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Chapter1
The Reluctant Terrorist

By Harvey Schwartz
copyright 2008

From the author
This book arose from a conversation with my father immediately after

I returned from visiting two Saudi detainees at Guantanamo Bay, who I
represented. My father was a sergeant in the U.S. Army during the Se-
cond World War. He was captured shortly after D-Day and imprisoned
by the Germans. I was describing the conditions at Guantanamo Bay and
the treatment my clients had gone through during the five years they
had spent there. He was silent for a moment, then said, ÒHow can our
country treat their boys worse than the Nazis treated me, as a Jew?Ó

1 Ð Israel
The atom bomb that destroyed Tel Aviv might have been manufac-

tured in Pakistan or North Korea or Iran. Maybe it was smuggled out of
the former Soviet Union. It could even have been made in Israel itself
and beenthe bomb the Jewishstatesecretly traded to South Africa before
the Afrikaner government gave way to black majority rule. When it
comes to bombs, especially nuclear ones, it doesnÕtmatter who makes
them or even who delivers them. What mattered was that the bomb
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caused the death of the State of Israel well before its Biblical three score
and ten years of existence.

American specialists estimated the bomb was in the one-megaton
range, based on satellite images showing a crater 1,200 feet across and
nearly two hundred feet deep. The detonation ignited a firestorm fueled
by ruptured gas lines, gasoline tanks, and literally every object that could
burn within a half mile of ground zero. This firestorm, many times more
ferocious than the firestorm caused by the Allied bombing of Dresden,
which killed 100,000Germans, burned every molecule of oxygen within
a mile of the blast and caused hurricane force winds as air rushed in to
replace the air driven high into the atmosphere by the firestorm. Temper-
atures in the Tel Aviv neighborhoods through which the firestorm
flashed were high enough to roast people huddling in basementsand be-
hind stone walls that had stood since Biblical times.

The first sign of the explosion was the enormous fireball that rose over
the center of Israel, creating a glare bright enough to burn out the retinas
of people twenty miles away. Half a million people, most of them Jews
but also tens of thousands of Palestinians, were killed immediately or
died within a few days. The radiation cloud was spread by cool Mediter-
ranean breezes blowing inland and north through IsraelÕsbest agricul-
tural region, an areacreated from desert by generations of Jewish settlers
during IsraelÕs brief life span.

Israel was cut in half by the bomb. Following contingency plans writ-
ten three dozen years earlier and modified year by year as IsraelÕsneigh-
bors swayed from sworn enemies to secret ally and back again, the Is-
raeli air force was in the air within minutes of the detonation. Two hours
later, their fuel exhausted and no enemy aircraft revealed, the planes
landed on scattered desert airfields, waiting for orders that never
arrived.

Half the Syrian tank crews that stormed through the Golan Heights
died in the furious armored and artillery battle put up by Israel Defense
Force units. With supply lines leading back to a radioactive wasteland,
the Israeli forces depleted their fuel and ammunition and were overrun,
standing helplessly at their carefully emplaced weapons.

Thousands of the surviving Syrian troops died of radiation poisoning
during the next week as their commanders drove them deeper and deep-
er into Israel, roaring through the worst of the radiation in a race to beat
the Egyptians and Jordanians to Jerusalem.Fortunately for the hundreds
of thousands of Israelis in towns and farms in the northern half of the
country, the Syrians were more excited about liberating Jerusalemthan
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the wholesale slaughter of Jews.There would be time for that later, for
those who survived the radiation sickness.

Egyptian humanitarian relief convoys driving across the Sinai
carried tons of food supplies, field medical units and tents. Cairo pro-
claimed its continued allegiance to its friend Israel. It was natural, the
government radio said, that such valuable supplies required military
protection.

For the first time since 1967, Egyptian troops occupied the Gaza Strip.
Perhaps in a hundred years Jews will memorialize the millions who

were slaughtered by one army or another. Or the thousands who died
fighting to their last bullet rather than give up their homeland. If there
are Israelis in a hundred years, however, they will be descendants of
those who managed to flee to the port of Haifa, where every craft that
could float was crammed with hysterical people old enough to remem-
ber the last Holocaust or young enough to fear the next. The eastern
Mediterranean swarmed with ships with no destination except Òaway.Ó

Doors slammed shut. No nation wanted hundreds of thousands of
refugees who had no home to return to, especially as oil-rich Arab coun-
tries warned of petroleum reprisals against any nation providing com-
fort to the Jewish Òcriminals who stole Palestinian land.Ó

The Stateof Israel ceasedto be at the start of the second decade of the
Twenty-First Century. The only certainty to follow the Tel Aviv bomb
was that the wheel of violence would take one more turn and that this
bomb would be answered by more yet to come. The nation died and the
Jewish terrorist, yet another stereotype for GodÕschosen people, re-
turned to the world stage.

<
!ÑEndFragment-->
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Chapter2
Israel

Three days after the bomb, only the depths of the Negev Desert
remained under Israeli control. A half dozen aging F-16 fighter-bombers
provided support for the tank battalion on maneuvers there at the time.
Lt. General Gideon Hazama ordered a defensive ring formed around a
concrete dome rising out of the desert at a spot known as Dimona, the
location of IsraelÕs intentionally worst kept secret.

Hazama, two air wing commanders and the Minister for Cul-
tural Affairs, Debra Reuben, who had been on an inspection tour of
Southern Negev settlements, gathered in a conference room buried fifty
feet below the sands.

ÒWehave no discretion in the matter. The debate took place
years ago when the plans were formulated, precisely so this debate
would not have to take place now,Ó Reuben lectured to the men seated
around her. As the highest-ranking Israeli government official surviving,
or at least in a position to exercise a government function, Reuben felt
the weight of generations of pioneers, soldiers, diplomats and politicians.

Debra Reuben looked like a person who would be staggered by
the weight of a well-fed sparrow landing on her shoulder. After surviv-
ing fashionable high school anorexia on Long Island in New York, sheÕd
grown into the type of woman who could seeexactly where on her hips
a bowl of Ben & JerryÕsCherry Garcia took up residence,and then spend
the next week exercising it away. The obligatory Sweet Sixteen nose job
gave her GidgetÕsfeatures. Her hair was colored throughout so much of
her life that she couldnÕt name her natural color on the first try. At
present, it was a startling red.

Her appearance was deceptive.
Debbie ReubenÕsobsessionwith Israel had separatedher from her girl-

friends at Great Neck High School. From her early days attending
Hebrew School at Temple Beth Shalom and through her teenageyears as
a leader of the Temple Youth Group, the story of young European Jews
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fleeing oppression to settle in the desert, learning to farm, learning to
fight, creating their own government, had triggered a response Reuben
found difficult to explain. Compared with what she saw in her parents
and their friends, with what she saw in herself and her friends, these Is-
raeli Jews seemed larger, stronger, heroic. Mythical super Jews.

I can do that, too, sheÕdthought. Sheexpected her future would be in
Israel. Her parents smiled and nodded, confident she would outgrow it,
if only sheÕd meet the right boy.

They were wrong. Golda Meir, IsraelÕsfirst, and only, woman prime
minister, a woman with features so prominent she looked as if sheÕd
already been carved in stone at twice life size, would have shaken her
head in wonder to see tiny Debra Reuben holding the tattered reins of
power over the Stateof Israel. Golda would have smiled, though, to see
the stiff-backed soldiers biting any response to ReubenÕs harangue.

ReubenÕsrise to cabinet rank was viewed by most Israelis as a
fluke, the kind of compromise that pleased nobody but was common in
the hothouse of Israeli politics. She had been a producer of television
documentaries for the New York City CBS affiliate until a dozen years
earlier, when she vacationed in Israel following a failed engagement to
her on-again, off-again college heart throb, decided it was time to stop
resisting what sheÕdexpected would be her fate all along and stayed in
Israel. She found work in Israeli television, where she earned a reputa-
tion for integrity with her American brand of investigative reporting.

When a neutral but publicly respected person was needed to
round out a coalition cabinet, her name was proposed as somebody few
people would object to. To nearly everyoneÕssurprise, she took her new
position seriously, worked hard and earned a grudging respect.

She freely admitted she knew nothing about military strategy and, in
fact, would have beenhard put to load and fire a simple Uzi pistol. Non-
etheless, as a cabinet minister sheÕdbeen briefed about IsraelÕsfunda-
mental contingency plan. That General Hazama was in a position to take
orders from her was typical of the tragedy of IsraelÕs final days.

It was doubly ironic that she played the role of the hard-nosed
militant while Hazama and one of the two Israeli Air Forcepilots argued
against following orders from a nonexistent central government. The
second air force officer observed the debate silently.

ÒDo I have to repeat the decision made by our government years
ago?Ó Reuben asked the tired men.

ÒIf the fall of Israel is inevitable, Rule Number One is that the
weapons can not fall into enemy hands. If all else is lost, they are to be
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detonated in place. The loss of the Negev is a small price to pay to pre-
vent the future blackmail of whatever Jewish state eventually reestab-
lishes itself.

ÒRuleNumber Two is that if an atomic weapon is used against
Israel, our weapons are to be deployed, immediately, against the capital
city of the country that attacked Israel.

ÒRuleNumber Three is that if any devices remain unused they
are to be safeguarded and removed for future use.

ÒThedevices were constructed for use in the present situation. If we
donÕtuse them now, the next time the Stateof Israel is in a position like
this our enemies will assumeweÕllback down again,ÓReuben preached
to the men, not truly believing she was saying what she was saying. An
image of her father came to mind, her father whoÕdspent most of last
weekÕstelephone call complaining about problems with a supplier for
the purchase of ten thousand zippers, whenever he could squeeze a
word around her motherÕsworries about whether strawberry cheesecake
was too heavy a dessert for Saturday eveningÕsdinner party. Now, a
week later, she, nice Debbie Reuben, former editor of the Great Neck
High School newspaper, was trying to convince IsraelÕsremaining
armed forces to drop atomic bombs on Cairo and Damascus.

That Israel had nuclear weapons was an open secret, assumed
by the intelligence servicesof all the major powers and feared, to varying
degrees,by her neighbors and enemies. IsraelÕsproblem had not been in
designing the bomb. It was no surprise that the Manhattan Project, des-
pite the wartime frenzy to complete AmericaÕssecret weapon, had to
shut down for Yom Kippur, the most holy of Jewish holidays, becauseso
many scientists there were Jews.The problem was that atom bombs were
expensive.

IsraelÕsreal secretwas not that it had nuclear weapons, but that it had
so few. As early as 1952, IsraelÕstop leadership decided that only the
atomic bomb could put teeth in the new nationÕsbedrock principle of
Òneveragain,Ónever again another Holocaust. Israel did what was ne-
cessaryto develop a nuclear industry, primarily by building its secretre-
actor at Dimona, side by side with an even more secret underground
uranium enrichment plant. But the Manhattan Project had strained even
AmericaÕsvast wartime resources.Years of siphoning ten percent of its
military budget into the Dimona desert left IsraelÕsleaders shaking their
heads,wondering if they were paying too high a price for a weapon they
doubted they would ever use.
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Israel realized it was not the atom bomb that gave the country
protection, it was the fear in Arab hearts that Israel had and would use
the bomb. It turned out to be less expensive to convince the world that
Israel had a stockpile of hundreds of hydrogen bombs than to actually
build the bombs. For deterrence, pretend bombs carried as much of a
wallop as the real thing.

IsraelÕsbest kept secretwas that what the world was led to be-
lieve was the best kept secret - its stockpile of hundreds of nuclear
weapons - was a well crafted story. IsraelÕsnuclear stockpile was his-
toryÕsgreatest Potemkin village. The schemeincluded hints dropped by
Israeli physicists to their American counterparts. It included a carefully
staged disclosure to British tabloids by a man thought to be a dis-
gruntled former employee at the uranium enrichment plant, complete
with photographs of the plant he ÒsmuggledÓout of Israel, given the
greatest authenticity by a seeming secretschemeto lure him out of Eng-
land to Italy, where he was ÒcapturedÓby Israeli agents, placed on trial
and held in prison for revealing IsraelÕsgreatest secret. Israeli marines
training with U.S. Navy Seals whispered hints about suitcase-sized
bombs already smuggled into capitol cities throughout the Middle East.

The secret within the secret within the secret was that after
building four bombs, Israel ran out of money. One was tested in the Indi-
an Oceanwith the cooperation of South Africa, a test the Israelis allowed
an American Velas spy satellite to confirm. The remaining three were
stored at Dimona.

For two days Reuben had repeated the contingency plans and
the lack of discretion they had about whether or not to implement them
to General Hazama and, particularly, to the two air force pilots. The
problem was that while there was no question that an atomic bomb had
been detonated in Tel Aviv, there was no way of knowing where the
bomb came from. Still, something had to be done, and be done soon, be-
fore time ran out on what was left of the Israeli Defense Force.

ÒThecountry is overrun with Arab soldiers. Palestinians are
slaughtering our people. Tel Aviv and who knows how much of the rest
of the country is a radioactive wasteland. And you, the lions of Judah,
the last remaining arms of the nation, canÕtdecide whether or not to
strike back.ÓReuben,near hysteria from lack of sleep and too much cof-
fee, from the haunting fear that decades of Jewish dreams and Jewish
blood had piled on her and that sheÕdfailed, that somehow the entire
disaster was now her fault, her responsibility, was at her breaking point.
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ÒLet me add, gentlemen, that we canÕthold out here much
longer. One serious attack on the airstrip and any chanceto deliver these
weapons will be lost. Another day, maybe two, and weÕllall be Egyptian
prisoners, or dead. I am now the government of the State of Israel. I or-
der you to load two devices onto aircraft and drop them on Damascus
and Cairo. The planes are to leave in one hour.Ó

Reuben abruptly rose from the table and walked across the
room, gesturing to one of the pilots, the man who had remained silent
throughout the lengthy arguments, to walk with her. Shespoke with the
man in whispers for several minutes, then she returned to the conference
table where Hazama waited.

Shesat down, rested her head in her arms. Shewanted her fath-
er to tell her what to do, her mother to rub her back and say that
whatever she did was right. Instead she fell asleep.

Hazama moved the plastic coffee cup from near her right elbow
so it would not spill. He looked at the two air force commanders. ÒYou,
Damascus,Óhe said slowly, as if he were pronouncing their death sen-
tences, rather than that of millions of others. ÒYou, Cairo.Ó

And the last one, the little one, weÕllhold onto for now, just in
casewe need it later, Hazama thought to himself. He left the room and
supervised the loading of the weapons.

One hour later he gently placed his hand on ReubenÕsshoulder
and slowly shook her awake.

ÒTheplanes are in the air. May God forgive you. May God for-
give us.Ó

Reuben rose from the table, still feeling removed from herself,
as if she were watching from a far corner.

ÒLetÕsload the other device into a truck and get the hell out of
here,ÓHazama said. ÒA boat is waiting in Elath. Where it will take us I
have no idea, but I have a feeling that we are two Jews who will have
few friends in the land of Israel for a long time to come.Ó

The high-flying Saudi AWACs plane detected two small jets fly-
ing low over the Negev, one heading almost due north, the other directly
west. The information was radioed to Riyadh, where it was passedon to
Saudi air defense command. Nothing further was done. Neither plane
was headed for Saudi territory.

ÒProbably two Jews trying to save their hides,Óthe Saudi cap-
tain manning the air defense desk commented to the private who was
pouring him a glass of hot mint tea. They both laughed, regretting more
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the loss of two planes to be added to the Royal Saudi Air Force than the
escape of two more Jews.

The AWACs plane tracked the northbound jet as it flew low off
the Israeli coast,turning eastbefore Beirut. The explosion over Damascus
appeared as a bright glare, just over the horizon to the AWACs pilot sta-
tioned at thirty-five thousand feet.

The westbound Israeli pilot, who had not said a word during
the debate between Reuben and Hazama, crossed the Suez Canal and
pointed his planeÕsnose toward the sand below, skimming just feet over
the dunes.

The Israeli pilot pushed his control stick hard to the left, bank-
ing the plane until now the Red Seawaves reachedup for the belly of the
plane, flying ten feet above the waterÕssurface, heading south, hugging
the coast of Egypt and the Sudan.

Israel will need this weapon later, when we are ready again to
fight for our land. Not yet though, Reuben had instructed him. One
bomb is enough to use for now, sheÕdsaid. And there are still Jews in
Ethiopia who will guard IsraelÕs treasure.

The pilot, the highest ranking black Ethiopian Jew in the Israel
Defense Forces, calculated how far his fuel would carry him and pre-
pared his aircraft for the desert landing heÕdpracticed dozens of times in
training.
<

!ÑEndFragment-->
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Chapter3
Israel

The Tel Aviv bomb stunned the world. The Damascusbomb disgusted
it. An older generation that grew up hiding under their school desks
from Russian atom bombs believed that era in history was, well, was his-
tory. Over with. The new generation that grew up on Bruce Willis
movies in which terrorists had atom bombs but never got to use them be-
lieved the bombs werenÕthistory, but at least were fiction. September11
shook that belief, but the decade of waiting for the second terrorist shoe
to drop pushed those fears into the realm of bad movies.

With the limited exception of American Jews,sympathy for Israel had
dwindled over decades of West Bank closings, bombings and counter-
bombings, Israeli assassinationsof Palestinian leaders, missiles launched
from Gaza into Israel and missiles launched from Israel into the West
Bank. American sympathy dwindled to the point where most Americans
were unsure who the good guys were when it came to Israelis and
Palestinians. We have enough with our own problems, most Americans
thought. By the time of the Tel Aviv bomb, the United Stateswas wal-
lowing in the national post-traumatic stresssyndrome that followed the
humiliating conclusion to the Iraq war. The last thing Americans wanted
was to deliver their sons and daughters into another Middle East
caldron, especially one in which the lines between good guy and bad
guy were not just blurred but, in most minds, were nonexistent.

The Tel Aviv bomb briefly changed that. Hollywood special effects Ð
alien destructo-beams raking Washington Ðpaled in comparison to satel-
lite images of the smoking crater on the Mediterranean shore. The Amer-
ican aid machine that awakened to deal with earthquakes, tsunamis, hur-
ricanes and far-off civil wars geared up to once again to shelter and feed
millions of people with neither homes nor food.

The United StatesSixth Fleet, with the restored battleship New Jersey
and the supercarrier Lyndon Johnson on its first operational cruise,
rounded up its sailors from the streets and brothels of Tripoli, cutting
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short its courtesy visit to the new Libyan government. The fleet steamed
east, breaking out its never-used radiation decontamination equipment,
preparing its sick bays. Doctors on board hurriedly read the manuals on
treating radiation victims, knowing that by the time survivors would be
carried on board the ships, the burn and blast victims would already be
dead.

America was on the way, if only the Israelis could hold out for a few
more days.

Damascus was obliterated before the Sixth Fleet arrived. The Damas-
cus bomb slammed the door of world opinion. In contrast to the dozen
organizations jostling to claim credit for bombing Tel Aviv, no one
claimed credit for bombing Damascus. No one needed to claim credit.
No one but Israel would have done it. At least that was what the world
believed. American Jews,for the most part, made little effort to justify Is-
raelÕsconduct. For too many Americans, Jews or not, the bombing of
Damascus went so far beyond bulldozing Palestinian homes or heli-
copter attacks on Gaza Strip apartment buildings that they could not at-
tempt to rationalize it as an act of a desperate Israel fighting to remain
alive. The Damascusbomb was an act of desperation, a drowning nation
seeking to take an enemy, any enemy, down with it.

Hearts hardened. It was one thing for a crazy religious fanatic suicide
terrorist to use an atom bomb, another for a government to chooseto do
so. Following the example set for them by Jewish-American civil rights
organizations, by the Anti-Defamation League, by Bnai Brith, and most
of all by AIPAC, the American Israel Public Affairs Committee, Americ-
an Muslims stretched their long-dormant political Ð and financial Ð
muscles.This is the ultimate war crime, they said. Israel has gone too far
this time, they said. America cannot tolerate this Israeli outrage, not this
one, not this time. Enough is enough, they said.

The National Security Agency Ð the same organization that
ÒsubstantiatedÓSaddam HusseinÕsweapons of mass destruction Ð as-
sured president Quaid that there was no way Syria could have been re-
sponsible for bombing Tel Aviv. Maybe Iran did it, or perhaps even our
on-again-off-again ally Pakistan, but it was impossible for Syria to have a
nuclear weapons program. The NSAÕssecretmemo to the President was
leaked within hours of delivery and made every front page in the coun-
try. Israel had murdered hundreds of thousands of Syrians, innocent
Syrians, headlines emphasized.

American interest in supporting Israel evaporated.
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When the Sixth Fleet arrived off what had been Israel, they were met
by a high speed Egyptian patrol boat whose nervous captain politely in-
formed Admiral Barons in his comfortable command cabin on the Lyn-
don Johnson that the situation was well in hand, that the best medical
teams were on the sceneand that while the American offer of help was
appreciated, the situation was not nearly as serious as first thought. So
many armed groups were on the scene,however, that it would be best
for the fleet to withdraw before a tragic accident took place.

Admiral Barons, who had lost his son, a Marine lieutenant, in Afgh-
anistan, and his daughter, a Navy SEAL, in Iraq, waited for orders from
Washington. Twelve hours later, the orders were to exerciserestraint but
to act in his best judgment based on the local situation.

Enough young deaths, Barons thought. The fleet withdrew offshore.
Israel no longer existed by the time the Sixth Fleet arrived. The fiercest

fighting was between the Syrians and the Egyptians, each claiming sov-
ereignty over what had been Israel. Palestinian refugee camps in Leban-
on, Jordan and the West Bank emptied as four million people thanked
Allah for the miracle and rushed to claim what was theirs by divine
right. Or at least so much of it as did not glow in the dark from radiation.
<

!ÑEndFragment-->
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Chapter4
Plymouth, Massachusetts

The white glider banked steeply, its forty-five foot long carbon
fiber right wing pointing down at Plymouth Rock, six thousand feet be-
low. Ben Shapiro lay under the blue-tinted canopy nearly flat on his
back, craning his head for the telltale wisp of newly forming cloud that
indicated a thermal, warm air rushing upward, that would float his en-
gineless aircraft higher yet.

Good lift over the shore would make this flight a special one.
Shapiro needed a special flight to take his mind off the events in Israel.

I was born on IsraelÕsIndependence Day, he thought. I never
dreamed I would outlive the country itself.

HeÕdspent the morning sitting in front of the High Definition
plasma television monitor in the conferenceroom in his law office in Bo-
ston, staring at the coverage of refugee ships forced out of harbors in
Greece,Italy and Albania, none of which permitted the desperatepeople
to come ashore.None wanted the burden of caring for tens of thousands
of destitute Jews unlikely to leave because they had no place else to go.

From Israel itself there was no coverage.Newscastersonly spec-
ulated about what was happening when a million vengeful Palestinians
backed by three armies swarmed over the sick and dying remnant of
those Jewswho had neither the will to resist nor the strength to flee. The
total ban on foreign journalists - for their own safety - by the occupying
powers only fueled the worst fears. AljazeeraÕsstark coverageof Damas-
cus showed childrenÕsburned corpses,block after block of leveled build-
ings, demolished schools and hospitals. In contrast, it reported, bomb
damage to Tel Aviv, although serious, was miraculously limited to Jew-
ish neighborhoods. Neighboring troops were providing relief aid to the
Jews who had wisely chosen to remain in Palestine.

ShapiroÕspreparation for a deposition the next day of a Raytheon sales
manager whoÕdfired his administrative assistant after she refused to go
to a motel with him seemed silly in contrast to the news from the
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Mediterranean. And I never even visited there, never will now, Shapiro
thought. Maybe a million Jews dead. Maybe two million. Another mil-
lion in the camps and tens of thousands more in the ships. Must every
generation have its own Holocaust, he wondered. Then the thought
crossed his mind that here he was thinking of himself again. Millions
dead and homeless and IÕm upset that I kept putting off a trip to Israel.

Shapiro knew he had to do something to take his mind off the news,
something that would take all his concentration. ThatÕswhat his sail-
plane was for. No matter how much a next dayÕsjury argument con-
sumed his thinking, so he could not take a shower without the words of
his closing argument forming silently in the back of his throat, he knew
that once he strapped himself into the sailplane and wiggled the rudder
to signal the tow plane pilot he was ready to be pulled into the sky, his
mind would focus on nothing except the aircraft and what was happen-
ing to the air around it.

ÒGoodto seeyou down here again, Ben,ÓWilly (last name unknown
to Shapiro), the glider clubÕstowplane pilot, said when Shapiro pulled
up to the club hanger in his four-wheel drive Mercedes. Willy was a re-
tired airline pilot, never having made it to a major carrier before mandat-
ory retirement at age sixty and air travel cutbacks put him out of work.
He worked for the glider club not so much for the twenty-three dollars a
tow he was paid as for the five minutes in eachtow flight between when
the glider released and when the tow plane landed, when Willy would
loop and spin the Korean War vintage L-19 artillery spotter plane on the
way down to pick up his next tow.

ÒToobad whatÕshappening to your people over there,ÓWilly said.
ÒWho would have thought somebody would be crazy enough to mess
with an atom bomb. Must have killed himself, too, donÕt you think?Ó

Shapiro gave Willy a nod and then a second quick look, surprised but
not upset about the Òyour people.ÓHeÕdnever discussed being Jewish
with Willy, or hardly anybody else for that matter. For him being Jewish
was more a fact of life, like being six feet tall, than anything else. It
wasnÕtas if he ever went to religious servicesor bought Kosher meat for
any other reason than that it somehow seemedmore healthy and tasted
better, not quite organic, but better than supermarket beef. Shapiro re-
ferred to himself as a Ògastronomic Jew,Ó not a religious one. The
thought of a pastrami sandwich with mayonnaise on white bread with a
glass of milk was not sacrilegious, it was abnormal, not the way things
were done. That was the extent of his religious beliefs.
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ÒYeah,too bad, too bad,ÓShapiro muttered. ÒHowÕsthe lift
today, Will? Been up yet?Ó

ÒItÕsdeveloping,Ó Willy answered, looking up at the puffy
white cumulus clouds, a sign of strong rising air currents. ÒAhell of a lot
of traffic out of South Weymouth, though. Never seen it so busy there.Ó

South Weymouth Naval Air Station was a recently reopened
Navy Reserveair basea dozen miles north of Plymouth from which the
Massachusetts Air National Guard flew aging F-15s up and down the
Northeastern seaboard.

Military traffic complicated the basic rule of safety in the sky, the rule
that said, ÒDonÕt worry. ItÕs a big sky and youÕre in a little airplane.Ó

The largest piece of metal in ShapiroÕsglider was the thermos
bottle he carried his Gatorade in. The German-built fiberglass and carbon
fiber sailplane, with its wings only inches thick and its smoothly curved
body, was a better Stealth aircraft than the hundred-million dollar fight-
ers the Air Forcewas so proud of. The glider returned a radar echoabout
as well as a hawk with a bottle cap in its mouth, and its circling flight,
searching for the samerising air currents as the birds used, was a perfect
imitation of a lazy bird of prey. Besides, aircraft radars have a
ÒdeclutterÓfeature that removes objects moving at less than 80 miles an
hour, designed to screen out ground returns from trucks and buses.
Gliders rarely reached that speed.

ÒYour tax dollars at work, Willy,Ó Shapiro said. ÒIf those Reservepi-
lots are up on a Wednesday, you can bet theyÕre getting time and a half.Ó

Shapiro walked slowly around the glider, mentally ticking off
eachof the twenty-seven items on the preflight check list, then kicked the
one main wheel centered under the cockpit and gave each wingtip a
good shake, just to prove once again that the plastic plane would stay to-
gether when he hit the turbulence that marked entry into strong lift.

He opened the rear canopy in the two-person glider and
checked that the safety harness straps were buckled tightly, holding the
seat cushions in place so nothing could get loose in the rear cockpit and
jam the controls. He closed and locked the rear canopy.

