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Chapter 1

 


The Ukraine and Iran,
January to March 2000

Demetri Gravilkuk, Associate
Director of Nuclear Physics in the Institute of Nuclear Research in
Kiev, Ukraine looked in his empty mailbox. The huge research
facility on the outskirts of Kiev had over 1,000 scientists and
technicians on staff doing work in virtually all the disciplines of
theoretical and experimental study of atomic nuclei structure and
nuclear reaction mechanisms.

The Associate Director had not
been paid for four months. Today was supposed to be payday. Not
that the equivalent of $750.00 American dollars a month was a
princely sum. His wife, Maria, needed medical care for rheumatoid
arthritis. Plaquenil now had little effect on her debilitating
disease and Methotrexate was not available anywhere in the Ukraine,
or in the entire former Soviet Union for that matter, at any price.
Their twelve-year-old son Peter needed extensive dental care that
could no longer be delayed. Dr. Gravilkuk had nothing with which to
barter the dentist and had no money with which to pay
him.

The empty mailbox triggered his
decision: Dimetri and his family would defect. They would leave a
country they dearly loved because they could no longer subsist
there.

Demitri and his good friend, Dr.
Vassely Raika, who was the lead academician in the Department of
Nuclear Physics at the Institute of Nuclear Research, had carefully
planned for the contingency of escaping long ago if they felt their
position had become absolutely untenable. Raika, who was the
younger of the two Ukrainians and not married, looked at his empty
mailbox later in the morning. He shook his head despairingly and
simply said in a very low voice. “That does it! Time to
go.”

Their plan was the essence of
simplicity. Move their three stolen SS-25 ICBMs (code name Sickle
or RM 12 Topol) each topped with small ten-kiloton atomic warheads,
hidden in a cave on three flat bed rail cars, and sell the weapons
to the highest Middle East bidder.

Over the years, since 1991, he
and Raika had modified the initial design of the units. Because the
weight of their miniaturized atomic warhead was significantly less
than the warhead installed when the unit was built, they had the
option of adding additional fuel capacity to double the range from
3,200 nautical miles to just over 6,500 nautical miles. Launched
from the east shore of the Persian Gulf, the missile could hit New
York, Boston, Philadelphia or Washington.

They had modified the solid-state
fuel system so that they could load the amount of fuel needed to
reach a specific target. They could change the rocket engine’s
power output to obtain various speeds, instead of two choices: 100%
of power or zero power output. They had worked out a system to
alter the flight arc in flight, specifically the apogee or peak
height of the rocket—the rocket heading—and flight
speed.

~

When the Strategic Arms
Limitation Treaty was signed in 1991 by Michael Gorbachev and
George Bush, Demetri had a train conductor shunt three flat cars
back into a cave which had been used to hide missiles from U.S.
satellites. The bribe for the conductor was ten gold coins, about
$2500 at the time.

The two ICBMs still had their
solid-state fuel on board plus additional stand-by fuel scavenged
from other SS-25’s that had simply rusted out. The modified units
had their original rocket nozzles and motor cases, as well as
interstage skirts. The self-contained dispensing mechanism for
single reentry vehicles was in place. In this instance, there would
be only a single atomic weapon in each missile.

Both PhDs spent one week end each
month doing routine maintenance on the SS-25. The hydraulic
leveling device had taken work. The old diesel powered engines were
run for 30 minutes every two weeks on the off-road unhardened
transport-erector-launcher vehicles called TELs. The problem was
finding diesel fuel to run the big engines. The erector-launcher
mechanism could not be fully tested since the missile itself was 68
feet high, taller than the height of the cave where they were
hidden. The scientists were certain the two mobile launched SS-25
Sickle would perform to 99% of their initial
specifications.

“How do we proceed?” Vassely
asked his friend.

“I’m going to drive to the train
station in Kiev, use a public phone and try to set up an
appointment with an attache in the Iranian Embassy.”

“You know we have resisted doing
business with the Iranians. Why not the Iraqis or the
Saudis?”

“Rumor has it the Iraqis are not
concentrating on nuclear. Their efforts are on chemical and
biological weapons of mass destruction because they are cheaper to
build. You and I have no expertise in that area. The Saudis are an
unknown entity to me. While publicly supporting the United States,
there is hostility in the desert kingdom toward the regime in power
and toward the U.S.”

“What about the possibility of
wire taps,” Raika asked.

“I’ll make the call and quickly
leave the area. What are you going to do?”

