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Introduction

Long life and the practice of terrorism rarely go together. The Venezuelan Ilich Ramirez Sanchez was just twenty-six when newspapers first began calling him Carlos the Jackal and describing him as the World’s Most Wanted Man. He was forty-five when that career effectively came to an end in Khartoum after his Sudanese hosts sold him to the French and delivered him, trussed and sedated, to the aircraft of their invited commando team. He was forty-eight when, following three years in custody, a French court sentenced him to life imprisonment for the first time. That was for thirty seconds of gunplay in a flat in the Latin Quarter’s rue Toullier in 1975, when he shot dead two French security service officers together with an arrested and broken Lebanese accomplice who had reluctantly led them to him. A third officer, the man in charge, survived with a neck wound. Although members of the Direction de la Surveillance du Territoire, as it was then known, were supposed to carry concealed pistols when on active service, they all turned out to have been unarmed.

In December 2011, after seventeen years of incarceration since the Khartoum kidnap, he was back behind a bullet-proof screen in a Paris courtroom, to receive a second life term for the murder of eleven French citizens and the wounding of about 200 others. All were casualties of four bombings that occurred in France in the early 1980s, two on high-speed trains. According to the prosecution they were committed in order to release from French hands one Magdalena Kopp, a German terrorist who, unbeknown to her captors at the time, happened to be Carlos’s lover and subsequently the mother of his daughter. After sentencing he was told he could not expect parole for another eighteen years. If he lives that long, this means he will not be released until he is at least eighty years old. By that time he will have spent thirty-five years of his life behind bars.

In the Palais de Justice it was not the prosecution’s case that he had planted the bombs himself. Their contention was that, in what turned out to be the last decade of the Cold War, he masterminded this carnage from the security of hideouts in Damascus and East Berlin. The evidence against him included transcripts of conversations between Carlos and his accomplices, recorded by Stasi’s ubiquitous hidden microphones as those most obsessive of secret policemen monitored every move of one of their star asylum-seekers. Another piece of evidence was a letter to Gaston Defferre, in 1982 France’s Interior Minister, giving him an ultimatum to release Kopp and the Swiss terrorist accompanying her on a mission to assassinate an Arab journalist who had offended President Hafez al-Assad, founder of Syria’s Alawite dynasty. To make certain that his threat should not be mistaken for a hoax, Carlos took the trouble to place his thumbprints, first obtained off a whisky glass after the Latin Quarter shootings, beneath his signature. Nevertheless, his defence team, paid for by the French equivalent of legal aid, claimed that all the documents, including the Stasi transcripts, were nothing but clumsy forgeries.

At both his French trials Monsieur Ramirez Sanchez, as his judges were careful to address him, declared he was a scapegoat and a victim of accumulated myth. ‘Carlos is here, Carlos is there, he is a Soviet agent, he is making a nuclear bomb to blow up New York,’ he jeered. He has not always been so contemptuous of his press. In 2007 Magdalena Kopp who, after years apart, petitioned for a divorce almost as soon as a French jail provided a permanent address for him, published The Terror Years: My Life with Carlos, a ghost-written autobiography. In it she observed, ‘Carlos created his own myth and is still working on his image.’ Certainly at times he seems to have experienced the kind of symbiotic relationship with the media that the legends of America’s Old West enjoyed with those dime novelists who turned William Bonney into Billy the Kid or a one-time brothel keeper into that paragon of manly virtue, Wyatt Earp – though more serious historians have suggested that, like the DST men at rue Toullier, during the famous gunfight at the OK Corral at least one of his victims was unarmed. In John Ford’s 1962 adaptation of Dorothy M. Johnson’s short story ‘The Man Who Shot Liberty Valance’ it is a journalist who gets the last line: ‘When the legend becomes fact print the legend.’

In real life it would, of course, have been a dim hack who did not realize that the confession he had just been listening to was a sensational scoop, a much more interesting story than recycling the myth. In his lifetime Carlos the Jackal has already been the subject of almost as many films as Billy the Kid (the most expensive starring Ben Kingsley and Donald Sutherland) and has inspired novels by Robert Ludlum and Tom Clancy, as well as non-fiction. Wikipedia’s long entry on the Venezuelan appends a list of them in which this work, first published in 1976 by André Deutsch in London and by Holt in New York, is kindly described as ‘the authoritative biography’.

It was certainly the first. The initial research was done for a 10,000-word, three-part series I wrote for the Observer after the Venezuelan, already notorious as a fugitive from French justice following the rue Toullier shootings, had just directed one of the late twentieth-century’s most memorable pieces of terrorist theatre. Shortly before Christmas 1975, Carlos was the leader of a six-strong team from the Marxist Popular Front for the Liberation of Palestine that stormed the Organization of Petroleum Exporting Countries at its Vienna headquarters, shot dead three people who tried to disarm them, abducted its eleven oil ministers and some fifty of their staff, then negotiated for an airliner to fly their hostages to the Middle East. Eventually they were all released unharmed, probably because the Saudis and the Shah of Iran agreed to pay a king’s ransom for the return of its representatives.

This was the high-water mark of Carlos’s terrorist career. In the years that followed, while the ‘Wanted’ image of his moon face became as familiar as postage stamps, even straying on to T-shirts and at least one record album cover, he would never be personally involved in anything like it again. Long before 9/11 the Venezuelan had been eclipsed. Nothing he did caused as much carnage as the Beirut suicide bombers who in 1983 almost simultaneously delivered two huge loads of explosives to the separate Beirut barracks of American and French troops, killing 299 men in a single day. Yet who remembers – if they ever knew them – the names of those smiling truck drivers? Abu Mazan and Abu Sijaan appear to have been devout and desperate husbands and fathers from the city’s main Shi’ite suburb, but that is about all the information readily available on them. Carlos the Jackal, like Billy the Kid, will probably be remembered long after most people have forgotten exactly who he was or what he did.

Colin Smith

Guernsey, 2012


Prologue

The Vietnam War vintage American M26 grenade had a thin, lemon-shaped metal body lined with pre-fragmented, spirally wound steel coil. Inside was 155 grams of a TNT-based explosive mixture known as Composition B. Once the safety pin had been pulled, and the pressure of the palm on the spring-loaded side lever released, it was designed to go off between four and five seconds of leaving the hand. On detonation it created what its manufacturers called a ‘casualty zone’ for a radius of about fifty feet.