The tow pilot carefully ignored Shapiro while he did his pre-
flight inspection. Some glider pilots would chat away while going
through the preflight ritual. Shapiro, Willy learned from experience,
treated each stage of the inspection like a surgical procedure, counting
the number of threads showing beyond the safety nuts on each connec-
tion. This attention to detail paid off in the courtroom for Shapiro and
was carried over into every aspect of his life, including what was
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supposed to be recreation. His wife joked that he planned their vacations
down to making reservations at gas stations every 375 miles, knowing
his car got 400 miles to a tank.

This to a woman who never turned off a light or closed a draw-
er, who tossed away the cap when she opened a new tube of toothpaste,
seemed to be a foible in her husband she categorized as one of those
ÒJewishthingsÓ about him caused by a compulsive mother, things she
sometimes found enchanting but usually put aside with a laugh. In Sally
SpoffordÕschildhood in the big house on the rocks overlooking the ocean
on BostonÕsNorth Shore there was always somebody to worry about the
details, to turn off the lights, to make sure the gas tank was full.

The tow pilot walked over to ShapiroÕs glider.
ÒLetÕsgo up to three-thousand feet. A tourist flight today,ÓSha-

piro said.
Shapiro squirmed into the front seat in the glider, lying back

with his head held up by a small adjustable support. The shape of the
glider was designed to minimize air resistance,with the smallest frontal
area the designer could devise and still fit a six-foot tall pilot. Shapiro
buckled all five straps, one from each side around his waist, one over
eachshoulder and one coming up between his legs, the ÒaerobaticÓstrap
designed to keep him from sliding under the instrument panel when he
turned the plane upside down. He closed and latched the hinged plastic
canopy, put his feet on the rudder pedals and gently grasped the control
stick, projecting between his legs, in his right hand.

The tow pilot attached the tow rope to the releasemechanism in the
gliderÕsnose,gave a final pull to confirm it held tightly, then walked the
200 foot length of the rope to the tow plane and started his engine.

Shapiro breathed in, filled his lungs with air, held his breath,
then released the air slowly. Chanting his ÒropebreakÓmantra of Òstick
forward, land straight ahead,stick forward, land straight aheadÓ- the ac-
tion to take if the tow rope broke in the first 200feet of flight - he stepped
down hard on the right rudder pedal, then hard on the left, wiggling the
planeÕs rudder from side to side to signal the tow pilot that he was ready.
He heard the tow plane get full throttle and the next secondhe was mov-
ing slowly along the grass field the gliders used. In thirty yards he had
enough speed to gently pull back on the stick and lift the glider five feet
off the grass, holding it there until the tow plane rose from the grass.
Carefully, duplicating each movement of the tow plane, wings banked
right, then level, then left, then level, the two aircraft rose into the sky,
linked by a rope umbilical.
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At 200 feet his changed his mantra to Òsharp turn to the left,
stick forward,Ó knowing he had to act instantly should the rope break
above 200 feet of altitude, turning the glider back to the airfield before it
ran out of altitude and hit the trees at the end of the runway. The rope
had never broken, but some day it would. Shapiro got through life
knowing that even though the odds against disaster were a thousand to
one, if you did something a thousand times, disaster was a certainty. He
expected the tow rope to break on every takeoff. He expected the arrest-
ing police officer to lie at every trial. In both cases,if the expected didnÕt
happen he was pleasantly surprised, but he still expected it the next
time.

The towplane circled gently and crossedthe duck shaped pond
southeast of the grass field that marked the IP, the interception point,
where the gliders entered their landing pattern for that runway, just as
the altimeter needle on the gliderÕsscanty instrument panel touched
three-thousand feet.

As the glider passedover the pond, Shapiro took the yellow re-
leasehandle in his left hand and gave it a strong tug, then another tug to
be sure the tow rope released. Two tugs on the release were standard
procedure. Following the prearranged pattern, the tow plane banked
sharply to the left and the glider gently to the right.

Pointing the planeÕsnose into the wind coming from the ocean
five miles to the east, Shapiro slowed the plane to 47 miles an hour, its
minimum sinking speed. Although almost all glider competition was in
smaller one-person aircraft, Shapiro preferred his two-person plane. Few
things impressed clients more than a glider ride, besides, it got them
used to being in a position where their lawyer was in complete control of
their fate.

ShapiroÕsglider was, for the moment, the state of the art, de-
livered from Germany the previous winter. With its 90 foot wingspan,
with wings smoothed to a tolerance of a thousandth of an inch and with
the latest high tech tubes and turbulators designed to coax every ounce
of available lift out of the air, the plane had a glide ratio of seventy-five
to one, meaning it went forward seventy-five feet for every foot it
dropped. From six thousand feet up, that meant the plane could glide for
seventy-five miles even if it found no lift at all.

The glider could carry a two-hundred pound passenger in the
rear seat.Shapiro had flown two five-hundred mile cross-country flights
in the glider already, and he was still learning how to press it to its
limits.
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The glider seemed to hover over the moored sailboats and fishing
boats filling Plymouth Harbor. He spotted the canopy over Plymouth
Rock and pictured the crowd of disappointed tourists surrounding the
rock, expecting something like Gibraltar and finding an ordinary boulder
with a crack down the center.

He gazed at Cape Cod hooking out into the ocean,its tip swirl-
ing around at Provincetown like a catÕstail curled up for the night. To
his left he saw Boston, a layer of smog hugging the ground for a thou-
sand feet above the glass towers reflecting sunlight. He flew silently for
two hours and let the altitude and solitude disconnect him from
whatever was waiting for him on the ground, anxious clients, an increas-
ingly distant wife, law partners worrying about collecting fees. Shapiro
sometimes wished he could fly off and never land, impossible as that
was. Eventually, asalways, he steeredfor the interception point and flew
the regular landing pattern.

Willy helped him pull the glider back into the clubÕshanger, next to
the custom trailer Shapiro used for towing his disassembledplane to oth-
er flying areas.

Shapiro, his mind easedby the medicine of the sun, the wind
and the sky, opened his car door, sat down, started the engine with its
reassuringly powerful turbo hum. He rolled down his window, not yet
ready to give up the feel of the wind for the sterile coolness of the air
conditioner.

As the electric radio antenna whirred up, the radio came on.
ÒTwo ships carrying thousands of Jewish refuges illegally

entered Boston harbor early this morning,Ó the radio announcer said
breathlessly. ÒTheCoast Guard ordered the ships quarantined. President
Quaid personally directed that nobody be permitted ashore. Spokesmen
for the Jewish community in Boston expressed outrage.Ó

IÕd better stop by the office on the way home, Shapiro thought.

<
!ÑEndFragment-->
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Chapter5
Boston, Massachusetts

Three weeks after the Tel Aviv and Damascus bombs, the anchorage
area in Boston Harbor, next to Logan AirportÕs runway 4R/ 22L, was
empty as Boston went to bed. By dawn two elderly freighters, Greek-
owned but flying the Israeli flag, the ÒIliadÓ and the ÒIonian Star,Ó
swung from their anchors thousand yards from downtown Boston.

The ships arrived in Boston with between 1,500and 2,000pas-
sengerseach.Their vast cargo holds, ventilated only when the overhead
hatches were left open to the rain and spray, were filled with miserable
people, cold, wet, hungry, using buckets for latrines and seawater for
washing. The decks, too, were crammed with people lying on every hori-
zontal surface, crowding the railings for fresh air and a place from which
to vomit from seasickness, bad water or spoiled food.

The captains of these ships had listened to radio reports of countries
throughout the Mediterranean blocking their harbors to Israeli refugees.
After consultations with ÒcertainpersonsÓaboard the ships, theyÕdde-
cided to head directly for the United States, one country where they
could be sure of finding a welcome.

The ships were immediately quarantined, supposedly for health reas-
ons, in the anchorage area adjacent to the busy runways of Logan Inter-
national Airport. They sat at anchor, the miserable, exhausted people on
board not understanding why America - AMERICA, after all - barred its
door to them.

The ships presented a problem, not becauseAmerica could not
absorb three or four thousand refugees,but becauseit did not know if it
wanted to.

The economic collapse of 2011had been caused,depending on
who was pointing fingers of blame, by years of record high budget defi-
cits, record high oil prices, record high illegal immigration, the humiliat-
ing military defeat in Iraq, out of control health carecosts,outsourcing of
most high paying work or by global warming. CongressÕresponsewas to
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pull in AmericaÕswelcome mat and give the boot to the millions of
people who were in the country illegally.

CongressÕkey tool was the American Pride Identification and Display
Act, a law that created a national identification card program, a law
aimed at identifying the millions upon millions of Mexicans, Haitians,
Salvadorians, Nicaraguans, Thais, Chinese,Nigerians, Somalis, Cambod-
ians, Vietnamese, and other people of various nationalities who had
come to this country by one means or another, virtually unimpeded, for
thirty years.

Identification cards - ÒAmericardsÓ- were issued to every person who
could show proof of citizenship: a birth certificate, a passport, naturaliza-
tion papers. The process was simple, with a one-week moratorium on
mail deliveries so all Post Office employees could instead work at assign-
ing numbers and processing Americards. A central computer assigned
registration numbers, using Social Security numbers with an additional
three numbers added as proof of registration.

Within a month, some 275 million Americans were registered.
At least 30 million other people Ð people who could not prove citizen-
ship or legal residency Ðwere not and could not be registered. Just like
credit cards, the Americards included a black magnetic stripe. This stripe
encoded the personÕsname and Social Security number, plus physical
identifying data such as height, weight, eye and hair color and, most
powerfully of all, a digitized photograph, fingerprints and a retina
scan.

The enforcement phase took longer, but the public was behind that ef-
fort, too. Employers were required to print workersÕregistration num-
bers on their paychecks. Paying workers in cash was prohibited. Em-
ployees with no registration number were not allowed to be paid.
Payroll checks with no numbers could not be cashed.Employers hiring
unregistered workers were fined, and fined again when they were
caught again. It soon did not pay to employ unregistered people.

Welfare workers were required to verify that recipients were re-
gistered, No Americard, no welfare.

SchoolscheckedstudentsÕregistration, with the threat of having
federal subsidies cut off if they refused. Unregistered students could not
attend school.

Spot checksat public gatherings, at ball games and concerts, in
shopping malls and at roadblocks, completed the all-pervasive scrutiny.
It becamefashionable for people to wear their Americards on necklaces,
hanging outside their clothing, as office workers wore their building ID
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cards when security was temporarily heightened after September11.The
inquiry, ÒAmericard, please,Óentered the public perception as a way of
life. Americans laughed at television comedies in which actors mixed up
their Americards. Pop singers wailed about ÒI scanned your card, saw
your picture and I got hard.Ó

Americans, who accepted drunk driving roadblocks, X-ray ex-
amination of bags at airports, metal detectors at public buildings and
surveillance television cameras in banks, public buildings and on the
street, saw the Americard scheme as a further protection, not an intru-
sion. After all, if you really were an American, what did you have to
hide? Why not be proud to be able to prove it?

The system worked. The cards were issued in January. By May
the nationÕsworkplaces, schools, welfare rolls and most public places
were purged of illegal aliens.

The backlash stunned people. News stories told of immigrant
families hiding in their apartments, of mothers, fathers and children
slowly starving to death; of mothers walking the streetsasprostitutes be-
cause that profession still did not require registration cards; of shoplift-
ing arrests in supermarkets and groceries. Crime, always an alternative
way to get by, becamethe only way for millions of people locked out of
the American dream to feed themselves and their children.

That wave of crime, of course, created yet one more backlash.
Get these people out, send them back where they came from, was the
cry. The deportation planes and ships left New York, Miami and Los
Angeles daily. The overcrowded, impoverished countries these people
fled from in the first place were forced to absorb them into their already
jammed slums.

The nationÕshearts hardened at the sights of boatloads of
wretched families, of, as one commentator sadly pointed out, Òthetired,
the poor and the weak, the huddled massesÓbeing sent back where they
came from, getting the boot from the Statue of Liberty. The nation was
just forgetting this trauma, had just pushed aside theseimages that made
people a bit lessproud of their country, when the ÒIliadÓand the ÒIonian
StarÓlimped into Boston Harbor with three to four thousand people
knocking on AmericaÕs door, asking to come in.

The two ships sitting in Boston Harbor instantly becamethe fo-
cus of national debate.

These people are different, they are victims of war, some said.
As were the Salvadorians, as were the poor Nicaraguans, as

were the Vietnamese and the Cambodians, their families said. You sent
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them back to their cratered homes and burned fields. DonÕttell us we
have to shelter Jewish victims of war.

These people are different; they are our brothers, our family,
cried American Jews.

As were the 10 million Mexicans we trucked to the border and
herded to the other side, answered Mexican-Americans. They were liter-
ally our brothers and sisters, our aunts and uncles, arriving here just a
little later than we did.

These people are different; they have no homeland to return to.
The Vietnamese - whose country we ravaged, then abandoned

to the Communists, what homeland did they have to return to? And the
Somalis, whose country was wracked by Muslim rebels, did they have a
homeland to return to, a homeland where they would survive?

These people are different, people still said.
Thesepeople are É white. And Americans whispered and nod-

ded their heads in agreement.
Ah hah, cried the Africans.
Ah hah, cried the Chicanos.
Ah hah, cried the Asians.
Now we come to the real reason.
We wonÕt let you get away with this, not now, not after we

went along with the identification checks and the detention centers and
the airplanes, the deportation planes, the starving children and the cry-
ing mothers and fathers. No. No. No hypocrisy.

The same treatment for white refugees as for black, for brown,
for yellow.

And the liberals, those who werenÕtJewish, joined in. No special treat-
ment for white people. That would be wrong, they said. Especially
wrong for the murderers of Damascus. Nobody knew which Israeli of-
ficer had ordered the bombing of SyriaÕscapital. Chancesof ever finding
out were small. But imposing collective guilt on Jewswas nothing new.
Whoever it was whoÕdkilled innocent Syrian grandmothers, whoÕdin-
cinerated the children of Damascus,whoever that was, he, or she, was a
Jew, an Israeli Jew. Just like the people on the ships.

So the ships sat in Boston Harbor. Surrounded by America, floating in
American water, watching Americans cruise the harbor in their sailboats,
watching American airplanes thundering over their heads to land at the
nearby American airport, watching American cars drive on American
streets. Surrounded by America but not allowed in.
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The last time Boston Harbor was used as a prison was in the
Civil War, when Fort Warren, sprawled across Georges Island in the
middle of the harbor, was a prison for captured Confederate officers. The
young ladies of Boston brought picnic lunches to the Southern gentle-
men on Sunday afternoons, early in the war, before the maimed and
bloodied young men of Boston returned home from Antietam and Bull
Run. Even then, though, the harbor was too small, and the shoreline too
accessiblefor even a full garrison of troops to confine determined men to
the island.

The aborted landing and near crash of the 9:00 p.m. Delta
Shuttle as the pilot shoved in full throttle when he almost dropped his
aircraft onto a soaking, freezing family that swam ashore from the
ÒIliadÓto the nearby airport and wandered onto the runway caused the
Coast Guard to station two 38-foot launches in the anchorage area. The
patrol boats slowly chased each other in circles around the two ships,
sweeping their searchlights on the water throughout the night.

Jewish pressure to allow the people to leave the ships, to at least
come ashore and be cared for, increased. The Greater Boston Jewish
Council organized a hunger strike at City Hall Plaza, in front of the John
F. Kennedy Federal Building, with a hundred men and women taking
only matzah and water until the people on the ships were allowed
ashore.

The first night of the hunger strike, police arrested dozens of
young black men who attacked the hunger strikers with rocks and pipes,
shouting ÒHaitians were people, tooÓand ÒStarvethe Jews.ÓAfter three
days of fasting, as the first dozen or so of the hunger strikers gave up
and went home, counter-demonstrators outnumbered the tired, hungry
Jewssitting in the rain in front of City Hall. Friends, relatives, supporters
of the thousands of people deported in the previous year surrounded the
hunger strikers, carrying signs urging their government not to treat Jew-
ish immigrants differently than their families were treated.

At the end of a week, barely a dozen strikers remained, lying on
cots, covered in blankets. When both MassachusettsSenators,themselves
recipients of hundreds of thousands of dollars of campaign contributions
from Jewish supporters over the years, visited the strikers and urged
them to seeka middle ground and to go home, their resolve evaporated
and the hunger strike ended.

Jewish leaders searchedfor some other solution, vowing that no
matter what, the ships would not leave Boston with Jews on them.
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Chapter6
Boston, Massachusetts

The ebonized cherry table in the conference room at Shapiro,
McCarthy and Green looked expensive, the wood felt freshly oiled but,
of course, left no residue on fingers rubbed surreptitiously acrossits sur-
face. The table, the conference room, the art on the walls and the entire
office on the top floor of a former Howard JohnsonÕschocolate ware-
house on BostonÕsfashionable waterfront were designed to let clients
know that the clients needed these lawyers more than these lawyers
needed the clients. The conference room was where lawyers from other
firms sat during depositions, where they sized up the firm, estimating
where their opponents placed in the pecking order of BostonÕslegal com-
munity. The conferenceroom was also where clients were introduced to
the firmÕs three partners, and where fees were first discussed.

A Boston law firm made up of a Jew, an Irishman and a black
had its basescovered. In twelve years it rose from three former district
attorneys who had to take second mortgages on their houses to meet
their first yearÕsoverhead, to the original three partners plus eight addi-
tional associates,younger lawyers who worked for a salary rather than a
portion of the firmÕs profits.

The three young men sitting at the conferencetable acrossfrom
Ben Shapiro were obviously impressed, and obviously uncomfortable,
not knowing what to do with their hands or whether they could put their
elbows on the table. They had not spoken, except to mumble a barely
audible greeting. The middle-aged man with them didnÕt share their
problems. He sat back and listened closely to what Shapiro was saying.

ÒYourfirst problem is a legal doctrine called standing,ÓShapiro
said, speaking to the older man but occasionally glancing at the three
others, noting that every time he looked at them they looked away, un-
comfortable. He returned his gaze to the older man, who was now lean-
ing forward, his right elbow on the table, his left hand on his hip.
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ÒWhatthis doctrine means is that not just anybody can walk in-
to court and say a law is unconstitutional. Only people directly affected
by a law can challenge it. You canÕtchallenge a law setting the drinking
age at twenty-five if you are thirty years old becausethat law doesnÕtaf-
fect you. Before we can challenge the governmentÕsaction, we have to
show that somehow, even in a minor way, it affects you.Ó

ÒWhatdoes that mean?Óthe older man asked slowly. He soun-
ded angry even when he was not. Each word was a bullet, fired by its
own pull of the trigger. ÒDothese boys have to say they are Jewish, or
that they lived in Israel, or that they are American citizens? IÕll have
them dance the hora in court if you think it would help.Ó

ÒNo. They are going to have to say, under oath, that they es-
caped from the ships in the harbor. And then theyÕll face the con-
sequences.ÓShapiro spoke directly to the three young men now, testing
to see how serious they were about this lawsuit.

ÒAsan attorney, IÕmnot supposed to advise you to break the law, but
you do realize, donÕtyou, that now that you are off the ships, you could
disappear into this country, even without legit ID cards.ÓHe was curious
how they would react. Instead, the older man spoke.

ÒTheorganization I represent went to considerable effort to surrepti-
tiously remove these men,Óthe older man pointed at the three young
men, who, while remaining in their chairs, arched their backs and came
to attention, seated. ÒThesemen are soldiers, from the ships,Óhe said,
speaking directly to Shapiro, now turning his back to the young men.
ÒThey volunteered for this mission with the understanding that they
would face the legal consequences.We donÕtneed a lecture from you,
Mr. Shapiro, about the consequences of our actions.Ó

The man paused, searching for words.
ÒWe are living with the consequences of Damascus every minute.Ó
The atomic bombing of Damascus was President Lawrence QuaidÕs

stated justification for not intervening militarily to restore the Israeli
state.Many people, and virtually every American Jew,believed the Arab
threat to cut off oil salesto any nation that interfered with AllahÕsrestor-
ation of Palestinian rights played a greater role. That and the videotape
every night of burned children, of mass graves, of the city blasted liter-
ally into rubble. Syrian children, of course, Syrian graves, Syrian rubble.
The news blackout from what had been Israel was complete, and
successful.

Every public suggestion that America send troops to the Middle East
was met with a one-word response: Iraq. It will be another Iraq, people
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said, another time when young American men and women will stand in
the crosshairs of the people they were sent to save.WhatÕsthe difference
between placing Americans between Shiite soldiers and Sunni soldiers in
Iraq and Jewish and Arab soldiers this time, people asked.WeÕvelearned
that lesson, people said. WonÕt make that mistake again.

American Jewish leaders quickly realized theyÕdlost the public rela-
tions war before it had barely begun. The only option for American Jews
frustrated by the political process was the American recourse of last re-
sort, the courts.

The men in ShapiroÕsoffice wanted him to bring a civil rights law suit
ordering the United Statesgovernment to allow the shipsÕpassengersto
enter the country. Naturally, automatically it seemed, ShapiroÕsheart
went out to the men, to all the people crammed into the ships, to all Is-
raelis. Nonetheless, he was afraid this casewas a loser. He did not like
losing. Winning beat losing, even in criminal cases.Intellectually, he ap-
preciated that the senseof personal power he felt in getting a guilty per-
son off did not serve the greater good and was a bit perverse, but he ac-
knowledged that, aswith most trial lawyers, his ego was on the line with
every verdict.

He feared this case was a loser.
Every civil law suit needsa hook, a legal ground called a Òcauseof ac-

tion,Ó that supports what the plaintiffs ask the court to do. The causeof
action may be for breach of contract or slander or assault or negligence.
It can be for violation of a constitutional right. It can be to enforce a right
granted by a statute.

But a lawsuit canÕtbe brought simply to order the government to do
the right thing. And that was what this casewas about, these men and
their backers wanted a judge to order the United Statesgovernment to
do the right thing and let these poor people off the stinking ships.

The problem was that Congresshad pulled in AmericaÕswelcome mat
for political refugees.There had been too many people from every back-
water in the world whose homes were burned, whose sisterswere raped,
whose fathers were executed,whose homelands were swept by tsunamis
or draughts. Misfortune was no longer the key to the doorway to Amer-
ica. That was the law now and Shapiro could think of no way around it.

Despite that, Shapiro knew the three young men sitting in his firmÕs
conference room could walk out his door and vanish into America. In-
stead, they were willing to stand up in court and admit theyÕdentered
the country illegally.
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Thinking about what these men had at stake, Shapiro paused,
impressed.

You donÕtsee this kind of personal courage much any more,
Shapiro thought, reminded of the draft resistancemovement during the
Vietnam War. By the time Shapiro started college, that war was dribbling
to an end and the draft was over. HeÕdwondered what he would have
done had he been a few years older or the war a few years longer.

In high school, before the aftereffects of Hebrew school, bar
mitzvah, and philosophy sessionswith the rabbi had worn away to a
general skepticism of everything religious, Shapiro was fascinated with
the Jewish concept of the tzadik, the righteous man. A tzadik, he learned,
was not a perfect man, but one who wrestled with the effort to do what
was right even when faced with the temptation and opportunity to do
wrong.

I can be a tzadik, Shapiro resolved back then. It becamehis goal
throughout adult life.

A tzadik, as a lawyer, represents individuals overwhelmed by corpor-
ations and government, even though there may be more money repres-
enting the other side. A tzadik, as a father, leaves work early to spend
time with his son. A tzadik, as a husband, is faithful to his wife, and is a
supportive partner.

A tzadik, in ShapiroÕs interpretation, is a mensch on steroids.
A tzadik faced with a decision, asks himself what is the right

thing to do.
And then he does it, regardless of the consequences.
Shapiro had not thought about his resolution to be a tzadik for

years. He thought about it facing these three men.
That was enough to convince him to take this case,loser or not. These

guys are putting their freedom on the line. If theyÕrewilling to do that,
IÕm willing to try to help them, he decided.

Now to make his partners happy. The prevailing party in civil
rights casesis entitled to have his legal feespaid by the losing party, but
that requires a win and gets the lawyer his money only at the end of
what can be years of waiting and hundreds of hours of time that could
have been spent on more lucrative work. Knowing that he would wind
up representing these men whether or not they could afford to pay him,
he decided it was worth a try to at least cover his time on the case.

LawyersÕkids gotta eat, too, you know, was one of his favorite
lines.
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ÒThiskind of law suit can be awfully expensive,Óhe said, this
time speaking only to the older man. ÒWeÕllneed high powered experts
and they wonÕtcome cheap. Even with them, chancesare weÕlllose at
the trial level and have to work our way up through the appeals courts.

ÒYouÕreprobably looking at four-hundred thousand dollars in
legal fees and another forty thousand, at least, in expenses.Ó

ÒItÕsnot the money that matters,Óthe older man said sternly.
ÒAn important principle is at stake here.Ó

ÒThe money matters if you donÕt have it.Ó
ÒRestassured, counselor, that we have it. How much of a re-

tainer do you want?Ó
Fighting the good fight or not, the second biggest mistake a cli-

ent can make with a lawyer is to say that money doesnÕtmatter. The
biggest mistake, of course, is to let the lawyer know that money doesnÕt
matter becausethe client has lots of it. No other profession lets its practi-
tioners set their fees based on the wealth of the client. A doctor who
doubled his fee for wealthy surgical patients would lose his license. For
lawyers, setting a fee basedon how much the client can afford to pay is a
fact of life.

The firm usually required a retainer of one quarter of the anti-
cipated fee.

ÒTwohundred thousand will do for a retainer. If youÕllwait in
the reception area IÕll get a representation agreement out of the com-
puter,Ó Shapiro said, standing up.

ÒJustto clear up one point,Ó he said as he raised himself from
his chair. ÒWill you all be parties to the case?ÓHe locked eyes with the
older man.

ÒThesemen are your clients,Óthe older man said to Shapiro. ÒI
am their, shall we say, financier.Ó

Alone in the conferenceroom after the men left, Shapiro took a
deep breath and sat down looking out the window at Boston Harbor. He
pictured the thousands of frightened people on the two ships.

I guess I took the case,he thought. I donÕtexpect weÕllwin. I
wonder what else will have to be done to save these people.
<

!ÑEndFragment-->
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Chapter7
Xanthos, Greece

A Hinckley Bermuda 40 yawl is the ultimate New England
cruising sailboat, the kind of boat that turns heads when it sails into a
harbor, turns heads while people turn to each other and say, ÒSeethat
Hinckley, now thatÕsa boat.ÓWhen you could afford any sailboat, you
owned a Hinckley. At one time both David and Nelson Rockefeller kept
their Bermuda 40s on the family moorings in Seal Harbor, Maine. The
boats were classicswhen they were built and aged gracefully, since any-
body who could afford to buy one in the first place could afford to main-
tain it in better than new condition. Letting a Bermuda 40 get run down
was asunthinkable as taking the Rolls Royce to the local gasstation for a
tune up and oil change.

A blue water boat built with a tile fireplace as standard equip-
ment, the Bermuda 40 ÒSwiftÓlooked as incongruous tied up stern first
among the fishing boats in the tiny harbor on Xanthos as would a camel
in the Alps. The rocky Greek island off the west coast of the Pelo-
ponnesus between Greeceand Italy saw few yachts, and certainly very
few built by dour Maine boatbuilders as family heirlooms for wealthy
Yankees.

Lt. Chaim Levi, former secondofficer on an Israeli Navy coastal
patrol boat, could have cried when he saw the long blue hull, the roller
furling jib and the stowaway main and mizzen sails, designed so the
boat could be sailed singlehanded in the roughest of weather.

With this boat I could sail anywhere in the world, he thought.
With this boat, I could go to America.

LeviÕsIsraeli Navy patrol boat had spent three days escorting
freighters and fishing boats, yachts and ferry boats, anything that could
float and could carry people, from Haifa Harbor westward into the
Mediterranean, getting them away from the coast and the hastily armed
fishing boats manned by Palestinians whoÕd spent three generations
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trying to force Jews from Israel, but were now doing their best to keep
any from escaping what they saw as AllahÕs punishment.