“Borrow the van from the
Institute and go out to the cave. ‘Borrow’ some diesel fuel from
the Institute, turn up the heat in the cave, re-install the
batteries in the missile movers, start the big diesels, and bring
them up to operating temperature. Check the weapon systems. Then do
a compete check of the mobile launch mover, the leveling system,
the erector system, the electronics and finally look at everything
again.”

“Be sure you hide the van in the
woods in case we have prospective customers,” Demetri reminded his
friend.

“What about the asking price?
Have you changed your mind?” Raika asked.

“No Raika, I haven’t changed my
mind,” Demetri replied, “The price will be $4.5 million American
dollars, half when we reach a port like Char Bahar in Iran, the
other when we successfully complete the training
launch.”

“That seems high to me,” Raika
said as he expressed concern. “Why would the Iranians pay such a
price?”

Demetri stopped for a minute to
organize his thoughts. “Raika, the Iranians have adapted a
short-range No Dong missile of North Korean manufacture, which is a
variant of the Soviet Scud. The Iranians have had all sorts of
engine problems with it. While they understand the theory of
missile manufacture, they lack the infrastructure to produce the
steel, aluminum and composite materials. Iran has little of these
materials or the capacity to produce them. They want reliable,
long-range ICBMs for their delivery system. The nukes on board will
be a bonus. That is why they will pay our price,” Demetri
asserted.

Raika, who accepted his friend’s
explanation, wanted to be certain they were in agreement. “Demetri,
how do we break down that price, if I am asked.”

“Four million for the two
missiles and warheads plus the training unit and $500,000 in a cash
advance for bribes and transport from Kiev to Odessa to the Iranian
port. That amount will translate into 1,667 Troy ounces of gold at
today’s Zurich price of $300 per ounce. We’ll move the three
missiles on their TELs by ship through the Bosporus, sail down the
Dardanelle into the Mediterranean. The route will take us southeast
through the Suez Canal, south down the Red Sea, east in the Arabian
Sea, and northeast up the Persian Gulf. The Iranian port could be
Char Badar or their choice.”

“How much will the bribes to all
concerned cost us?” Vassely asked.

“Maybe not as much as you think.
Destitute people may not be as greedy,” Dimetri answered after some
thought.

The discussion between the two
scientists continued with each subject reviewed in depth. How to
safeguard Demetri’s wife Lara and son Peter, how to escape from the
deserted airfield in Western Iran after demonstrating the accuracy
of the Russian ICBM system 30 years after it was built, how to be
certain that one-half of the funds were transferred to a Swiss Bank
in Lusanne at the arrival of the ICBMs in Char Badar.

~

After driving from the campus of
the Institute to downtown Kiev, Dimetri was struck with a wave of
nostalgia. The historic capital of the Ukraine is situated on the
Dneiper River. It has been the capital since the 9th century. He
saw the domes of Saint Sophia’s Cathedral that had been the city’s
most famous landmark since 1037 AD. His eyes moistened when he
realized that he was seriously plotting to leave his homeland
forever.

Calling the Iranian legation from
a public phone in the concourse of the railway station, Dimetri
asked to speak to Colonel Torbus. The Iranian colonel had
approached Demetri twice before. The nuclear physicist had shown no
interest in selling nuclear weapons information. The physicist had
never mentioned the two stolen/hidden SS-25s plus a training
rocket.

With a hint of disdain after the
refusal by Demetri of his offer to buy information, Colonel Torbus
had indicated that his scientist were well on the way to building
the weapons and delivery vehicles on their own. The colonel had
suggested the Iranians wanted to ‘speed up’ the process of building
weapons of mass destruction. When the physicist heard the colonel
pick up the phone and identify himself, Demetri used the code they
had agreed upon on the colonel’s last visit to indicate a
willingness to work with the Iranians.

Without identifying himself,
Demetri said, “I wonder if you would like to see the antiques you
were considering buying.”

Demetri heard the colonel grunt
involuntarily in surprise. “When can you show them?” Apparently the
rapid progress made in the development of weapons of mass
destruction and delivery systems had hit a snag in
Tehran.

“Now would suit me
very well. It will take three hours. Can you clear your calendar?”
the nuclear physicist asked.

“Please wait a moment.” The line
went dead for almost a minute. “Where shall I pick you
up?”

“Drive to the main railroad
station. I will be in the front parking lot in the southeast corner
in a blue Lada” The compact four-place car was a Fiat designed in
Italy and manufactured in Russia.

“I will be there to meet you in
15 minutes,” the colonel said. And so the die was cast; the wheels
for treason against his homeland started to turn, but Demetri felt
little remorse. His country had deserted him. It was the Soviet
system that had failed him.

