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	Prologue. Carlos from Venezuela

	 

	 

	Vienna, December 21st, 1975

	 

	 

	A motley group of solemn-faced twenty-somethings filed off the tram on Ringstrasse. It was a cold Sunday morning, just a few days before Christmas. Wordlessly, they crossed the icy square past the shuttered booths for the market that would bring the place alive later in the day with the aroma of seasonal foods and glittery trinkets. Their demeanor was grim. They were all too aware that their mission was death, possibly their own, but it was nothing this group of far-left radicals hadn’t faced before. 

	They reached their destination, the boxy Texaco building, which   housed the world headquarters of OPEC, the Organization of Petroleum Exporting Countries, as well as the Canadian Embassy and an office of the Texan oil company among others. A group of journalists huddled outside the entrance.

	“Is the meeting still on?” the group’s leader asked one of the reporters, Ron Taggiasco, the Milan bureau chief for Business Week. The newcomer was a tallish man with a scraggly goatee, wearing a black beret and white trench coat.

	“Yes. Upstairs,” Taggiasco replied with a nod.

	He wondered briefly who they could be: three Arabs, two European men and a European woman, all carrying heavy bags. They weren’t any reporters that he knew, and they looked too casual and scruffy to belong to an OPEC delegation. He turned back to his conversation.

	A uniformed police officer, serving as security for OPEC’s semi-annual meeting, paid the group no mind. The six entered the lobby where four other journalists chatted quietly as they waited for news. Any announcement by the cartel would affect the global price and supply of oil. It always made a worldwide headline. 

	The motley crew strode across the lobby. There was a confidence in the way they walked, especially the man in the front who marched with a slight swagger. 

	As the group reached the staircase, the reporter for The Associated Press, Barth Healey, noted their informal appearance. 

	“Must be the delegation from Angola,” he joked, referring to the African nation that had recently petitioned to join the oil producers’ cartel.
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	It was 11:30 a.m. and the meeting had been underway for several hours in the large, wood-panelled conference room on the second floor. 

	The ministers representing twelve of OPEC’s thirteen member nations sat around a table with small flags beside their name plates identifying their countries: Saudi Arabia, Iraq, Nigeria, Indonesia, Venezuela, Iran, Gabon, Qatar, Kuwait, Libya, Ecuador and Algeria. Only the minister from the United Arab Emirates was absent.

	Behind them a legion of aides sat along the walls. They scribbled on notepads and rifled through sheaves of documents as the delegates engaged in a heated discussion. 

	The topic was a controversial practice by some countries that assigned lesser grades to their oil in order to charge lower prices and thereby capture more of the market. The tactic irritated other members.

	Sheik Ahmed Zaki Yamani, the Saudi oil minister who was one of the cartel’s moderates, advocated that all members adhere to the same pricing strategy. But other members, such as Iraq and Libya, saw the Saudi position as toadying to the interests of the United States. They were pushing for each nation to control the price of its own oil.

	Outside the conference room, the troop of six had reached the staircase landing, out of sight of the people milling in the lobby. They set their bags on the floor and unzipped them. The leader crouched and rapidly distributed M16 rifles, Walther P38 pistols, Skorpion machine pistols and hand grenades to the team. The fifteen kilos of explosives he left in the bags. 

	Once they were all armed, he halted and studied each one. Two Germans, both veterans of militant revolutionary movements, Hans-Joachim Klein, alias Angie, and Gabriele Tiedemann, alias Nada, and three Arabs, his Lebanese second-in-command, Anis al-Naqqash, alias Khalid, and two known only by their code names Joseph and Yusuf. Klein pulled a balaclava over his head. The others were bare-faced.

	The five stared back at him, their eyes hard with resolve. No fear. They’d rehearsed the plan numerous times. He gave the signal and led the group rapidly up the stairs.

	Chaos unfolded in a matter of seconds. The receptionist, Edith Heller, seeing the weapons, immediately picked up the phone to dial for help. Klein, not wanting to reveal his nationality by speaking German, shouted one of the few words in English he knew, “Finish!” but she didn’t understand. He sprayed her workstation with a hail of fire from his machine gun. She ducked, then bravely reached for the phone a second time. Klein fired again, this time directly into the switchboard. The receptionist screamed and dove under the desk. She didn’t try to call for help again. 