Finally, out of torpedoes and ammunition for the twin 50
caliber machine guns, with the captain dead from a knife wound to the
chest when the boat was boarded at night, Levi knew the remaining fuel
was down to a few hours. When his sole crewman spotted a wooden
boat powered by two huge outboard engines and crammed with gun-
waiving men, Levi knew this would be the last engagement for his tired
vessel.The Israeli fishing boat he was escorting was loaded with elderly
people and children, one of the last boats to escapefrom Haifa before Le-
banese soldiers, IsraelÕsformer Christian allies, roared through the
streets looting shops and raping women.

Levi stationed his patrol boat between the Palestinians and the
crowded fishing boat. He and his crewman had their handguns and
nothing more. Engines full forward, he drove his vessel straight at the
bow of the Palestinian boat, playing chicken with the armed men the
way he used to race his little outboard head on at friends when he was
growing up in the small coastal resort town where his father managed a
hotel for American tourists and Levi gave sailing lessons.

This time, as he had so many times with friends, Levi swore he
would not swerve. The two boats rammed head on into one another, the
steel bow of the patrol boat driving through the wooden hull. Locked to-
gether, the two boats sank.

Levi threw the inflatable life raft off his vesselÕsstern seconds
before the boats collided. The raft, an English Avon six-person model, in-
flated automatically when it hit the water. Levi splashed in behind it,
climbed into the raft and paddled desperately with both hands away
from the glossy film on the water. As he feared, the fuel ignited, sending
yellow flames and black smoke into the blue sky, roasting the men
thrown from the collision into the water.

Fortunately for Levi, a stiff breeze from the southeast drove his
bobbing rubber raft farther out into the Mediterranean, away from what
would, in other circumstances, have been the safety of the Israeli shore.
Two days later he was picked up by a Greek fishing boat. The captain, no
friend of Turks or Arabs, spent an evening in his cabin with Levi and
two bottles of ouzo. He left Levi on the stone pier when the boat re-
turned to Xanthos a week later, taking LeviÕsworthless shekels in ex-
change for Euros, both of them knowing the exchange was a gift, not a
business deal.
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The captainÕsparting present to Chaim Levi, one Levi never
learned about, was the bottle of ouzo the captain left with his cousin, the
corporal of the Port Police, GreeceÕsequivalent of the coastguard, with a
request that Levi be left alone. This was a man whoÕdsuffered enough
and Greeks could sympathize with suffering, the captain told his cousin.
The corporal nodded and carried the ouzo into his tiny office on the
stone quay. He passedthe word among the fisherman that Levi was ap-
proved, and Levi found work cleaning fish and helping to mend nets. He
slept on an old fishing boat too leaky to take to sea,run aground at the
edge of the harbor.

Chaim Levi introduced himself to the corporal, pronouncing the ÒCHÓ
in his name with the full Hebrew guttural sound, as if he were clearing
his throat before getting to the remainder of his name. That pronunci-
ation was beyond the GreekÕsabilities. Levi was known among the fish-
erman as Òthe Jew.Ó

From the first, LeviÕseyes were on the Hinckley, standing
empty at the pier for two weeks now.

ÒThat is a fine boat,Óhe mentioned casually to the Port Police
corporal as the two walked the fifty-meter length of stone pier that made
up the townÕs waterfront. ÒMaybe it is owned by a wealthy fisherman.Ó

ÒA wealthy fisherman? There is no such thing,Ó the corporal
laughed. ÒThereare poor fishermen and there are old fishermen and
there are tired fishermen and there are dead fishermen, but there are no
wealthy fishermen.

ÒThatfine boat is owned by an American whose wife had the
misfortune to step on a bed of seaurchins. I myself offered to piss on her
feet to soften the spines. I told him to soak her feet in lemon juice so the
spines would not cause infection. He tried to pull them out himself,
though and of course they broke off in her feet, dozens of them.

ÒHespent an hour on the telephone at the post office and they
flew away in an airplane that landed right in the harbor on the water, the
first time such an airplane has landed here. The great tragedy of it all is
that he only paid his docking fee for two nights. He now owes me
twenty-five Euros for each night for the past two weeks. That is a very
serious amount of money.Ó

ÒMaybesomebody should move the boat from the dock and an-
chor it. That would give more spaceat the dock for the working boats,Ó
Levi said as casually as he could.

The corporal nodded and held both hands in the air, palms
upward.
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ÒWho in this village knows about American boats, how to raise the
sails or to start the engine?Óthe corporal complained, then looked down
at his feet, avoiding LeviÕs eyes.

ÒIÕvesailed such boats when the Americans visited my coun-
try,Ó Levi said. ÒIÕdbe pleased to help you after all the kindness youÕve
shown me. IÕlldo it this afternoon. Where should I move the boat? It
must be someplacesafe,someplacesheltered from the winds to ride un-
attended at anchor.Ó

The corporal told Levi about a cove a few kilometers down the
coastfrom the harbor. Nobody lived there and steeprock walls protected
it from the prevailing east winds.

Levi topped up the water tanks that took up most of the boatÕs
bilge and pondered whether he should fill its diesel tanks, too.

That would be too risky, he decided. How would I explain that?
During the next week he spent his mornings riding a borrowed

bicycle over the high hills to nearby villages, where he bought all the
canned goods he could afford and stashedthem on the shore of the cove.
Every afternoon, he rowed to the cove in one of the fishermenÕsskiffs on
the excusethat he wanted to make sure the boat was doing well unatten-
ded. He took fishing gear with him, telling people the small cove was the
best fishing spot heÕdfound. Instead of fishing, though, he ferried sup-
plies to the Hinckley.

His body ached after six days of bicycling over the hills in the
morning and rowing down the shore in the afternoons, but the boat was
crammed with an unappetizing collection of canned goods.

ÒIam sure the American will pay you well for all the care you
have taken of his boat,Óthe corporal told Levi a week after the boat was
removed from the pier. ÒIreceived a telegram from him today saying he
will return in two days.Ó

ÒTwo days?Ó Levi asked. ÒWhen was the telegram sent?Ó
ÒItwas sent yesterday and sat in the post office all day. The lazy

postmaster was too involved in gossip to even send a boy to let me know
it had come,Óthe corporal replied angrily. ÒI should get more respect.
What if it had been something important. An important messageshould
not sit overnight in a village post office, not with me a short walk away.Ó
The corporal calmed down as a thought crossed his mind.

ÒPerhaps,though, we should return the boat before the Americ-
an arrives. He does not need to be worried about what might have
happened to his boat since nothing did happen to it. Do you think he
should have to worry about such a nothing?Ó
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ÒI agree with you my friend,Ó Levi said, smiling, ÒThereis no
need to worry the American about a problem that never happened.Ó

As Levi and the corporal walked to the rowing boat, Levi
looked at the trees blowing in the strong east wind and calculated how
far he could sail before the American arrived.

ÒI think IÕllspend tonight on that boat. IÕvegrown fond of it
and I want everything cleaned and polished when the American comes.Ó

ÒThat should get you a nice tip,Ó the corporal said.
ÒGood bye, my friend,Ó Levi said, taking the corporalÕslarge

hand in both of his. ÒYouwere a friend when I needed one. In this world
at this time, a Jew appreciates kindness.Ó

ÒWhatdo you mean, good bye,Óthe corporal eyed Levi strangely, see-
ing something in his face he had not noticed before. ÒDoyou expect the
American to give you enough money to leave this island? Where would
you go? A Jew will not have many friends right now. Stay here where
you are welcome.Ó

ÒOh,the American will be good to me,ÓLevi said. ÒIknow he
will.Ó

He waited until dark to raise the anchor, pulling the thirty
meters of anchor chain hand over hand, not wanting to use even the
small amount of diesel fuel the engine would consume to run the electric
windlass that would have raised the chain. He unrolled the sails and
drifted away from the island in the night breeze.

I can reach Crete in two days, Levi thought. And then it will be
decision time. Continue on to what is left of Eretz Yisrael, or head west
for É whatever? Maybe one final raid on whoever is in Israel now, he
thought, remembering how as an officer on the coastal patrol boat heÕd
studied the methods used by Palestinians to run ashore onto deserted Is-
raeli beaches. The Palestinians were caught more often than not.

They were caught becausethey were not smart, and they never
learned from their mistakes, Levi thought. So,maybe IÕllbe the one who
learned something. Jews made good terrorists once, against the British,
at least thatÕswhat the old men used to brag about. Stealing this wonder-
ful boat and leaving Greeks friends whoÕdopened their hearts to him in
a time of need would be his first act of terrorism, Levi thought, not an es-
pecially glorious beginning.

He frowned, frowned knowing terrorists left few friends in their wake,
frowned, knowing how effective, but how unloved, a terrorist is.
<

!ÑEndFragment-->
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Chapter8
Boston, Massachusetts

The courtroom was in what was called the New Courthouse
building, which meant it was the half of BostonÕsmain courthouse that
was built in 1937,rather than the half from 1822.Characteristically, the
two buildings were joined together with their floors at different heights.
Walking from the third floor of the new courthouse you entered the
second floor of the old courthouse. In the seventy-five years since the
two halves were mated, nobody thought, or bothered, to change the
room numbers. Courtroom 320, in the ÒnewÓbuilding, was down the
hall from Courtroom 211, in the ÒoldÓ building.

All this could explain why Ben ShapiroÕsclients had not shown
up for the hearing on the preliminary injunction he was seeking, a court
order he hoped against hope would allow the passengers of the two
ships to come ashore. Maybe theyÕre lost, he thought.

Or maybe they took off.
The suit was titled JohnDoe,JohnRoe,andJohnCoevs. Lawrence

Quaid, Presidentof the United Statesof America. Shapiro wondered when
drawing up the legal complaint what he would do if he ever had a client
actually named John Doe. HeÕllprobably want to be called something
else to preserve his anonymity, Shapiro thought.

At some point each man had to stand before a judge and admit heÕd
escapedfrom the ships. Without that admission, the casewould never be
decided on its merits but would simply be dismissed for lack of stand-
ing. Shapiro had prepared and filed affidavits from each client making
these admissions but leaving out their names. Today was the day when
each man was to stand before the judge and claim an affidavit as his
own.

Normally, a case against the United States government would be
brought in federal court, not state court. Shapiro realized, however, that
this casedid not stand a chanceof winning in the federal court system, a
system in which almost every judge, right up to the Supreme Court, had
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beenappointed by increasingly conservative Republican Presidents.Cut-
ting edge civil rights decisions these days came from state courts, inter-
preting state constitutions, often in a more liberal manner than their fed-
eral counterparts. Massachusettshad led the way with its state supreme
courtÕsdecision legalizing gay marriage, a decision basedentirely on the
Massachusetts Constitution, ignoring the U.S. Constitution. Shapiro
hoped to follow that path in this case.

Shapiro brought this casein state court under the Massachusettscon-
stitution, the Declaration of Rights of the Inhabitants of the Common-
wealth of Massachusetts,a document older than the U.S. constitution. It
was a creative, but risky, maneuver.

The instant Shapiro learned which judge had been assigned to the
case,he realized his roll of the dice had come up with legal snake eyes,a
loser.

The back wall of the courtroom was lined with television cameras.
Shapiro knew that Superior Court Justice Francis X. OÕSullivan,despite
his ranting about cameras invading his courtroom, loved nothing better
than to strut back and forth behind his desk and glance at the cameras
swiveling to remain centered on his startling white hair while he
glowered down at an attorney whose back was to the cameras.

OÕSullivan,called back from retirement to temporarily fill a va-
cancy on the bench, enjoyed reminding young attorneys that heÕdbeen
wearing a black robe when they wore diapers.

Shapiro sighed with relief and walked toward his clients when
they appeared at the end of the corridor. The three young men were
dressed in nearly identical, and obviously brand new, navy blue suits as
they walked toward him. He ushered them into the courtroom and sat
them in the first row of wooden benches.

At precisely 10:00oÕclockthe court officer rapped his hand three times
on the wall and read from the same wrinkled card heÕdbeen reading
from for ten years, ÒHearye, hear ye, hear ye. All persons having busi-
ness before this Honorable Court come forth and you shall be heard.
God save the Commonwealth of Massachusetts.ÓShapiro wondered to
himself, as he did nearly every time he heard those words read, why
there was not a court officer in the Commonwealth who seemedcapable
of memorizing that short speech.

The officer finished his oration and held the door open for all
five-feet-two-inches of black robed His Honor Francis X. OÕSullivan,the
morningÕs Boston Herald tucked beneath his arm.
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OÕSullivandid not sit. He stood behind his chair, the famous
custom-made low-backed high-backed chair that, like OÕSullivan,was
brought out of retirement for him so he would not look like a Lilliputian
with his head reaching only halfway up a standard judicial chair. After a
glance at the camerasto assurehimself there were no technical problems,
he pointed his right arm, palm down, fingers outspread like a Biblical
prophet and glared at Shapiro, completely ignoring the assistant attor-
ney general representing the Commonwealth.

ÒMr. Sha-pi-ro, Mr. Sha-pi-ro,ÓOÕSullivanboomed in the deep
baritone that shocked everybody who heard it for the first time, expect-
ing a high pitched shriek from such a small mouth. He spoke ShapiroÕs
name as three separate and distinct syllables. ÒI take it you were so en-
wrapped in your legal researchthat you did not have time to peruse this
morningÕs newspaper.Ó

The judge unfolded the newspaper and waved it back and
forth in front of his chest, careful not to obscure his face from the
cameras.

ÒPresident Boots JewsÓ covered the front page of the tabloid.
ÒMr. Shapiro, Mr. Shapiro,ÓOÕSullivanwould soon be frothing at the

mouth, Shapiro mused, knowing what was in store for him. ÒYouwant
me to disobey my Commander in Chief?ÓHe threw the newspaper onto
his desk. ÒYou may not appreciate that I am a veteran, Mr. Shapiro.Ó

ÒWith all due respect Your Honor. My clients have constitutional
rights that not even the President can take from them.Ó Shapiro said.

ÒWhoare your clients? Mr. Doe. Mr. Roe.Mr. Coe. Moe, Larry
and Curley? IÕveread their affidavits, Oh I have read them very care-
fully. Where are these men, these men who drop atom bombs on inno-
cent children?Ó

The judge stood on his toes, scannedhis head from side to side,
his palm over his eyebrows for all the world like Tonto searching for his
Kimosabi.

ÒStand up if you are here. Stand up. Stand up.Ó
With a deep breath, Shapiro turned to the three men in the

front row and motioned them to rise, noticing the camerasswivel toward
them.

ÒFor the record, Your Honor, my clients are before the court.Ó
OÕSullivanreacheddown and grabbed the newspaper and held

it at arms length in front of his mouth, as if it would somehow ward him
against contact with the men.
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ÒAre you the plaintiffs in this case?Did you sign those affi-
davits? Answer me. Answer me eachof you one at a time. For the record.
For the record.Ó

Again Shapiro nodded to them.
ÒYes,Your Honor,Ó each man said clearly, one after the other.

The three men remained standing silently.
OÕSullivantook a step backward, as if struck by a sudden gale

force wind.
ÒMr. Court Officer,Óhe intoned. ÒTakethesemen into custody.

I have already called the Coast Guard to escort them back where they
came from. And for GodÕssake be careful, be careful. DonÕtlet them es-
cape again.Ó

When OÕSullivanturned his back to the courtroom, the court
officer looked at Shapiro and shrugged his shoulders. The three men
filed out of the courtroom.

When they were gone, OÕSullivanturned again to face Shapiro.
ÒI would no sooner prohibit the forces of our government from taking
any step necessaryto safeguard our Homeland than I would order the
Lord to stop the flowers from blooming.

ÒMr. Shapiro. You yourself should ponder long and deep what
you were about to ask this court to do and what it would have meant to
you had I not taken this matter from your hands. Ponder, Mr. Shapiro.
This is no time for your kind of fish to swim against the tide.Ó

The judge pivoted so quickly that his black robe swirled
around him. He walked straight to his chamber door, leaving the
courtroom in silence until the reporters surrounded Shapiro, asking if he
would appeal the decision that was apparently made before heÕdspoken
a word in defense of his clients.

Ben Shapiro struggled to maintain his composure. HeÕdwon
casesand heÕdlost casesand he accepted that was how the law worked.
What Shapiro could not accept, and what was increasingly causing his
formerly unquestioned passion for the legal system to wither, was when
prejudice conquered reason, when the law becamea cudgel for beating
people down rather than a scalpel for excising what was wrong.

What does the tzadik, the righteous man he yearned to be, do
when his hands are tied, Shapiro had begun to ask himself.

In such circumstances, Shapiro had not found an alternative to
the legal system, but he suspected that such an alternative existed.

<
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Chapter9
North of Boston

The Spofford family joked that they had lived in poverty in this coun-
try for three generations, but fortunately those were the first three gener-
ations. The succeeding five generations fluctuated between comfortable
and wealthy, never quite reaching that steady state attained by New
EnglandÕsgreat bedrock families where the money grew as it passed
from one generation to the next, building on itself through trust funds
and conservative investments. On the other hand, Spoffords were never
financially uncomfortable.

Marrying a Jew was not quite the social suicide it would have
been two or even one generation previously, especially since Sally Spof-
ford had developed a Bohemian reputation, as grandmother Bo PeepÐa
name earned at prep school when her girlfriends followed her like sheep
Ðcommented to anyone who cared to listen to her boast about her favor-
ite grandchild. And Ben Shapiro wasnÕttoo Jewish. He looked almost
British, sometimes, dressed the right way. And he was a Boston lawyer.
He was not an ambulance chaseror divorce lawyer, although most of the
family wasnÕtquite sure what he did, except get his name in the Boston
Globe once in a while for representing a criminal. It was assumed those
were charity cases he took only to please a judge.

Sally was not especially charmed by Shapiro when sheÕdfirst
met him in college as the Vietnam War was coming to a close. He
happened to be lying in front of the doors to the student union building
at Wesleyan University, blocking the doors so they could not open. She
was so terrified about being asked back for a second interview for a sum-
mer position at publisher Houghton Mifflin and about being three
minutes late for the interview that was to take place inside the student
union that she stepped on ShapiroÕschest before she saw him lying on
the ground.

She was unaware that Dow Chemical Company was also con-
ducting interviews in the building. Even if sheÕdknown about it, she
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wouldnÕt have made the connection between Dow and napalm, which
Dow manufactured and the United States Army had spread over the
countryside of Vietnam.

Shewas embarrassedthat her first reaction was to apologize for
walking on the man lying on the ground, keeping her from opening the
door. Her second reaction was to feel foolish for apologizing. Her third
reaction was to jerk the door open anyway, causing him to roll over,
grabbing his side, as she rushed into the building for her interview.

He was being dragged away by campus police when she left the
building, a half hour later, job offer in her hand.

Sally was sitting by herself reading between bites of turkey and
mashed potatoes in her dormitory cafeteria the next evening, struggling
to distinguish Bolsheviks from Menshaviks during the Russian Revolu-
tion, regretting she ever signed up for the European history course, when
Shapiro sat down next to her.

ÒAre you going to apologize to the babies your new employer
incinerates?Ó he asked. ÒOr didnÕt you get the job?Ó

ÒWhatin the world are you talking about? And who the hell are
you?ÓSally was used to boys trying to pick her up. Her long straight
blonde hair and athletic build carried her through adolescencewith the
problem of which boys to go out with and which to turn down. ÒAbook
publisher burning babies?Ó

TheyÕdspent the rest of the evening arguing, he trying to con-
dense a complete history of the Vietnam war and AmericaÕsforeign
policy toward developing nations throughout the Twentieth Century,
she defending this country as the freest and finest place on earth and
why didnÕt he leave if he felt America was so awful.

They continued the argument over pizza at midnight and
scrambled eggsat 4:00a.m. at an all-night diner. Sally continued arguing
with Shapiro, not willing to quit until she won, slowly realizing she
wasnÕtgoing to beat this man at what she suspected was a game he
owned.

Idealism was not in short supply in the Spofford household
where Sally grew up, it was nonexistent. Student council, the glee club,
editing the school newspaper feature section insulated Sally from
whatever outside influences managed to leak over the wrought iron
fence surrounding the Garfield School for Girls, where sheÕdlived the
four years before college.

During the next week, Ben Shapiro introduced Sally Spofford in
one strong dose to the heady mixture of political rallies, marijuana and
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rock music most of her generation had absorbed gradually. Shewas fas-
cinated by the freedom he offered her, the freedom in which he lived.
Fascinated,but not drawn in. Shecradled him in her arms and dripped
Visine into his eyeswhen he was tear gassedby the police at an anti-nuc-
lear demonstration, but she could never bring herself to chant those silly
slogans or actually carry a protest sign.

After two inseparable years the only thing they had in common
was that none of his friends and none of her friends had any idea what
they saw in each other. What it was, they came to realize, was that she
could drag him back to earth when his plans to run a weekly newspaper
in Vermont after graduation didnÕtconsider who in Vermont would be
interested in reading anything he would be interested in writing. And he
satisfied a need in her for, if not the exotic, at least something beyond
what now seemed the shallow and self centered world of her parents
and their friends.

They were married the September following graduation. She
proofread historical novels at Houghton Mifflin in Boston while he atten-
ded Boston University Law School. He worked for a small general prac-
tice firm after graduation. It was two years before he earned as much as
his secretary. He grabbed the opportunity to work for the District Attor-
neyÕsoffice when a new, surprisingly liberal District Attorney was elec-
ted. For the first time he would be earning a salary at least at the bleacher
level of the ballpark of what a lawyer was expected to earn.

It was four years before SallyÕsÒThe Adventures of Ish the
FishÓwas published. Six ÒIshthe FishÓbooks later, Her income did not
quite match his, but it was enough so that she was satisfied with herself
and content with her life, except for one thing. Despite years of writing
for children, it was not until she was 46-years-old herself, and long after
sheÕdgiven up hope of having a child, that miraculously, or so it seemed,
Adam was born.

They sold their city condo and bought a small house in a sea-
side town north of Boston, tucked at the end of a dead-end street, their
backyard abutting a salt marsh divided by a tidal creek winding out to a
beachand the sea.They agreed Adam would go to Hebrew School when
he was older, but that he would celebrateChristmas and Easternow and
that they would worry about the problem later. Sally ate buttered bagels
religiously on Sunday mornings, although she could never get used to
the concept of having smoked fish for breakfast. To her, BenÕsbeing Jew-
ish was one more odd fact about their relationship. It didnÕt hurt any-
thing and it didnÕtreally make much difference. That was why she was
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so surprised to seehim consumed by the tragic events in Israel. He was
aroused by AmericaÕsinitial open-hearted reaction and without even
asking her he wrote a check in an amount far greater than she would
have approved the night of the All-Star fundraiser for Israel. After the
Damascus bombing, she listened to him scream at the television as
American hearts hardened and the tide of public opinion turned against
Israel. Was his being Jewish keeping him from seeing the burned Syrian
babies, she wondered.

Sitting on the floor in their living room, with Adam coloring dinosaurs
nearby, she saw the fire from his college days rising again in her hus-
band and wondered whether she had outgrown that kind of passion.

ÒTurn off the TV,Ó she said hopefully. ÒIÕllput Adam to bed
then the two of us can snuggle.Ó

ÒNo, you go ahead,ÓShapiro replied, without looking away
from the television. ÒIwant to watch CNN a bit more. Geez,can you be-
lieve we arenÕtsending troops in there. I canÕtbelieve it. We invade
every two-bit country on the planet. Why donÕtwe send troops when
millions of Jews are dying? Where are the Marines when we need them?

ÒAnd those ships in Boston harbor. IÕmgoing to lose that case.Why
donÕt we let those poor people come ashore?Ó

Shecarried a drowsy Adam up to his bedroom, smiling to her-
self at her husband calling for the Marines, remembering the man sheÕd
walked over to get to a job interview, a man who would sooner have
called for help from a magician than the United StatesMarines. Has he
changed that much, she wondered. Or is it me? Being married to a Jew
had beena quirk, she realized, with very little downside to it. Shefeared
that was about to change and she did not know how she would react.

Sheput her son to bed, then went to bed herself, ducking her head un-
der the pillow to cover the sound of CNN.
<

!ÑEndFragment-->
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Chapter10
Marbella, Spain

Chaim LeviÕsplans to return to Israel were cut short when he saw
more Egyptian naval ships in Israeli waters than he thought were float-
ing on all the worldÕsoceans.Instead, he cameup with a new plan to sail
ÒSwiftÓwest Òinto the sunset,Óhe thought with a grin. Or ÒToAmerica
and freedom.Ó Maybe the Caribbean, maybe New York, maybe Miami
Beach,all placesheÕdheard about from American tourists but had never
been to.

He knew his time in Marbella, on the southern Spanish coast,
was limited. Eventually an inquisitive police officer or port guard would
wonder about the American boat tied to the pier and would realize that
it had not always been there and that he should look into it. His paranoia
notched upward when heÕdreturned to the boat from a grocery expedi-
tion the previous day and found the cabin subtly rearranged, as if some-
body had been on board.

The sail from Greeceto Spain was easy enough, stocked with cans of
Greek provisions and the water tanks topped off. The boat had charts
covering the entire Mediterranean and, while LeviÕsnavigation was
rudimentary, he knew that if he sailed far enough west he would reach
Spain and he was not too particular as to where in Spain he wound up.
Besides,with the Global Positioning Systemequipment on the boat, nav-
igating did not involve much more than moving a cursor across the
screen to set his course.

Tied to the pier in Marbella, sitting in the boatÕscockpit, sip-
ping a vodka and orange juice and studying a World Book Atlas heÕd
found in a second hand book store, Levi suddenly looked up when he
became aware of a woman standing on the pier, blocking the sunlight
from him.

The sun behind her head turned her red hair into a blazing
halo and obscured her face completely.

Levi looked up and smiled tentatively.
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ÒShalom,Ó she said.
ÒShalom,Óhe answered automatically, then realized what heÕd

said. Heart beating rapidly, he considered diving overboard and swim-
ming for his life, or leaping to the pier and running.

Shewas alone, he observed, or at least he did not seeanybody
with her. Play it cool, he thought. Lifting his glass, Levi said, ÒWould
you like to come aboard? For a drink? Or a chat? Or whatever?Ó

As sheclimbed over the stern railing into the cockpit he saw her
face for the first time.

IÕveseenher before, Levi thought with relief. The hair is differ-
ent, but the face is familiar. He watched her hop down from the dock
onto the boatÕsdeck. He smiled. And the body. I should remember that.
Sheknows me, weÕvemet before and thatÕswhy she stopped here. What
heÕdfirst seen as a threatening situation was a familiar problem heÕd
lived with as long as he could remember.

Chaim Levi, tourist guide extraordinary, rugged Sabrahero for
scoresof lovely young Americans, couldnÕtremember faces,not even his
own. Shopping for clothes he was startled to see himself in the full
length mirrors. Not tall, not short, heÕdthink. Thick, dark curly hair. Al-
ways tan from being on the water. Good build. Big Jewish nose. Not a
bad looking guy. Then heÕdlook again and wonder, is that really what I
look like? That guy looks like a stranger.

This handsome redhead, speaking Hebrew easily yet obviously
with an American accent,was probably in Spain on a two-week vacation
from Chicago or someplaceand sheÕdprobably taken an earlier vacation
in Israel where she learned to sail at a certain resort with very private les-
sons from a certain Israeli sailing instructor. Her name will come to me,
he thought. Levi was comfortable easing into conversation without
showing that he had no idea who he was talking to. HeÕdbeen in this
situation enough times that he was resigned to repeating it for the rest of
his life.

Funny, he thought, my country is gone, IÕmalone in the world,
and here I am, sitting in the sun, offering a drink to a beautiful woman
who knows me but I have no recollection of, just as I have done a dozen
times on the beach in Eretz Yisrael. Things change yet remain the same.

This problem, this situation, made Levi more comfortable than
heÕdbeen since before he saw the mushroom cloud rising above Tel
Aviv.
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Changing gears,deploying his best disarming smile, he felt his
body relax in a way heÕdalmost forgotten about, knowing that he would
eventually be able to place her in his memory.