The afternoon of Sunday, 15 September 1974, was a hot one in Paris. On the radio news bulletins, the main item continued to be the occupation of the French Embassy in The Hague by three terrorists belonging to the Japanese Red Army, who were demanding the release of a comrade from a French jail and $300,000 ransom for the ambassador and his staff.

At Le Drugstore, a shopping mall and café in St-Germain-des-Prés, the conversation of a predominantly young clientele was more concerned with clothes, music and each other. By the standards of the venerable Brasserie Lipp next door it would have an ephemeral existence, by the twenty-first century its prime position captured by haute couture. But in those days, to use a violent decade’s most empty-headed adjective, it was undeniably trendy. As franglais as its name suggests, its chrome and glass and polished pine catered more for the slightly older, wage-earning young than for the impoverished student politicos of the Latin Quarter, who could never quite forgive their parents for being too young for les evénéments of 1968. There was a good morning trade of croissant-weary tourists in search of Anglo-Saxon breakfasts, but by the afternoon the customers were mostly French. The café and restaurant section was on the first floor, where there is a balustrade from which you can look down on an arcade of shops, among them a newspaper kiosk. The whole enterprise was owned by Marcel Bleustein-Blanchet, a Jew.

At about 5.20 p.m., Jean-Jacques Debout, a successful popular singer and composer in his mid-30s, walked towards the kiosk to buy cigarettes, then decided the queue was too long and turned back. A couple of minutes later a young man in a grey jacket, thought by two witnesses to be European and by another to be North African, leaned over the balustrade and with an abrupt gesture of his raised arms pulled the pin from an M26 grenade and dropped it among the throng below. Four seconds later the explosion sent pieces of its metal casing and hundreds of its pre-fragmented, spirally wound steel barbs ripping through flesh, bone and plate glass at supersonic speeds.

In the pandemonium that followed, dazed survivors stumbled over some of the more seriously injured in the scramble to get out. The singer Debout had walked away from the tobacco kiosk just far enough to escape hurt and was one of the first at the spot after the grenade had exploded. ‘There were bodies strewn all over the place,’ he said, ‘at the foot of the stairs, under the tables, and yet more looking as though they were cut in two, lying on the devastated counters. I saw a small boy, he was perhaps twelve years old, looking at his left arm with heart-rending disbelief. He had no hand.’

Other witnesses recall how broken glass and blood were all mingled together like a broken jam pot and how the smoke of the grenade still lingered even when the ambulance men were taking the wounded away on stretchers. In all, two young people had been killed and, like the boy who had lost his hand, several of the thirty-four injured would never fully recover. Nobody could remember which way the dark-skinned young man in the worn grey jacket had gone.

At first the police were unwilling to believe that it was a politically motivated crime. They suspected the protection rackets of organized crime. Then a man telephoned the news agencies Agence France-Presse and Reuters and, speaking French with a strong but unidentifiable accent, informed them that the attack was a warning to France and Holland to agree to the demands of the people who had shot their way into the French Embassy in The Hague. ‘If the government does not do what it should we shall attack a cinema next,’ he threatened. After this call somebody found a note in the wreckage of Le Drugstore’s newspaper and tobacco kiosk. It read: ‘Enough of lying Jewish propaganda.’

French investigators were always puzzled by the discrepancies among the witnesses’ descriptions of the terrorist grenadier. They could understand people differing on, say, colour of hair, height, style of clothes worn, but not something as fundamental as race. It was almost ten months before they felt reasonably certain that they had their answer. The bomber was neither European nor North African but a South American called Ilich Ramirez Sanchez, who for the last two years had been running a terrorist network in Paris and London under the nom de guerre of Carlos Martinez.


PART ONE

Ilich


1. Rich Boy in Moscow

Carlos was born Ilich Ramirez Sanchez on 12 October 1949, the descendant of Spanish Conquistadors who, while searching for the lost city of El Dorado, slaughtered or enslaved most of the male Indians they met and took their women as mistresses. In much of South America, even among the middle-class supporters of right-wing governments, Carlos is not at all regarded as a particularly ruthless terrorist and a disgrace to his nationality and continent. Instead, there is a certain pride in his achievement in faraway places.

Some even see him as a liberator in the same mould as the eighteenth-century patriot Simon Bolivar, who led the fight against the Spanish, or Mexico’s Zapata and Pancho Villa, or the asthmatic doctor from Argentina, Che Guevara. Typical of the treatment he got in the local press when his identity was first revealed was an editorial published in Caracas’s right-wing daily, Two Thousand and One, which, while not approving of his methods, said he was comparable to both Bolivar and Francisco de Miranda who plotted the overthrow of the Spanish Empire while exiled in London. Here, they said, was another Venezuelan who ‘goes around the world fighting’.

The family roots of this liberator are in the town of San Cristóbal, founded 400 years ago, the capital of the state of Táchira on the Colombian border. It is a rainy town of old colonial churches and a small bullring, 3,000 feet up in the mists of the Venezuelan Andes. Over the years it has governed a state that has bred a succession of hard, ambitious men who have descended from the mountains to fall on the softer people of Caracas, 500 miles away over the plain, and impose their will on the entire country. Sometimes they have been pig-eyed tyrants such as General Marcos Perez Jimenez, who ruled Venezuela for much of the 1950s in a white uniform with gold epaulettes, receiving gigantic bribes from the oil companies and torturing his opponents to death. Others have been men like Carlos Andrez Perez, who started well but who in 1994 was impeached for corruption and put under house arrest. Despite its occasional turmoil and restless military, for thirty years or so Venezuela has enjoyed an independent judiciary that is the envy of much of Latin America.

In common with many mountain peoples, the inhabitants of Táchira are also noticeably more religious than the easy-going Venezuelan plainsmen. Altagracia Ramirez, Carlos’s father, who was born on a ranch half an hour’s drive from San Cristóbal, was himself going to be a Catholic priest. From 1930–32, during his early teens, he studied with the French Eudist fathers at the local seminary of St Thomas Aquinas until, as he grew into manhood, the discipline became increasingly irksome and he realized that he had no vocation. Instead he decided to study law, and in his early twenties went to Bogotá, the capital of neighbouring Colombia, to attend the university there.

It was here, as war was breaking out in Europe, that his political ideas were formed. He came under the spell of Jorge Gaitán, the great populist leader whose subsequent murder plunged Colombia into bloody civil war in which hundreds of thousands died and from which the country has never properly recovered. More lasting still was the influence of Gustavo Machado, a leading figure of the then outlawed Venezuelan Communist Party (PCV), who was living in exile in Bogotá. He ran a bookstore there that had become a favourite meeting place for many left-wingers. Ramirez said that it was Machado, who was eventually to return to his country as leader of a legalized PCV, who turned him into a Marxist, although for some reason not even during those early, uncomplicated days could he ever quite bring himself to take the plunge and join the Party.