	An Austrian policeman, Anton Tichler, one of two officers guarding the conference room door, sprinted down the hallway toward her. Tiedemann pointed her machine gun at him. He held up his hands in surrender. 

	“Are you a policeman?” she demanded.

	“Yes.” 

	Wrong answer. She shot him in the head, dragged his dead body into the elevator and pushed the button for the ground floor. An Iraqi security guard, Hassan Saeed al-Khafari, sneaked up behind her and grabbed her tightly against his chest to immobilize her hand holding the weapon. But the leader had equipped everyone with a second gun, a pistol. As they struggled, she drew the handgun and squeezed a round into his skull. He slumped to the ground, dead, as Klein watched.

	The group leader was fending off the second Austrian police officer, Josef Janda. They tussled then the terrorist shoved the cop into an office and locked him inside. The officer quickly grabbed the phone and called in an SOS. A Libyan economist, Yusif Izmirli, spotted the commotion as he walked down the hall. He dropped the documents he was carrying, ran and jumped on the leader, grabbing his Beretta. The magazine fell out, giving the leader the seconds he needed to take out his second gun, a 9 mm. He fired into the Libyan’s shoulder. Then he picked up the Beretta, reloaded and fired multiple bullets into the Libyan. The third fatality.

	The leader glanced down the hall. Klein and Yusuf had the staircase and elevator covered as planned. Now was his moment. He nodded at Khalid, Joseph and Tiedemann then burst through the conference room’s double doors, blasting the ceiling with a barrage of fire from his machine gun as the other three trailed him.

	“Everyone on the floor! Now!” he yelled.

	The room’s shocked occupants jostled for space as they fell prone. Tiedemann beelined to the windows and drew the curtains. Khalid and Joseph started unpacking explosives, wire and detonators from the bags. 

	Sheik Yamani, well aware that he cut an unpopular figure with his Arab brethren, had no doubt that he was the target of the attack and faced almost certain death. He began reciting Koranic verses to himself like a mantra.

	The leader surveyed the room. “I’m Carlos from Venezuela,” he declared in fluent but accented English. “You may have heard of me. Don’t be afraid. We’ll just be going on a little trip.”

	Within minutes, news of the OPEC raid had rocketed around the world. It was the most daring terrorist attack the globe had seen until then. More than half a century later, it still stands as one of the most infamous incidents in the history of modern terrorism. The siege brought international notoriety to its mysterious leader, an upper middle-class Venezuelan known as “Carlos the Jackal.” He would remain at large for nearly two decades. During that time, he would be responsible for killing and maiming hundreds of people. 

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	1. Marxist Upbringing

	 

	 

	Venezuela, Early Years

	 

	A crowd of boisterous schoolboys clad in dark uniforms streamed out of Liceo Fermín Toro, a high school in central Caracas known for its leftwing curriculum. Among them were Ilich Ramírez Sánchez and his younger brother, Lenin. Their father waited for them at the gate, as he did every day.

	It was no accident that the Ramírez boys were attending Fermín Toro, one of the most prestigious public schools in the Venezuelan capital. Their father, José Altagracia Ramírez Navas, was an avowed Marxist. 

	The life of the man who would become Carlos the Jackal would have been altogether different if not for his father. His story thus starts with Ramírez Navas, who was a well-to-do lawyer and astute real estate investor. He was also a committed and dogmatic Marxist despite his capitalist business interests and lifestyle. He was a domineering paternal figure who held outsized sway over his sons’ lives, probably to an extent that he never anticipated, at least in the case of his eldest boy, Ilich.

	Ramírez Navas hailed from Táchira state in southwestern Venezuela, where the Andes mountains start near the Colombian border. The region was extensively settled by the Spanish in the sixteenth century and became a leading coffee producer. Today, its residents reflect that heritage through their lighter skin tone and conservative Catholicism that is more in line with Colombian culture than the rest of freewheeling, liberal Venezuela.

	Táchira has played a significant role in Venezuelan history. It has produced more of the country’s presidents than any other state, eight. They include four caudillos, or authoritarian-style rulers, perhaps underscoring a culture of strong masculine leadership that would influence the characters of both Ramírez Navas and his eldest son. The region also lays claim to the site of the nation’s first oil wells, discovered in the late nineteenth century. Today, Venezuela boasts the world’s largest proven oil reserves, estimated at 300 billion barrels.