ÒImagineus meeting again here,Óhe said, smiling, pouring or-
ange juice into a second glass. ÒIt seems like such a long, long time.Ó

ÒWeÕvenever met,Óshe said, the smile dropping from her face,
her eyesnarrowing. ÒSavethe charm for someoneelse.We have business
to discuss. Does this boat of yours,Ó and she looked at him with eye-
brows raised to let him know how much she knew about ÒhisÓboat,
Òhave a cabin, some place private?Ó she asked.

Sitting facing each other on the cushioned berths inside the
boatÕscabin, surrounded by New England craftsmenÕswoodworking,
the teak and holly cabin floor, the white pine cabin walls, the sturdy tiled
fireplace designed to drain the chill from a Maine fog, Levi waited
anxiously for her to speak first.

Shelooked around the cabin slowly and spoke for the first time
in English, rather than Hebrew.

ÒYouÕvedone well for yourself since the death of Eretz Yisrael,
havenÕtyou Lt. Chaim Levi,Óshe said slowly as her eyesswung to meet
his. She noticed the shock in his face, all pretense of suave confidence
evaporated.

Her right hand cameout of her pants pocket and sheswung his
gold-colored dog tags on their chain in front of his face.

ÒLt. Chaim Levi of the Israeli Navy. Do you call this vessel a
motor torpedo boat, or is it a submarine? IÕmafraid I have not kept up
with the state of the art of IsraelÕs warship industry.Ó

ÒOK, OK,Ó he muttered, avoiding her eyes, realizing that the
shift from Hebrew, his language, to English, obviously her language,
signaled the shift of who was in control of this conversation. ÒWho are
you? What do you want?

ÒYouÕrean American, so what are you, a private detective, is
that what you are, the American wants his boat back. Fine. Take it. Its in
better condition now than when I borrowed it,Ó Levi said.

ÒLt. Levi, IÕmnot a detective and IÕmnot, or at least not any
longer, an American. I am, in fact,Óand here she tossed the dog tags into
his lap and laughed and switched back to Hebrew, ÒI am your com-
manding officer, lieutenant. Just when do you think you were dis-
charged from the Navy?Ó

She fixed her eyes on his, watching for the manÕsreaction.
ÒCertain peopleÓ Ð from the way she emphasized the two words
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invisible quotation marks surrounded them in the air Ð ÒCertainpeople
working with me have had their eyes on you here. They searched this
boat of yours. If you want to get rid of your identification tags youÕll
have to find a better place to hide them than under your mattress. Lieu-
tenant, your country still needs you.Ó For the first time she smiled and
leaned back on the berth, Òandyou seem to be captain of the entire Is-
raeli naval war fleet.

ÒBy the way, my name is Debra Reuben.Ó
ÒDo I salute you or kiss you?ÓLevi asked. He looked at her

closely. ÒReuben?I know you. The one from the television who went in-
to the government. I thought you did things with artists or tourists or
something like that, not with the Navy.Ó

ÒToday,Ó she said, Òwe do what we can.Ó
ÒWith what we have,Óhe added, looking around the comfort-

able cabin, the most warlike object in sight was the carving knife heÕd
used to slice cheese that afternoon. ÒWith what we have.Ó

ÒWith what we have,Óshe said slowly, looking him squarely in
the eyes, Òwe could start World War Three, and we might have to do
that to get our land back.Ó

As she explained about Dimona and what was stored in the
warehouse ten miles up the Spanish coast,Levi realized with a stunning
certainty that his plans for drinking pina colladas on Caribbean beaches
would be put on hold for a while, a long while.

<
!ÑEndFragment-->
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Chapter11
Washington, DC

President Lawrence Quaid saw his chapter in yet-to-be-written history
books evaporating. As only the second Democrat reelected to a second
term since Franklin Roosevelt,Quaid desperately searchedfor his oppor-
tunity to get more than a paragraph for himself, the ambivalent para-
graph he knew in his heart of hearts his first term merited. The bombs
that destroyed Tel Aviv and Damascus looked as if they were going to
blast away QuaidÕs shot at greatness.

Elected with strong Jewish support and financial contributions,
QuaidÕsdecision not to send American troops into the Middle East
united Jewish opposition to him. Little rational analysis went into the in-
stant opposition to Quaid. In actuality, events in the Middle East
happened so quickly after the Tel Aviv bomb that there was little the Un-
ited Statescould have done. In one day Israel ceasedto exist as an inde-
pendent country. American troops sent to restore the existence of the
Stateof Israel would have fought the armies of half a dozen Arab coun-
tries, armies stocked with American weapons, trained by American in-
structors. It was inconceivable that American troops would be sent into
battle against Egypt, its secondbest (and now suddenly its first best) ally
in the Middle East.

The Israeli bombing of Damascusshocked Quaid far more than
the Tel Aviv bomb. He understood that there were terrorists who hated
the United States,he knew that, he hated them, hated their irrationality
more than anything else about them, but he appreciated that in this
world there were people willing to do crazy, suicidal acts for reasons
that seemedalmost frivolous to Quaid. He acceptedterrorism asa fact of
life, as a consequence of irrationality. The United States had seen its
share of terror, he thought, although not recently, thank God.

But Damascus was bombed by the government of Israel, or at
least everybody assumed it was. Quaid grew up in the generation that
hid under its school desks in atom bomb drills. Despite that, he never
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expected any government to actually use an atomic bomb. As President
Quaid saw it, after the bombing of Damascus there were no good guys
left in the Middle East. It was one thing for the Israeli government to
shoot rock-throwing children, but this, this went beyond any bounds.
This was inexcusable. This exhausted any tolerance Quaid felt for Israel.
After Damascus,Quaid refused to place America into what commentat-
ors warned would be Òthe next Iraq.Ó

Most Americans, most non-Jewish Americans at least, shared his view.
A plague on both their houses. Americans were numbed by decadesof
vendettas in the Middle East, of suicide bus bombings revenged with
helicopter attacks on Palestinian schools,of restaurant bombings in Jeru-
salem followed by tanks plowing through West Bank villages. To most
Americans, the twin mushroom clouds, the first set off by a terrorist, the
second by the vengeful Israeli government, were almost inevitable. Both
sides were wrong, neither side deserved American support. Americans
refused to place their children between these eternally-warring tribes.
Sunni against Shiite. Palestinian against Jew. It was the same hatred, the
same Biblical battle. Not AmericaÕsfight. That was the lesson of Iraq,
people said. DonÕtget in the middle of feuds older than the United
States.

AmericaÕsseemingly-automatic support for Israel turned out to be
decades-long but inches deep. American liberals Ð non-Jewish liberals
that is Ðhad beendivided between support for Israel and disgust at what
they viewed as imperialist oppression of Palestinians. Even before the
two bombs, the Harvard faculty had voted to divest the UniversityÕsin-
vestments from Israeli corporations. The Damascusbomb causedIsraelÕs
last, and most fervent, American supporters to have second thoughts.
Evangelicals, who had seenthe birth of Israel as the fulfillment of Biblic-
al prophecy, saw IsraelÕsdestruction by fire as a sign that God appeared
to be having second thoughts and maybe the Second Coming had been
placed on hold.

As it became clear to the Arab armies inside occupied Israel that
America was going to let them stay, that America was not going to inter-
vene, they became more willing to show off to the world what theyÕd
done. Television crews were allowed into the refugee camps, although
donations from American Jewswere redirected to more needy Palestini-
an refugees, waiting to be relocated onto land stolen from their families
in 1948at IsraelÕsinception. Or diverted to the even more needy surviv-
ors of the Damascus bombing.

Reporters flocked to Palestine.
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To American Jews,it was the Holocaust all over again, this time
broadcast on the six oÕclocktelevision news. Between commercials for
Toyotas, erectile dysfunction medicines and laxatives, American Jews
watched scenesof United Nations relief workers in barbed wire-surroun-
ded refugee camps stuffed with Hasidic Jews and families that looked
frighteningly like their own American families.

The nation of Palestine was declared a week after the bombing.
The Egyptian army maintained order throughout most of the country, al-
though the Syrian army occupied the northern third of the nation and
the Golan Heights were incorporated back into Syria. Palestine peti-
tioned for and was admitted into the United Nations. Israel ceasedto be
a member. Israel ceased to exist.

PalestineÕssurviving Jewish residents were forbidden to leave
the country. Their skills would be needed, at least at first. Jewish prop-
erty was appropriated by the Palestinian state and, of course, Jewswere
granted no citizenship rights. It was pay back time in Palestine,pay back
in ways large and small. Palestinians whoÕdsweated for Jewish employ-
ers, who were kicked by Jewish police and ignored by Jewish women,
would not let their new victims walk away from what was due to them
in return.

They knew Jewish history well enough to realize that Jewshad
been thrown out of countries all over the world for virtually all of recor-
ded civilization. Jews always seemed to land on their feet, migrating
from one country to the next, setting up their businesses, insinuating
themselves into their new nationÕs economy.

That was not going to happen this time, the Palestinians de-
cided. We wonÕtthrow them out only to let them drum up support to re-
turn in power. This time we will have Jewish laborers, Jewish taxi
drivers, Jewish women cleaning our floors and washing our clothes. Jew-
ish prostitutes. Jewish beggars.

It was the Holocaust, Live And In Color With Film at Eleven, for
American Jews.

That is what drove Boston stock brokers and school teachersto
respond to frantic telephone calls to do something, anything about the
ships in the harbor. TheseAmerican Jewshad beenbrought up on stories
of the Holocaust. Photographs of Jews in Nazi death camps, starved to
stick figures, formed a part of the Jewish unconscious few people were
even aware of until, unbelievably, like something from Hollywood
rather than from the Middle East,high definition, cinema format images
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of Jewsbehind rolls of barbed wire were seenon 50-inch plasma televi-
sions in American homes.

American Jews had comfortably assumed the Holocaust was
history, a tragedy that could never happen again, not now, it was im-
possible now. Sure they knew it happened in Germany in the last cen-
tury, it happened in Russia the century before, it happened in Spain, in
the Inquisition, in Italy, in England, in Poland. What country, except for
America, had not persecuted its Jews?That was history, though, they
said. Something you read about in books. Like the Pilgrims. Like the
Black Plague.

They didnÕtappreciate, however, that to the Spanish Jews, the
English Jews, the German Jews, what had happened to them had not
been history. It had been their reality.

Those historical events happened before the days of CNN, before
nightly television news brought satellite images live from across the
globe. Now they saw it with their own eyes.They drove their children to
Boston harbor, stood at the shore and showed them the two ships, Jewish
children on shore staring through their birdwatching binoculars at Jew-
ish children leaning over the railings on the ships, at Jewish women wav-
ing desperately, holding up their children to passing pleasure boats.
Lawyers in their 40th floor offices overlooking Boston Harbor looked up
from reading purchase and sale agreements to see the two ships
swinging from their anchors flying blue Star of David flags, strained to
seethe crowded decks, the Coast Guard ships circling round and round
and round.

The ships touched a chord in many Boston Jews they did not know
existed. More than hearts were touched. Memory stirred. Memory of
other ships filled with Jews, turned away from America, turned away
from Palestine. History and reality inched together, creating a resolve in
people who before then had broken no law more serious than a speed
limit. The realization rose in the hearts and minds of many American
Jews that Ònever againÓ really meant Ònot now.Ó

For most Bostonians, those who were not Jews,the ships were
little more than sourcesof passing guilt, as when you walked past a des-
titute person asking for spare change, knowing your pocket held the tip
you chosenot to give at Starbucks but walking past nonetheless,perhaps
with a slight shaking of your head, thinking theyÕdjust spend it on alco-
hol and you really werenÕtsupposed to give them money, were you. A
twinge. Little more. Knowing there were children on the ships, maybe a
twinge-and-a-half. But Haitian children had been sent away from
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America recently. Nigerian children. Chinese children. The news had
beenfull of that. AmericaÕspurging of illegals had already hardened mil-
lions of hearts. Most Americans simply watched television coverage of
the radioactive ruins surrounding Damascus.

Americans watched nightly coverage of the modern Hiroshima
in the Middle East, of babies with their skin burned to the bone, of hos-
pitals understaffed by United Nations doctors, of Arab soldiers swearing
to avenge this attack but being in the suddenly unfamiliar position of not
having an enemy. A United Nations investigation team issued a report
clearing Syria of any involvement in the bombing of Tel Aviv. The Gen-
eral Assembly, after voting to condemn Israel as it had so many times in
the past, faced the surprising reality that Israel no longer existed.

The final straw was the joint declaration by the Islamic republics of
Iran and Iraq, quickly echoedby Saudi Arabia and the other Persian Gulf
oil states,that not an ounce of oil would be shipped to any country that
gave refuge to Israeli murderers, which they defined as all Jews. The
murderers of millions of Arabs, the thieves who kidnapped the Palestini-
an homeland for fifty years, the butchers of Damascus, were to be re-
turned for trial and punishment, as a nation.

Facedwith the threat of another oil embargo by the Arabs and
with rioting in the streets by every minority whose members had been
deported from this country, who collectively made up the majority of
Americans, President Quaid finally acted.
<

span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:
"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;">The two ships were to be supplied with food, water
and fuel, assuming the Boston Jewish community would raise the funds
to pay for them, and sent on their way the following morning. An Egyp-
tian naval cruiser ended its courtesy visit to Baltimore to escort the two
ships back to the only country that would accept them, back to the new
nation of Palestine.

<
!ÑEndFragment-->
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Chapter12
Boston, Massachusetts

At 2:00a.m. on the morning the ships were to leave Boston Harbor, two
rocket propelled grenades dashed from the deck of the ÒIliadÓand three
from the ÒIonianStar,Óturning both Coast Guard 38-footers into flaming
wrecks that quickly sank to the bottom of the harbor, killing all ten
crewpersons on board the two boats.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> Dozens of small boats, Boston Whalers used
for water skiing, cabin cruisers used for fishing and day trips, even ca-
noes from the Charles River, dashed out from the nearby shore. The
boats filled with people jumping into the water from the shipsÕdecks.
Once loaded with wet passengers,the small boats disappeared into the
darkness.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> Fireboats speeding out from the inner harbor
to help the Coast Guard vesselsignored the dozens of small boats,which
the firefighters assumed were shore side residents out to search for
survivors.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:
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family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
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language: EN-US;"> By dawn, the ÒIliadÓand the ÒIonian StarÓ
were empty, even their crews deciding perhaps this was a good time to
look up their relatives in Chicago.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> Newspaper accounts of the attack on the
Coast Guard boats and the escapeof the refugees used a new phrase to
define AmericaÕs latest enemy.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒJEWISHTERRORISTSKILL 10 ON COAST
GUARD SHIPS, PASSENGERSESCAPE INTO HIDING,Ó the Boston
Globe headline said.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒJEWSKILL AMERICANS,Ó was the Boston
Herald front page, implying there was a difference between the two
groups.

<
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Chapter13
Boston, Massachusetts

Howie Mandelbaum had a great deal of difficulty thinking of himself as
a violent criminal. So, too did his fellow residents of the Charles Street
Jail, a Dickensian building leaning against one of the outbuildings of the
MassachusettsGeneral Hospital. The jail was a model penal institution
when it was opened in 1857, shaped, as were classic cathedrals, like a
cross.The central vault was an open space100feet on a side, five stories
tall. The four stubby arms of the cross were short U-shaped hallways
open to the central vault. In turn, the hallways were lined with row after
row of steel bars separating the hallways from the cells.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> The benevolent theory, at least in 1857, was
that eachcell was open to the central vault so that every guard could see
into every cell and every prisoner had the benefit of the light and fresh
air from the central vault. What that also meant was that every inmate
could seeevery other inmate, that no cell was separated from any other
cell by anything but steel bars and open air. All that prevented any of the
687 inmates of the jail from speaking with any other inmate was the
strength of his lungs and his ability to make himself heard over the roar-
ing that reverberated through the central vault like the sound of Niagara
Falls played back through an echo chamber. On top of the inmatesÕ
shouting were the shouts of guards telling prisoners to shut up, and radi-
os and televisions turned to maximum volume to be heard over the roar.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
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family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> The cells were meant to hold one inmate. Des-
pite the order of the United StatesDistrict Court for the District of Mas-
sachusettsenforcing that intention, Mandelbaum shared his accommod-
ations. His roommate found MandelbaumÕs whimpering funny.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒNever heard of a Jew being anything but a
bookie, JewBoy,ÓSeanConnery - ÒlikeJamesBondÓ- snarled. ÒAnd you
donÕtlook like no bookie. What happened, pretty boy, get caught with
some coke on the front seat of your Bimmer when you ran a red light?Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> Connery was interrupted by a banging on the
cell bars.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒHecame on the Jew boat. He was fished out
of the harbor.Ó Bobbie Flynn, a correction officer, came from the same
project as Connery. He knew ConneryÕsfather and he did not hold it
against young Sean that he was facing a few years in Cedar Junction
State Prison.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒBut leave him be, lad. This here is a foreign
agent who cameto our country and is committing crimes, serious crimes,
before he even steps foot on American soil. HeÕsfacing murder charges,
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ten murder charges. Ten dead Coasties in Boston Harbor. This must be
one big tough Israeli Jew boy.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒYour lawyerÕshere to see you. Come with
me,Ó Flynn said to Mandelbaum.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> Flynn unlocked the cell door and escorted
Mandelbaum to a small room on the ground floor. The young man sat in
one of two chairs in the room, chairs abandoned from some Boston pub-
lic school, with writing platforms on the right armrests. Years of initials
and obscenities,whether from bored high school students or terrified jail
inmates, covered the writing platforms. Ben Shapiro sat in the other
chair, his briefcase open on the writing platform.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒIf you are the court appointed lawyer the
judge said IÕdget you might as well leave,ÓMandelbaum told Shapiro,
speaking in the sametone heÕduse with a surly waiter. ÒMy father is hir-
ing me the best lawyer money can buy.Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> Shapiro looked up slowly, then held his hand
out without rising from the chair.

<
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span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:
"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒIwas hired by your father,Óhe said. ÒIdonÕt
know if IÕmthe best. IÕlltell you one thing though. IÕmnot bought by
anybody. And IÕlltell you another thing. You better understand that you
are in the deepest hole of your lifetime, and it goes downhill from here.
IÕmwalking out in an hour and going home to my wife and my son. You
are going to be behind bars tonight. You are most likely going to be be-
hind bars when you are sixty years old.Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> Another one, Shapiro thought. If only I could
have caseswithout jerkball clients. Hundreds, a thousand clients, and
still barely a handful heÕdthink to invite over to the house for dinner.
And here was jerkball number one-thousand-and-one.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> Mandelbaum sat facing Shapiro.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒWhat is this shit case?I didnÕtkill anybody.
All I did was jump off that stinking boat when they told me to jump.
How can they charge me with killing anybody?Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒWhatyou are charged with, sir, is conspiracy
to commit murder.Ó Shapiro looked through the papers in his briefcase.
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ÒThisis the charge, actually one of ten charges,all the same,one for each
dead Coast Guardsman.Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> Shapiro held the document and read from it
in the sing-song rhythm legal pleadings seemed to call for.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒYouhave beencharged with conspiring with
other unknown persons to illegally enter the United States and in fur-
therance of that conspiracy to commit acts of violence, to whit murder
and assault with intent to commit murder and that in furtherance of this
conspiracy you or others with whom you acted in concert did commit
acts of violence including assault with intent to murder and murder in
the first degree.Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> He looked up at his new client, searching for
any sign on the young manÕsface that he appreciated that heÕdcome to a
fork in the road of his life, and that he was heading down the wrong
path.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒYou had the misfortune, Mr. Mandelbaum,
of being the only person from either ship who Boston police managed to
retrieve from the harbor. I expect that the other 4,000people will be diffi-
cult to hide for very long and that you will soon have company. But for
today at least, you are the test case.
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<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒTell me, Mr. Mandelbaum, how did you
come to be on that ship?Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒIdidnÕtcome to be on the ship,Óthe young
man said softly, angrily. ÒI got on that ship to stay alive. The fucking
Arabs were killing people all over the place. I was lucky as hell to get on
that boat.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒWait,before I answer your questions you tell
me first how can they do this to me? IÕman American. Why didnÕtthe
Marines come to save me? Why did I have to spend three weeks on that
ship like some kind of refugee?Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒFrom what your father told me,Ó Shapiro
said, this time glancing at a yellow pad heÕdremoved from his briefcase.
ÒFromwhat your father told me you moved to Israel a year ago and you
became an Israeli citizen. And you were in the import-export business
there? Is that correct?Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
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language: EN-US;"> ÒSureI moved there, but I was born here. IÕm
an American, dammit, I went to school here, I watched SesameStreet as
a kid, I know all about Homer and Bart, I cried when John Kennedy, Jr.
got killed. I saw all those dumb Disney movies when I was a kid. My
dad even voted for Reagan once. Listen to me, donÕtI sound like an
American? Look, I grew up in Fair Lawn, fucking New Jersey.What is
this foreigner crap they keep calling me?Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> The young man stood and began pacing
around the small room, working himself into a rage. ÒIÕmasAmerican as
you are, right?Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> He stopped talking and sat in the chair facing
Shapiro, all evidence of cockiness evaporated, the enormity of his situ-
ation slowly sinking in.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒTheyÕllkill me in this jail. Get me out of here.
I was never even sent to the principalÕsoffice. Get me out of here before
they kill me. Or worse.Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> His head fell to the armrest. Shapiro watched
the young manÕsbody shaking, heard him crying, gave him a few
minutes to regain control, placed his hand on the young manÕsshoulder
and shook him gently.
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<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒIonly have an hour with you. We have a lot
of ground to cover. Lets get to work.Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;">

<
!ÑEndFragment-->
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Chapter14
North of Boston

Sally Spofford Shapiro did not often argue about politics with her hus-
band, especially not about the politics of caseshe was involved in. She
was angry now, though, angry and a bit frightened. ÒTheykilled Amer-
icans. My God, Ben, they killed American soldiers - the Coast Guard can
be called soldiers, canÕt they - right here in Boston.Ó

She did not like seeing her husband on television this time.
They did not usually have the television on during dinner.

There was a period in their marriage when the always-on television
played like Musak in the background, when the only eye contact they
had with each other was in the reflections of their faces off the screen.
Banishing the television from dinner, however, was one of the fruits of a
bitter six months of marriage counseling they went through years ago.
She did not like the return of the television to dinner. That was a bad
sign for the marriage, she thought. The marriage was shaky enough as it
was. Sally suspected that if Adam had not appeared in their lives, she
and Ben would not be together.

Seeing her husband on television being confronted by the persistent
interviewer triggered an angry reaction in Sally.

ÒMr. Shapiro, do you have any personal hesitation about de-
fending a foreign national who killed American servicemen on American
soil?ÓSmarmy, Sally thought, that woman is smarmy. Just look at her in
her jacket and her sprayed-up perfect blonde hair. And that tiny waist on
her. Why do TV newswomen have such tiny waists? The thirty pounds
Sally had put on when Adam was born still rested on her hips. It was not
just her eyesthat her husband had stopped looking at, she realized virtu-
ally every moment they were together. The lessaffection he showed her,
the more she felt compelled to push him away. Now, look at him with
that smarmy woman. HeÕs eating it up.

And IÕll bet her audience is loving it.
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ÒIthas not beenestablished that my client killed anybody.ÓSha-
piro looked directly at the camera,not at the reporter holding the micro-
phone in his face. HeÕdbeen through this many times before, represent-
ing child molesters, murderers, even bankers. Shapiro liked watching
himself on television, as he enjoyed reading the transcripts of his own
trials, viewing both as learning experiences,as a way to do better next
time, to be perfect next time, and more perfect the time after that. He
knew to look directly at the camera,the camerawas the audience, not the
interviewer.

ÒWeare researching a defense of necessity.People were dying
on that ship. They would surely have died if they were turned away,
turned over to the custody of the Egyptian Navy. The defense of neces-
sity is a valid ground for violating the law. We will pursue that defense.

ÒFurther, we will put to the test of public trial those persons
who placed my client in the position of choosing between certain death
or attempting as peaceful an escape as he could manage.Ó

The reporter turned her back on Shapiro.
ÒAnd our cameraswill certainly be in that courtroom as Amer-

ica Demands Justice.ÓA logo of the scalesof justice superimposed over
an American flag, with the caption ÒAmericaDemands JusticeÓfilled the
screen.

ÒFor Eyewitness Action News, this is Natalie Arthur.Ó
Sally picked up the remote and turned off the television.
ÒPleaseBen, please. CanÕtyou skip this one, just once, for me.

IÕve never asked this before,Ó she pleaded.
ÒI donÕtsee why this case is any different,Ó he replied. ÒIÕve

represented unpleasant folks before. Hey, I represented goddamned
Nazis. That didnÕtbother you. WhatÕsthe big deal this time?ÓHe looked
her full in the face, the sameway heÕdlooked directly into the television
camera. ÒWhatI said on TV was true. IÕma lawyer. Sometimes I repres-
ent people who have done bad things. ThatÕs my job.

ÒYouknow it gives me the greatest stories to tell at parties.ÓHe
smiled at her, hoping, half expecting, that would be the end of the dis-
cussion. ÒGreat salad. What kind of dressing is this?Ó

ÒNo, no, no.Ó Sally stood up, looking down at him, looking
down at the napkin in his lap, at the mouthful of lettuce he was trying to
swallow. She, too, had her personal power moves. TheyÕdplayed these
cards so many times before, he with his oh-so-sincerestare, all powerful,
she, looking down, chin quivering, containing an explosion he dreaded
having to live with.
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ÒThis is different,Ó she almost whispered. ÒDifferent. I donÕt
know why its different. I canÕtput it into words. But it is different this
time. This time what you are doing feels, I donÕtknow the word to use. It
feels unAmerican. IÕvenever asked you this before but it is important to
me. Please, once, this time, let another knight slay this dragon.Ó

She sighed, exhaling forcefully like a balloon deflating. Those
were her best shots, and she could see theyÕdmissed. She could tell by
his eyes,by the way, this time, he looked down at his plate while speak-
ing, chasing cherry tomatoes with his fork while he searchedfor words,
or for the right effect. Sally knew her husband, knew he was always per-
forming, in the midst of a fight with her or in the midst of a fight with a
courtroom opponent. He lived his life onstage, at least in his mind.

ÒYouÕreright,Ó he finally said, speaking without raising his head from
the plate. ÒThis one is different. This one I canÕt refuse.Ó

ÒBecause they are Jews?Ó she whispered.
He looked up. Oh-so-sincere stare directly at Sally. ÒBecause

IÕma Jew,Óhe said. He stood up and held both hands out to her. Reluct-
antly, she played her part, held her own hands out to him, then leaned
her head against his chest, feeling his arms wrap around her, feeling one
hand slide down to her buttock and squeeze.It had been a while. Her
head dropped to his shoulder. He pushed her out at armsÕ length.

ÒLet me tell you about the S.S. St. Louis,Ó Shapiro said
slowly. ÒYouÕve heard of Kristallnacht?Ó

ÒSomeNazi thing, I think, wasnÕtit?ÓSally responded cautiously, not
happy about where the conversation was going. It was the hug she
wanted, not a history lecture. Shewas losing him, she knew she was. He
was being dragged from her by something powerful, primal. Something
Jewish.

ÒYeah,some Nazi thing,Ó Shapiro replied. ÒIn November 1938 Hitler
let his goons loose. Kristallnacht means Crystal Night. They called it that
becauseof all the glass that got broken in Jewish houses and businesses
and synagogues in Germany that one night. After Kristallnacht, the
handwriting was on the wall for German Jews.They knew they had to
get out, but getting out had gotten harder, and, it turned out, getting in
to any other country also became harder.