In an interview published in the Observer in January 1976, shortly after his son had masterminded the kidnapping of the OPEC oil ministers in Vienna, he explained his political philosophy:

I was pro-Soviet up to the time of Khrushchev, but now I think that the Communist parties have become conservative. Today my sympathies are with the extreme Left. Perhaps I’m more drawn towards Peking, but I don’t understand, for example, how Mao’s revolutionary China maintains relations with Pinochet and the other butchers in Chile.

The change from the capitalist system to the socialist system is only possible through armed struggle. So philosophically and politically I am in total agreement with my son Ilich – although we may diverge a little on strategic matters.



Physically, they diverged quite a lot. There was not much facial resemblance: around the ears and nose perhaps, but the father had a long, aesthete’s face, while Ilich, before the plastic surgeons removed his jowls in a simple facelift operation, had a much rounder, Indian’s face, with thicker lips. Nor, of course, were the differences entirely skin-deep. His father was a talker and something of a philosopher but, despite his deeply felt convictions, even as a young man he never managed and probably never wanted to jump that last fence which divides talkers from men of action.

Dr Ramirez, in his sixties when he first spoke to the press about his son and now deceased, was the first to admit that he was not of the same belligerent cast of mind as Ilich. His Marxism had not stopped him becoming, by South American standards, a rich man. After finishing his law studies in Caracas at the Central University of Venezuela he set up as a lawyer in a small conveyancing practice and rapidly started to get involved in property deals himself. He had what he liked to call ‘unexpected strokes of luck’, and by the mid-1970s was certainly a dollar millionaire.

When still a young lawyer he married Elba, a gregarious young woman from his home town who was religious enough to like the idea of a spoilt priest, although she never allowed her Catholicism to interfere with her partying. They had three sons, all of whom were named after Lenin. Ilich was born in Caracas in 1949, Lenin in 1951 and Vladimir in 1958. Shortly after Vladimir was born, the marriage began to break up and for the next three years Elba and her three young children, all generously supported by Dr Ramirez, went on what amounted to an extended safari around the Caribbean.

In 1958 it was Mexico. Then came five months in Jamaica for Carlos and Lenin to learn English (Vladimir, the baby, could hardly speak Spanish), followed by trips to Colombia, Florida, back to Jamaica and then finally back home to Venezuela in 1961. All the time the boys had the best tutors money could buy, paid for by their father, who would occasionally fly in for a visit. Surprisingly, Dr Ramirez insisted that despite his Marxist convictions the family was never sent to Cuba, which from January 1959 was the greatest education of them all, with a victorious Dr Castro telling his people nightly how good it was going to be in televised spectaculars that went on for hours and hours. But relations between Cuba and Venezuela were particularly bad at this time, and visa problems may have been insurmountable.

Ilich’s political education began in 1963 when, after two years at a private school, he was enrolled in the Colegio Fermin Toro, Caracas’s biggest state school. It was a time of great unrest in the country. The dictator, Perez Jimenez, had not long been overthrown and the liberal government of President Romulo Betancourt was threatened from both right and left. Children from the school frequently participated in stone-throwing street demonstrations supporting the Venezuelan Communist Party, which had been banned for its support of anti-Betancourt guerrillas in the countryside.

‘Bullets are the only thing that makes sense,’ Ilich was fond of telling his friends at the time. He was a plump boy, not much good at sports, and was nicknamed ‘El Gordo’ – ‘the fat one’ – by the family. His younger brother Lenin, dark-skinned with black, curly hair, was called ‘El Negrito’.

In the summer of 1966, when Ilich was almost seventeen, Dr Ramirez decided that it was time his sons got to know the Old World and he agreed to maintain his wife, whose religious beliefs would never allow her to divorce him, in a flat in London where the boys could continue with their education. Ilich and Lenin attended an exclusive crammer called Stafford House. Other celebrities among its alumni include Margaret Thatcher’s daughter Carol and Charlie Chaplin’s son Michael. Ilich did not make a good impression. According to Joyce Allsopp, who was principal at the time, ‘He was one of the most undistinguished students we had … I remember his records showed that he did not do much work and was given to airing his opinion when not required.’ Mrs Allsopp recalled that one of his end-of-term reports concluded, ‘He is not as clever as he thinks or imagines. He talks far too loudly and too long.’

‘It would help if he realises that he knows a little less than he thinks he does,’ wrote Hilary King, his English teacher, in another report. For some of his British teachers the Venezuelan came across as a prime example of the kind of utterly indulged and spoilt youth that is so often the product of the worship bestowed by doting Latin or Mediterranean parents on male progeny. Years later he still left a bad taste in Hilary King’s mouth. ‘He was a snide little blighter,’ she told London’s Evening Standard shortly after his capture. ‘He was quite convinced he was God’s gift to everyone. He was podgy and pasty but he was always incredibly elegantly and expensively dressed. He was a cheat and would avoid doing work whenever he could.’

Perhaps it was the distractions. Ilich and Lenin had had quite a sheltered upbringing in Caracas with a father who was quite prepared to turn up at school and fight their battles for them. Now they plunged eagerly into a London then called Swinging. They marvelled at the opportunity to go to the cinema by themselves or to meet unchaperoned girls of their own age, girls with faces covered in make-up, and obviously not virgins. They had hardly settled into their hotel before they rushed off down the Edgware Road to see their first James Bond film. On the radio the Beatles sang ‘Lucy in the Sky with Diamonds’ and ‘Lovely Rita, Meter Maid’, and the miniskirts had never been shorter.

Over the next eight years the Ramirez family occupied a number of flats in the West End of London, roaming from Lancaster Gate to Earls Court Square, then to West Cromwell Road, near the air terminal, and Walpole Street off Sloane Square, before finally moving into Phillimore Court in Kensington High Street. This was in March 1972.

They had a small, two-bedroom apartment that cost about £100 a month. The mother had one bedroom and her three grown sons crammed into the other. It was an elegant block with a grey-uniformed doorman at the front and 1930s Art Deco fittings, all chrome and glass and oyster-shell wall-lights, in the hallway and on the landings. On the first floor there was a recessed roof garden, and in the basement a nightclub called The Sombrero. When the boys were ill or needed inoculations, they were visited by a doctor recommended by the embassy, a Venezuelan called Amoroso Centeno. When Carlos was snatched and there were reports that his captors had injected him with tranquillizers, Dr Centeno’s widow Maria recalled that her husband had once told her that these three brothers with their strange names were all very frightened of needles.