~

“Here is our offer,” Demetri
announced when he met the Iranian colonel.

“‘Our?’” the colonel
replied, “I thought you were acting alone.”

“My wife and son and an
associate, also a nuclear physicist, will sell three ICBMs and two
atomic weapons and defect to Rome. We will sell the two
ready-to-fly SS-25 Intercontinental Ballistic Missiles, plus a
training missile for $4 million American dollars, plus $500,000 for
miscellaneous expenses.

“The total initially to be
deposited in our Swiss bank accounts is $500,000 in gold for
transport and bribe money out of the Ukraine to Iran. The first
electronic transfer payment of two million dollars will be when the
weapons arrive at Char Badar or another port of your choosing. The
second payment will be made at the successful completion of the
training flight with a missile exactly like the SS-25 but with no
weapon aboard. That payment will be in gold.”

Demetri pulled over to the side
of the road. “We are within several kilometers of the place where
the rockets are hidden. I want to show you something that is my
insurance policy.” He pulled an electrical device from his jacket
pocket. It looked similar to a remote controller for a television
home system but was far more lethal.

“This is a remote control
destruct device. The first FM radio signal activates the power
supply for the self-destruct circuit within the bomb housing atop
the rocket. The signal travels from here to the southern most of
the remaining satellites the Russians still have in operation in
their intercontinental ballistic missile system. It also functions
as a communications satellite. The reply message from the satellite
will find the atomic weapons anywhere within a 1,000 kilometer
circle from the origin point of the initial destruct
signal.”

Demetri stopped and put the
self-destruct device in the seat between the two of them. “If we
agree on what and when the other does and will do, we will have no
problems. If you deviate in any way, there will be a total
destruction area 4.82 kilometers (three miles) in diameter from the
detonation of just one small atomic bomb.”

The Iranian colonel was
incredulous at the statement. Demetri continued, “I worked at
Chernobyl in April of 1986 and can give you some accurate accounts
of the horrors of radiation sickness.”

Again Demetri heard the same
grunt, a small, involuntary explosion of air from the colonel’s
lungs, when he heard the conditions of the agreement and the
insurance policy that went with it. The explosive sound was similar
to a Slavic indicator of displeasure or concern. “We may haggle
about money, but the terms of the agreement are acceptable,” the
colonel said in a business-like manner.

Demetri continued, “Before the
successful completion of the training launch missile flight, my
associate and I will train two, four-man crews. We will work them
until they drop. Your best crew will launch the training missile
from anywhere in Iran. If that missile fails to hit within the
perimeter of the deserted airfield in southwestern Iran where we
hope to be working, my associate and I will give you the two
SS-25s. We will keep the initial $2 million payment and the
remainder of the $500,000 after bribes and travel are subtracted.
You will give us Iranian passports and we will depart for
Rome.”

“What you are telling me is that
if the training launch fails, we can have the other two missiles
and atomic weapons to do with as we please? Our total outlay in the
event the training missile fails will be $2.5 million dollars for
the two SS-25 missiles?”

“Correct. The second condition is
the availability of a Gulfstream V executive jet on the airfield at
the end of the rocket training flight. If things go well, we load
our agreed two million in gold and depart. If the training flight
fails, you keep the two SS-25s and their ten-kiloton atomic
weapons. You keep the last payment due us. We come out of the deal
with $2 million for two usable intercontinental ballistic missiles
plus their nuclear weapons and what ever is left from the $500,000
bribery/transportation fund. You can scavenge or cannibalize the
two missiles to develop your own technology. Use the nuclear
weapons on board the ICBMs or transport them in whatever delivery
system you devise.”

“I will have to take up the offer
with my government,” the obese colonel said.

There was a pause. Dimetri
reached for the ignition to switch on the engine when he stopped.
“Colonel, we are not starting out on the very best footing. Your
assumption that I am both stupid and unobservant is incorrect. Is
that not a small Global Positioning System antenna in the tunic of
your uniform disguised to look like some award medal?” The colonel
reacted in amazement, but sat mute in the passenger’s
seat.

“A portable, battery powered
version of the reliable GPS is available in the United States for
about $500.00. With it, you hoped to find the location where the
SS-25s are hidden and steal them at your leisure. But you don’t
know much about the GPS. It will not function under a heavy canopy
of trees.”

Again, a lengthy pause. “Despite
our distrust of each other, can you work with us? We want money and
escape for two perfectly functioning SS-25 missiles, along with two
ten kiloton atomic bombs in the nose, plus a training version to
teach you how to use the delivery system and the atomic
bombs.”