	As a teenager, Ramírez Navas aspired to be a priest. After three years of studying with the French Eudist order at St. Thomas Aquinas Seminary in the state capital of San Cristóbal, however, he became disillusioned with the church. He would take his superiors to task about their lifestyle, which seemed at odds with their vows of poverty and stood in stark contrast to the poor who lived around them. The priests had running water, electricity, and three meals a day. Their flock lived largely with none of those essentials. To Ramírez Navas, there was little difference between the church and rich overlords of colonialism. He was expelled in 1939.

	Ramírez Navas then travelled to Bogotá to study law at the Universidad Libre de Colombia (Free University of Colombia), which espoused freedom of political thought and speech, more aligned with his own philosophy. It was there that he met the Colombian politician Jorge Eliécer Gaitán, a charismatic leftist who was considered a champion of the people. He also befriended the prominent Venezuelan communist Gustavo Machado, who was living in Colombia during one of his several periods of exile. Gaitán would be assassinated during his 1948 presidential campaign, which he was on track to win. The killing set off a wave of violence that ultimately led to the civil war and guerrilla groups that would roil Colombia for the next six decades.

	Ramírez Navas ended up finishing his law studies at the Universidad Central de Venezuela in Caracas. He became involved in politics and helped found the powerful left-wing political party, Acción Democrática. In 1945, the party backed the military’s overthrow of President Isaías Medina Angarita in a bid to hasten democratic reforms, but Ramírez Navas soon perceived that the new government, a revolutionary junta headed by a civilian, Rómulo Betancourt, was just as corrupt as the old. He didn’t hesitate to denounce it. A year later, his vigorous protests landed him in jail. 

	After he staged a two-hundred-hour hunger strike in a bid to be tried by a civil court instead of a military tribunal, the government released him.

	 He returned to his law practice and studied Marxism. He came to idolize Stalin and later called Lenin the most important occurrence of the twentieth century prior to the moon landing. But he’d had enough of formal political organizations. Despite close ties to the Venezuelan Communist Party and its founder Machado, he never became a formal member. 

	In 1948, he married Elba María Sánchez, a native of San Cristóbal. Other than their Táchira roots, they shared little in common. She was a decade younger than he, a dark-haired beauty and a devout Catholic.

	Over his wife’s objections, Ramírez Navas named his children after his Soviet hero Ilich Vladimir Lenin: Ilich, born in 1949, Lenin, born in 1951 and Vladimir born in 1958. A daughter who was born prematurely in 1955 also received a Russian name, Natasha; she survived just three months. It should be noted that Vladimir and Lenin are not uncommon given names in Venezuela, which has a lengthy tradition of leftist ideology.

	However, Ramírez Navas’ s political sympathies were not as clearcut as they would seem. While he was a professed hard leftist, he also had fascist leanings. 

	According to an unverifiable story Ilich would later tell, when he was eighteen months old, Ramírez Navas hid a German former concentration camp physician, known only as Dr. Bodell, and his Croatian bodyguard, a member of the pro-German fascist Ustase, on a small, isolated farm. 

	He sent his wife, then pregnant with Lenin, and baby son along with them as cover. 

	Sánchez and her son spent months living in rustic conditions, visited once a week by Ramírez Navas. She fell into a depression and barely got out of bed. On one visit, Ramírez Navas arrived to find Ilich had a high fever and drove him promptly to a pharmacy for a massive dose of penicillin. After Lenin was born, Ramírez Navas hid Bodell and the bodyguard in his car and drove them over the border to Colombia. They were eventually arrested in Ecuador. For years, Sánchez harbored great resentment over the incident against her husband, accusing him of putting the safety of Nazis over that of his family. Ramírez Navas would simply shrug off the accusation.1 He was the one who set the rules. 

	Now a strict atheist in line with his Communist ideals, he ordered that the children not have any religion in their upbringing, but Sánchez had them secretly baptized and did her best to sneak them into Mass when she could. 