Mr Beet, the doorman at Phillimore Court, also got to know the Ramirez boys well. Very well spoken, he thought they were. The eldest two, ‘Ili’ and ‘Lenny’, were always soberly dressed in navy-blue blazers and suits while Vlad, who was attending St Marylebone Grammar School and playing soccer in a Jewish boys’ league, wore either school uniform or the jeans and platform-soled shoes in keeping with his age group. More in keeping with his brothers’ age group too, if you ask me, thought Mr Beet, who considered their dress sense eccentrically middle-aged; but the elder boys never became as anglicized as Vlad, who was an ardent supporter of Chelsea Football Club.

The Ramirez family had been hardly a year in London before Dr Ramirez came over from Venezuela to see if his two elder sons would not be better off in France. He never really explained why he did this. Despite his politics he appeared to be a very conservative man in some ways, and perhaps he felt that London, which judging from some of the news stories appearing abroad at the time must have seemed a totally frivolous place, held too many distractions.

Shortly after his arrival in Europe the lawyer accompanied Ilich and Lenin on a visit to the Sorbonne University, where he was no doubt impressed by the seriousness with which young Frenchmen viewed their politics. He was still trying to decide whether to send his sons there when, a couple of hours before dawn on 18 March 1968, some of these serious young Frenchmen blew in the plate-glass windows of the Paris offices of Trans World Airlines, the Chase Manhattan Bank and the Bank of America, as a protest against the United States’ involvement in the Vietnam War. By the end of the week five students had been arrested for the bombing and the seeds sown for the great French students’ revolt of May 1968, which nearly toppled De Gaulle from power. Once the blazing barricades were up and the pavés and CS grenades were flying, Dr Ramirez decided that Paris was no place for his boys. Instead, he thought it a much better idea to send them to Moscow.

The problem was, how? Although he was a confirmed Marxist, the lawyer had never joined the Communist Party, and he understood that it was necessary for the Party to sponsor all applications for admission into Patrice Lumumba Friendship University, named after the fallen socialist hero of the Congolese civil war of the early 1960s. Eventually, a Venezuelan friend in London gave him the name of an official at the Soviet Embassy there who was responsible for educational affairs.

Dr Ramirez very well remembered his visit to the Russian Embassy in Kensington Palace Gardens, not far from the flat in Phillimore Court: ‘When we arrived, the man, this official, explained that scholarships were normally awarded for higher study in Moscow through local Communist parties, and asked whether we were members of the Venezuelan Communist Party. I said we had not been, were not and never would be. Nevertheless, he said that he would see what he could do and would let me know.’

It seemed, at best, a very inconclusive interview, yet a few months later, presumably having checked the family out with the PCV in Caracas, the embassy in London wrote to say that the brothers’ application had been successful. However, there were still problems. They were sent all the papers for Lenin, but none for Ilich.

In the meantime, both boys were sent to learn Russian from an elderly Russian émigré who became a nun rather late in life while she was teaching at Cambridge. Mother Alexia Hackel left Russia in 1922 and lived with her husband in Germany until 1939, when she came to England alone just before the outbreak of war. Her husband intended to follow, but he was trapped there by the onset of hostilities and died in Germany in 1951. Shortly after his death she became a nun under the personal supervision of the Orthodox Archbishop Anthony Bloom, but as there were no Orthodox nunneries in England, she lived an open life and continued her teaching. (She wore her habit when she returned to London from Cambridge, where it was not felt to be the done thing.)

Towards the end of her life – she died in 1969 – she rented rooms for teaching her language classes in the Holland Park area of West London, travelling up there each day from her suburban home near the Botanical Gardens in Kew. Her son, Sergei Hackel, who became an Orthodox priest, remembers his mother talking of the two Venezuelan brothers who came to her for lessons three times a week. He recalls that she thought them both good pupils, but found Ilich particularly keen, as if learning the language was the most important thing in his life.

Autumn arrived and the academic year was due to start, but still Ilich’s documents had not come through. Every time his father telephoned the embassy he was told that they would be ready ‘soon’, that it was up to Moscow, that they must be patient and wait. He became afraid to push too hard, in case they grew annoyed and cancelled his son’s place at Patrice Lumumba altogether.

In the end, Lenin set off alone with his scholarship documents, determined that he would be able to assume the older boy’s role for once and get everything sorted out for his big brother. When he got to Moscow he found that the authorities were astonished that his brother was not with him. The whole delay, it seemed, boiled down to some administrative error, and within three weeks of his younger brother’s arrival in Moscow Ilich’s papers turned up in London. They came just in time, for Ilich, never renowned for his patience, was beginning to think of applying elsewhere.

The Ramirez brothers found the working routine at the university extremely rigorous. They were given just one year to bring their knowledge of Russian up to a standard that would enable them to master a university science course. Their weekly work routine normally consisted of six hours of lectures from 9 a.m. to 3 p.m., six days a week, with preparation and extra laboratory work taking up much of the rest of the day. Not only had the boys to bring their Russian up to scratch but they also had to accustom themselves to the sub-zero Moscow winter and the food. Lenin in particular found the food very difficult, and for a long time he lived off a diet consisting of almost nothing but eggs.

The brothers shared a room with a Nicaraguan student they were friendly with and, accompanied by him and other Latin American freshmen, set out on expeditions around the city. Both found the average Muscovite a very appealing character. It seemed to them that when it came to friendliness and generosity towards strangers, he had somehow retained the virtues of the peasant and had far less of the cynicism normally associated with the citizens of many Western capitals.

As was customary at the university, the two Venezuelans joined a few dozen of their compatriots in the Association of Venezuelan Students. This in turn was a member of the Association of Latin American Student Associations; three more of these umbrella associations existed for the African, Asian and Arab contingents.

At that time these national associations played an important part in the running of Patrice Lumumba. They were usually led by students quite obviously destined to become important people in their country’s Communist Party and who saw their function at the university chiefly as being concerned with the morale and discipline of their national group. There were constant exhortations to work even harder, to postpone the attractions of social life, to participate only in approved university politics and to eschew private excursions along unapproved political roads (i.e. Trotskyism, Maoism, Titoism). Informers were encouraged.