“Yes we want the weapons and the
delivery system. But how can we be sure they are reliable. After
all they are more than 25 years old.”

The colonel was uncomfortable
because his soon- to-be ally was a highly trained man in his own
field who had the basic good common sense to look carefully after
his own interests. Demetri had the mind of a near genius plus the
cunning and guile of a Russian peasant, a potent
combination.

The Iranian pressed to have
Demetri prove that the delivery system was reliable. The Ukrainian
proposed to fire the launch training rocket from a site in the
mountains of Iran near Tabriz. It would be programmed to land on an
airfield just north of Khash. The flight distance would be 1,327
statue miles—speed 1,700 miles per hour using vectored/variable
thrust, and flight time would be forty-seven minutes and thirty
seconds.

The two men discussed money
again. Half of the four million dollars in a Swiss bank immediately
on delivery of the three missiles, half in gold after the
successful flight of the launch training rocket and the half
million dollars in gold for transportation and bribery money. The
final subject discussed was the lease of Gulfstream V with an
intercontinental range of 4,200 nautical miles sitting on the ramp
at the completion of the demonstration launch of the SS-25
ICBM.

The Iranian reluctantly conceded
that point.

Colonel Torbus was hesitant about
being blindfolded but finally agreed. Demetri started the engine
and proceeded south down the main Kiev to Odessa road. He made more
than ten false turns, stopped, backed up and turned around before
finally turning east toward the Dneiper River on a one-lane
road.

Demetri stopped at a ten-foot
fence gate outside the mouth of a cave hidden by a large green
canvas. The canvas was divided in the center above a single
railroad track running beneath it. Approaching the gate of the
fence that had concertina wire strung above, Demetri took a key for
a huge padlock. “This fence is electric. It carries a 440-volt
charge. My companion is already here and has switched off the
current.”

Opening the gate the two men
moved through the canvas past a vinyl moisture barrier and into a
large cave. Sitting about 20 meters inside the cave were three rail
flat cars. Atop the first car, with the protective canvas removed,
was an SS-25 Sickle ICBM with a small atomic weapon properly loaded
for flight. The second flat car had what the Iranian colonel
surmised was the training missile, identical to the other two
except no warhead was loaded. The missile nose cone was painted a
different color on the training missile; the third was a missile
identical to the one on the first car.

Suddenly the colonel heard the
ominous sound of a rifle slide in the trigger housing of a weapon
with a round being chambered. There was an ominous click. The sound
seemed very loud and reverberated off the cave walls. He turned to
see a young man with an AK 47. “Good afternoon, colonel. You do not
happen to be armed with an automatic, a revolver, or a small 9mm
pistol for self-defense? If so, please slowly remove the weapon and
place it on the flat car closest to you—butt first.”

Again the colonel with the
superior air was taken completely by surprise. Slowly he lifted his
military tunic and withdrew the 9mm pistol he had hidden in the
small of his back, beneath his belt. He placed the pistol on the
railroad flat car. Demetri noticed that the colonel was
left-handed.

“Thank you colonel. My name is
Vassely Raika. I am an associate of Demetri’s. I hope we will be
able to do business.”

“Yes gentlemen,” the colonel
replied. “I do hope that we will do business.”

The inspection of the SS-25s was
slow and meticulous. Colonel Torbus wanted to confirm the presence
of the nuclear weapons and he was particularly interested in the
guidance systems that had caused the Iranians great concern. The
Iranian scientists had not been able to perfect the propulsion
system for their turbo pumps that were used to pump fuel and oxygen
into the combustion chamber. The thorough missile inspection took
more than two hours and the two Ukrainian scientists convinced the
portly colonel that the missiles were, in fact, in mint condition
despite their age.

The colonel was blindfolded again
and he and Demetri drove back to the railroad station in
Kiev.

“How will I get in touch with you
with our decision?” the colonel asked as he got out of the small
car.

“Put a red potted begonia in the
first floor window of your embassy, the one to the right of the
front door as you look toward the street. When I see the begonia, I
will meet you here at two o’clock that afternoon. Thank you
colonel. Good day.”

~

It was on a Saturday, just after
the Muslim holy day, when Demetri saw the potted flower in the
Iranian legation window. He was waiting in the railroad station
parking lot at exactly 2:00 p.m.