ÒTheSt. Louis was a German passenger ship. Nine-hundred-
thirty-seven Jewsmanaged to bribe their way on board. The ship sailed
to Cuba, where the Jews expected to wait until they could get into the
U.S.
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ÒBut it didnÕt work out that way. The Cubans wanted half a
million dollars to let the Jewsoff the ship. They couldnÕtraise the money
and the ship sailed for Florida, a ship with nearly a thousand Jews,old
people, women, children. Things were so desperate the passengers
formed a suicide committee to roam the ship to keep people from killing
themselves, they were so afraid of being sent back to Germany.

ÒRemember,this is 1938.Franklin Roosevelt, the great liberal, is
President. So guess where the St. Louis landed in the United States.Ó

Sally did not want to hear about Nazis and Jews. Nazis had
nothing to do with what was happening now. This is America. There
arenÕtNazis here. Nazis were history. She didnÕt want to hear about
Jews,either. She wanted her husband back. Jewswere taking him from
her, Jews and that damned thirty pounds, she thought. IÕll lose the
weight, she vowed silently. Tomorrow. Tomorrow morning IÕlluse my
gym membership, IÕllhire a personal trainer, IÕllstart the diet. Tomor-
row. That will get him away from Jews and Nazis, from ships and
killings. Back to his family, to me, or if not back to me, back to Adam.
Adam was her trump card, Sheknew that. Enough with Nazis and Jews,
fucking Jews all the time now.

ÒIdonÕtknow where the ship landed, Ben,Óshesaid, acid slipping into
her tone. ÒBut I am sure you are aching to tell me, so go right ahead.Ó

ÒNowhere.ThatÕswhere in the United Statesof America the St.
Louis passengersgot off that ship. Nowhere. We shut the door. WouldnÕt
let them in. The St. Louis sailed back and forth near Miami and we sent
the Coast Guard to make sure nobody tried to swim to shore. So guess
where the thousand Jewswent. Back to Europe. The St. Louis delivered
its passengers right back to the Holocaust. To the camps.

ÒTwo years later Congress voted to change the immigration
laws to allow 20,000additional people into this country. Guesswho they
were. Jews?No, they were 20,000English school children sent here by
their parents to keep them safe.Ó

Sally knew she was losing more than this argument. Something
more weighty than politics was drawing him farther and farther from
her, some powerful magnet that treated him as iron and her asglass.She
knew he was not quite finished with his verbal assault. He prided him-
self on the killer closing line to his jury arguments, reciting them over the
dinner table puffed with pride. The closing line to this argument had not
yet been delivered, she knew, and she knew her husband well enough to
predict what it was going to be. He met her expectation. First that sincere
look, its potency on her spent and dried out. Then, in an oh-so-sincere
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whisper, the question, ÒThink the St. Louis passengerscould have used a
good lawyer?Ó

Sheknew better than to answer. Sheturned her back and walked away
from her husband, leaving him alone in the living room, thinking heÕd
won another argument.
<

!ÑEndFragment-->
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Chapter15
North of Boston

How many ÒcousinsÓpaying surprise visits, ÒcousinsÓwho
spoke little English, could suburban Boston accept? Four thousand
frightened people could not be hidden for long, no matter how quixotic
their rescuershoped to be. The cleverest ones landed on shore and never
stopped running, catching planes and trains and buses heading any-
where, ducking police and immigration authorities as best they could.
Most of the people taken off the two ships, however, were smuggled into
finished basements and attic bedrooms in houses in Boston suburbs.

These houses were not fitted with secret doors and hidden
rooms like Anne Frank lived in. No underground railroad had been es-
tablished to smuggle illegal Jewish immigrants. Instead, Jewish doctors,
lawyers, businessmen, woken from their beds by late night telephone
calls, had to make snap decisions.

ÒCanyou take somebody in?Óthe caller would ask. ÒJustfor a
day or two until we sort things out. ThereÕsreally no risk to you. Noth-
ing will happen to you. DonÕt worry.

ÒPlease,we just have to hide them for a day or so until things
settle down. Then the government will step in and help these poor
people.Ó

How could they refuse, just for a day or two?
Cold, wet, terrified, hungry people, sometimes an entire family,

were dropped at nice houses in nice neighborhoods, four thousand
people scattered and hidden before the sun rose the next morning. They
were treated not quite as guests,not quite as fugitives. They werenÕtfor-
eign exchangestudents, an acceptedcategory of foreigners who showed
up once in a while. They certainly werenÕtau pairs, neither were they
foreign business visitors. They certainly couldnÕtbe fugitives from the
law. Good people would not hide criminals.

People didnÕtknow how to handle thesesudden visitors. Could
the neighbors be told or not? Did they distinguish between Jewish
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neighbors and non-Jewish neighbors? Were they only staying at Jewish
homes?Suddenly the distinction between Jewish friends and non-Jewish
friends took on a new significance.

Roselyn Lowenstein was called to the principalÕs office at
Swampscot High School after lunch the day following the raid on the
ships.

ÒRoselyn,I have some serious questions to ask you,ÓPrincipal
Warren said.

Roselyn was a National Honor Society member and co-captain
of the schoolÕsstate championship debating team. Principal Warren
knew Roselyn and her parents well. Roselyn was never called to the
principalÕs office for causing trouble. This time, however, she was
nervous, fidgeting while Principal Warren spoke to her.

ÒRoselyn,somebody told me you were talking at lunch about
some visitors at your house. IÕllbe blunt with you. I heard that you told
people you have a family from those ships hiding at your house. Is that
true?Ó

For a seventeen year old girl who should have been worrying
about whether she should apply early decision to Harvard because,after
all, it was Harvard, or to Columbia, because imagine going to the
Columbia School of Journalism, hiding illegal refugeeswas the last prob-
lem Roselynn Lowenstein expected to have to face. Shedid not want to
deal with it now. In fact, she did not want to give up her bedroom for
four people who barely spoke English. And Mr. Warren wasnÕtthe en-
emy. He was OK. HeÕdpromised to write a great college recommenda-
tion letter for her.

ÒItÕsa secret.WeÕrenot supposed to tell,Óshewhispered, laying
the drama on thickly.

Warren removed a yellow filing folder from a desk drawer. Peeking,
Roselyn could see her name was typed across the file folder tab.

ÒI have a very important letter to write for you,Ó the principal said,
looking closely at the young woman. Shestared at him for no more than
five seconds, then glanced again at the file folder.

ÒOK.ItÕsonly for a few days. Maybe the school newspaper should be
covering this. Lots of other kids have them at their houses, too, you
know.Ó He could hear the excitement in her voice.
<

span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:
"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
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language: EN-US;">Warren had watched the local TV news while eating
breakfast that morning. He watched the bodies of the young Coast
Guardsmen lifted from the water. He watched flaming footage of the re-
mains of the two patrol boats. Like most people, he was ambivalent
about letting the refugees off those two ships. Sure they needed some
place to go, but hadnÕtwe just deported all those South Americans and
Haitians and Asians. Fair was fair, after all. You couldnÕtstart making
exceptions, especially not for white people, that would not be the liberal
thing to do, and Warren thought of himself asa liberal, although a liberal
gaining wisdom as he grew more mature. CanÕtmake an exception for
white immigrants. Fair is fair.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> And now ten Americans were murdered by
these Jews. That sealed it for Warren.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> When Roselyn left his office to return giggling
to her Spanish class,where she huddled with half a dozen friends who
also had instant relatives at home, Warren searched the telephone book
for the MassachusettsStatePolice number, picked up the telephone and
dialed quickly.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒI donÕtknow how many other families are
also hiding people,Óhe told Detective Lieutenant Francis OÕBrien,Òbut
there is an awful lot of whispering in the halls, and its mostly the Jewish
kids doing it. I suspect there are a lot of them in town, a lot of them. So
what are you going to do about this?Ó

<
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Chapter16
Marbella, Spain

Lt. Chaim Levi applied the last brush strokes of WEST System
epoxy to the water storage tank under the main cabin settee, then
scrambled up the cabin ladder into the boatÕscockpit, drawing deep
breaths of fresh air after breathing epoxy fumes in the closed cabin all
morning. He regretted losing the forty gallons of water storage from the
starboard water tank - heÕdhave to find some place to put collapsible
plastic water bags for the crossing - but he was terrified of what filled the
tank now.

This warhead, alone among IsraelÕsdiminutive nuclear arsenal,
was designed for use by a commando squad, perhaps one infiltrated in-
to, say, Tehran, in a pickup truck. The tube-shaped warhead was three
feet long and eighteen inches across.It fit in the water tank. HeÕdcut the
metal tank open and then sealedit with fiberglass and epoxy. It held wa-
ter again, but Levi did not want to drink it. He was careful to leave no in-
spection port in the fiberglass. The tank would have to be cut open to
find the warhead inside. Levi expected no customs inspector would be
willing to do that much damage to such an expensive boat.

Before sealing the weapon inside the water tank, Reuben and
Levi spent an afternoon with a young man whose English and Hebrew
were equally interrupted by fits of nervous coughing. This man, a phys-
ics graduate of Hebrew University whose newly sunburned face was the
recent payback from years spent mostly underground at the Dimona fa-
cility, carefully explained the workings of the arming device and the det-
onator. He was obviously proud.

ÒEvena child could use it,Óhe said. ÒItwas my design the gov-
ernment selected as the standard detonator for nuclear field munitions.Ó

ÒField munitions?Ó Levi asked. ÒWhat are nuclear field
munitions?Ó

The technician gave Reuben an exasperated look.
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ÒArewe really giving this man accessto the device?Óhe asked
her. She nodded.

ÒNuclear field munitions are small nuclear devices designed to
be carried by jeep, boat or helicopter,Óhe explained slowly, as if speak-
ing to a child. ÒThereare unique problems in designing the detonator for
field munitions.Ó

ÒWhynot just a simple clock?ÓLevi asked.ÒOra button to push
slowly while you kiss your ass goodbye. Why are these any different
from detonators for normal bombs?Ó

ÒDo I have to go through this with this man?Óthe technician
asked Reuben.

She waved her hand, her impatience showing.
ÒBecause,Óhe said, Òwith nuclear devices you only want them

to detonate when YOU want them to detonate. There is always the pos-
sibility, slim as it might be, that these devices could fall into the wrong
hands and then É Ó

He stopped in mid-sentence, realization clouding his expression
as he recalled what happened to Tel Aviv.

ÒIsuppose we might not have made the security quite as good
as necessary.Ó

Levi looked at the young man and shuddered. Scientists like
this one made the bomb they used in Tel Aviv, he thought.

ÒThetimer can be set anywhere from one hundred hours to one
second. The two arming codes must be entered on the keypad first, fol-
lowed by the time setting, followed by the timing code. That sequence
sets the trigger. Reentry of all three codes in the proper order stops the
timer and disarms the device.

ÒOfcourse you have to first insert the authorization card before
entering the codes,Óhe looked at Reuben as she removed a Chemical
Bank of New York VISA card from a chain around her neck.

ÒTry it,Ó he told her.
Reuben looked at Levi, then at the scientist. She swiped the

VISA card across a slot in the side of the device.
ÒYouÕre sure we can turn this off if we turn it on,Ó she asked.
ÒYes,yes, yes,Óhe said, then grinned slyly. ÒI did it myself

twice this week. But that was before you changed the codes on me.Ó
Reuben reached for the device. Levi placed his hand on her

wrist and held it away from the keypad.
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ÒNow what would happen,Óhe asked her with a smile, Òif you
have a heart attack after you entered the codesand before you have time
to reenter them. Where would that leave me?Ó

Reuben smiled. ÒIt would leave you to join me in heaven,Óshe
answered. ÒOnly I know these codes. ItÕs going to stay that way.Ó

Shearmed the bomb and disarmed it, twice, confirming that the
detonator activated each time.

ÒLoad it into the boat tonight,Ó she told Levi.
ÒAnd your job is done,Óshe told the scientist. ÒGive me your

card.Ó
He handed her a VISA card identical to the one dangling from

the chain around her neck.
ÒRemember,this never happened,ÓReuben told the pale man.

ÒYounever met me. You will tell no one. If you do, we will find you. Not
every member of Mossad was in Tel Aviv.Ó

Reubenand Levi watched the scientist leave. Sheclimbed down
the companionway into the boatÕscabin and emerged with a bottle of Ba-
cardi rum, a glass and a bowl of ice cubes. Levi looked at her and
frowned.

ÒIt isnÕteven lunch time yet,Óhe said. ÒSureyou want to start that so
early?Ó

Reuben didnÕt know whether to be angry with the man or not. She
took a deep breath and made a decision.

ÒIfanybody on the faceof this planet has earned the right to a drink in
the morning, or any time of day, or any time of night, as many drinks as
she God damn well wants, that person is me,Óshe said, looking vacantly
at the floor of the boatÕscockpit asshedrained her glassand then poured
another over the still-unmelted ice.

Levi stared at the woman for thirty seconds. In the week they had
spent preparing the sailboat to hide the bomb and getting ready for their
voyage, the two of them had had few serious conversations. SheÕdex-
plained to him what the tube-shaped device was, in general terms, and
sheÕdtold him a carefully-edited version of how sheÕdcome into posses-
sion of such a lethal object. But Reuben had carefully avoided any dis-
cussion about either the Tel Aviv bomb or the Damascus bomb, two
blatantly obvious subjects for people who had a close relative of those
two bombs in their personal custody. Levi sensedthat Reubenwas strug-
gling with something that had happened in her recent past, but he chose
to wait for her to put it on the table. Whatever it was, certainly every per-
son whoÕdescaped from what had been Israel had left horrors behind
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them. Levi did not discuss the bodies heÕdwatched sink beneath the
burning surface of the sea when his patrol boat met its end, nor did he
dare to mention the family and friends he expected to never seeagain.
Knowing who Debra had been in Israel and obviously aware of the ob-
ject sheÕddelivered to what he viewed as ÒhisÓboat, he suspected she
was connected in some way with the Damascus bomb. He had not yet
dared to raise the topic. SheÕlltalk in her own time, in her own way, he
decided.

He also sensedthat there was a strength in this woman that he had not
yet seen displayed, that she was more than a beautiful woman with a
weight on her shoulders. Levi was not used to dealing with women with
either strength or substance.Superficial women had suited him just fine
so far in his life. That seemedabout to change. Of the many words that
could describe Debra Reuben, ranging from ÒtroubledÓ to Òintense,Ó
ÒsuperficialÓ was not among that vocabulary.

Reuben, startled, lifted her gaze from the cockpit floor, drained her
glass of rum, poured another one, and smiled gaily, falsely, at Levi.
<
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Chapter17
At sea

Sailing across the Atlantic Ocean ahead of the Trade Winds
from east to west was no longer the epic adventure it was when Colum-
bus first journeyed. The trip had been made by a German paddling a
kayak in the 1930s,by an 18 year old woman sailing alone, by thousands
of retired sailing couples returning from a seasonon the Mediterranean,
and, of course, by countless private yachts.

Being lost was no longer an option. The planet was circled by
an armada of Global Positioning System satellites that transmitted to
GPSreceivers as small as transistor radios, giving latitude and longitude
to an accuracy of 10 feet. The Hinckley Bermuda 40, being top of the line
itself, carried a state of the art Magellan GPSand chartplotter, actually a
high-powered computer display with digitized maps for the entire plan-
et stored in postage stamp sized memory cartridges. Two minutes after
the device was powered up it displayed a nautical chart of the area in
which the boat was sailing, zoomed closely enough to navigate through
a complicated anchorage or zoomed out to display the entire Atlantic
Ocean. In the center of that chart a small image of a boat blinked on and
off, indicating exactly where ÒSwiftÓwas located on the earthÕsface,give
or take three yards.

So long as the GPSworked, Levi could determine the boatÕspo-
sition as easily as he could locate a bar of soap in a bathtub.

It would have made the vacation of a lifetime, sailing from
Spain to the Caribbean, then north to New England, an idyllic eight
weeks at sea,well before the hurricane season,not at all dangerous with
the autopilot handling the routine task of keeping the boat on course,
with the reverse osmosis desalinator keeping the water tanks topped up,
with the solar panels charging the bank of deep storage batteries that
powered the stereo and the 12-volt DC refrigerator.

As a military invasion of the United Statesof America by the Is-
rael Defense Forces, it was somewhat low key.
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What it should have been,Levi thought, was a honeymoon. She
isnÕtat all bad looking, Levi thought, checking out Debra Reuben for the
umpteenth time. Shewas lying on the foredeck, the forward area of the
sailboat sheÕdclaimed as her own space. IÕmchecking her out, Levi
thought, and nothing more.

If sheÕdonly loosen up a bit, he thought, this trip would be a lot
more interesting. IÕmthe only guy within a thousand miles and, hell, we
both have nothing to lose from a little companionship. HeÕdtried being
soft and gentle, listening for hours as she finally told him about Dimona
and the air force pilots. She explained again and again that she had no
choice about sending the jet toward Damascus, it wasnÕther decision at
all, in fact, since she was just following orders, sheÕdtold him. HeÕdde-
cided not to point out the irony of her excuse,Òjust following orders,Ó
ironic especially for a Jew, especially for a Jew responsible for what was
already being called the Islamic Holocaust.

HeÕdtried being domestic, whipping up the last of the fresh
meat into a beef Wellington that would have impressed the guests at his
parentsÕhotel. He tried being the tough soldier, telling her tales - mostly
true - about manning the inshore patrol boat, dropping commandos on
the beach in Lebanon.

But all theyÕddone was talk. He talked. She listened. She talked. He
listened.

Levi was surprised during the first three weeks of their crossing
at the quantity of rum Debra put away. Shedrank without pleasure, as if
she were taking medicine. Somedays she started at breakfast and kept a
glass going through the entire day, like a chain smoker lighting one ci-
garette from the previous one. Levi assumed this drinking was
something new to her. Shecould not have drank like this for many years,
he thought, not and maintained her appearance, her health, her sanity.

It came to a head after three weeks, when Reuben stormed on deck
swearing.

ÒWherethe fuck is that second caseof Bacardi,Óshe screamedat Levi.
ÒIbought two casesmyself. I told you to load them into the forward cab-
in. The first caseis gone and I canÕtfind the second fucking case.I need
it. Now. I need it.Ó

ÒTherewas only room for one case,ÓLevi answered. ÒItwas that or the
carton of extra provisions and I made a decision. Hey, look, I never
thought weÕd go through even the first case of rum.Ó

LeviÕsanswer did not satisfy Reuben. She tried to speak, tried to yell,
but only sputters came from her mouth. Instead, she stormed to the bow
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of the boat, stamped her feet on the deck and lay down, rolled into a ball,
hugging her knees, rocking slowly from side to side.

Levi chose to leave her alone.
That evening, over dinner in the cockpit, a bluefish heÕdcaught with

the trolling rod he left dangling from the boatÕsstern rail, she tried to
speak to him, failed, was silent, then sobbed. Levi rose from his seatand
sat next to her, his arm around her shoulder. Debra leaned into him, her
head against his chest.

Without the alcohol to dull her pain, to kill her thoughts, she ceased
fighting and gave in to the fist that had been clamped on her stomach
since sheawoke at Dimona with the planes gone. Levi held her tightly as
her body shook, sometimes softly as the pain drained from her, some-
times so violently he feared sheÕdfling herself over the side of the boat.
He did not know what to say, so, uncharacteristically for him in such a
situation with such a beautiful woman, he said nothing, just held her as
the sun splashed into the western seaand the boat, leaning gently with
the wind in its sails, followed ColumbusÕ wake toward the sunset.

Eventually, her body and mind both tired. He carried her to the bunk
in the forward cabin she had claimed for herself and, for the first time
since heÕdmet her in Marbella, she slept through the night. He chosenot
to wake her for her late night watch, but remained in the cockpit himself
until dawn.

Whether it was that night or the missing second case of Bacardi,
Reuben seemed eased the next morning. Neither acknowledged what
had happened the previous night, although both realized they had
shared an intimacy more intense than simple intercourse would have
been.Nonetheless, despite LeviÕshints, Debra rebuffed any further steps
toward physical closeness.Levi felt like a teenager, taking pleasure from
accidentally brushing against Reuben in the cramped cabin, thrilled by a
goodnight peck on the cheeks from her. He sensedthat she was not re-
jecting him, she was rejecting life itself, rejecting it as a gift she did not
know if she deserved after what she had done.

So she claimed the foredeck during the day and the forward cabin at
night. He ruled the cockpit. Inside the boat they were each shielded by
an invisible zone of protection that the other was forbidden from enter-
ing. In that way, they sailed acrossthe Atlantic Ocean,more like brother
and sister than two young, healthy people, people who had both lost im-
portant parts of themselves,he, his country and his family, she,her belief
that she was a good person.
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The first landfall was the tiny island of Jostvan Dyke, a speck of land
north of Tortola in the British Virgin Islands, where they tried to blend in
with the fleet of sailboats on bareboat charters filled with idling Americ-
ans trading several thousand dollars for a week of sunshine and warm
breezes,beachbars and snorkeling. Levi and Reuben inflated the dinghy
and rowed ashore, where they stretched their legs on the walk to the
only grocery store in the small harbor, buying overpriced apples, or-
angesand potatoes shipped in from Florida for sale to American sailors.
Before rowing back to the Hinckley, Levi persuaded Reuben to sit with
him under a palm frond umbrella at BinkyÕs Peace and Love Beach Bar.

ÒAt least have a pina colada with me to celebrate our transat-
lantic crossing,Óhe urged her. ÒThisisnÕtsomething youÕregoing to do
every day.ÓIt had been a week since she ran out of rum. He knew she
would not refuse the opportunity to dull her pain with alcohol.

ÒOK,Óshe said warily, looking at the group of Americans at the next
table, glowing red from days of tropic sun blasting on their winter pale
skin. ÒPlyme with rum.Ó Maybe shewas a bit severewith him. After all,
the man had just brought her - and a tactical nuclear weapon - safely
acrossthe Atlantic Ocean.Shesmiled at him. ÒAnd sing the BananaBoat
song to me.Ó

LeviÕs mouth raised into a grin. It took long enough, he
thought, but then, patience is a virtue, appreciating onceagain the power
he had with women, with all women.

Four pina coladas later he really did stand in front of her and
warble, with not a hint of any accent heard on any Caribbean island,
ÒHey mister tally man, tally me bananas.ÓReuben looked at him softly,
smiled to herself, smiled at him and said slowly, ÒLetsrow back to our
boat, banana boy. Its feeling crowded here.Ó

Before she could stand up, however, a loud, grating voice
reached from across the thirty feet of sand and six tables making up
BinkyÕs Peace and Love Beach Bar.

ÒDebbieReuben. My gawd, is that Debbie Reuben from Great
Neck? Wait till I tell yaw motha where I saw you I havenÕtseenyou in
yeahs and yeahs come and give me a great big hug.Ó

Reuben turned and saw a vaguely familiar woman, hidden
behind yard-wide sunglasses,head wrapped in a yellow scarf, bathing
suit covered by what looked like the greater portion of a white para-
chute. Rising from her table and flapping her arms out wide, surplus
flesh palpitating below her arms, this apparition from her Long Island
childhood stood waiting for Reuben to cross the hot sand.
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ÒDebbie Reuben I havenÕtseen you since you were in that
wondaful high school play I forget its name with my daughta Miriam.
You look older but not so much is that yaw husband sitting there with
you invite him ova.Ó

Miriam BabinskyÕsmother, Reuben thought. Funny, I never
would have thought of her as a sailor. She started walking slowly to-
ward the woman.

Levi leapt up on suddenly wobbly feet and mumbled loudly to
Reuben,ÒHoney,I donÕtfeel so good. I think I drank too many pina col-
ladas. I think IÕm going to be sick.Ó

He sat back down with a thump, dropping his head to the table.
Reuben did an about face, running thankfully back to Levi.

ÒYoudonÕtlook well, dear,Óshesaid a bit too loudly. ÒIÕdbetter
get you back to the boat.Ó

She dragged him to their dinghy.
ÒGoodbye, Mrs. Babinsky,ÓReuben shouted to the woman still

standing at her table, whoÕdwatched this scenario in shocked silence.
ÒGood to see you again.Ó

ÒGoodto seeyou Debbie. I never seeyaw motha anymaw since
we moved to Syossetbut if I run inta her at the mall IÕlltell her I saw you
hee-yah.Ó

Please donÕtdo that, Reuben prayed to herself. IÕmready to
deal with the United StatesCoast Guard or even the Egyptian Navy if I
have to. But pleasedonÕtstart my mother looking for me. The last email
Reuben sent to her mother from Spain hinted vaguely at a long trip
through Europe with a Òvery interesting man I just met, more later.Ó

ÒThanks,ÓReuben said to Levi as they arrived at the Hinckley,
waiting quietly at anchor for them. ÒThat was quick thinking.Ó

The incident evaporated any trace of Jamaican rum from her
brain. Reuben was back to all business.

ÒLetÕsget out of here right now, before they decide to drop by
for a visit to seehow my ÔhusbandÕis doing so they can gossip about the
lush I married.Ó

Levi stood at the boatÕsbow, his foot holding down the button
that operated the electric anchor windlass as the anchor chain noisily
wound up from the water and down into itÕsstorage locker in the boatÕs
bow, until the anchor was yanked into its holding bracket and the boat
drifted freely.
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ÒAnchorÕsup. LetÕsgo,Óhe shouted back to Reuben,standing at
the wheel. She pushed the engine shifter forward, engaging the gears
and driving the boat forward around the point of the harbor entrance.

ÒWhatÕsour course,Óshe asked Levi, who went into the cabin
and powered up the GPS.ÒFindus a course well clear of everybody, and
far away from Long Island, New York.Ó

ÒSwingus north, due north,ÓLevi said, climbing out of the cab-
in into the boatÕscockpit. ÒEight-hundred-and-twenty-twoÓ he stuck his
head into the cabin for a secondglance at the GPSÒpoint three miles due
North is Bermuda. WeÕllhead that way and decide what to do before we
get there.

ÒWith what we have on board, we canÕtrisk any more chance
meetings with ladies from Long Island.Ó

ÒOK, weÕllhead for Bermuda,Ó Reuben responded, Òbut just
where are you thinking of entering the U.S.?Ó

ÒI donÕtknow yet,Ó Levi answered. ÒWeÕllhave to do some
thinking. I donÕthave any idea what sort of patrols there are. One thing
is sure, though, weÕregoing to have plenty of time to think about it.
WeÕvegot another two weeks at least of looking at nothing but eachoth-
er and lots of saltwater.Ó

He raised the main sail, unrolled the genoa jib and the boat
heeled over in the warm trade wind breeze. Levi connected the autopi-
lot, dialed in the heading and sat back in the cockpit.

Two days later, as the boat continued to sail under blue skies
before moderate trade winds, Levi climbed up the ladder from the cabin,
where heÕdbeen perched at the chart table working with the computer-
ized plotter for most of the past two hours.

ÒHereÕswhat weÕlldo,Óhe told Reuben, who was stretched on
one of the cockpit benchesas the autopilot steered the sailboat. ÒWeÕre
going to sail one straight shot up the whole east coast, no stops, no is-
lands. IÕveplotted a course that takes us past Bermuda. From Bermuda
weÕll sail due north and land somewhere on the American northeast
coast.

ÒThiswill take us two weeks of straight night and day sailing.
WeÕll be staying out of the normal shipping lanes on most of this
course.Ó

ÒYouÕrethe great sailor, buddy. I donÕtcare how you do it. Just
get us there,Ó Reuben responded.

ÒIÕllget us there alright,Ó he answered. ÒBut what happens
then? When do you fill me in on your plans for that deadly toy we have
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hidden away? Even after what É happened at home, I have limits as to
what IÕm willing to do.Ó

Levi gave a nervous laugh. ÒI wonÕtblow up New York City,
you know.Ó

ÒBlow up Noo Yawk?Ó Reuben, too, laughed, putting on her
best Long Island voice. ÒBlow up Bloomies? Blow up the Central Pok
Zoo? Blow up, oh my God, Saks Fifth Ave-a-noo? I may be desperate,
may be a bit crazy, but IÕm not sick.Ó

She dropped the accent.
ÒIdonÕtknow what IÕmgoing to do when we get to shore,Óshe

said. ÒIÕmhoping there will be people there, Jews,American Jews,whoÕll
take us in, take that thing off our hands. I donÕtwant to have to decide
what to do with it.Ó

She paused, her eyes taking on a faraway look.
ÒIdid enough during those days in the desert. If what IÕvedone

becomesknown, IÕvealready earned a pretty dark place in the history
books. I expect millions of people hate me already.Ó

She stopped speaking suddenly, her eyes clouding, her breath
stopping, her shoulders shaking. Levi looked at the woman, opened his
arms wide and she flung herself against his chest,sobbing. His arms sur-
rounded her, pulling her close, tight against his chest, as her body was
shaken by her heaving sobs.