It is now that a haze begins to fall across the life of Ilich Ramirez. Hardly noticeable at first, it gradually blurs the image so completely as the narrative gaps widen and all the inevitable questions arise that we quite suddenly reach the moment of metamorphosis and Ilich – ‘El Gordo’ – becomes the terrorist Carlos Martinez. What we can be sure of is that after their first six months at the university the Ramirez brothers, particularly Ilich, began to follow in a most ostentatious way all those paths guaranteed to incur the greatest displeasure of the authorities.

Dr Ramirez, ever the doting father, regularly augmented his sons’ scholarship money, so it was easy for them to afford a better social life than many of their fellow students. With the added attraction of Western clothes, records and cigarettes, the brothers found no lack of girlfriends, particularly among the Russian girls for whom a Latin American was considered something of an exotic catch. In addition to this, Ilich and Lenin began to make it perfectly obvious that they were not attracted to the type of extra-curricular political activities the authorities organized.

At first the more priggish of their fellow students tried to straighten them out, but the brothers just shrugged off their criticism with explanations that they were not members of the Venezuelan Communist Party and therefore did not feel obliged to behave like good little Communists. The Ramirez brothers were part of a faction among their country’s students who supported the Venezuelan guerrilla leader Douglas Bravo, whom the Soviets regarded as nothing more than a Trotskyite adventurer. Naturally, these rebel causes and dolce vita attitudes did not go unremarked. On one occasion a leading member of the Venezuelan Communist Party asked Dr Ramirez to stop his sons’ allowance. The lawyer refused. Then Ilich was found among a group of students arrested for taking part in an unauthorized demonstration outside a foreign embassy that no longer approved of its nationals attending the Patrice Lumumba.

Although Ilich was let off with a reprimand, the demonstration seemed to mark a watershed in his relationship with his political tutors. Together with a capacity for putting girls and drink before his studies, it played a large part in his being sent down from Patrice Lumumba the following year for failing to achieve the standards of discipline that the Party expected of its guest students.

He was now almost constantly at loggerheads with the authorities, irked by their requests that he should attend political meetings in the evenings, see fewer girls and go to fewer parties and restaurants. He began to spend a lot of his time in the company of Arab students, many of them Palestinians. He found the latter particularly attractive. This was only two years after the Arabs’ humiliating defeat in the Six Day War, and the Palestinians were absolutely cock-a-hoop over the successes their fedayeen (as their commando units were called) were having in raids against Israel from bases in Jordan. They were particularly excited by a skirmish known as the Battle of Karameh, which took place in the Jordan Valley in March 1968. An Israeli punitive expedition, crossing the border at Karameh in hot pursuit, had suffered heavy casualties from a detachment of commandos fighting alongside and under the authority of regular Jordanian army units – a point the Palestinians usually forgot to add in their account of the engagement. Nevertheless, it was a fight that did much to restore Arab pride and, by a happy semantic coincidence, ‘Karameh’ is the Arabic word for dignity.

Most of the Palestinians at Patrice Lumumba had gone there as postgraduates, having first been to university in Syria, Iraq or Egypt. Several of them made no secret of their own affiliations to the various guerrilla groups, even the ones who belonged to organizations not supported by Moscow, such as the Popular Front for the Liberation of Palestine (PFLP). A few had fought their way to university from the refugee camps run by the United Nations Relief and Works Agency (UNRWA). The majority were the children of middle-class Palestinian refugees who had settled in the surrounding Arab countries after fleeing homes in Jaffa and Haifa during the Arab–Israeli war of 1948. Since early childhood they had been shown photographs and front-door keys of the abandoned family properties, they could describe in detail orchards and orange groves, churches and mosques they had never seen. All of them seemed filled with such a terrible yearning to achieve their inheritance that everything else was of secondary importance.

The Palestinians excited Ilich. A real guerrilla war was being waged across the muddy red waters of the Jordan and along the Lebanese border. Some of these young men had friends who had already been killed, and they themselves were anxious to be martyrs for the cause. They found the university’s political meetings very boring indeed. Like Ilich back at Fermin Toro, they thought that bullets were the only things that made sense.

One fine June morning in 1970 the Ramirez brothers and another Venezuelan student, a youthful alcoholic, were summoned in turn to the rector’s office and given their marching orders. A score of people concerned with the running of the university, including dour-faced representatives of the Russian trade unions who are its official patrons, were seated around a large wooden table. One by one the recalcitrant students were called before them. Each was read a list of his misdemeanours, the time and place carefully noted from the minute observations that had been entered in his personal file. Everything was there: restaurants they had got drunk in, unflattering remarks about their lectures, the dates of political meetings they had cut, even, rather ungallantly, the names of girl comrades whose studies they had disrupted. And in Ilich’s case, of course, there was his arrest for ‘hooliganism’ during the demonstration the year before.

In accordance with the established procedure, representatives of the various student organizations witnessed this drama. When a Venezuelan among them tried to intervene on their behalf, pointing out Lenin’s good marks in Russian, he was told to keep quiet lest he find himself earning black marks on his own account. From the KGB’s point of view the beauty of the occasion was that there were present at least a dozen foreign witnesses who, in the years to come, would be able to swear with the greatest sincerity to the odium in which the Soviet authorities held Ilich Ramirez Sanchez.

‘By all accounts he was a bright young fellow,’ recalled Oleg Kalugin, a former KGB general and Soviet counter-intelligence chief. ‘He was very keen on girls and spent most of his energies in Moscow going around having a good time. The KGB kept close tabs on him, of course.’ But though the general admitted that selected graduates of Patrice Lumumba were sent to special military training camps where they acquired the black arts useful in creating mayhem, he insists that Carlos was not among them. According to a KGB document which was released in 1992, he was turned down as a potential recruit because of his ‘appalling record as a student’.

Even if this KGB document is true, and not the smokescreen Carlos’s subsequent freedom to operate out of the Soviet Union’s Eastern European empire suggests it could be, the Popular Front for the Liberation of Palestine had no such scruples. The Palestinians who had met Ilich in Moscow thought he had potential. They were right.


2. The Palestinians

‘It was a difficult decision to enter the world of hijacking but the world had to hear our voice’ – Leila Khaled in September 1994, shortly after Carlos’s capture and twenty-four years after her last hijacking.