The colonel drove up and parked
beside Demetri’s Lada. He had legal documents bound and sealed with
his thumbprint on the last page. There were copies in Russian,
Farsi, Arabic, and English. Handing the copies through the
passenger side window of his Mercedes, the colonel said, “Take your
time and read through these. We have met all of your conditions.
The gold is in Canadian Maple Leaf coins. Yesterday’s market value
was just over $1,000 American for each on the gold market in
Zurich. There are 25 of them. Consider them earnest money. We’ll
meet tomorrow at the same time.”

Demetri was encouraged, nodded
assent and drove home. He called Vassely to come to dinner. Lara
splurged with a gold coin. Their banker thought she was cashing in
on their savings. She bought and cooked fresh fish with a salad and
sliced potatoes fried crisply. Peter, twelve years old and owner of
a bottomless pit for a stomach, ate the fish with gusto. Then he
excused himself and went to his bedroom to study his
lessons.

~

After Lara cleared the table,
Demetri spread out the contracts he had gotten from the Iranian
colonel. Lara read the English version while Demetri and Vassely
read the Russian contract.

“Vassely, you must have made a
believer out of the colonel when you leveled the AK 47 at him. He
has met all the conditions and even came up with earnest money.” He
handed over twelve of the Canadian Maple Leaf gold coins. “Use
these to pay any debts; do it as unobtrusively as you can. Say the
money is an inheritance if you are pressed. Lara will do the same
with twelve gold pieces. We’ll hold one in reserve.”

They discussed the pros and cons
of taking the Iranian colonel with them when they traveled to
Odessa. Steps one and two were to use the second gold payment to
bribe the harbormaster and the ship’s captain of a freighter
sailing into the Persian Gulf. The problem was keeping those from
going to the authorities and revealing the scheme to transport
weapons to Iran. The small group pondered the idea and it was Lara
who had the best solution.

“Tell the harbor master that if
he accepts money to look the other way when the cargo is loaded, he
will also take a 14 day all expense paid 5,300 mile scenic cruise:
across the Mediterranean, down the Red Sea, across the Arabian Sea
and into the Persian Gulf. He will have luxury accommodations for
which we are willing to pay. He could fly home out of Iran,” Lara
said. “Invite his wife or girl friend to come along as
well.”

“Lara, that is a great idea. But
we might need guards on shipboard for the harbormaster and the
ship’s captain to keep them from radioing information ashore,”
Vassely commented. “The guard manpower will have to come from the
Iranian colonel.”

Demetri listened carefully,
silently agreeing with the harbor master’s scenic cruise and a
captain guarded 24 hours a day to be certain he did not attempt to
double his bribe money by selling useful information—a common
practice in the Middle East.

“Vassely, you and I will take
vacation, ostensibly to go to the shore at Odessa. Lara and Peter
will come along on the train. We’ll ask the colonel to drive
down.

We will find the port master and
a freighter going to the Gulf. It might be helpful if the colonel
knows the bribes we have to pay. When can you leave?”

“Wednesday would be best for me,”
Vassely said. “When can you notify the Iranian colonel?”

“By phone, I’ll tell him the
contracts are good. We must do some legwork to find whom to bribe
on the railroad.”

~

Things begin to move along. With
gold in hand it took five Canadian Maple Leaf coins to move the
flat cars to the docks at Odessa and two coins to buy lumber and
canvas to build a framework over the three flatcars. The port
master in Odessa gave them the most difficult time, demanding 50
gold Maple Leaf coins for looking the other way during the loading
of the flatcar’s cargo.

It was the Iranian colonel who
politely told the harbormaster, “We cannot pay that amount. We’ll
just move the cargo to a minor port and ship from there. Upon
hearing that threat, the harbormaster cut his price in
half.

The skipper of what would have
been called a tramp steamer in different times, accepted 25
Canadian Maple Leaf coins and promised his full cooperation.
Neither the port master nor the freighter skipper were pleased with
the armed ship-board guards that would be carried as super
nummeraries—actual paying passengers but with an entirely different
reason for being on board.

Demetri, Lara, son Peter, and
Vassely and the colonel would pay full first class passage. The
ship would sail in five days. Demetri and Lara returned home to
pack as much as they dared. The colonel stayed in Odessa, as did
Vassely Raika.

~

There were no hitches. The flat
cars arrived dockside the day of the departure, four hours before
high tide. The missiles and their transporters were lifted aboard
from the flat cars, carefully shrouded in canvas, and secured to
the deck as far inboard as possible. The old rust bucket that made
the run had good engines, and made the trip in 17 days before
pulling into dock at Chah Badar. Port calls in Jeddah and Aden
lengthened the voyage. Flat bed trucks were waiting on the docks to
receive the cargo at the Iranian port of Chah Bahar. A convey of
vehicles left the docks and headed north for just over 280 miles,
on poor roads, to a deserted military airfield 200 miles north on
the outskirts of Khash.