After several minutes with no words exchanged,Reubenpulled
back and looked Levi in the face. She spoke quietly.

ÒIÕma mass murderer. I am, right? I sent that bomb to Damas-
cus. A billion Muslims believe if they kill me they go straight to heaven.
Right?Ó Levi did not respond. She made a fist and pounded on his chest.

ÒRight?Right? They kill me and they go to Paradise. I know that, at
least I know they think that. Why do you think I stay awake all night
and drink myself unconscious all day? I donÕtknow what we are going
to do with that thing.Ó She pointed into the cabin. ÒI donÕtknow what
weÕlldo with it. But itÕsthe property of the State of Israel, the property
now, I guess,of the Jewish people. ItÕsbetter to still have it than to have
lost it, right?Ó

Shelooked at him, waiting for a response.He nodded, barely moving
his head. That wasnÕtenough for her, he sensed.He spoke up, in a whis-
per first, then repeating himself firmly.

ÒYou did the right thing, Debbie. You followed orders. You had no
choice. And this one.ÓHe nodded his head toward the boatÕscabin.
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ÒThisone will be somebody elseÕschoice.WeÕllhand it over and be done
with it. We wonÕt do anything stupid with it.Ó
<

span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:
"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;">His words comforted her, whether or not he believed
what he was telling her. Reassured, she smiled at Levi. ÒNew York?
Blow up Lord and Taylor? My mother would kill me. SheÕdhave to go
naked the rest of her life.Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> The autopilot whirred as Levi loosened the
main sheet to easethe sail as the Trade Wind veered slightly. They sailed
onward toward New England, the three of them, the last sailor in the Is-
raeli Navy, the last member of the Israeli government, and the most
powerful weapon in the arsenal of the (former) State of Israel.

<
!ÑEndFragment-->

84



Chapter18
North of Boston

ÒHarry, we canÕtsay no,ÓMyrna Blumberg had shrieked after
hanging up the telephone at 2 a.m. ÒTheyhave no place to go. We canÕt
leave them out in the cold. Besides,everybody else is taking people in.
We canÕt be the only ones to say no.Ó

ÒButMyrna, theyÕrecriminals. ItÕsagainst the law to hide them.
WeÕll get arrested,Ó Harry Blumberg, her husband, begged.

ÒArrested shmested. What are they going to do, arrest every
family on the block. Harry, do you want to be the only family at syn-
agogue to say no? IÕdbe so ashamed.Besides,they said its only for a day
or two until something more permanent comes up.Ó

The decision was made the way most decisions in the Blumberg
family were made. Harry never actually agreed to take the Gorinskis into
their house. HeÕd just stopped saying no.

The Gorinskis - father Oleg, mother Karin, and daughters Olga
and Petka - were a nice enough family. TheyÕdbeen in Israel all of two
years, after moving there from Moscow. Oleg was a computer program-
mer who was fortunate to have obtained Russian exit visas for his fam-
ily, since he worked on air defense radar software. He quickly found
work with an Israeli electronics businessworking on air defensesystems.
The two daughters, ages12 and 14,were excited to be in America, where
they wanted to move in the first place, but were most excited about fi-
nally getting off that horrible stinking ship. They fought over who would
get the first bath in the BlumbergÕs Jacuzzi.

The Ònomore than two daysÓturned into a week, and the ex-
perience was rapidly getting old. Following the instructions from the
Jewish Agency of the North Shore Emergency Organizing Committee
representative who delivered the family, the Gorinskis remained inside
the house. The BlumbergÕs15 year old son, Sam, was sworn to secrecy,
which lasted almost half way through homeroom the following morning
at school, where the teacher, aware of the rumors circulating among
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Marblehead High SchoolÕslarge Jewishstudent body, cameright out and
asked for a show of hands, asking who took in refugees in the middle of
the night. As hands were slowly raised, a good one-third of the students
responded. Then, one after another, rather than raising their hands, they
stood up, beaming, as their classmates applauded.

Helping refugees was a good thing, right? They were heroes.
The kids who didnÕthave refugees show up during the early morning
felt as if theyÕd done something wrong.

All efforts at secrecyceasedwithin days of the sudden appearanceof
thousands of new cousins, uncles and aunts. Warnings to keep the new
visitors carefully hidden indoors began to seempointless. A quick trip to
the mall couldnÕthurt. After all, thesepeople needed clothes, didnÕtthey.
And maybe a nice meal out, and a movie, how could a movie hurt?

Jewish families that turned down refugees, families that said no
or slammed down the telephone when asked to take people in, had
second thoughts. What kind of examples were theseparents to their chil-
dren, especially when it seemed that all of their friends had said yes.
Refugeefamilies quickly becamecommodities, transferred from house to
house as offers came in volunteering to share the burden.

The secrecyquickly dissolved. The SalemDaily News ran inter-
views with Israeli refugeesliving in North Shorehomes,changing names
and addresses to protect the Òsecret locationsÓ at which they were living.
<
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"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;">A fund-raising rally to aid the refugees was organ-
ized five days after the escape.A Jewish community shell-shocked at the
destruction of Israel, ashamed that their government did nothing to stop
it and appeared to be buckling in to the demands of the triumphant Arab
states, opened their wallets as theyÕd opened their homes.

<
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family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> A long-range resettlement committee was
formed. It appeared that the escapeof the passengersof the ÒIonianStarÓ
and the ÒIliadÓ was a fait accompli.
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language: EN-US;"> Until the protests began.

<
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"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> The tone of newspaper editorials gradually
changed from, ÒThegovernment must seek a long term solution to this
tragic problem,Óto ÒWecannot let one group take the law into their own
hands and accomplish by lawlessnessand violence what they could not
accomplish by government action.ÓBostonÕsHaitian community, stung
by raids by Immigration and Naturalization Service agents and decim-
ated by deportations of long time, but illegal, residents, led the first
march on the JohnF. Kennedy Federal Building at Government Center in
Boston.

<
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"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒDeport White Illegals, Too,Óthe largest ban-
ner read. Henrique Depardieux, the chairman of the Massachusetts
Haitian Rights Committee, made his point clearly.

<
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language: EN-US;"> ÒTheINS knows where thesepeople are stay-
ing. It knows they are here with no papers. It knows they broke the law
to enter this country. Yet we see these people on the news every night
being taken to shopping malls to buy new clothes. We seethe Jewsrais-
ing millions of dollars to give to these people. Why doesnÕtthe INS
round them up the same way they rounded up my brothers and sisters?

<
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"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒWewill return here every day until every
one of thesewhite illegal immigrants is placed on the sameairplanes that
took black refugees away from us. We will not be stopped. We have
suffered. Now it is time to prove to us that our suffering was not in vain,
that this country treats blacks and whites alike.Ó

<
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family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> By the third day of demonstrations, the
Haitians were in the minority. Mexicans, Salvadorans, Guatemalans
marched with them. They, too, had lost family members to deportation.
A South Boston Irish contingent joined the demonstration, as did a small
group of Chinese.
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"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> The South Boston group carried a different
banner. They, of course,could not complain about different treatment for
whites. Their uncles and aunts, cousins, nieces and nephews who came
to Boston from Cork and Galway, from Dublin and Donegal, looking for
work after the Irish economic bubble burst, only to be rounded up and
sent home when their tourist visas expired, were as white as the Jews
from the two ships. The South Boston banner said,

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒNo Special Treatment for Jews.Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
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family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> While these events took place, Howie Man-
delbaum, the only person arrested at the scenethe night of the sinkings,
remained in the Charles Street Jail. He would not be alone for long.

<
!ÑEndFragment-->
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Chapter19
North of Boston

At five secondsper channel, it took Adam Shapiro no more than three
minutes to flip through the entire circuit of cable TV selections, analyz-
ing and deciding on his viewing pleasure basedon video and audio frag-
ments. It drove his father crazy. It was a skill ShapiroÕsgeneration
lacked but his son seemedto have been born with, just as his son could
carry on a conversation with his parents while at the same time slaying
enemy soldiers on his Nintendo. Cartoons, movies, talk shows, and com-
mercial after commercial cycled past on the screen, all while Shapiro
hoped to spend some time with his son. TV time together might not meet
the standard of ÒqualityÓtime, but it was time together at least, rather
than time apart.

Shapiro quickly lost patience.
ÒOK.Enough. Stop that.ÓHe barked. ÒWhydonÕtwe look at the

listings and decide what we want to watch.Ó
ÒThatÕsnot how I do it, Dad. I have to seewhatÕson before I can

decide,Ó his son, Adam, responded. ÒIt just takes a minute.Ó
ÒAlright, but come on, make a decision,ÓShapiro said, only half

paying attention to the TV, fascinated by his sonÕsintense concentration
on the screen, eyes pinched together, analyzing each five-second seg-
ment and literally making instant thumbs up or down calls, jabbing at
the remote with his right thumb.

Shapiro stood up to leave, frustrated. ÒYou know,Ó he said.
ÒJustcall me back when youÕvedecided what you want to watch.ÓHe
walked toward the door of the room they all called ÒTheTV Room,Ó
much as Shapiro disliked that label.

Justashe reached the door, a phrase caught ShapiroÕsattention.
He swiveled around.

ÒÉ punish the so-called Chosen people for spitting in GodÕsface.ÓHe
heard a voice say from the TV, as the channel flipped to a Toyota com-
mercial. ÒZero zero zero percent financing ÉÓ
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ÒWait,ÓShapiro told his son. ÒFlip back to that last one. I want
to hear what heÕs saying.Ó

ÒDad, no. ItÕs some God show or something. I donÕt ÉÓ
Before Adam could say anything more, Shapiro grabbed the re-

mote and toggled the channel button to return to the previous show.
ÒWhat I am saying, in plain American English, is that God

wants us to round up the Jews in this country.Ó
Shapiro saw two men in dark suits, standing in front of what

looked like a living room set, two comfortable chairs and a coffee table.
The man speaking looked as if he were being ejected from the set, none
too subtly. A young blonde woman walked on, smiling and excited,
bouncing up and down in her enthusiasm, her hem line demurely below
her knees, two breasts that someone other than the Lord gave to her
bouncing to a rhythm of their own. The showÕshost, however, took a
couple of seconds to recover before greeting the woman with a broad
and perhaps overly enthusiastic hug.

ÒWhy does that man want to round up all the Jews, Dad?Ó
Adam asked tentatively. ÒIdonÕtunderstand what heÕstalking about. I
thought that was something the Nazis or somebody did back in history
far away, not this country. I donÕt understand.Ó

Shapiro saw the tentatively fearful expression on his sonÕsface.
This would be a ÒqualityÓ parenting moment after all, Shapiro thought.

Shapiro was not sure heÕdever directly experienced anti-Semit-
ism. Certainly, Adam, who liked to boast that his Dad was Jewish, his
mother was some kind of Christian and he would decide what he was
when he grew up, never felt shunned becauseof his fatherÕsheritage.
HeÕdlearn about the Holocaust in school, of course, just as heÕdlearn
about the Civil War and the Great Depression, but at his age historical
events did not seem any more real than Star Trek or The Lord of the
Rings. That stark brand of Òround up the JewsÓtalk was entirely new to
him.

ÒDad,what kind of jerk was that guy? How come they let him
say that on TV? Americans donÕthate Jews,right? ThatÕssome German Ð
or Arab, I guess Ð kinda thing, right?Ó

ÒActually, Adam, this country has its share of that, too, and not
too long ago. There used to be the same kind of preacher on the radio.
Father Coughlin was his name. He was a Catholic priest with his own ra-
dio show. Millions of people listened to him every week. And he used to
say the same kind of stuff about Jews, the same kind of hate talk. He
went on for years.
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ÒAnd plenty of people agreed with him. Hey, Charles Lind-
bergh, the first guy to fly acrossthe Atlantic Ocean,he used to talk about
a worldwide Jewish conspiracy to get us to fight in World War Two.
Even some presidents have talked that way. Harry Truman, you know,
the guy who took over after President Roosevelt died, he said something
like the Jews are all selfish and they are as cruel as Hitler and Stalin
when they get any power.Ó

The six-year-oldÕspuzzled look reminded Shapiro that his sonÕs
knowledge of American history included George Washington, a cherry
tree and some vague knowledge about Abe Lincoln freeing the slaves.

ÒYouÕvenever experienced anti-Semitism yourself, but it has
been a part of America right from the beginning.Ó Shapiro put his arm
over his sonÕsshoulder. He tended to speak to his son sometimes as if he
were delivering an opening argument in a jury trial. Maybe he was so in-
tense as a father, he sometimes thought, becausehe hoped to make up
with intensity all the ordinary time he missed with his son.

ÒSorryabout going on like that,Óhe said somewhat sheepishly
to his six year old.

Adam had a puzzled look on his face, quite obviously not un-
derstanding what his father was talking about.

ÒHey,Buddy, forget about it. I donÕtexpect this will ever be a
problem for you.ÓShapiro rubbed the top of his sonÕshead. ÒSo,whatÕs
on TV?Ó

ÒItwonÕtbe a problem for me if I donÕtdecide to becomea Jew,
right Dad?ÓAdam asked, not quite willing to drop this topic. ÒAnd if it
became a real problem, you could decide not to be a Jew any more, so
there isnÕt anything to worry about. HowÕs that?Ó

Shapiro turned to look at his son.
ÒAdam,Ó he said. ÒI canÕt ever stop being a Jew.
ÒAnd I wouldnÕt if I could. And you know, son, with me as

your father, I donÕtknow if you can help being considered a Jewno mat-
ter what you want. And since most everybody is going to think Adam
Shapiro is Jewish, no matter what you decide, you might as well get the
benefits of being Jewish yourself.

ÒHey, who knows. There might be some girl some day who
wouldnÕt think of bringing you home to meet her parents unless you
were Jewish. It could come in handy.Ó

ÒDad, stop that,Ó Adam moaned. ÒGirls. Yuch.Ó
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He went back to the remote and found a Mork and Mindy re-
run. Father and son sat side by side on the sofa, watching Mork from
Ork consider what a strange place Planet Earth is.

Shapiro, thinking to himself, agreed.
<

!ÑEndFragment-->
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Chapter20
Washington, DC

ÒWehave to do something. If we donÕtact, the state will or the Con-
gress will or, heaven forbid, some mob will. But my heart tells me one
thing and my head tells me something else.I donÕtknow what to do, but
we canÕtdo nothing.Ó President Lawrence Quaid was sprawled on the
sofa in the Oval Office. Sitting in chairs facing him were Robert Brown,
his chief of staff and former college roommate; Sen.Grant Farrell, Demo-
cratic minority leader; and QuaidÕswife Catherine, herself a lawyer and
his most trusted confidante.

Sen. Farrell broke the silence.
ÒThelaw is clear, Mr. President. You canÕtbe faulted for enfor-

cing the law. Thesepeople entered the country illegally. They used viol-
ence, military weapons, to kill American military personnel. TheyÕre
flaunting their presencein Boston, not even trying to be subtle about it.
They are daring you to do something. They donÕtbelieve you have what
it takes to take them on.Ó

ÒEasynow, Grant,ÓBrown said softly. ÒThis isnÕta test of the
PresidentÕs manhood.Ó

ÒThePresident is man enough. IÕll swear it under oath,Ó the
First Lady laughed. ÒWeare not going to make this decision based on
whether my husband is going to back down in front of a dare. According
to a story he told me when we were courting, the last time he accepteda
dare was in junior high school when a friend dared him to piss on an
electric fence. ThatÕs a lesson he wonÕt ever forget, right dear?Ó

ÒIt was certainly a shocker,ÓQuaid responded. ÒIf only this
dare were as easy as that one.Ó

ÒWego back a long way, a long way and I know in all that time
your heart has never steeredyou wrong,Ó Brown spoke asmuch to Cath-
erine as to the President. Brown and Catherine met in their junior year at
Cornell University. After two dates, both realized there was no chem-
istry between them, friendship perhaps, but no chemistry. When
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Catherine asked Brown whether his roommate was seeing anyone, heÕd
known where the chemistry was. She and Quaid married shortly after
graduation and had a marriage people didnÕtthink happened anymore.
Faithful, sharing equals, either could have beenelected President and the
other would have been there in support. Quaid relied on Catherine to
steer him toward deciding what the right thing was and then to convince
him to do it.

ÒTheUnited Statesof America cannot deport Jewish refugees to
a country in which they will be placed in camps, subjugated and, quite
possibly, exterminated,ÓBrown said sharply. ÒYoudo that and you will
earn a place in history, all right, but you wonÕt like it.Ó

ÒJusta minute, now, Bob,ÓFarrell interrupted before Quaid
could respond. ÒDonÕtyou think maybe youÕvegot a bit of a personal bi-
as on this issue?You know, Mr. President, maybe it would look better if
Bob stepped aside on this issue and let the rest of us make a decision. It
doesnÕtlook right having him here right now. Word could get out and
thereÕd be hell to pay.Ó

Quaid shot from the couch to stand over Farrell.
ÒGrant, are you saying what I think youÕresaying,Ó Quaid

asked. ÒHell, IÕveknown Bob since college and IÕllbet IÕvebeen in more
synagogues than he has since then. IÕdguess BobÕsjust about forgotten
heÕs even Jewish, right Bob?Ó

Brown rose from his chair to stand beside the President, both of
them looking down on Farrell. Catherine Quaid beamed at her two men.

ÒIwouldnÕtgo that far, Mr. President, not thesedays. Evidently
others havenÕtforgotten the fact that my parents happen to be Jews.Just
for the record,ÓBrown stared at Sen. Farrell, ÒI havenÕtbeen to a syn-
agogue since I was bar mitvahed at 13 years old. Neither of my sons had
a bar mitzvah. I donÕtbelong to any Jewish organizations and, as youÕve
scolded me several times, Mr. President, I go to work on Rosh Hashana
and Yom Kippur every year.

ÒDespitethat, lady and gentlemen, I am most certainly a Jew, if
that makes any difference.Ó

Catharine applauded five times, got up from her chair and gave
Brown a hug.

ÒThatis why we love you so much, Bob. You are the heart and
soul of this presidency and we wonÕt forget that either.Ó

ÒHeart and soul is one thing, Mr. President, but politics is
something entirely different,Ó Farrell said, remaining seated while the
President walked to the three windows facing the South Lawn and the
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Washington Monument in the distance. He stood staring out the win-
dow, his back to the others in the room. Farrell continued speaking.

ÒYoumight not have to run for office again, Mr. President, but
the rest of us Democrats still do. Now, I donÕtknow what youÕregoing to
decide on this issue and I suspect you donÕtknow either. But if you al-
low the countryÕsmost powerful Jew, with all due respect to your na-
tional policy advisor, to influence your decision, that decision wonÕtget
much respect. This has to be your decision, not influenced by a Jewish
insider in the White House.

ÒI tell you this for your own good, and for the good of the
Democratic party. This issue has disaster written all over it. There wonÕt
be much of a national Democratic party without Jewish support. I know
that, even if I donÕtespecially like it. But if it looks like weÕreknuckling
in to Jewish pressure, then this party will only have Jewish support and
nothing else.Ó

Sen. Farrell looked back and forth between the President and
his chief of staff. Farrell knew he didnÕt have the same history with
Lawrence Quaid that Brown had, but it was FarrellÕsjob to look out for
the party. BrownÕs job was to look out for Quaid.

ÒWehave to watch ourselves on this one, Mr. President,ÓFar-
rell continued. ÒMakethe right decision, sir, whatever that is, but be sure
to make it in the right way, in a way the rest of the party wonÕthave to
explain in congressional hearings some day. I donÕtwant to be placed
under oath and asked what role Mr. Brown played in this decision. For
the good of the country, for the good of the Democratic party, I suggest
that Mr. Brown voluntarily absent himself from this discussion.Ó

President Quaid continued staring out the windows silently.
Before he could say anything, his wife spoke up.

ÒLarry,ÓCatharine Quaid said sternly, addressing her husband
by name in front of others for probably the first time in his two terms in
office. ÒYoutell Bobbie to leave and IÕmwalking out with him. HeÕsyour
best friend and most trusted advisor. He wonÕtdo anything to hurt you.
The three of us are the home team, remember, the three of us. WeÕrethe
good guys. Lose one member of this team and I swear youÕlllose the oth-
er one, too, at least on this issue.Ó

President Quaid spun around.
She stared him directly in the eyes until he looked away. The

President walked to his wife and took both her hands in his.
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ÒCatherine, the last time I disagreed with you was when I
wanted to buy a bassguitar and you said it had four strings and I only
knew one note. I bought it anyway and never got past the first string.Ó

Quaid stared silently at the ceiling, paused, then turned back to
his wife.

ÒWhat Grant says is right. We both know it is. This is the
toughest issue of my presidency. How I handle this will define me. This
is my moment in history. The way I handle it is as important as the result
I achieve, or donÕtachieve. It canÕtappear that any decision I make is a
pay back for Jewish support, especially for Jewish financial support.Ó
President Quaid turned to his chief of staff.

ÒBob,I think it would be best for all of us if you would decide
that your presenceis needed elsewhere. IÕmsorry buddy, but thatÕsthe
way it has to be.Ó

Brown stood silently, looked at Quaid, shook his head slowly
from side to side in disbelief and walked from the room. The door
swung shut. There was silence.

Catherine rose and walked to the door without looking at
Quaid. It slammed behind her, loud enough to startle the Marine guard.

ÒNow lets do what has to be done here, Mr. President,ÓFarrell
slowly said.

ÒOK,ÓQuaid replied. ÒButthis better be worth it. IÕmpaying an
awfully heavy price for following your advice.Ó
<

!ÑEndFragment-->
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Chapter21
Washington, DC

The five white men met in the family quarters of the White House: the
majority and minority leaders of the House and Senate,and President
Quaid. No staff. No official record was kept of meetings held in the fam-
ily quarters, unlike the Oval Office, where every visit was tape recorded
for history. Their conversation was unofficial, off the record, not for repe-
tition outside the room.

ÒTheproblem,ÓSen.Farrell began, Òaswe all well know, is that
the real minority in this country is those of us who are not identified
with some minority group. Add up all the blacks, Latinos, and Asians
and collectively they outnumber ordinary white folks in this country.
Throw in the whites who identify themselves with some ethnic or reli-
gious minority and youÕvegot a fairly small group of what would be
called traditional Americans.

ÒNow, Mr. President, IÕmnot saying thereÕsanything particu-
larly wrong about this, but, well, it sure is an eye opener when you think
about it.Ó

ÒAnd it has potentially unpleasant implications for the current
situation,ÓHouse Majority Leader Frent Gastly added. ÒIdonÕtsee
that weÕvegot much of a choice on this Jewish refugee business.We canÕt
make exceptions for theseJews.We do that and every city in the country
will be up in flames.Ó

ÒAnd donÕtforget the oil problem. It could be a damn cold
winter in New Hampshire,Ósaid Wayne Giddings, the conservative New
Hampshire Senator who was the Republican majority leader in the Sen-
ate. GiddingsÕstate had shivered through a long cold winter that saw oil
prices nearly double. He wasnÕtabout to go through another such
winter, with even higher oil prices caused by an Arab oil boycott. One
more winter like the last one and his free market preachings in chilly
New Hampshire would ring on cold ears.
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ÓItsmore than just these two ships, Mr. President. We let thesepeople
in and the doors are flung open. There were how many million Jewsleft
in Israel? They damn well all need some place to go, those that are still
alive, those that are allowed to leave. We arenÕtgoing to send in troops
to get their country back Ðneed I say that ÒIraqÓword, Sir Ðand we just
canÕt take them all in here.

ÒWeÕvegot to find every damn person who came on those ships and
boot them out, turn them over to somebody, anybody but us.Ó

The President looked at the man, a Republican who he knew as an
honest, caring person nonetheless.

ÒButthatÕsonly half of it,Ó Giddings continued, locking his eyes with
the presidentÕs.ÒAcrime has beencommitted, hell, five thousand crimes.
What made thousands of Americans do what they did, kill ten Coast
Guardsmen, sink two ships, hide all those refugees? Who knows?
Whatever made them do it, theyÕrecriminals, too. Criminals who have to
be arrested. Tried. Punished. ThereÕs no getting around that, Sir.Ó
<

span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:
"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;">ÒIhear what you are all saying. I seethe inevitability
of what we have to do,ÓPresident Quaid said reluctantly. He shook his
head from side to side. ÒDamn,but it feels wrong. Look, my wife and my
oldest friend are barely speaking to me over this. They know what IÕm
going to decide and they donÕt like it. DonÕt like it is putting it mildly.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒIÕmhaving some pretty chilly nights myself,
gentlemen.Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> They all chuckled. The First Lady had an-
nounced she was going to visit their daughter at Harvard, and while she
was in Massachusettsshe might attend a fundraiser for Israeli refugees.
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Commentators went so far as to recall that she and Robert Brown had
been an item at Cornell University before she fell for Lawrence Quaid.
Few people believed there could be any serious rift in the famously close
relationship between Quaid and his wife. Tempers were short on this
refugee issue. Some commentators searched to explain why the federal
government was doing nothing in the face of the murder of the Coast
Guardsmen and the defiance of the Boston Jewish community.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> The talk on talk radio was that what
happened in Boston Harbor was as close to an act of insurrection as the
country had seen since the Civil War.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> President Quaid walked to a window. The il-
luminated spike of the Washington Monument drew his eyestoward the
sky, where the first stars were becoming visible. ThereÕllsurely never be
a Quaid Monument on the mall, he thought. IÕllbe lucky to escapeas a
historical footnote. Damn those Jews and Arabs, all of them.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒLook,ÓQuaid said, turning to face the two
Republican leaders. ÒIf I do this, if I round those people up and prosec-
ute them, I want your complete support. IÕmnot going to hang myself on
the line for every liberal to take shots at if IÕvegot to worry about being
kicked in the butt by the Republicans, too. IÕlldo this, but only if you
sign on all the way. Otherwise, hell, otherwise I donÕtknow what IÕlldo,
but IÕmnot going to have to duck for cover from both the left and the
right on this one.