In the early hours of 11 July 1970 Dr Wadi Haddad, a graduate in medicine from the American University in Beirut, was entertaining Leila Khaled in his third-floor flat in the Katarji building on Beirut’s Muhieddin Elchayat Street. Dr Haddad was Khaled’s immediate boss in the Popular Front for the Liberation of Palestine, the Marxist terror gang led by Dr George Habash, another medical graduate from the American University. Haddad, who was born in Saffad in what is now northern Israel, was in charge of the gang’s foreign operations and was the founder of its policy of attacking Israeli and supposed Zionist targets outside Israel itself. He had already made Khaled, a good-looking young Palestinian schoolteacher, one of the world’s most famous hijackers, but he needed fresh faces to get through the growing number of security checks Western airports were installing. To this end he had enlisted Japanese and German terrorists, who were only too willing to embrace the Palestinian cause in the name of world revolution. International Zionism was to be fought by international terrorism. And a lucrative business it was proving, too. It was already widely rumoured that some airlines were paying Haddad protection money so that their flights could proceed unmolested. They would have done better to take heed of some lines by Rudyard Kipling on this kind of insurance:


And that is called paying the Dane-geld;

But we’ve proved it again and again,

That if once you have paid him the Dane-geld

You never get rid of the Dane.



Just as Saxon England learned to rue the day they paid off Viking marauders, so the airlines found that these latter-day pirates had a habit of coming back for more.

That night in July, with less than four hours before the first streaks of dawn showed above the eastern Mediterranean, Haddad and Khaled were evidently talking of revolutionary affairs, for Samia Haddad, the doctor’s wife, had withdrawn to the main bedroom where their eight-year-old son Hani also slept. Perhaps they were planning the hijack of the El Al flight from Amsterdam that Khaled would attempt in a few weeks’ time. Whatever they were talking about, they found it engrossing enough to keep them there until a few minutes after 2 a.m. It was at that moment that six Soviet-made anti-tank rockets fired automatically by an electronic timing device from a rented room across the street, smashed into the apartment. They found the timer there afterwards, stopped at exactly 2.14 a.m. Two of the warheads spun like Catherine wheels on the floor of the sitting room, scorching oriental rugs as they did so, but they failed to explode and were recovered the following day. The other four went off with a terrible nightmare roar, scattering pieces of white-hot shrapnel about the place.

Haddad had a small cut on his hand, but otherwise he and Khaled were unhurt. Both of them grabbed their guns and stood, uncertain of what to do for a moment, as smoke from fires started by the hot shrapnel started to swirl around them. Then Samia Haddad and Hani staggered in from the bedroom, cut and bleeding and, in Hani’s case, slightly burned. Khaled grabbed the boy and took him up to the American hospital where, according to an account she gave later, a ‘Yankee doctor’ refused to treat the child without payment until Doctor Haddad, whom he recognized as a fellow MD, arrived at the scene.

Nobody had any doubt that agents of Mossad had planted the rockets. At that time the senior ranks of Israel’s secret service still included several men who had themselves been effective terrorists during the Zionist struggle to dislodge the British from the Palestine they had captured from the Ottoman Turks in 1918. The Israelis obviously regarded the PFLP as something more than a minor irritant and dealt with them accordingly. In the summer of 1972 Ghassan Kanafani, a novelist and painter who was the gang’s official spokesman in Beirut, was blown to pieces along with his teenaged niece when Mossad wired a bomb to the engine of his car. The niece was not known to be involved in any terrorist activities; she just chose the wrong day to visit her uncle. A few days later, Kanafani’s successor, one Bassam Abu Sherif (who was later to leave the PFLP to become spokesman for Yasser Arafat), lost his right eye and several fingers and was badly scarred about his face when a book he received through the post exploded in his hands. The book was called Days of Terror.

By this time Haddad had transferred his headquarters to Aden, then capital of the new People’s Republic of South Yemen, a country only recently unshackled from the fast-disappearing British Empire by Harold Wilson’s Labour government where, like Algeria almost ten years before, Arabs who regarded themselves as Marxist revolutionaries had now taken power. As such they were a considerable inspiration to Haddad and Habash, both born into Christian Palestinian families but entirely secular in their politics. How could they know that they were only six short years away from the tidal wave of Islamic revivalism about to be unleashed in Iran – the most far-reaching change in the region since the state of Israel was founded in 1948?

In May 1948 the loudspeaker vans of Haganah, the main faction of the Zionist underground now transformed into a national army, had arrived in Lydda and told the Arab population that the best way to save their skins would be to join the misery of refugees fleeing east towards Jordan. George Habash, later to be described by Senator William Fulbright as one of a ‘new generation of powerful and charismatic leaders’, was twenty-two years old when he heard the Haganah warning, saw their guns, and fled. He and his family walked in a long column of refugees to Jerusalem, where they stayed for a while, thinking they would be home in a few weeks. When it finally dawned on them that the Arabs had lost the war, that the Zionists were not going to be pushed into the sea, that they were not going home, they went, like thousands of other Palestinians, to the Lebanon.

Like Haddad a little later, Habash attended the American University of Beirut – ‘because it had the best medical school in the Middle East’ – and qualified as a doctor there. The AUB, as it is affectionately known, has always been a truly international campus: Americans doing a junior year abroad, Indians, Persians and students from all over the Arab world. But the three main groups are the Lebanese, the Syrians and the Palestinians. Throughout the 1950s and ’60s in cafés like Faisal’s, across the road from the main gate, the students tended to talk politics more than they drank. These were stirring times for the Middle East. The last shackles of European colonialism were being thrown off and the blueprints drawn for whole new societies. Only the homeless Palestinians seemed to be missing out. It was in this atmosphere that the seeds which grew into the PFLP were first sown.

With a Syrian and a Kuwaiti friend, Habash formed a university political society whose ideology was really no more than yet another woolly dream of Pan-Arab unity. By the time they had graduated in 1953 this had developed into the Arab Nationalist Movement (Harakat Al-Qawmiyyin al-Arab), an organization that has played almost as important a role in modern Arab politics as the Ba’ath ideology adopted by Syria and Iraq, although in a far more clandestine way. Another organization it was eventually to spawn at about the same time as the PFLP was the Yemeni National Liberation Front, which seized power from the British in Aden. Hence the special relationship between the PFLP and the government of South Yemen, which allowed the terrorists to set up their military headquarters there.

In the late 1950s the main plank of the ANM was the need for a scientific and technological renaissance throughout the Arab world. In this it differed in emphasis at least from the Ba’ath party, then emerging in Syria under its leader Michael Aflak and preaching a hybrid of socialism and Arab unity. They were to be the ANM’s principal ideological rival for the next decade. The Islamic revival was only a few years away, but at that time Arab radicals still looked to the Occidental world for their inspiration and, among most of the educated young, both the ANM and the Ba’ath easily eclipsed the old Muslim Brotherhood.