The Iranian colonel drew Demetri
and Vassely aside and presented them with a receipt for two million
American dollars transferred into their joint Swiss bank account.
Colonel Torbus had made arrangement for the Ukrainians to live in a
small inn in a nearby town. Training would start the next day. The
missiles were driven under cover by the TELs into an old hanger on
the airfield, to avoid being spotted by surveillance
satellites.

Demetri and Vassely met eight
Iranians, who were to be missile launch crews for the SS-25
Sickles. They started a difficult training routine that essentially
was to explain, show, demonstrate, review and then go through the
entire process again. Repeatedly the students leveled the TELs,
erected the missile from its horizontal position in the cradles on
the missile mover to a vertical position, ready to fire. They took
oral examinations and written exams, with the colonel translating
from Russian to Farsi.

At the completion of the ten-day
course, Demetri announced the crews were ready. While Demetri
taught, Vassely checked and re-checked systems. During a break,
both Vassely and Demetri looked in the secret locked compartment in
the large bed of the diesel powered missile movers to check that
the two Uzis, with more than 400 rounds of ammunition, were still
there.

Demetri announced the crew’s
readiness. The colonel arranged for a flat car to move the large
missile mover with the trainer SS-25s on top for a 1,387-mile rail
trip to Tabriz, in the mountains of northern Iran. They used the
same lumber/canvas framework to hide the missile cargo from probing
surveillance satellites. Vassely, Demetri and the colonel flew to
the launch site of the SS-25 training rocket after it arrived in
Tabriz.

“Your crew will set up the
missile, do the pre-flight and the launch. The only thing I will do
is check to see that the GPS system knows its departure point and
the coordinates of the target—the mid-field of the airport at
Khash.” Demetri said.

The colonel acknowledged that the
arrangements were fair and proper.

On the ground in Tabriz, they did
a complete inspection of the SS-25 training missile, just as if
their very lives depended on the attention to every detail. The
final check was the target coordinates. Demetri read the numbers to
Vassely.

The two nuclear physicists and
the Iranian colonel got back on the twin-engine military aircraft
for the 1,327-mile trip back to Khash.

The SS-25 training rocket lifted
from its transporter erector launcher at 12:31 p.m. local time.
After lift-off, the rocket climbed out at an up angle 47 degrees
above the horizon and quickly ascended to its cruising height of 45
miles. It accelerated to a speed of only 1,700 statute miles an
hour and sustained that precise speed throughout the forty-seven
minute and thirty second flight.

When the turbo prop twin with
Demetri, Vassely and Colonel Torbus arrived over the deserted
military airport, they saw that the wind indicator in the infield
had been replaced by a large hole in the ground filled with parts
of the training rocket still visible. After landing they were told
that the rocket had missed the impact point by, ironically, exactly
the length of the missile itself.

Demetri noticed that the sleek
Gulfstream jet, for use by the four Ukrainians to leave Khash
airfield, was parked on the west edge of the tarmac with its nose
pointing south. Demetri saw Lara and his son wave from the doorway
of the American jet. It had been very cold in the mountains, with
peaks above 10,000 feet in the area where they had launched the
training missile. Both Demetri and Vassely had gotten wool great
coats and fur hats from the storage bins on the transporter erector
launcher. They turned up the collars on the coats as they had
deplaned. There was a biting northwest wind and the sun was
low—about ten degrees above the western horizon.

Colonel Torbus had walked over to
four of his security troops and spoke to one of them. Apparently he
ordered one of the men to go to a half-track about 150 yards away.
The vehicle’s engine was idling and a heater running wide open.
Fifteen of his security force had taken refuge from the cold in the
half-track with a canvas top.

There were four security troops,
standing in the cold on the ramp, when the colonel deplaned. Now,
with one trotting to the comparatively warm armored personnel
carrier, there were only three soldiers with the colonel, their AK
47s slung over their shoulders, muzzle down. The Iranian soldier
who the colonel had sent to get the others was trotting at a good
pace.

Dr. Vassely Raika was loading the
last of twelve, 45-pound wooden cases of gold Maple Leaf coins. One
of the flight crew was helping him with the loading. They discussed
at length, later, what prompted the colonel to do what he did
next.

