Abraham Cooper at the Simon Wiesenthal Center in Los Angeles.

			We had been talking for several weeks about me doing an exposé of Hamas and their US fundraising operation, a subject that was starting to gain some traction thanks to the work of then CNN correspondent Steve Emerson, who became a good friend. Rabbi Cooper saw an opportunity to push further.

			“We published the Hamas charter in 1988,” he said. “Nobody paid much attention to it. But it says in black and white that Hamas hates Jews because all good Muslims are supposed to hate Jews. And they actually cite not just the Koran, but the Protocols of the Elders of Zion.”

			The Protocols of the Elders of Zion was a notorious anti-Semitic forgery invented by the intelligence service of the Russian czar in 1897 to justify past and future pogroms against Russian Jews. It purported to relate the minutes of secret meetings among the “elders of Zion” who were plotting to take over the world. Rabbi Cooper suggested that I seek out Muslim clerics and ask them what they thought about the Protocols.

			“You don’t really think anybody believes that stuff, do you?”

			“Ken, just ask the question. See what they say.”

			I hadn’t been able to get a visa to Syria for over a decade, after an editor at USA Today misinterpreted one of my dispatches and attributed anti-Assad comments to a Syrian army officer instead of the pro-Arafat Palestinian who had uttered them, so the presidential trip was a perfect opportunity to return. I arranged press credentials with my editor at the Wall Street Journal Europe, confident that if the clerics disappointed my rabbis, as I suspected they would, at least I would get something newsworthy out of the trip.

			Damascus was immaculate, festooned with flags and freshly painted right down to the curbstones and public handrails. It had been whisked clean of all contagion, human and otherwise, as only dictatorships can achieve. The Hamas and Palestinian Islamic Jihad leaders who made it their home and who gave press conferences lauding the terrorists who murdered Israelis every day were nowhere to be found. It was a bust.

			In shabby, chaotic Amman, they were still present, but had been brought to heel by what ABC News correspondent John Cooley whispered over drinks was the “well-padded stick” of the king’s secret police. Theirs was the polished, urbane presentation I was expecting; they knew the limits of the king’s indulgence.

			My last stop that rainy November was Gaza, newly controlled by Arafat and his gang of exiles from Tunis and Casablanca. The dirt streets swelled with rain into muddy lakes stretching for hundreds of yards. The absolute squalor of Gaza made the poorest parts of Cairo look like paradise on earth. The sloshing rivers of mud brimmed with garbage, some of it from burn piles, creating eddies of stench and rot. Through it all young children waded, trousers rolled up, thinking the water was fun.

			Here the clerics didn’t disappoint, and through extended dialogues I began to learn one of the great secrets driving the history of the Middle East. It sounds simple today, because by now many books have been written on the subject. But in 1994, it was absolutely novel. These Muslim clerics didn’t just hate Israel: they believed Jews were the descendants of monkeys and pigs and it was the duty of every Koran-believing Muslim to kill them wherever they found them. As for the Protocols, they believed the “wise men of Zion” actually held a series of conspiratorial meetings to hammer out a plan for world domination, and the Protocols were the actual written minutes of those meetings. The Simon Wiesenthal Center published a monograph based on transcriptions of these interviews, called In Their Own Words.2

			To me, it was an eye-opener. Like most reporters, I had read so many “hate Israel” and “hate America” pieces in the Middle Eastern press over the years that I no longer paid them much attention. It simply wasn’t news when an editorialist in Cairo or Damascus accused Israel of evil deeds, or when an Iranian leader blamed America for his country’s troubles. They weren’t anti-Semites; they were just anti-Israel or anti-imperialist, as hatred of America used to be called before the collapse of the Soviet empire.

			But I was wrong. Starting on this trip I learned that Jew-hatred runs like a silent river through the human psyche. In some places, it hides in subterranean reservoirs that can only be tapped through a massive, conscious effort as was done by Hitler and Goebbels. In others, it lies just beneath the surface and gushes forth in all its ugliness from the slightest pinprick, as happened after the September 11, 2001, attacks, and again on October 7, 2023.3

			The goal expressed by so many Arab leaders, including Arafat, of driving the Jews into the sea was not a metaphor. They truly sought to complete the work Hitler had begun; and in Gaza, they said so openly. The calm certainty of these clerics as they pronounced a death sentence on all Jews and on the Americans who supported them was chilling. As Ayatollah Rouhani had taught me not so many years earlier in Paris, Islam divided the world into the Dar al-Islam and the Dar al-Harb, the House of Islam and the House of War. This was not an innocent intellectual exercise but an act of pure evil that swallowed up the light like a spiritual black hole.
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			Before I left Washington for this trip, a friend at the Israeli embassy, Roni Ya’ar, told me jokingly of a Jewish proverb. He knew my birthday would arrive while I was on my journey (it’s November 4), and that I planned on traveling to Gaza, which he strongly discouraged, since Israel no longer controlled security there. “You know, Ken,” he said, wagging his finger at me impishly. “We say that somebody who dies on his birthday becomes a saint.”