Gradually ANM cells began to form all over the Middle East, including the Libya of King Idris – then a poor country, its oil lying undisturbed under the sand – Saudi Arabia and Kuwait, which was still under British rule. At the same time the movement began to lean more and more towards the Left, although it firmly rejected Arab Communist parties as reformist in nature and far too beholden to Soviet foreign policy. (It was not all that long since the Kremlin had performed a 180-degree turn and stopped supporting the Israelis.)

The man who excited Habash and his Beirut café friends at the time was Gamal Abdul Nasser, whose defiance of the Anglo-French intervention at Suez in 1956 had won the admiration of the Arab world and brought the Soviet Union firmly down on the Arab side. Nasser seemed to think that, with Russian support, he could build up the Egyptian armed forces to such an extent that they could defeat the Israelis in a conventional war in which the Palestinians would play their part. Although with hindsight they were to claim that they had some misgivings about this policy, Habash and his colleagues were very enthusiastic at the time. Agents were sent into Israel and a cell created, but between 1956 and 1967 there was very little guerrilla activity initiated by any of the Palestinians.

The Popular Front for the Liberation of Palestine, coded ‘P-flippers’ by the less reverential among Beirut’s diplomatic corps, was founded in a spirit of depression after the crushing Arab defeat in the 1967 Six Day War. Nasser’s war machine was then a pile of rusting junk in the Mitla Pass, the Israelis had occupied the West Bank and Gaza, their soldiers were the darlings of the Western world and they looked invincible. By 1968, though, the PFLP had a ration strength of between 2,000 and 3,000, second only to Al Fatah among the various Palestinian guerrilla groups.

From its inception the PFLP has been firmly Marxist-Leninist in its ideology, believing that the monarchies of Jordan and Saudi Arabia are just as much ‘tools of imperialism’ as the Israelis. Because of this they did more than any other fedayeen organization to bring about the fierce street fighting between King Hussein’s Bedouin troops and the Palestinians in Amman during ‘Black September’ 1970, a battle that Arafat had done his best to avoid.

Habash was away on a tour of China and North Korea at the time on an arms-buying mission, but he knew what was going on and must take most of the blame for what proved to be a tragic miscalculation. The PFLP honestly believed that the Iraqis, who had an armoured brigade stationed in Jordan as part of the common Arab front against Israel, would come in on their side, thus tipping the balance and forcing the king either to make peace on terms extremely favourable to the fedayeen or to abdicate. They also expected that the Syrian-trained and -equipped Palestine Liberation Army (PLA) which, although manned by ethnic Palestinians from the 1948 exodus, was really no more than a regular unit of the Syrian Army, would descend on the Jordanians from the north. Instead, the Iraqis simply stepped aside and awaited developments while the PLA’s armoured column was ambushed by Hussein’s Arab Legion. No doubt the threat of Israeli intervention prevented any further Syrian or Iraqi action.

In twelve days of street fighting in Amman about 2,000 Palestinian fedayeen, Jordanian soldiers and civilians from both sides were killed. By the time Nasser, shortly to die of a heart attack, was able to arrange a ceasefire, the power of the fedayeen in Jordan had been almost totally crushed. The last vestige of Palestinian resistance ended in July the following year when, after a brief fight, demoralized groups of fedayeen waded across the Jordan and surrendered to Israeli patrols rather than remain in the Hashemite kingdom. It was not until the eve of the Lebanese civil war early in 1975 that the Palestinians could be said to have regained the military strength they had in Jordan six years before.

Everybody in Amman during the early summer of 1970 knew that trouble was coming. It was a foretaste of what was going to happen in the Lebanon, where a strong Palestinian armed presence was also getting out of hand. There had been armed clashes between Palestinian guerrillas and the army. They wandered around Amman as if they owned it – which in a way they did, for modern Amman had been built on the enterprise of refugees who arrived there in 1948 and 1967. Boys hardly out of puberty with excited eyes levelled shiny new AK-47s at foreigner and Jordanian alike to demand money for the cause. In the border areas Jordanian villagers had been killed and property destroyed during Israeli reprisal raids. The army, sickened by largely undeserved taunts from Palestinian boy-soldiers about the fall of Jerusalem and the loss of the West Bank (for the Jordanians fought better than any Arab army in 1967), were spoiling for a fight. The king was finding it increasingly difficult to restrain them. A tank commander in a unit he inspected shortly before the fighting started flew a bra from his radio aerial to protest about being treated ‘like a woman’. Then, as the situation continued to deteriorate, Dr Wadi Haddad organized a guerrilla theatre, his ‘Big Show’ which provided the final provocation.

In the space of a single week the PFLP successfully hijacked four aircraft, flew one to Beirut and Cairo and ordered the rest to land on an abandoned Second World War landing strip, known as Dawson’s Field, in the Jordanian desert. One of the three aircraft pirated to Jordan belonged to Swissair and the other two to Britain and the United States – Hussein’s most important political backers.

El Al planes had been regarded as legitimate military targets for some time, but it was Dr Haddad who first conceived the idea of putting pressure on Western governments, and sometimes swelling the PFLP coffers with his Danegeld, by either hijacking or sabotaging aircraft belonging to the national airlines of the West, particularly flights bound for Israel. (However, it was a splinter group of the PFLP, the PFLP General Command run from Damascus by former Syrian army officer Ahmed Jibril, which in February 1970 smuggled a bomb operated by barometric pressure aboard a Swissair flight bound for Israel. Forty-seven people were killed.)

At first the hijackers were exclusively Palestinian, and because they were expected to mingle with European air travellers and know their way around international travel centres, they were normally from a middle-class background. They considered themselves the elite of the fedayeen, and tended to look upon their comrades raiding the Israeli border kibbutzim with the benign condescension of all fliers towards the Poor Bloody Infantry.

Leila Khaled, who so narrowly escaped assassination by the Israeli Secret Service when she was in Dr Haddad’s flat, is a fairly typical example. A shopkeeper’s daughter, she was four years old in 1948 when she fled Haifa with her brothers and sisters in a rented car. Eventually the family settled in Tyre in the Lebanon, and she later attended the American University of Beirut, before spending six years teaching Bedouin children at a Kuwaiti elementary school. From her early teens she was a member of the Arab Nationalist Movement, and she joined the PFLP shortly after it was formed in 1967. Khaled first came into the news on 29 August 1969 when she commanded the hijack of a TWA Boeing, which was forced to land in Damascus. Only terrific pressure from the French, British and American governments, plus the International Federation of Airline Pilots, secured the release of the two Israeli passengers on the aircraft. One was a professor of the Hebrew University in Tel Aviv and the other was a man the hijackers believed to be an Israeli intelligence officer serving in an interrogation unit that had been responsible for the torture of fedayeen prisoners.