With the sun in his eyes, Torbus
could not see clearly. He should have waited for his full force to
join him. But there was no question about what he was attempting to
do. Having taken off his left glove, he unbuttoned his great coat
to reach for his pistol. He whipped it out of the holster, dropped
into a classic pistol firing position with two hands gripping the
pistol butt and left index finger on the trigger.

Demetri, who had a hidden a
loaded Uzi held in place by straps inside his great coat, raised
the weapon to fire. Before he could squeeze the trigger, there was
a loud sound from the doorway of the Gulfstream. Demetri spun
quickly to see a puff of muzzle smoke from a high-powered rifle.
The colonel’s head disintegrated in a mass of red, shredded pulp.
The sound was like a ripe melon bursting on a concrete floor. The
three security guards had the misfortune to be bunched in a small
group about ten yards away from the slain colonel. Demetri took
down the Iranian security group in one long burst from the Israeli
machine pistol.

Demetri heard the order “Get
down!” and responded immediately by falling flat on the tarmac. One
of the crewmen came down the Gulfstream steps with some type of
tubular weapon. Running about ten yards from the executive jet to
avoid any damage from the back blast, the crewman fired an
anti-tank missile into the half-track infantry transport vehicle.
It erupted in a large fireball, the flames engulfing the runner who
the colonel had sent to fetch help.

Rising from the asphalt, Demetri
saw Lara motioning him to come to the aircraft. The crewman who
fired the anti-tank missile into the half-track left the tube on
the ramp and bounded up the steps. The crewman who had remained
aboard had started the internal auxiliary power unit and had the
right side turbine engine running.

Diving into the door of the
executive jet, Demetri was dragged inside by strong hands. The
crewmember who had fired the anti-tank missile was in the process
of raising the boarding stairs. The aircraft began to taxi, turning
north toward the east west runway, before the door was completely
closed.

Amazed that they had actually
pulled off the complicated exercise, and that everybody was safe
and unhurt, Demetri was addled. He was having a hard time thinking
clearly. Suddenly, he began to feel in the pockets of his
greatcoat, looking for the electronic device to destroy the two
remaining SS-25 Topal missiles in the hanger.

A turbine engine is a marvelous
propulsion device. Unlike a reciprocating engine, the jet requires
no warm-up time. The pilot can go from idle to 100% thrust as soon
as the revolutions per minute stabilize at idle, about 35% of
potential power available, after a start. The pilot had fast-
taxied to the departure end of the long east/west runway, the
closest runway into the strong northwest wind.

Before spooling up, Demetri told
the aircraft commander to stop. “Open the stairs for just a second.
I have to destroy the two SS-25 missiles in the hanger.” The
co-pilot, upon hearing the order, unstrapped and quickly moved to
open the stairway. As soon as the door was half down, Demetri aimed
the electronic device to the southwest and elevated it to about 35
degrees above the horizon. He powered up the destruct systems on
both SS-25s in the hanger, got a green light and carefully punched
the destroy button on each of the two ICBMs.

He waited for what seemed an
eternity. The signal went out to a Russian communications satellite
at the speed of light, 185,000 miles per second, one second for the
outbound trip and one second for the return. Suddenly explosions
and fire consumed missiles in the nearby hanger. The co-pilot
closed the stairway as the pilot added power for the
take-off

~

Climbing into the setting sun at
better than four thousand feet a minute, they crossed the eastern
shoreline of the Persian Gulf in half an hour. As they continued
south, the co-pilot called in the blind on a VHF frequency of 133.5
to a U.S. Aircraft Warning and Control plane orbiting at 32,000
feet over the northern gulf. “Talking Bird Two, Courier One is with
you climbing through nineteen over the gulf. Need escort and flight
following.”

“Roger that. Radar contact, Skin
paint—no transponder reply. Little friends will join in four
minutes. Steer 210. Expedite. Interested parties are in your eight
o’clock position at 100 miles. Will keep you informed.” the AWACs
controller replied immediately.

Demetri, who was standing between
the two pilots, had put on a headset with a boom mike. He punched
what he hoped was intercom. “Who are the interested
parties?”

“They are Iranian Mig 23s I’d
guess. We have a higher service ceiling than the Migs and a
20,000-foot height advantage now. Add to that two F-16’s holding
station with us. I think we are okay. I’ll keep you advised,” the
aircraft commander said.

“By the way,” Demetri said, “we
want to defect.”

“I gathered as much,” the pilot
laughed. “Cab fare will be one gold Maple Leaf coin for each of
us,” kidding the Ukrainian. “I have never seen so much
gold.”