			Travelling back to Gaza the day after my birthday I inwardly thumbed my nose at Roni. Not today, brother. I was met at the crossing point by the same Palestinian interpreter who had assisted me on my first trip two days earlier. Saoud Abu Midani had been recommended to me by Marie Colson, a colleague I knew from Paris who worked for The Independent. She had used Saoud as a stringer; and though I trusted him, I couldn’t help noticing that he was ill at ease. Marie was killed years later during the Syrian civil war, probably by Assad’s goons.

			“People are on edge,” he said once we had gotten clear of the Israeli soldiers. “The Israelis just assassinated a famous journalist, and now Islamic Jihad is vowing revenge.”

			“Are they looking to take hostages?” I asked.

			“I don’t know.”

			The dead journalist, Hani Abed, had been accused by the Israelis of building bombs that had killed two Israeli soldiers a few months earlier. The Palestinian Authority actually detained him for seventeen days, and he had been interrogated personally by Justice Minister Freih Abu Middain. I kicked myself because I had interviewed Abu Middain just two days before word of Abed’s killing got out.

			But I didn’t miss the story after all.

			As we drove through the mud and raw sewage of Gaza streets between meetings, there was a commotion blocking the way up ahead. A large crowd seemed to coalesce out of nowhere and began heading down a side street. An imam was intoning a dirge of Koranic verses.

			“Let’s go!” I told Saoud. So we left our taxi and headed out on foot.

			As we got closer to the crowd, we saw they were carrying banners that appeared to be stained with blood. “What do they say?” I asked Saoud.

			“It’s Hani Abed’s mourning house. They are promising to avenge his death.”

			I started taking pictures of the banners and the crowds and fresh graffiti on the walls.

			“That one says, ‘Yes to Martyrdom,’” Saoud said, nodding his head to one side. “That one says, ‘The slaughter of the Jews is our choice to victory.’” A bit farther along he pointed to a banner strung between houses over the street that read, ‘The children of Israel will be sheep to the butchers of Islamic Jihad.’

			It wasn’t subtle. But it was in Arabic—not intended for the cameras of CNN and the BBC.

			A group of men were gathering on the porch of the main house—Hani Abed’s mourning house—with the close-packed crowd seething just below them. They switched off the canned imam and used a microphone to address the crowd.

			“Allah-o Akbar!” the leader shouted and the crowd responded. Then he passed the microphone to a younger man who said quietly, “We are seeking death, while the Jews seek life.”

			As I was snapping pictures of them and of the crowd, a man approached us from behind and asked if we would come with him. “He knows you are a reporter and wants to introduce you to someone,” Saoud explained. He didn’t seem reassured.

			Our guide led us down an alleyway off the street and around a corner, then we went through a door and entered what appeared to be an abandoned parking garage. A pair of men were preparing Arabic coffee over a twig fire and passed around a dish of olives and pieces of flat bread. Within minutes, a small crowd gathered around me in the semi-darkness, as a tremendous storm gathered outside. They arranged cheap office chairs into a circle, and a half dozen of them told me about Islamic Jihad, their hatred of Israel, and the plots of World Jewry to destroy Islam and Christianity.

			Here was the street-level version of the speech I had heard earlier from the Islamic scholars and university professors.

			One of them, around forty, identified himself as Omar Mohammad. The others referred to him as “khatib,” or prayer leader, since he frequently spoke on Fridays at Gaza’s Palestine Mosque. Another, in his late thirties, was more of a political spokesman. A third, younger man, frequently interrupted the others to utter inflammatory statements. The older men were almost deferential toward him, making me suspect he was connected to the movement’s military wing.

			“Today we have entered a new era when Palestinian blood is no longer cheap,” said one. “The Israelis should understand that we are not going to avoid spilling our dear Arab blood. They should know that revenge will come.”

			Said another: “Islamic Jihad considers Israel a cancer that must be removed from all the world. The Argentina bombs are only one step. We will continue this type of action. In fact, it is our main strategy.”4

			“Israel has a plan to seize control of the world—the economy, the cinema, the media,” the prayer leader said. “The Jews say so themselves in their Protocols. This is not just theory. It is the reality today.”

			A softer voice spoke up then, from a young man who had been sitting off to the side during this palaver, seemingly in a trance. He had been staring at me intently as the others spoke, eyes glazed over, nodding his head in assent. The whole scene had an air of ritual about it that was clearly perceptible at the time. I could feel the stirrings of something deep and dark moving among us.

			“Hani Abed, peace be upon him, is blessed today in Heaven,” the young man said. “He is not dead. He is happy. That is why the women are ululating: they are happy because he has given himself to Allah.”

			It dawned on me then that the whole scene had been staged not for my benefit, but for this young man. It was the closing argument in a case these men had been making with him.

			“You must understand,” he said, “that our rejection of the Oslo agreement is not just words. How else can you understand our blood? Our rejection is not just words. It is also blood.”

			Someone came up to the khatib. It was time to go outside to preach more hatred to the crowd. As Saoud and I prepared to leave, the young man drew me aside. “You must understand that the Jews have revealed their intentions in the Torah. It is all written. We are not the first, and we are not the last.”