	On top of his controlling ways, Ramírez Navas was a womanizer. The couple separated numerous times. From 1958 to 1961, Sánchez took her sons to Kingston, Jamaica, and Mexico City to live for lengthy periods. At one point, she took Vladimir to live in Bogotá for a while, leaving the two oldest boys with their father in Caracas. It was these trips that exposed the young Ilich to an international lifestyle and gave him a facility with languages and adapting to and blending in with different cultures that was to play a key role later in his life.

	During their early years, the children were schooled at home by Ramírez Navas’s handpicked private tutors. Their instruction included plenty of Marxist indoctrination, including a pamphlet on ethical conduct written by their father, Social, Moral and Civic Formation. He also forbade the children from bringing Coca-Cola, considered an “imperialist drink,” into the house.2

	“He was strong, dominant,” said the youngest brother Vladimir about his father in an interview. “A man of high moral integrity, but he was also charming, always with a ready compliment. He read a lot, literature, poetry.”3

	The boys spent holidays in the Andes where their relatives owned a coffee farm and other businesses. Ilich showed his playmates how to tie metal tips onto arrows to make a clean kill when they went hunting parrots and took games of hide-and-seek, dominoes and Monopoly seriously, usually establishing himself as the leader and rule-setter.

	In 1961, the family’s peripatetic life ended abruptly. They were living in Miami in a house two blocks from the Orange Bowl stadium where Ramírez Navas received visits from Venezuelan exiles plotting to overthrow President Betancourt, who had regained power following the fall of dictatorship Gen. Marcos Pérez Jiménez in 1958. During the meetings, Ilich would be appointed as a lookout for FBI agents on their trail and claimed to have been questioned once.4 

	After six months, Ramírez Navas was on the verge of buying a house in Miami but was foiled by the collapse of Venezuela’s currency, which caused the government to restrict taking capital out of the country. Lacking access to their funds, the family was forced to return to Caracas.

	Soon after, Ramírez Navas and Sánchez divorced. Sánchez had long refused her husband’s entreaties to end the marriage due to her Catholic beliefs, but she finally conceded. Still, the divorce brought only a slight lessening in the household tension. Ramírez Navas insisted on continuing to cohabit with his ex-wife, although they did not share a bed, so he could oversee the upbringing of his sons. He also brought home his girlfriends. Ilich felt deeply for his mother. While he respected his father and sought his approval, he was close to Sánchez.

	Ramírez Navas enrolled his two oldest sons at a private school, Liceo América, only to pull them out when he discovered the syllabus included religious instruction. He then enrolled them in Fermín Toro, located around the corner from Miraflores Palace, the presidential seat. The school boasted a curriculum that included Marxism and Leninism and served as the base of the Venezuelan Communist Youth, which the brothers dutifully joined. 

	The family lived a few blocks away in a flat in El Silencio, a middle-class neighborhood of low-slung, whitewashed apartment buildings and gardens that was considered an example of urban renewal when it was built in the 1940s. Fitting Ramírez Navas’s hardline leftism, two photographs were prominently displayed in the home: portraits of Stalin and Gaitán, the assassinated Colombian presidential candidate.5 

	Much has been made of the family’s wealth. While the Ramírezes were certainly well off, they did not belong to the country’s elite upper class. Ilich himself has offered differing accounts of the family’s social status, which he seemed to aggrandize as the years passed, as he has with many other aspects of his past. “There are a lot of fibs about that…As for my father, he’s comfortably off. That’s all,” he said in 1994.6 Fifteen years later, however, he bragged to interviewers about growing up in “villas” with swimming pools and servants.7 It should be noted that most middle-class families in Venezuela, and throughout Latin America, can afford to employ domestic help due to the very low wage scales. In his later years, Ramírez Navas lived modestly in San Cristóbal. The family seemed to fall into Venezuela’s educated upper middle class.

	Ramírez Navas maintained strict supervision over his sons, chaperoning them to and from school every day and giving them books on Marxist ideology, which they obediently read. At school, Ilich was teased by other boys for his pudgy physique and called “Gordo,” or Fatty. The brothers, Ilich was known as “Ili” while Lenin went by “Lenny,” were together constantly and had few friends other than each other.
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	As in much of the world during the sixties, the atmosphere in Venezuela grew restive with the country’s youth advocating social and political change. Inspired by Fidel Castro’s 1959 revolution in Cuba, Venezuela’s own fledgling communist guerrilla movement sprang up, the Fuerzas Armadas de Liberación Nacional (Armed Forces of National Liberation). The group operated from hideouts in the mountains, but unlike in other Latin American countries, it remained small and never made much of an impact.