<
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span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:
"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒDo I have your words on that? No half
hearted support, either. I want you right there in front of the cameras
with me when this gets announced.Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒWeÕvediscussed this with our folks already,
Mr. President,ÓSen.Giddings said. ÒYouarrest those people, try them,
send the illegals back where they came from and throw the book at
everybody involved in killing those ten Coasties,and weÕllstand side by
side with you. If ever there was an issue that actually did rise above
politics - and IÕll admit I havenÕt seen one yet - this could be it.Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒSamegoes for me, Mr. President,Ó Gastly
said. ÒMy people are behind you on this one. You wonÕthave to watch
your back. WeÕllprotect you there. Just do it firmly and quickly. DonÕt
get cold feet half way through the process.Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒWell, I hope God and history will forgive
me, but IÕlldo what has to be done,ÓPresident Quaid said softly. ÒMay
Catherine forgive me, too.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒIÕllspeak with the Attorney General first
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thing tomorrow morning. She wonÕtlike doing this, but IÕmnot giving
her any choice.Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> Attorney General Maryellen McQueeney, Òthe
QueenÓto friends and enemies,had an uncomfortable feeling when she
was summoned to the White House for an 8 a.m. meeting with the Pres-
ident the next day. HeÕdbeen right. ShedidnÕtlike what she heard from
him. She asked for more time, a week or so, to study options.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒYou have no options, Queen,ÓQuaid told
her. ÒThisdecision has been made. You are going to implement it. There
may be a high price to pay for what weÕreabout to do. IÕmwilling to pay
that price. You wonÕthave to. This is my decision, not yours and people
are going to know that. Your job is to do your job. I suggest you fly to
Boston tomorrow and tell your people what they are going to do. I want
this kept quiet until you have all those people in custody, then IÕllmake
the announcement myself.Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> The Attorney General nodded, a grim look on
her face.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒOne other thing, Queen. Remember the
problem we had at CIA with restricting Jewish employees from accessto
sensitive information about the Middle East? After Bush the First took
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such heat about the JonathanPollard scandal, you and I decided that we
wouldnÕt worry about employment discrimination laws when national
security was at stake.We decided to quietly keep that sort of information
from Jewish analysts at CIA.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒWell, Queen, youÕregoing to have the same
problem with your own folks on this one. I donÕtwant some Jewish as-
sistant U.S. attorney in Boston deciding his loyalty is to other Jews and
not to the United States.This will work if we do it quickly, with surprise,
with no advance warnings. I donÕtwant this to turn into a months-long
nationwide manhunt. I want it over with quickly and cleanly. Be careful
who is on the caseand who is off the case.Keep it subtle, but lets not be
stupid on this one.Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> McQueeney slowly shook her head from side
to side, more to herself than to the President. Shewas quiet for a moment
and then spoke slowly, one word at a time as if she were pausing after
each word to select the next one.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒMr. President,Óshe said. ÒImost respectfully
disagree with what you are asking me to do. Please,lets give this a bit
more thought before we start down a road without knowing where it
will end up. Please, sir, donÕt ask me to do this thing.Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
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language: EN-US;"> ÒIÕmnot ASKING you to do anything,Ó
QuaidÕsvoice was firm, his anger showing. ÒIam telling you to do this. I
am ordering you to do this. And you will do this. You will not resign, at
least not until this is over with. You will do this. I will have your support
and your loyalty or I will have your head. Do you understand me?Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> The Attorney General stepped back from the
President as if heÕdstruck her. McQueeney had been a judge on the fed-
eral Ninth Circuit Court of Appeals in California. SheÕdbeen drawn to
Lawrence Quaid because of his unflinching ethical record.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> Much asshe loved her job as the nationÕschief
law enforcement officer, her life was lived in the law, not politics. She
would not embarrassthe man sheswore allegiance to, but shewould not
sell out her own standards.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒYes,sir.ÓMcQueeney turned to leave, then
turned back to face the President. ÒIÕllfollow orders, even though I be-
lieve theseorders are wrong. I wonÕtpublicly disagree with you. I wonÕt
embarrass you.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒAnd when the job is done, you can look for a
new attorney general, but not until the job is done.Ó
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<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> Shewalked to the door, reached for the door
knob, then turned to face President Quaid.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒMr. President, IÕmnot the first good soldier
to agreeto follow orders to round up Jews.I hope history is more kind to
you and me than it was the last time this happened. Good day, sir.Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> President Quaid heard the door close. He sat
alone in the Oval Office, head in his hands. Queen, he said to himself,
donÕtyou think the samethoughts have been running through my brain.
ItÕsso different this time, though, he told himself. ItÕscompletely differ-
ent. These people broke the law. They killed people. What else could I
do?

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> He wished Catherine were with him. If ever
he needed her to point him in the right direction, it was now, he thought.
And where was she, he smiled to himself. Eating filet mignon - kosher
filet of course - at a fundraiser for refugees in Brookline, Massachusetts.
Quaid silently stared out the window, looking at the moonlight on the
rose garden.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
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family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> Maybe she IS pointing out the right direction,
he thought. Maybe she is and IÕmjust heading the wrong way. God
damn it, Catherine. Come home. I need you now.

<
!ÑEndFragment-->
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Chapter22
Boston, Massachusetts

It was rare for the Attorney General herself to visit the Boston
office of the United StatesAttorney. If the Queen, as Attorney General
Maryellen McQueeney was referred to by her subordinates, wanted to
speak with one of these subordinates, the usual procedure was a royal
summons to Washington. This time, however, the Queen wanted to ad-
dress the entire prosecutorial staff of the U. S. AttorneyÕs office in Boston.

ÒThisdecision comesdirect from the President,Óshe told the as-
sembled attorneys. ÒI wonÕtsay I played no role in the decision, but it
was apparent to me that the PresidentÕsmind was made up before he
asked for my advice. Someof you are not going to be pleased by this de-
cision, but I am sure you will each do your jobs. Or if you feel you canÕt
do your job, you will resign. There are no other options, no other choices.
There will be no free passes on this one.Ó

Everybody knew what the A.G. was talking about. The Jewish
issue. What was going to be done about the thousands of refugees in
open ÒhidingÓin communities around Boston. Equally important, what
was going to be done about the murdered Coast Guardsmen? Obviously
criminal liability went beyond the few individuals who fired the rocket
propelled grenades.The timing of the escapewas too perfect. It required
organization and the cooperation of hundreds of people, plus the thou-
sands on the two ships.

This was a classic conspiracy, a conspiracy to commit several
crimes, ranging from illegal entry into the United Statesall the way to
first-degree murder. Under the criminal conspiracy laws, every member
of a conspiracy is equally liable for all acts committed in furtherance of
the conspiracy, whether or not each individual was present for each act,
or even aware of the act. Theseconspiracy laws were used to prosecute
organized crime, insurance fraud schemes,thousands of different crim-
inal enterprises. Criminal conspiracy law was well established, and
among the broadest-ranging weapons in prosecutorsÕarsenals.Bestof all
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from the governmentÕs viewpoint, criminal conspiracy prosecutions
opened up evidence that would otherwise not be admissible at trials of
individuals. Every action by any one member of a conspiracy was ad-
missible against every other member of the conspiracy. A single inform-
ant could bring down a massive organization.

The problem with applying these criminal conspiracy laws to
the present situation was that the reach was too broad. This conspiracy
could involve the dozen suspected Israeli soldiers on the ships, thirty or
so organizers of the escape, the four thousand Jewish refugees whoÕd
fled the two ships, and the thousands of Boston area Jewswho manned
the boats, sheltered, supported or even provided money for these
refugees.No criminal conspiracy prosecution in the nationÕshistory had
involved that many people.

And what would those thousands of people be charged with?
The ultimate act in furtherance of the conspiracy was the murder of ten
Coast Guardsmen. Would the government charge as many as 10,000
people - 10,000 Jewish people - with conspiracy to commit murder?
Especially murder of a federal officer, a federal crime that carried the
death penalty?

Attorney General McQueeney, whose employees would make
the arrests, supervise the detentions, and prosecute the cases,knew that
she had neither the staff nor the facilities to carry off such a mass round
up and prosecution. It couldnÕtbe done, not if the rest of the work of the
Justice Department was going to continue. SheÕdtold that to President
Quaid. Unfortunately, asshe told her staff, by the time she was called in-
to the process the decision was made. Her only choices were about exe-
cution of the plan.

That wasnÕther only choice, she knew. Shecould say no, refuse
to do something that felt wrong, that most likely was wrong. She could
resign. But resigning didnÕtmean the arrests would not happen, just that
somebody else would do them. McQueeney wasnÕtready to resign just
yet, but she knew she had not ruled it out either.

<
!ÑEndFragment-->
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Chapter23
Boston, Massachusetts

The new United States Courthouse in Boston was an architectural
wonder. Its seven story curving glass wall faced Boston Harbor. The
courthouse was a soaring, dignified edifice to justice. The judges work-
ing there were used to a leisurely caseload of 150 to 250 active cases,
compared with the 2,500active casestheir compatriots in the state trial
courts eachhandled. The lock-up at the federal courthouse could hold no
more than two dozen prisoners, brought in for their day in court or ar-
rested by federal agents and being held for arraignment.

Everybody involved in the upcoming arrests knew they were
facing a day unlike any other day at the federal courthouse. Its architects
and planners, taking into consideration what they thought was every
possible use the building might face, never considered the possibility of
5,000prisoners rounded up in a single evening by an army of federal law
enforcement officers. Nor could they have foreseenadditional thousands
of well-heeled husbands and wives showing up at arraignments and bail
hearings the next morning, accompanied by their cadre of lawyers.
Where would these prisoners be held? How would they be fed? Where
would all the lawyers even park?

Obviously, the federal courthouse could not handle that massof
people. Camp Curtis Guild in Reading, Massachusetts was located 15
miles north of Boston, a quick drive up Interstate 93. It was home to the
51st Troop Command, Organizational Maintenance Shop 22, 101st
Engineer Battalion and the 272d Chemical Company of the Massachu-
setts Army National Guard.

Camp Curtis Guild was chosenas the central assembly point for teams
of FBI agents, Immigration and Customs Enforcement police and assor-
ted federal law enforcement officers who would round up the refugees
and their protectors. The decision was made not to use local or state po-
lice officers for this operation, out of concern that they would be unable
to keep the plans secret.
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Other difficult practical decisions were made. First, it was de-
cided to take all the refugeeswho could be found into custody, men, wo-
men and children. Detention facilities would have to be found for them,
no matter how many people were involved. The truth was that nobody
ever took a head count on the two ships anchored in the harbor and
nobody in any position of authority had anything but estimates as to
how many refugees escaped. The guesses ranged from 2,000 to 5,000
people. The ships were small - certainly not cruise ships - but they were
crowded. That decision, to take all the ÒillegalsÓinto custody, was a
simple one.

Attorney General McQueeney recalled her telephone conversa-
tion the prior evening with President Quaid, after she called him shortly
before midnight to try to convince him to at least soften the tone of what
she knew she had no choice but to do.

Deciding to arrest Israeli soldiers, or even all the Israeli civilians
from the ships, was something she could live with. More difficult was
the decision about who should be arrested from the hundreds of local
families that sheltered these people. McQueeney did not want any U.S.
citizens arrested. Her preference, repeating to the President what sheÕd
told her senior staff hours earlier, was to issue summonses ordering
these people to appear in court at a later time, a time that, she silently
hoped, could be postponed enough times so some new crisis would
draw the publicÕs attention and she would not have to prosecute
generally law-abiding citizens, prosperous citizens, for doing what she
felt in her heart she would have done had she been in their shoesat the
time.

Once again however, the Attorney General was told that she
was following, not issuing, orders.

ÒIfwe are going to do this, and we ARE going to do this, we do
it the right way, all the way,ÓPresident Quaid told her. ÒThereare dead
soldiers, dead American soldiers. It was pointed out to me that more
American soldiers died in Boston Harbor than died in one-hundred-
twenty days of operations in Kosovo in 1999.

ÒYou donÕtissue tickets to murderers, or people who shelter
murderers. You arrest them. That is what we are going to do.Ó

By the end of what felt like the longest day of his presidency,
President Quaid was fully committed to this operation, but the strain
was showing. His top staff noted how much of a calming and moderat-
ing influence his two closest friends - his wife Catherine and National
Policy Advisor Brown - had been, when they were still around.
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<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;">ÒYou will arrest these people, every damn one of
them, and you will prosecute them, do you understand me?Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒYes,sir,ÓMcQueeney responded quietly. She
felt like she was flunking a test. Something more than following orders
was called for. McQueeney knew that, but was shocked to seeherself do-
ing just that, as if she had no other choice.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> The Queen still retained some discretion,
however. It was her decision that only one adult member of every house-
hold that harbored refugees would be taken into custody, that each
household would decide who would take responsibility and who would
stay behind.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒAnd no children, no teenagers,Óshe told her
subordinates the afternoon before the late-night roundup was scheduled.
ÒNot even if they want to go, not even if they ask to go.Ó

<
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Chapter24
Boston, Massachusetts

Judy Katz broke her widowed grandmotherÕsheart every day, tortur-
ing the woman who raised her after her parents were killed in an auto-
mobile accident when she was six years old. Judy barely remembered
her parents and knew nothing of their history, how theyÕdmet, why
theyÕdmarried. She retained no memory of her life with them. Her
grandmother rarely spoke about her dead son and daughter-in-law, and
spoke never about her own husband. Judy had no family besides her
grandmother, no cousins, no uncles, aunts.

TheyÕdlived in an apartment, an old womanÕsapartment in which
fresh air was prohibited and the sofa was covered in plastic except when
company was present, in the same Queens, New York neighborhood
where her grandmother moved on her arrival in the United Statesafter
the war.

The only hint about her family history came once when Judy was
watching ÒSchindlers ListÓ on HBO at her grandmotherÕsapartment,
pretending to be able to sip Manischewitz Concord wine, a slightly alco-
holic grape juice. Halfway through the movie, with Judy in tears, her
grandmother turned toward her and, in a voice as casual as if she were
discussing chicken breasts going on sale at Stop and Shop tomorrow,
said, ÒI was there, you know.Ó A stunned Judy Katz listened to her
grandmother describe how she had lived in Warsaw, Poland. When the
Germans invaded, all the Jews were imprisoned behind walls, the
Warsaw Ghetto. The greater shocker was that JudyÕsfather had been
born there, in the midst of the ghetto. Her grandfather, who she learned
for the first time had been a tailor, had smuggled his wife and newborn
son out through sewer lines that led under the walls. Once his wife and
son were outside the ghetto, the tailor had returned, returned to fight the
Nazis. They killed him. No other family member survived the war.

Her grandmother never mentioned that history again, waving her
hands and poofing at Òhistory schmistory.Ó It never left Judy, though. I
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am a child of death and destruction, the offspring of tyranny and war,
she thought.

Her grandmother was less lyrical, but was still disappointed by her
granddaughter. Thirty-one years old and not married, not even seeing
anybody Òserious,Ó her grandmother whined.

But that wasnÕtthe biggest disappointment. After putting her
granddaughter through Amherst College - Òawonderful school even if I
never heard of it, but what do I knowÓ was her grandmotherÕsdescrip-
tion of her college choice - and Boston College Law School - ÒaCatholic
law school, what kind of law can nuns and priests teachherÓ- and a year
clerking for a federal judge - Òsevenyears of college and you get a job as
a clerkÓ- Judy accepteda prestigious offer from the United StatesAttor-
neys Office in Boston as an assistant U.S. attorney. She was assigned to
the organized crime strike force. That was the final straw for her
grandmother.

ÒJudilah,Óthat baby name was always a sign her grandmother
was about to treat her like a six-year-old, Judy thought. She sighed, not
too loudly, and braced for another dose of angst.

ÒJudilah,ÓEstelle Katz whined. ÒMy little Judilah. When are
you going to stop breaking your NanaÕsheart? Organized Crime Strike
Force?What, youÕregoing to chase mafias, shoot guns, drive fast cars.
YouÕrea lawyah, my little lawyah. Why canÕtyou get a lawyah job like
everybody else?Oy vayzmere. How much can one grandmotherÕsheart
take worrying about her little girl?Ó

It turned out Judy Katz had a knack for chasing and prosecut-
ing bad guys. Even more surprising to the five-foot-four inch, 117pound
assistant United Statesattorney, she felt an almost sexual thrill locking
eyeswith the third-generation Boston Irish and Italian hoodlums as they
stood silently before the magistrate judge at their arraignments, brought
before the court on the criminal conspiracy, loansharking and mail fraud
indictments she obtained against them. Shealso enjoyed mixing with the
similar third-generation Boston Irish and Italian FBI and DEA agents she
worked with and then hung out with several nights each week.

If Nana could seeme pulling up in front of MahoneyÕsPub in
South Boston in a black Ford LTD with six radio antennas on the roof
and trunk lid, with four guys with shoulders wider than my grandmoth-
erÕscoffee table, sheÕdgrab for her chest and roll her eyes,Katz thought.
No husband material there, she laughed.

What would really send Nana to the emergency room, Katz
thought, was if she could see these buddies of mine reach into their
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jackets and remove their handguns so they could lock them in the trunk
before starting their drinking, a sign that it would be a serious night. I
never even saw a gun before this job, she thought. Poor Nana. If sheonly
knew what her little girl was up to now.

Judy Katz was a rising star at the Office of the United StatesAt-
torney for Massachusetts.When JonCruickshank, the head of the Organ-
ized Crime Strike Force,made the inevitable move from the government
to Òprivate practice,Ójoining the Brahmin firm of Bingham Elliot, a law
firm that made its first fortune representing owners of China clipper
ships, clients who provided the Japanesescreensand oriental rugs that
still decorated the firmÕs reception area, Katz was tapped to replace him.

Which made it all the more surprising when shewas not invited
to the meeting of all department heads when the Queen, Attorney Gen-
eral McQueeney, showed up unexpectedly in Boston. It quickly became
apparent that something big was up, something that did not include
Katz. The secret had a short life span, as do so many office secrets.

ÒWeÕrehaving lunch today, Judy,ÓBob Shaw, head of the anti-
trust division told her, sticking his head in her office door. ÒYoucanÕtsay
no. You canÕt ask why. Just meet me at the SultanÕs at noon. Bye.Ó

Shaw made no bones about his career plans. Four years slaving
in the anti-trust pits here, he said, and then payoff time. He was three
years into the game plan and already lunching with headhunters, care-
fully scripting how he would sell himself to the firms he was presently
litigating - but not too fervently - against. Katz didnÕtmuch like Shaw
and never had much to do with him. TheyÕdcertainly never had lunch
alone together before and certainly not a lunch outside the office. After
all, the new federal courthouse was known as much for the quality of
food served in its cafeteria as for the quality of justice dispensed in its
courtrooms. People actually came from outside the building to dine at
the courthouse cafŽ.

At 11:45Katz shut down her computer - Never Leave an Unat-
tended Computer Turned On was an office security rule - and walked
out past the federal protective service officers at the courthouse entrance.
The SultanÕsPalacewas a Turkish restaurant acrossthe footbridge from
the courthouse. It was popular, but a bit expensive for lunch. Nonethe-
less, there was always a line.

Shaw was there waiting for her.
ÒSo,whatÕs the occasion for this unexpected lunch?Ó Katz

asked, walking up to him. Shewas in a feisty mood, upset that she was
not invited to meet with the Queen. SheÕdmet the big boss before, but
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this seemed to be a special visit, the first unannounced one since Katz
joined the office. Something was up and she was not a part of it.

ÒNot yet,ÓShaw said. ÒNot here.ÓHe indicated the people in
front and behind them on the line to the order counter.

Bob Shaw, thought Katz, is the best put together guy IÕveever
met. IÕllbet every hair on his body, his head, his eyebrows and mustache
and, she laughed silently, wherever else, is all the sameone-quarter-inch
length. That must take a lot of energy. Shaw made Katz feel sloppy. She
unconsciously straightened her skirt and glanced down at her scuffed
shoes.

Minutes later, sitting at a corner table Shaw steeredher toward,
Katz finally had enough.

ÒTell me what this is all about,Ó she said. She put down her
plastic knife and fork, incongruous in a place with twelve dollar lunch
entrees, and looked Shaw in the eyes. ÒOK, whatÕs up?Ó

ÒJudy,my father is Jewish,Óhe said slowly, not looking at her.
ÒMost people donÕtknow that. Its not that I have anything to hide but,
well, he wasnÕtaround all that long and my mother was pretty serious
about raising me as an Episcopalian and all and, well, I guessyouÕrethe
first one in the office IÕve ever mentioned that to.Ó

ÒSo,why the big confession now?Ó Katz asked. A thought
struck her. ÒWait a minute, donÕtyou dare try to come on to me, donÕt
you dare think that IÕmgoing to go for the only other Jew in the office.
Why you asshole, is that what this is all about?Ó

Shestarted to get up, taking out her morningÕsworth of anger
on him. ShedidnÕtneed this now, not today, she thought. Shewas used
to her Drug Enforcement Agency buddies inviting her home and play-
fully clutching their broken hearts in mock despair when she rejected
them. Nana was right about such men. Not husband material.

Katz wasnÕtlooking for a husband. She almost had one, once,
briefly, but David Kimelman had turned out to be little more than an
empty Armani suit with a CPA and a large office with Deloitte &
Touche. He was ten years older than Katz, which she found attractive,
avoiding thinking about the implications of a woman raised with no
father looking for an older man. It turned out, just a month before the
wedding, that shewas not the only younger woman David claimed to be
in love with. He chose the one with the bigger boobs, Katz told her
friends. That was two years ago and she was ready to look for a man
again, more for the company, she told herself, than for marriage.
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Shelooked acrossthe table. Bob Shaw was not the man to replace the
father she barely remembered. Shaw lacked solidity, gravitas. Shit, Katz
thought, he just isnÕta mensch. But he looked shocked that sheÕdeven
thought he was hitting on her.

ÒNo,no, no Judy. Hold on. ThatÕsnot it at all. IÕmonly telling
you this to let you know why IÕmdoing what IÕmabout to do, which is
place my whole job, my whole planned out job PLAN, for GodÕssake,on
the line.Ó

Katz sat back down. If this was a come-on, it was an original
one. ShedidnÕtthink Shaw had the creativity to come up with so subtle a
scheme. She was reluctantly intrigued to see what he would say next.
She let him continue.

ÒLook, I canÕtsay I feel good about everything IÕvedone with
my life or even about everything IÕveplanned to do. IÕvenever told you
this, Judy, but sometimes I get a bit jealous of you, the big crime buster,
the one who gets the newspaper stories about her, the one who actually
gets to go to court.Ó

Shaw smiled at her, confusing Katz further. Shelet her egg-lem-
on soup get cold and listened to him.

ÒIknow IÕmnot the worldÕsgreatest lawyer and I admit IÕmjust
in this job to set myself up for the real money after I move on. Jesus
Christ, OK, IÕmonly in this job becauseit opens doors for my next job.
IÕmnot especially proud to admit that, especially to somebody like you,
but I am admitting that. At least give me credit for that. And at least
listen to what I have to say to you. Will you do that?Ó

Could it be there was more to this guy than a perfect haircut,
she thought.

ÒIÕm listening.Ó
ÒThere was a meeting this morning.Ó
ÒIknow. I wasnÕtinvited,Ó she said. Pausing, a thought entered

her mind. ÒWere you there?Ó
ÒIwas there. We were all there, all the department heads. And

FBI, DEA. ATF. U.S. Marshalls. Even INS. Even Jed. Jed was there.Ó
Jed Delaney was deputy chief of the Organized Crime Strike

Force. Katz was his boss.
ÒJedwas there?Óshe whispered. ÒWhy wasnÕtI there? Bob, is

something going on?Ó
Shesounds worried, Shaw thought. Well, she has something to

be worried about.
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ÒListen, Judy. Nobody can know IÕmtelling you this. Under-
stand? Nobody can ever ever know IÕmtelling you this. IÕmwilling to do
the right thing but I donÕtwant to pay the price for the rest of my life for
this. OK? Agreed? I need a promise from you. Nobody ever knows. That
means not even if you are under oath. Can you agree to that?Ó

ÒShouldI agree?Óshe asked him. ÒYouÕreasking me to promise
to lie under oath. I canÕtagreeto that, Bob. ThatÕstoo much to ask. I send
people to prison for that, Bob.Ó

A thought suddenly entered her mind. Her mouth went dry at
the sametime her palms grew sticky. Shewas always on the other end of
the wiretap.

ÒBob,Óshe said slowly, almost in a whisper. ÒBob,are you set-
ting me up for something? What kind of game is this?Ó

Another thought entered her mind.
ÒBob,does this have anything to do with why I wasnÕtat that

meeting this morning? Holy shit, Bob, was I not invited becauseIÕmun-
der investigation? Is that why I wasnÕt there, Bob?Ó

Shaw put both elbows on the table, cupped his right hand in his
left hand and supported his chin on both extended thumbs, covering his
mouth so nobody in the crowded restaurant could seehis lips moving.
He leaned forward toward Katz and she instinctively leaned forward to-
ward him. Their faces were inches apart. Incongruously, she wondered
whether he would try to kiss her and the tiniest of smiles began to form
on her face at the thought, a smile that surprised her, surprised her be-
cause it was a long while since sheÕdfelt any interest in any man and
Shaw was a guy whoÕdnever even appeared on her radar screen. She
leaned an inch closer to him and waited.

Slowly, he spoke, the words coming from his covered mouth in
a whisper so faint that she wondered, later in the day, later that night,
whether she could have heard him wrong, knowing that she hadnÕt,that
what sheÕd heard was, impossibly she thought, what heÕd said.

ÒYouwerenÕtat the meeting. Not becauseyouÕreunder invest-
igation, Judy,Ó he moved his head slightly right to left and back again.

ÒItsbecauseyouÕrea Jew, Judy. BecauseyouÕreJewish. ThatÕs
why.

ÒIÕvegot to go. Judy, IÕmsorry. It isnÕtright and I couldnÕtlet it
happen and not tell you. DonÕtburn me Judy. Please.I did this to help
you. DonÕt burn me now.Ó
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Shaw stood and walked away between the crowded tables, not
looking back at the frozen woman sitting alone at the table, still leaning
forward, ready for a kiss, unable to move.

<
!ÑEndFragment-->
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Chapter25
North of Boston

The North Shore Jewish Council coordinated immediate housing of
the refugees and began longer-term planning to relocate people around
the country in permanent housing. Lists were drawn up, lists of refugees,
lists of families housing them, lists of financial contributors. The data-
basewas kept in the office of the Emergency Coordinator at the Jewish
Community Center of the North Shore, in Marblehead.

The inevitable next step on the path from secrecyto media blitz
took place. A pressconferencewas called. Moishe Cohen, the Emergency
Relief coordinator, was the respected chief executive officer of Walden
Mills, one of MassachusettsÕlast remaining textile manufacturers. Cohen
stood before a bank of microphones and television cameras, reading
from a prepared statement. He spoke with the barest trace of the German
accentremaining from his childhood, before coming to the United States.
At both sides stood rabbis, a state senator, businessleaders and the inev-
itable musician, the interim conductor of the Boston Pops, the first Jewto
hold that position since the death of Arthur Fiedler.

ÒFirst,and most importantly,Ó Cohen began. ÒLetme fervently
emphasize how seriously the entire community regrets the tragic loss of
life that was unintentionally inflicted in this act of liberation. Those of us
involved in the planning of this action share all AmericansÕshock and
horror at this violence and injury. We did not plan on using such physic-
al force and certainly never anticipated that such weapons would be
used.

ÒWewere told by certain professional persons who accompan-
ied the passengerson those two ships that the Coast Guard boats would
be disabled and distracted. We did not anticipate the means that would
be used to accomplish that task. For that, we apologize. We will offer fin-
ancial compensation to the families of those who were lost, at the same
time appreciating with all our hearts that money can not make up for
their tragic losses.
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ÒSecond,however, let there be no mistake but that what was
done by this community was what had to be done. It was the right thing.
What this nation is doing, what this nation is continuing to do, is wrong.
Furthermore, we will continue to protest and we will continue to resist
when this great nation hides its head in the moral sand and does what all
of us, what all of you, know in your heart of hearts is wrong.

ÒIsraelwas established as a sacred home for the Jewish people.
That home has been stolen from us by force. We demand that our gov-
ernment, the United States government, use all means available, all
means, to restore the Jewish peopleÕs homeland.

ÒAmillion people É ,ÓCohen paused to wipe his eyeswith the
backs of both hands. He fought for control, overwhelmed by the concept
of a million, another million, dead Jews.The room was silent. The audi-
ence,the Boston press corps included, held its collective breath. He con-
tinued. ÒA million Jews have died already, from the bomb, from the
armies, from the Arabs. There are concentration camps, Jews in concen-
tration camps, in the Holy Land. We will do everything, everything in
our power to convince the United States,President Quaid in the White
House, to do what is right and just in this horrendous situation.

ÒInwhat we have done already and in all future endeavors one
ideal will guide us. One phrase will determine our actions. What words
guide us, you may ask. What É words?Ó

The elderly man stopped speaking, struggling for control of his
emotions. His head rolled back as he gazed at the ceiling, as if by doing
so his tears would be hidden. Both hands clenched the podium to sup-
port him under a weight of memories.

The room was hushed, even the veteran reporters did not know
what to expect next, but knew, too, they had the lead story on that
nightÕs broadcasts.