			Dark angels seemed to swirl about him, with eyes full of flames and dripping blood. These were not the same angels that had wrapped their wings around me and my family, protecting us from certain death at sea. These were angels of a different power.

			A week later, back in Washington, I got Saoud on the phone to translate some of the pamphlets we had picked up.

			“You remember that young man we met at the Hani Abed house?” he said. “He blew himself up a few days ago, riding his bicycle into an Israeli army checkpoint.”

			As I went through the pictures I had taken in Gaza, I saw that he had been lurking behind the main speakers in front of the Hani Abed house. I found a mention of the bicycle attack in an Israeli newspaper along with his name and wondered for a moment if I could have broken him free of the dark angels and brought him back to this life.5

			While God constantly reminds us that vengeance belongs to him, it’s useful to remember that he also uses human agents to carry out his will. Nearly all the people I met in Gaza on this and subsequent trips are now dead, killed by the Israelis because of their involvement in the wave of suicide bombing attacks then ravaging Israel. I don’t believe my interviews with them played any part in their deaths, nor do I regret them. Indeed, I believe the world is somewhat safer without them.

			

			
				
					2	In Their Own Words: Interviews with Leaders of Hamas, Islamic Jihad and the Muslim Brotherhood, Damascus, Amman, Gaza, Simon Wiesenthal Center, Los Angeles, 1994.

				

				
					3	I expanded on my monograph for the Simon Wiesenthal Center in Preachers of Hate: Islam and the War on America (New York: Crown Forum, 2003), the first book published after the 9/11 attacks that explored the centrality of anti-Semitic hatred to Islamic movements and terrorist groups.

				

				
					4	I did not make the connection at the time between this statement and the 1992 attack on the Israeli embassy and the July 1994 attack on the Amia Jewish Center in Buenos Aires, both blamed on Iran, and Palestinian Islamic Jihad. It was not well known at the time that PIJ was, in fact, an Iranian creation, and not just another radical offshoot of the Muslim Brotherhood in Gaza. Iran had been providing financial support and weapons training to a variety of Palestinian groups, including Hamas and the PLO itself, for many years, as I would later testify in a sworn affidavit on behalf of families of the 9/11 attacks in Havlish v. Osama bin Ladin et al. That affidavit can be accessed at: https://web.archive.org/web/20240000000000*/iran911case.com/exhibit-2/.

				

				
					5	See Kenneth R. Timmerman, “Gaza’s Training Ground for Islamic Martyrs,” Wall Street Journal Europe, November 16, 1994.
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			The Iran House

			Washington, DC—October 1994

			My relationship with Uri Lubrani had deepened since the early days of our “spying” operations in Paris, London, and Geneva, which I recount in the first volume of this memoir. We had become personal friends. He would come to visit me at my home in Kensington whenever he was in Washington, as he did earlier that year after his son-in-law was murdered in Costa Rica. And whenever I was in Israel I would visit with him, as I did after my trip to Gaza.

			I told him that General Michel Aoun, the deposed Lebanese leader I had been meeting during trips to Paris and Marseilles, was seeking to establish a backchannel to Israel. Uri wasn’t having it. “If he wants to send us messages through you, that’s fine,” he said, framed by a giant map of Lebanon in his windowless suite deep within the Kirya complex in Tel Aviv. “I’m willing to meet with him, eventually. But is General Aoun going to make a comeback in Lebanon this year, or next year, or in the next ten years? I am skeptical.”

			Increasingly, Uri was returning to his old haunt, Iran. He saw Iran’s hand in most of Israel’s troubles, and he was right. They were arming Hezbollah in Lebanon and Islamic Jihad in Gaza. They had blown up the Israeli embassy and the AMIA Jewish Center in Buenos Aires, killing eighty-five innocent Argentinean Jews and wounding hundreds more in the AMIA attack alone. I suggested that he consider meeting with the Iranian crown prince, Reza Pahlavi.

			“I’m not saying that he commands a huge following inside Iran, although you never know. But he could serve as a catalyst for bringing together groups of Iranians outside.”

			Uri scoffed at this idea. “You need to add two balls to what he doesn’t have,” he said. “If Reza wants to prove himself, he should move into Iran and appear in public. Then people would take him seriously.”

			On that inauspicious note, I flew to Paris for a birthday dinner with my fourteen-year-old daughter, Clio, who was spending the school year in France, and Jamal Hamadi, her Lebanese “godmother.” Fourteen! I thought as she walked into the one-star restaurant off the Boulevard St. Germain. She was poised, articulate, quick-witted, and stunningly elegant in a black dress, short blonde hair, and pearl earrings. I was intensely proud of her.

			I spent the next two days with Iranian exiles in Paris, exploring the notion of forming an umbrella organization for the opposition in exile. While no one thought that Reza Pahlavi himself would take the lead, I was surprised at how his stock had gone up, even with my old friend Ayatollah Rouhani. “If he is willing to step forward, I am ready to work with him,” he said over tea in his cloister-like salon overlooking the Last Tango in Paris bridge at Passy.6

			Less than ten days after our get together in
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