	Immersed in leftist ideology, students at Liceo Fermín Toro were natural participants in this swelling movement of activism and protest. 

	From 1964 to 1965, Ilich and other members of the Venezuelan Communist Youth participated in street demonstrations that often devolved into clashes with police. The Ramírez brothers were moved and angered by the violence inflicted by security forces on their confrères who were simply standing up for justice.8 

	Ilich and other students learned tactics of guerrilla warfare such as making Molotov cocktails, operating weapons, and setting cars on fire. They also visited the slums blanketing the hillsides surrounding Caracas, which raised their social conscience. Some students joined the insurgents in the mountains. 

	Discrepancies exist about the extent of Ilich’s role in this activism or if he played any role. In later interviews, he claimed he was the leader of the Venezuelan Communist Youth and that he killed a police officer when he was fifteen years old. He also claimed to have taken his first hostage at the age of fifteen, a Catalan priest. He and his friends intimidated the priest into going with them until the political police arrived on the scene whereupon Ilich told the captive, “Go, pray to your god,” and the man ran off.9 There is no evidence to support either account, and they could well be embellishments. In fact, some biographers found he did not participate in street demonstrations at all. 

	Some have also written that Ramírez Navas took Ilich to the anti-imperialist Tricontinental Congress in Havana in January 1966, which gathered some five hundred delegates of liberation movements from eighty-two countries, and later that year sent him to a guerrilla training camp in Matanzas, Cuba. Ilich himself has denied this, saying it is “fable,” and no independent evidence has ever surfaced to support either claim. 

	It seems unlikely as Ilich would only have been sixteen years old, and Ramírez Navas was not in favor of armed activism nor of his son joining guerrilla groups. He would later plead with Ilich to abandon his commitment to violence. 

	Still, there’s no question that the era’s social and political turmoil made an emotional impact on both Ilich and Lenin and would influence the direction their lives would take.

	When Ilich graduated high school, his father announced he was sending the family to Europe, where the boys could continue their education far from violent guerrilla movements. It was also common for Venezuela’s educated class to seek prestigious university degrees abroad.

	So, in late 1966, Sánchez and the three boys moved to London. As with previous overseas moves, Ramírez Navas would remain in Caracas and visit periodically.
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	London was an exciting place to be in the late sixties. A far cry from the bleak post-World War II years, the city had turned into a global trend-setting center of popular culture. The Beatles and the Rolling Stones. Mary Quant’s mini-skirt and Vidal Sassoon’s bob-cut. Mod boutiques and celebrity hangouts on Carnaby Street and King’s Road. Supermodels Twiggy and Jean Shrimpton. Sexual liberation and psychedelics and eye-popping colors. It was Cool Britannia all the way.

	At its height, the swinging sixties was a vibrant time of hedonism and optimism driven by the alienated young who sought a more liberal lifestyle than that of their parents. They were curious about alternative ways of living and thinking. Peace and love became the bywords of this new, hippie generation. 

	For the Ramírez brothers, Caracas quickly turned into a distant memory. They took full advantage of the freedom afforded British teenagers, who could go out unchaperoned unlike in staid, traditional Venezuela. Plus, they were far away from their overbearing patriarch who funded their stay, thanks to his lucrative real estate deals which he adopted as a sideline to his conveyance law practice.

	The family leased a small flat in Earls Court in the leafy West End with the brothers sharing a bedroom. 

	Ilich and Lenin enrolled in Stafford House Tutorial College, a cram school for foreign students to get their English and academics up to British standards in order to gain entrance to university. Vladimir attended St. Marylebone Grammar School and played football in the Maccabi League with many Jewish boys.

	Sánchez, sporting a stylish bouffant hairdo, indulged in her passion for antiques and enjoyed an active social life. She was soon on the guest list for cocktail parties at Latin American embassies. “She was a delightful woman, charming and intelligent,” said Capt. Carlos Porras, the naval attaché at the Venezuelan Embassy.10

	Sánchez often took Ilich to soirées as her escort. This exposure to diplomats, embassies and upper crust social circles would later strongly influence the activities of Carlos the Jackal. 