The camerasremained locked on the thin, white-haired man at
the podium, his head now dropped onto his chest, too heavy for him to
hold up. His eyeswere closed as he fought for inner strength. Reporters
wondered whether his knees would buckle under his invisible burden.

Barely in control of the tears that ran freely from both eyes, Cohen
straightened his back, lifted his chin and ever-so-slowly unbuttoned the
cuff of his left shirt sleeve.Standing upright now, his right hand shoved
his shirt and jacket sleevesup toward his left elbow, exposing his fore-
arm. He lifted that arm in the air, fingers spread wide, above his head.
The small row of tattooed numbers on his forearm was clearly visible in
the glare of the television lights.
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ÒWhat words?Ó Cohen whispered.
His voice rose to a shout.

ÒNever again. Never again. Never again. Never again. Never
again.Ó

He walked from the podium, followed by the other men, leav-
ing the room in silence.

That afternoon all six United States Magistrates - the lowest
level federal judicial officers - spent hours signing search warrants and
arrest warrants based on the information already made public, names
and addressescollected from newspaper accounts, from local police re-
ports and from simple observation. The first search warrant was for the
Jewish Community Center of the North Shore. All six magistrates were
driven to Camp Curtis Guild to wait for more warrants to be prepared.

No efforts had been made by the Relief Committee to hide the
databaseof refugees and families housing them. Instead, all the proper
safeguards were in effect, safeguards such as making duplicate backups
of the databaseso the information would not be lost. It did not occur to
anybody to set up a system where the database could be quickly and
permanently destroyed.

The FBI agentsentered the JewishCommunity Center at 10p.m.
and found the lights on and a meeting taking place, a meeting about re-
location efforts with representatives of Jewish communities from across
the country. The searchwarrant was shown. No arrests were made. The
computers were seized, along with all disks and backup tapes. The
agents left within a half hour, leaving an ominous silence behind them.

Still, the arrests later that same night were not expected. Also
not expected was the visit to Verizon CommunicationÕs North Shore
business office by the Federal Bureau of Investigation. The agents dis-
played a most unusual court order, issued by a United StatesMagistrate.
Telephone service in seven towns north of Boston was to be disconnec-
ted from 10 p.m. to 6 a.m., no questions asked, no options available. Sim-
ilar court orders were served at the businessoffices of cellular telephone
providers north of Boston. All cell towers were to be shut down from 10
p.m. to 6 a.m. By the time the telephone companiesÕattorneys could
protest the court order the next morning, it was history and phones were
back in service.

The seized computers were carried to the Winnebago used by
the FBI as its mobile command center. The databaseof households and
refugees was quickly found and sent by secure wireless email to Camp
Curtis Guild and to the federal courthouse. The data was merged into
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pre-written search and arrest warrants, all quickly signed by the half
dozen magistrates. Printers churned out nine hundred warrants.

The Attorney General insisted that the raids be polite and low
key. No doors were to be knocked down, no weapons were to be dis-
played, no shouts, no force, no helicopters and, hopefully, no news me-
dia. Nothing much happened before the 11 oÕclocknewscasts ended.
Nothing much happened until the telephones went dead.

Then teams fanned out through suburban neighborhoods,
teams followed by hastily requisitioned school buses,teams knocking on
doors, asking for people by name. Asking politely, displaying arrest war-
rants politely. No shouting. No guns. Lots of ÒsirsÓand ÒmaÕams.ÓAfter
all, these people werenÕtviolent. They were barely even criminals. But
arrests were still arrests, and arrests meant handcuffs, fingerprints, mug
photos and detention, one person per family, at least for starters.
<

!ÑEndFragment-->
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Chapter26
North of Boston

ÒDavid, I hear the door bell. Wake up, thereÕs somebody at the door.Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> Estelle Rosenshook her husband, thankful at
least that she could stop his snoring. Twenty-two years of marriage and
his snoring only got worse and she never, ever got used to it. She com-
plained, urging him to get Òthesnoring operation,Óbut he refused, say-
ing, ÒWhenIÕmdead, youÕllmiss my snoring, youÕllgive anything then
to hear it.Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> Maybe then she would miss the snoring, but
not now. Shewas awake. Sheheard the first ring of the doorbell, quickly
followed by a pounding on the door.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> Her first thought, of course, was that
something terrible had happened. ThereÕsbeen an accident, she thought.
Somebody died, she thought.

<
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span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:
"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒDavid, wake up. SeewhoÕsat the door,Óshe
said, shaking him, wondering for the thousandth time how he could
sleep through his own snoring.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> Pulling on a bathrobe - he still slept naked -
Rosenwalked quietly down the stairs, trying not to wake his daughter or
the MoscowitzÕssleeping in the guest room. The pounding got louder,
more insistent.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> He turned on the porch light and opened the
door. Two men in dark suits stood there, holding flashlights.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒDavid Rosen?Ó one man asked.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒYes, thatÕs me. WhatÕs wrong? Has
something happened?Ó Rosen asked.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
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language: EN-US;"> ÒYouhave people staying here with you, Mr.
Rosen?Arnold, Greta and Carol Moscowitz?Óthe other man asked, con-
sulting a piece of paper.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> The first hint of concern, concern that this in-
volved something other than an accident to a family member, entered
RosenÕs mind.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒWho are you? Why do you want to know
this? Why are you here so late. CanÕtyou come back in the morning?Ó
Rosen moved to close the door, to step back into his house from the
porch.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> A hand went to the door, holding it open. The
paper was displayed to Rosen.It was hard to read by the porch light. All
Rosen really saw was the large type at the top, United States District
Court for the District of Massachusetts. And one other word in large
black letters: WARRANT.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒCanwe come in, sir. We have something to
discuss with you.Ó

<
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span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:
"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> Rosennodded numbly. The men walked into
the house. Estelle stood at the top of the stairs, looking down.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒDavid, who are these men? What is it? My
God, David, has something happened? Is it my mother. PleaseGod, not
my mother,Ó her voice was approaching the hysterical.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒNoEstelle. Mother is fine. Everything is fine.
Go back to bed, dear. I have to speak with these men.Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒActually, Mr. Rosen,Óthe second man said,
consulting his list. ÒItwould be best if Estelle came down here. But first,
Estelle, could you ask the MoscowitzÕs to join us, too.Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> In minutes, minutes in which Rosen and the
two men stood facing each other in uncomfortable silence in his living
room, Estelle, joined by sleepy Arnold, Greta and Carol Moscowitz,
came down the stairs and joined them.

<
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span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:
"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒWhatis it David? What do thesemen want?Ó
Estelle asked.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒThesemen are from the FBI,ÓRosen said,
looking at his wife and Arnold Moscowitz, a short, dark man. Moscowitz
was born in Milwaukee and emigrated to Israel immediately after col-
lege. He owned IsraelÕslargest chain of photocopy shops. At least he
used to. Now he owned the clothes he wore and little else.He hoped to
find a cousin in Milwaukee, the only family member heÕdremained in
contact with after his parents passed away.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒLetÕsget this over with, sir,Ó the first man
said. ÒHereÕshow it is. We have an arrest warrant for you and for an Es-
telle Rosen. You are charged with aiding and abetting a whole list of
crimes, ranging all the way to murder of a federal officer and É Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒOhmy God.ÓEstelle, all color drained from
her face, slumped soundlessly to the floor. Rosen knelt beside her, pat-
ting her cheeks.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> He looked at Carol Moscowitz.
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<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒGet a wet cloth. Quickly. Help me,Ó he
begged.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> Estelle opened her eyes and sat up.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒIÕmso sorry. ThatÕsnever happened to me,
ever,Óshesaid, surprised, then embarrassed.Sheslowly, carefully got up
from the floor and stood eye to eye with the man holding the warrant.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒDoyou really think you are going to charge
me and David with, my God, with murder? ThatÕsthe most ridiculous
thing IÕveever heard. David, call the lawyer. DonÕtsay a word to these
men. DonÕtsay a word. Get on the phone. Call the lawyer, whatÕshis
name, we used him when we bought the summer house.Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> She turned back to the two men.

<
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span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:
"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒThis is all a mistake. Get out of my house.
Come back in the morning. You canÕttake anybody until my lawyer gets
here. This is crazy, crazy.Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒMaÕam.IÕmafraid there is no mistake,Óone
of the men said. ÒWehave a warrant and weÕreunder orders. Here is
how it is going to work. These folks,Ó he said, pointing at the three
stunned members of the Moscowitz family, Òthesefolks are all coming
with us. Their names are on the list and they have to come.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒYoufolks,Ó pointing this time at David and
Estelle, Òonly one of you has to come, the other gets this notice. One
comes. One stays here with your daughter. Makes no difference to us
who comes, who stays. Just decide right away. WeÕvegot a busy night.
WhoÕs it going to be?Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒCanI get dressed first?ÓRosenasked, taking
EstelleÕs hand. ÒJust let me get some clothes on, OK?Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒCertainly, sir,Óthe second man interrupted.
ÒBut please hurry.
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<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒAnd you people,Ó looking at the Moscow-
itzÕs,ÒyouÕdbetter get dressedand get whatever things you have togeth-
er. You wonÕtbe returning here. Whatever you want to keep, youÕdbet-
ter take it with you.Ó

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> Minutes later the three MoscowitzÕs,Rosen
and the two men stood on the porch. A yellow school bus was parked
down the street. Rosen saw other groups of people standing motionless
on the sidewalk, waiting for the bus to slowly roll down the street to
them.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> He turned to his wife.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒIÕllbe home soon. This is all a mistake. Call
the lawyer, Estelle.Ó He turned to walk away.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> ÒEstelle,Óhe turned back and held both her
hands. ÒThiswas my decision, not yours. We did the right thing. Estelle,
I love you.Ó
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<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> He walked away with the two men. She ran
into the house, ran to the telephone and picked up the receiver, dialing
for directory assistance.SheÕdcall the lawyer at home, no matter how
late it was. And then sheÕdcall her sister, who also had a houseful of
new guests, and tell her to hide them.

<
span style="font-size: 12.0pt; mso-bidi-font-size: 10.0pt; font-family:

"Times New Roman"; mso-fareast-font-family: Helvetica; mso-bidi-font-
family: "Times New Roman"; mso-ansi-language: EN-US; mso-fareast-
language: EN-US;"> She held the phone to her ear, puzzled. The
telephone was dead.

<
!ÑEndFragment-->
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Chapter27
North of Boston

JonathanKantor did not leave his house for more than a half hour at a
time after the bomb destroyed Tel Aviv. One thought loomed so large
and dominant in his mind that he could not drive it away, could not
keep it from repeating over and over and over and over in his head.

ÒI should have been there. It should have been me. I should
have been there. It should have been me.Ó

KantorÕswife Elaine and their twin daughters, Rachel and
Emily, were visiting ElaineÕsparents in Israel, a visit scheduled and post-
poned repeatedly until finally, with her mother discharged from the hos-
pital Òwith not so good news,ÓElaine could put the trip off no longer.
Arrangements were made, tickets were bought, dog sitters were sched-
uled, all was set. Until KantorÕsboss at Ridgefield Sherring Wilson,
which billed itself asBostonÕsÒpremierÓpatent law firm, struck a tree on
his mountain bike and ended up home in bed for what looked like a long
period of trying to at least recall the names of his family members. There
was no way Kantor could leave the office for even a day, even a week-
end, much less the three-week Israel trip. He stayed home.

Kantor was at his desk in his Boston office when his wife and
children were incinerated into radioactive dust in the dining room of her
parentÕsTel Aviv condominium, a block from Ground Zero. There were
no body parts to recover, not that anybody looked.

ÒI should have been there. It should have been me.Ó
KantorÕs Bushmaster AR15 semi-automatic rifle - the

ÒCalifornia versionÓof the military M16, modified to meet the strict gun
requirements of states like California and Massachusetts to limit auto-
matic repeat features and reduce the number of rounds per magazine -
lay on KantorÕscarefully tung oiled Crate & Barrel maple kitchen table,
looking asout of place asa dog turd on a Persian rug. Kantor bought the
gun three years earlier after two men jimmied a living room window late
at night and crept into the house while he and Elaine were sleeping, only
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to run from the house when a police car drove by with its siren blaring,
on the way to another incident entirely. Kantor pictured himself and
Elaine, Rachel and Emily, helpless in their upstairs bedrooms as the two
men crept up the stairs with who knows what on their minds, knives or
guns or ropes in their hands.

That image of helplessness,especially helplessnessto defend
his family, haunted Kantor until he finally did what he had been think-
ing of doing for years. He bought a gun.

The weapon had never been fired. Having it was enough for
Kantor. It went into the bedroom closet, bullets in the clip, ready to fire
the next time there were late night footsteps on the stairway. That was all
he wanted. He was satisfied.

The weapon was moved from the closet to the kitchen table a
week after Tel Aviv.

ÒIt should have been me. It should have been me.Ó
The phrase ran through KantorÕsmind like a Motown song,

endlessly, unstoppable. He visualized using the gun on himself. He sat at
the kitchen table and played with it, disassembled it and reassembledit.
Removed the ammo clip and jammed it home. Toyed with the trigger.
One time, after a bottle of Beaujolais nouveau - not bad, a bit too sweet,
should have been chilled more - he put the muzzle on the tips of his lips
and stretched his right arm to see if he could reach the trigger.

He could.
But he did not use the weapon, did not take the final step. He

didnÕt know if he was afraid to do it, or ashamed. Elaine would have
never let him forget it if he did something that stupid, actually, if he did
something that clichŽd. She, and he, had too much class to blow his
brains out, alone, in his own kitchen.

And, he thought, who would find him, and how long would it
take to find him, and what would he smell like by then? No, the rifle lay
on the table, cleaned, loaded, ready, but now untouched.

Instead of killing himself, Kantor watched the television news.
He absorbed everything he could from Israel, or what had been Israel.
When word reached the leadership of the North Shore Jewish Council
that Elaine and the Kantor girls had been in Tel Aviv, calls were made to
Kantor. He was invited to memorial services, to substitute funerals. He
was urged to join others in grieving.

Sometimes,he went out. But mostly he stayed home. He stayed
home and thought for the first time in a long time what it actually meant
to him to be Jewish. It had not meant anything in particular. Long ago in
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the past, Kantor realized, how could he not realize, some people didnÕt
especially like Jews, in fact, some people hated Jews. For him, though,
that sort of blatant hatred, blatant anti-Semitism, was something that
happened in other times, other places,to other people. It happened years
ago in Europe, not here. It happened now but far away in the Middle
East, not here in America

Kantor and his family, like most American Jews, were un-
touched by anti-Semitism.

The Tel Aviv bomb brought home to Kantor the reality that
people who wanted to kill Jews could reach him, had reached him and
had taken from him the most important things in his life. The light bulb
went off that the anti-Semites, the Jew haters and killers, could get to
him, too. That was another reason the Bushmaster AR15 came out of the
closet. The bad guys creeping up the stairs began to take on personas in
his mind. Nothing so specific as a Hitler mustache or Arab robes, but
something unsettling, ominous, after him specifically, not just his money
or his electronics or his wifeÕs jewelry.

When the phone call came asking if he could put a few people
up for a few nights, the words went in one ear and out the other. Kantor
did not remember how he answered. But his name had made a list, a list
of people called for help. And next to his name, next to JonathanKantor,
26 Endicott Drive, Peabody, Massachusetts,for some reason somebody
placed a check mark.

Kantor slept in front of the television most days, making up for
his sleeplessnights, nights of listening for footsteps on the stairs, foot-
steps of ominous strangers coming for him, nights of whispers - Òit
should have been meÓ- in his head. Some nights he sat at his bedroom
window and stared at the dark street until the sky lightened.

That was what Kantor was doing when he stared out his win-
dow and tried to put together what was happening outside on the street.
Black cars, no police markings but lots of radio antennas, stopped in
front of houses. Pairs of men in dark suits got out and rang door bells
and went inside. At 1:30 in the morning, at 2:00 in the morning. Not all
the houses, just a few. And then people began coming out their doors,
neighbors, some people he knew well, some people he barely recog-
nized. And with them were other people, families it seemed,people Kan-
tor did not recognize at all. They were led to the sidewalk and placed in
clusters, standing there until, until, and this perplexed Kantor more than
anything else, a yellow Peabody school bus appeared and rolled slowly
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down the street, stopping at each cluster for the people to get on board,
then rolling on to the next group of people, where they, too, got on.

All in silence,all without Kantor hearing a word spoken. All up
and down quiet Endicott Drive. Kantor was stunned and could not fig-
ure out what was happening or even whether he was so sleep deprived
that he was hallucinating.

Then he understood, understood which houses the men were
going up to, which people were being led to the yellow bus.

They are rounding up the Jews,Kantor said to himself. They are
skipping the Christian houses. They are rounding up Jews. TheyÕrear-
resting all the Jews in Peabody, he thought aloud.

Then he thought. ÒTheyÕll come for me soon. IÕm next.Ó
Kantor flopped back in his bedroom chair at that thought. IÕm

upstairs in my bedroom and the men who will be coming up the stairs to
get me are right now driving their black SUV down my street and will be
stopping in front of my house and will walk up my walkway and will
pound on my door any minute, any second now, he thought. A cold
sweat broke out on KantorÕs face as he realized this.

Its real. Its happening. He looked out the window. A black SUV
stopped in front of his house. Two men got out and began walking to-
ward his door.

Am I hallucinating all this? Is this real, he thought. And then É
POUND POUND POUND.
It sounded like a hammer on his front door. Kantor stood up

and looked around frantically. He looked at the window. Should I jump
out and run away? The window led to the garage roof. He took a step to-
ward the window and stopped.

POUND POUND POUND.
If theyÕrewaiting in front, theyÕllbe waiting in the back, too. He

looked toward the hallway door, half expecting two men to walk right
into the bedroom.

Then KantorÕseyes slowly moved toward the bedroom closet,
where his carefully pressed suits and polished black shoes were lined
up. The bedroom closet where he kept his gun.

KantorÕslegs buckled under him as he realized that there was
no gun in the closet. The gun lay on his kitchen table.

POUND POUND POUND.
Kantor raced out of the bedroom and down the stairs, almost

falling over his feet as he hit the bottom landing and turned toward the
kitchen, running inside his own house faster than he had run inside his
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own house since the day he and Elaine moved in. He heard a jiggling,
clinking sound from the door jimmy the FBI agentsused to force the lock
as he reached the kitchen and snatched the Bushmaster from the table,
reaching forward to slam the 15-round ammunition clip home.

He turned and faced the front door as FBI agentsWilliam Mori-
arty and Angelo Ansella threw the door open and walked slowly into the
dark entryway.

ÒIs anybody home,Ó Moriarty yelled. ÒIs Jonathan Kantor
here?Ó

They know my name, Kantor thought.
Kantor did not wait for the two men to seehim walking from

the kitchen into the front hallway. As soon as he saw the men dressed in
nearly identical black suits, Kantor raised the rifle, jerked the trigger
again and again and again until the two men lay on the floor, motionless.

Then Kantor sat in his living room and waited for the other
men, the ones he knew would still come to round up the rest of the Jews.

He was pleased now that he had not pulled the trigger when
heÕdplaced the rifle barrel in his mouth. He was pleased and proud that
he stood up against the evil that took his wife and daughters. He went
into the kitchen and grabbed the rest of his ammunition. He wanted to
be ready when the other men came.

Fifteen minutes later, tear gas canisters crashed through windows
from all sides of his house. Kantor ran out the back door, firing the Bush-
master AR15 without aiming until he ran out of ammunition. He was
lifting it over his head to demonstrate that it was empty when bullets
from three sharpshootersÕ rifles pulverized his skull.

Kantor had time only for one last thought.
ÒIt should have been me.Ó

<
!ÑEndFragment-->
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Chapter28
The coast of Maine

The warming morning sun erased the overnight fog in minutes, con-
firming the chart image on the screen of the Global Positioning System
chartplotter in the sailboatÕscabin. Maine, or at least an island off the
coast of Maine, was 6.7 miles ahead, according to the device. Time to ar-
rival was one hour eleven minutes. Bearing to waypoint was 278 de-
grees. Levi continued to be impressed with how simple navigation had
become with these electronic magic boxes.

Monhegan Island, Maine, United Statesof America, appeared
asa blur on the horizon as the fog lifted and the boat sailed on the morn-
ing breeze. Levi and Reuben had spent hours debating where to make
their landfall. There hadnÕtbeen a whole lot to talk about on the three-
week non-stop sail from Jost van Dyck to Maine. When the wind in-
creased, the boat sailed faster. When the wind slowed down, the boat
slowed down. Levi was scrupulous about not using the engine, saving
what little diesel fuel the boat had onboard.

With one exception, the weather was favorable, generally soft
winds, increasing during the day, lessening at night. Once in a while, the
wind disappeared entirely and the boat flopped from side to side, mo-
tionless, making no forward progress at all. When that happened, they
waited, as sailors have waited for the wind to return for thousands of
years. And as it did for thousands of years, the wind always returned
and their forward journey resumed.

Once, however, Reuben yelled to waken Levi, who was sleep-
ing in the main cabin. A black line of cloud squatted on the horizon dir-
ectly in front of the boat, barely visible at first as nothing more than a
pencil line at the edge where sky and water met. The cloud rapidly raced
toward the boat, flashes of lightning visible within its mass, illuminating
it from within.

ÒQuick, get the sails down,Ó Levi tried to sound calm, calmer
than he actually felt.
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Reubenrolled the jib, the big sail in the front of the boat, around
the forestay that ran from the top of the mast to the front of the boat,
pulling the furling line that turned the drum at the baseof the forestay
and rolled the big jib around it like a window shade rolling up. Levi re-
leased the lines holding the mainsail and smaller mizzen sail at the back
of the boat. Those sails dropped of their own weight and Levi tied them
tightly with ropes, wrapping the ropes around the sails and cinching
them down securely.

ÒThatÕsthe best we can do for now,Ó he said. ÒNow we go in-
side and wait it out. I expect we are going to bounce around a bit.Ó

He was correct. The black clouds brought what sailors called a
line squall, fierce winds that went from almost calm to near hurricane
force in seconds, churning the formerly calm water into short, steep
waves that washed over the boat from all sides at once.Levi and Reuben
were snug in the cabin, holding on to whatever handholds were avail-
able. It was terrifying at first, but after fifteen minutes of feeling as if they
were inside a washing machine on spin cycle, it became obvious they
were not going to die and they both sat in silence, side by side on the
bench seat, holding on and waiting for the storm to pass. LeviÕsarm
went around her shoulder, offering what additional protection he could.

Something on deck rattled ominously after a wave crashed on
top of the cabin with more force than any previous one. Another wave
and the rattling becamea deep thump that hammered on the top of the
cabin, sounding as if it were trying to crash through the roof under
which Levi and Reuben huddled. Another wave. The thump was louder
still. Reuben watched the blood drain from LeviÕs face.

ÒIÕvegot to go out and seewhat that is,ÓLevi said, putting on his foul
weather gear, waterproof, bibbed overalls and a jacket with sealsat the
neck and wrists. The boat was stocked with top quality, name brand
gear, far sturdier than anything Levi wore for sailing off the coast of Is-
rael. He appreciated the toughness of the outfit as he opened the cabin
door and stuck his head into the cockpit, only to be drenched by a wave
breaking entirely over the boat. He pushed through it, thumped to a seat
in the cockpit, glanced forward at the top of the cabin then poked his
head down into the cabin.

ÒNot too bad,Óhe told Reuben, who was curled on the cabin
floor, wondering now whether she really would survive this voyage.
ÒThelife raft is loose. Waves must have broken the bracket holding it to
the deck. IÕll cut it free and carry it inside.
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ÒHandme that big knife, will you, and the vice-grip pliers from
the tool box.Ó

Reubenraised herself from the floor and went to the tool locker.
She knew what vice grip pliers were. Her father used them for
everything from holding pipes while he sawed through them to prying
broken pop tabs off beer cans.Shequickly found them and passedthem,
and a knife with a nine-inch blade kept in a sheath next to the compan-
ionway, to Levi.

Minutes later the cabin door flung open, letting in a spray of
water. Levi entered, carrying a white fiberglass canister, three feet by
two feet, obviously quite heavy, ÒAVONÓin bright blue letters on the
side. ÒHere is the raft,Ó he said. ÒI hope we will not need it. IÕllfind a
place to store it where it will be out of the way.Ó

Levi carried the heavy canister into the boatÕsforward cabin,
where there was a V-shaped berth Debra usually slept in. He pushed the
canister as far forward on the berth as it would fit, right up into the
pointy front end of the sailboat.

ÒYouwill have to sleep with your legs bent,Óhe said, smiling,
then added, ÒOr you could sleep with me in the main cabin.Ó

The storm blew itself out as quickly as it arrived and within the
next hour the sails were back up and the boat continued its northerly
course. Levi and Reuben resumed their debate about where in America
they should make their landfall.

ÒRight into New York Harbor,Ó Debra said. ÒThenwe tie up or
dock or anchor or whatever it is that boats do when they get to the land.
I climb off this stinking thing and never get on another boat for as long
as I live.

ÒI canÕtsay I know what IÕll do when I get to shore, but
whatever, it will be better than this. IÕvehad it with this fucking boat.
Goodbye ocean.Ó

Shewas reaching her limit on the boat. What had looked luxuri-
ous tied up to the dock in Spain was taking on the feel of a damp pup
tent. Worst of all was the constant movement. Reubenexpected the rock-
ing to continue for days after she reached shore. The storm had terrified
her more than she wanted Levi to know.

ÒIdisagree. Not New York. Not a city,ÓLevi responded. ÒSome
place small. Someplace where nobody is looking out for anything. Some
place where the government is not on watch for terrorists sailing in with
a bomb on their boat.ÓLeviÕsknowledge of American geography was a
bizarre mix of what heÕdfigured out from hearing stories about the
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home towns of American tourists in Israel, what heÕdseen in American
movies and what heÕdstudied in the few books left on board the sail-
boat, including ÒTheCruising Guide to the New England Coast.ÓThat
book, the classic Bible for Yankee sailors entering new ports, described
useful details of every cove, marina, harbor and island from New York to
the Canadian border.

ÒIwant a place with no Coast Guard station, no military base,
with no police department, if there is such a place in America,Óhe said.
ÒI want us to sail in as if weÕrestopping by for lunch, a loving, sailing
couple on vacation on their beautiful sailboat. I want some place with
lots of other sailboats, lots of other couples on sailboats, where we are
just like everybody else, nothing special about us.

ÒWho goes to New York City in a sailboat any more,Ó Levi
asked. ÒYou grew up there. Does anybody sail into New York City
harbor?Ó

ÒWell, nobody I ever knew actually sailed into the city. That
was what the Long Island railroad and the Long Island Expressway were
for. People kept their sailboats at yacht clubs, on the Sound, Long island
Sound,ÓReuben answered. ÒBut cruise ships go there, and ferry boats.
Maybe no sailboats, though.Ó

She paused, thinking.
ÒOK,Óshe continued. ÒI see your point. WeÕllsail this boat

where other sailboats go, and I agree it should be somewhere quiet and
out of the way. We donÕtwant anybody snooping around this boat. Not
with what we are carrying.Ó

The ÒCruising GuideÓwas open in LeviÕslap. He slowly turned
the pages, pages heÕdread and studied over the past weeks until he
knew every fascinating anecdoteabout every little cove in New England.
He finally made his choice and looked at Reuben with a grin.

ÒNot New York, Sweetheart. We are sailing to Brooklin,Ó he
announced.

Levi was shocked at ReubenÕsreaction. Shecracked up, literally
falling out of her seat in the boatÕscockpit and rolling on the cockpit
floor, laughing so hard she gasped for breath.

ÒBrooklyn?Óshe shouted at last. ÒBrooklyn?You donÕtwant to
go to New York so you go to Brooklyn instead? IÕvegot to get off this
boat before I get as crazy as you are.

ÒForyour information, Captain or Lieutenant or whatever you
claim to be, Brooklyn is part of New York, one of the five boroughs of
New York. Brooklyn is where my Bubba, my grandmother, lives right
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