Khaled’s sex, looks and competence, and the courtesy with which she treated the kidnapped passengers, briefly turned her into just about the best-known Palestinian in the world. But a little over a year later her luck ran out. On 6 September 1970 she was in command of the fifth PFLP team to participate in Dr Haddad’s ‘Big Show’ – the only team that failed. Since this was the first time that one of the PFLP’s foreign recruits was killed, it is worth looking into it in some detail.

Four PFLP terrorists were assigned to an El Al jumbo flying from Amsterdam to New York. Haddad thought the Israelis would be less on their guard against an attack on one of their aircraft on the transatlantic run than on return flights bound for Israel itself. Among the four terrorists was an American citizen called Patrick Joseph Arguello.

Arguello bore all the hallmarks of being a very worthy predecessor of Ilich/Carlos, had he lived. He was the son of a Nicaraguan doctor of medicine who married an American woman of Irish extraction and settled in Los Angeles. Like many middle-class Americans, Arguello’s draft was deferred while he attended college. In 1966, with American involvement in the Vietnam War reaching its height, he graduated as a Bachelor of Arts from University College, Los Angeles. Two years later, still one step ahead of the draft board, he left the country through Mexico and started a postgraduate course at the Nicaraguan University. In 1968 he and another American student gave a lecture on guerrilla warfare there. Then in 1969 he went to Geneva to study for a master’s degree in sociology, and it was probably here that he was recruited by the PFLP. Why this young man chose to become a terrorist on behalf of the Palestinians remains a mystery. All the political energy of most young left-wing Americans at the time was put into opposing their country’s role in south-east Asia. Why Arguello chose to get involved in this other, far more complex question which did not directly involve his country has never been properly explained.

From the very beginning everything went wrong. An El Al official became suspicious of the two dark-skinned men claiming to be Senegalese who seemed particularly anxious that their first-class seats on the flight to New York should be near the cockpit. They gave them back their tickets and told them to try somebody else, which is exactly what they did. Although Schipol Airport police notified all other airlines about the Israelis’ suspicions of the two, they were easily able to get seats on a Pan Am jumbo flight to New York. This was the aircraft hijacked to Beirut and then to Cairo, where it was blown up at the airport.

These two were supposed to meet Khaled and Arguello in the passenger lounge after they had checked in for their flight, but they made no attempt to warn them of their change of plan. They probably feared they were being watched and would give them away. It was because they failed to meet Khaled, the team leader, that they did not have the navigational directions for Dawson’s Field, where the PFLP had specially extended one of the runways to accommodate a jumbo. When they could not find their accomplices in the passenger lounge, Arguello and Khaled, who were posing as two Latin Americans called Enrico Diaz and Maria Sanchez, decided to carry on as planned.

Twenty-five minutes after take-off, Arguello, armed with a pistol and a grenade, and Khaled, who was carrying two grenades wrapped in tissue paper in an outsize bra, went into action. At the security door leading to the cockpit Arguello grabbed a terrified stewardess, put his pistol to her head and ordered the crew to open up. They refused. A steward came up behind the terrorist, seized his gun arm and tried to wrest the weapon away from him; but he fell to the floor, badly hurt, when Arguello managed to squeeze off a shot into his chest. The terrorist went to shoot him again, but the empty cartridge from his last shot had not ejected properly and his automatic was jammed.

What happened next is not entirely clear, and indeed has since become the subject of fierce debate. It is known without a shadow of a doubt that Arguello, still clutching the jammed pistol, pulled the pin from the grenade with his teeth in the best Hollywood manner and rolled it down the aisle of the aircraft towards a tall Israeli security man who had just stood up with a drawn revolver. But the fuse had not been properly set and the grenade failed to explode. At this point Khaled says that two or three Israeli security men plus about the same number of passengers jumped on Arguello, beat him to a bloody pulp, tied him up with ties and belts and then shot him in the back four times. For good measure somebody broke a whisky bottle over his head. The Israeli version is that he was shot once by the tall security man.

Khaled tried to use her own grenades, but, before she could do so, two male passengers had grabbed her. One was pulling her hair and punching her in the face while the other, an elderly American gentleman, prised the grenades from her fists. Then, fighting like a cat, she was tied up with the ties and belts of the other passengers.

Since they were now flying over England, the jumbo made an emergency landing at Heathrow, where ambulances were waiting to take the wounded to hospital. The steward survived his injuries, but Arguello died under an oxygen mask in the ambulance. The British demanded that both the




































PENGUIN BOOKS

Published by the Penguin Group

Penguin Books Ltd, 80 Strand, London WC2R 0RL, England
Penguin Group (USA) Inc., 375 Hudson Street, New York, New York 10014, USA
Penguin Group (Canada), 90 Eglinton Avenue East, Suite 700, Toronto, Ontario, Canada M4P 2Y3 (a division of Pearson Penguin Canada Inc.)
Penguin Ireland, 25 St Stephen’s Green, Dublin 2, Ireland (a division of Penguin Books Ltd)
Penguin Group (Australia), 250 Camberwell Road, Camberwell, Victoria 3124, Australia (a division of Pearson Australia Group Pty Ltd)
Penguin Books India Pvt Ltd, 11 Community Centre, Panchsheel Park, New Delhi – 110 017, India
Penguin Group (NZ), 67 Apollo Drive, Rosedale, Auckland 0632, New Zealand (a division of Pearson New Zealand Ltd)
Penguin Books (South Africa) (Pty) Ltd, Block D, Rosebank Office Park, 181 Jan Smuts Avenue, Parktown North, Gauteng 2193, South Africa

Penguin Books Ltd, Registered Offices: 80 Strand, London WC2R 0RL, England

www.penguin.com
First published as an ebook 2012

This ebook is a fully revised and updated edition of Carlos: Portrait of a Terrorist by Colin Smith, published by André Deutsch (1976) and Mandarin (1995)

Copyright © Colin Smith, 2012
Cover photo © Keystone / Getty Images
All rights reserved

The moral right of the author has been asserted

ISBN: 978-0-24-196302-9


OPS/images/brand.jpg
0

Penguin





OPS/images/cover.jpg
COLIN SMITH

PORTRAIT OF A TERRORIST







OPS/images/9780241963029_CarlosPortraitofaTerrorist_002_IMGX.png