	The chubby schoolboy had become a refined young man with elegant manners. Thanks to hobnobbing in his mother’s diplomatic circles, he developed a taste for the finer things in life, such as Russian caviar and single-malt scotch. He was a natty, if somewhat old-fashioned dresser, preferring blazers, flannel trousers and silk handkerchiefs to the bell-bottom denims of the day and amassed a wardrobe of Savile Row clothing. He also discovered a knack for chatting up girls, who responded to his charismatic smile and attentive manner. It was a carefree time for the family. “We love London,” Ilich said.11

	After Ilich and Lenin earned their O-levels from Stafford House, they moved on to Earls Court Tutorial College to earn the A-levels required for university entrance. But their fun, easy-going life screeched to a halt with their father’s arrival at Christmas 1967. He stayed for several months to oversee the next steps in his two oldest sons’ lives. A long-time Francophile after  studying with the French priests, he decided La Sorbonne was the place for them.

	In early 1968, he took Ilich and Lenin on an exploratory visit to Paris, but he found living costs high and admission entailed a lot of red tape. On top of that, the student protest movement in France was far more active than it was in London. That May would see eight hundred students injured in violent street demonstrations in Paris.

	They returned to London where Ramírez Navas went to work on Plan B—Patrice Lumumba University in Moscow, where admission required sponsorship by the Venezuelan Communist Party. Neither Ramírez Navas nor his sons were card-carrying party members, but the elder Ramírez knew the party leader, Gustavo Machado, from when he helped found the organization in the late forties. Machado agreed to sponsor the boys so their studies would be paid for with a Venezuelan-Soviet House of Friendship grant. The brothers applied and were among a cadre of Venezuelan students accepted.

	The boys immediately dropped out of Earls Court College and started taking Russian lessons from a woman who emigrated to England before the 1917 revolution. In the autumn of 1968, they flew to Moscow, thrilled to be going to the birthplace of the communist ideals they had been raised with.

	 

	 


 

	 

	 

	      2. Vodka, Women & Politics

	 

	Moscow, 1969-1970

	 

	Established by the Soviet government in 1960, Patrice Lumumba University was named for the first prime minister of the Democratic Republic of Congo following independence from Belgium. Lumumba held power for just three months before he was executed by a rival with the backing of the American and British governments. They viewed Lumumba as pro-communist because he had requested aid from the Soviet Union. 

	To honor his life, the Soviets founded the university to help nations struggling to emerge from colonialism and to train their future leaders in the communist model. In 1968, roughly two-thirds of the six thousand students came from developing countries in Africa, Latin America, and the Middle East with the rest from the Soviet Union. 

	Enter the Ramírez brothers. To the Soviet students, they made an odd pair, these Venezuelans with absurdly communist names who spoke an archaic form of Russian, thanks to their elderly émigré tutor. On top of that, unlike most of the foreign students who grew up in deep poverty or refugee camps or belonged to persecuted peoples, the Ramírezes hailed from an affluent family and arrived from liberal London. 

	They wore Western fashions, played the latest records, and were spoiled with a generous allowance from their father that permitted them to buy whisky and Champagne from shops that sold goods in dollars. But they were happy to share their wealth and soon made friends. They also found that Soviet women regarded them as quite exotic and had no trouble picking up girls.

	Despite the Marxist indoctrination they had absorbed since childhood, the brothers found it difficult to adapt to the communist lifestyle. The university, a drab set of grey block buildings in the best of Soviet brutalist architecture, was run like a boot camp. Classes were held six days a week from 9 a.m. to 3 p.m. with the first-year curriculum consisting mainly of Russian language and Marxist culture. Questions by students and class debates were frowned upon. Free time was to be spent attending political and student association meetings, studying or sleeping. Drunkenness was severely punished.

	Used to the freedom of their London life, as well as the Venezuelan culture of festive social gatherings and outgoing, loud, friendliness, Ilich and Lenin balked at the strict rules. Ilich soon gained a reputation for disrupting lessons with questions and comments about discrepancies in the Soviet model on paper and in real life. 

	They were enrolled to study engineering at their father’s behest. He had counselled them against following his footsteps to study law. “Study something useful to society, like engineering,” he had told Ilich since high school. 

	The brothers spent their spare time strumming guitars, chasing girls, and sightseeing in Moscow. They got rip-roaring drunk in bars, crawling back to their dorm in the wee hours.

	They soon became a target of the university’s so-called vice patrol, which made it their mission to catch the Venezuelan rulebreakers in flagranti. One night, the patrol entered the brothers’ room and spotted empty liquor bottles and glasses on a table. A squad member launched a more extensive search and opened a cupboard. To his shock, a naked woman, who appeared to be a sex worker, tumbled out, drunk. On another occasion, upon hearing the patrol coming, Ilich heaved a woman out of the window into six feet of snow below. She hurled verbal abuse at him as the patrol entered.1

	The brothers also had trouble adapting to the stodgy food and the climate, both much worse than London’s. They never seemed able to warm up in the sub-zero cold, and the long dark days of winter were depressing. Alcohol, however, helped on both accounts. 

	At one party, Ilich arrived wearing a traditional Russian outfit with a fur hat and an embroidered tunic-style shirt and carrying a balalaika, a guitar-like instrument. He sat to pick out a tune. Someone had a camera, and he gladly posed for a photo. The picture later made its way to the rector, who was far from pleased. He filed it in an ever-expanding dossier chronicling the Ramírez brothers’ misdeeds.

	It wasn’t long before Ilich and Lenin were summoned to the rector’s office and told to curb their behavior. The rector also lodged a complaint with the brothers’ sponsor, the Venezuelan Communist Party. The head of the party, Gustavo Machado, asked their father to cut his sons’ allowances, saying their behavior partly stemmed from having too much money to spend. Ramírez Navas refused. “My sons have never lacked for anything,” he said. 

	With no change in the brothers’ wayward behavior, Machado later personally met with them on a trip to Moscow to visit party officials, but his pleas to tone it down fell on deaf ears. Another Venezuelan party official, Eduardo Gallegos, also met with Ilich while visiting Moscow with a proposal that Ilich could leave Lumumba and go to Bucharest to be the Romanian VCP representative. Ilich replied that he wasn’t going anywhere without Lenny. Besides, he had found an intriguing new interest.

	A Palestinian Christian student from Jerusalem had asked Ilich to translate into Spanish a policy document from a group called the Popular Front for the Liberation of Palestine, or PFLP. Ilich had never heard of the PFLP, but as he translated the paper, which was a decision from the group’s latest congress calling for the establishment of a Palestinian state and the end to the Jewish one, it hit home for him. “It was wonderful,” he later recalled.2 
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	Simmering since the creation of the state of Israel in 1947, the Arab-Israeli conflict radicalized dramatically in the late sixties. The catalyst was the Six-Day War in 1967 that resulted in Israel’s defeat of an Arab military coalition comprising forces from Egypt, Jordan and Syria. It resulted in Israel’s annexation of the Gaza Strip, the West Bank and the Sinai Peninsula. Some 355,000 Palestinians from those regions flooded into neighboring Jordan, where they were housed in vast tent camps. They joined the more than 1 million Palestinians who had already fled their homeland to Jordan and Lebanon following the establishment of the Jewish state.

	The Six-Day War was a humiliating loss for the Arab world and forever changed the political landscape. Arab leaders now saw Israel as a formidable foe and became cautious of engaging with Tel Aviv. The Palestinians, who lacked a military and thus relied on the armies of their Arab brethren to help them fight for the return of their homeland, realized they had to undertake their cause on their own.

	Just weeks after the crushing loss, a Palestinian Greek Orthodox  medical doctor, George Habash, founded the Popular Front for the Liberation of Palestine. The PFLP would use a different type of weapon than a military force: subversive violence with the purpose of intimidation as well as destruction. Their weapons would be bombings, hijackings, abductions and assassinations. Their battlefield would be the landscape of daily life. Their credo was underscored by the Marxist-Leninist ideology that was becoming increasingly adopted by radical movements around the world. 

	It was a cheap and simple form of warfare. They didn’t need sophisticated weaponry; bombs were easy to make, and they didn’t need an army, just a handful of committed soldiers. They also had a plentiful supply of recruits from refugee camps who held little hope for their futures and sought a purpose.

	Today the PFLP is considered the foundation of modern terrorism. Up until then, terrorist incidents were small
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