“You can have a whole box of
them. You saved our life! How did you find out about our
operation?”

“One of the Iranian officers in
their security force sold us the information. We realized the
information was valid when the Iranian Embassy in Paris leased the
Gulfstream for a minimum of twenty hours of flying time plus
waiting time. That is $3,200 per flight hour and $2,000 per hour
wait time.”

“How about the anti-tank missile
that hit the half track?”

“It was a shoulder-fired Jackal
and I’m going to send a personal letter of thanks to Lockheed
Martin in California, who built it.”

“And the rifle that killed
Colonel Torbus?”

“You’re not going to believe
this, but I will tell you anyway. That is my personal antique that
I have maintained for 15 years. It is an old 30 caliber Springfield
Model 1903, five rounds in the clip, bolt action with a telescopic
sight. The Marines in France in the Argonne Forest used the rifle
during World War I in 1917. The Springfield Armory made 1,108,839
of them. They are still used in ceremonial events, but mine had
some business today. I had the barrel braced against the entrance
doorframe. With that rifle, it is hard to miss at 60
yards.”

The captain’s conversation was
interrupted by a call from the AWACs controller. The aircraft
commander noted they were passing thirty thousand feet, as the
controller said, “Interested parties no longer a factor. Your
escorts will leave you at the mouth of the gulf. Remain over
international waters—clearing the Gulf turn right on a heading of
290—right turn at the Red Sea—northwest to Suez Canal—west to
Gibraltar—direct to Heathrow.”

“Copy all,” the first officer
replied. He switched to intercom to join the conversation between
the aircraft commander and Demetri.

“You know sir, that the United
States has a new anti-ballistic missile called Arrow 2, plus a
special anti-ballistic radar network called Arrow 16. We have
developed the capability to exchange information from our radar net
and the Israelis anti-ballistic radar system.” The first officer
stopped and pointed down to the sea below. “For example, the Aegis
System from ships in the Gulf can share information with the
Israelis. We are working closely to link the Arrow 2 with the
Patriot 3 anti-ballistic missile systems in the area.”

“When the U.S. Army Missile
Defense System deployed the Arrow 2, Israel was the first county to
make use of it, at the cost of $2 million a copy to the U.S.
taxpayer. As is customary, the Israelis have been hesitant to share
their research, but they are more than willing to accept our aid at
no cost. The joint Israeli/U.S. program to develop a Tactical High
Energy Laser anti missile defense has serious delays. It is
doubtful that they will solve the problem of using deuterium and
fluoride to produce the laser.”

~

The Gulfstream at flight level,
41,000 feet, raced at a speed of Mach .8. Arriving at the mouth of
the Persian Gulf, the captain disengaged the autopilot, turned
right to 290 degrees and hand flew the aircraft. It was the first
time he had flown the new Gulfstream V at near its service
ceiling.

“When your rocket launched from
Tabriz, the Israelis went ballistic as well. They are generally
cool under stress. Not this time. They wanted to test the new Arrow
2 or at least launch a Patriot. Our ship-borne radar immediately
notified the Israelis that the bearing of the missile was 126
degrees from Tabriz, no threat to them whatsoever, and the speed
was only 1,700 miles per hour. We could not figure that
out.

“Your missile never climbed above
45 miles and never attained orbital velocity. There was an angry
exchange and the U.S. admiral in charge of the battle group in the
Gulf ordered the Israelis to stand down or face the threat of a
retaliatory strike. I’d say those were harsh words among
friends.”

“Harsh words indeed,” Demetri
replied. “That was a 30-year-old SS-25 Topal, hidden after the Salt
One Agreements, maintained in mint condition. It was a training
rocket. The unit had been much modified with dummy weight where the
nuclear weapon would be installed.”

Demetri tried to remember all the
modifications. He turned to see Peter glued to the window; Lara
smiled and Vassely offered him a handful of gold coins.

Demetri continued, “We had a
variable engine control, a throttle device if you will, vectored
thrust. We used GPS to navigate and could have flown 6,500 nautical
miles at 20,600 miles an hour. Flight time to Washington would have
been 32 minutes. You saw how well that system worked. With your
help, we tricked the Iranians—I believe you call it a sting or a
scam. Again with your help, we destroyed two equally good SS-25s
along with the atomic weapons on board. The Israelis should be
encouraged—not in a panic.” Demetri concluded.

“If the Iranian missile weapons
of mass destruction and their delivery system programs are so far
along, why did they pay Vassely and me $4.5 million dollars for a
training missile and two SS-25s. You’re hauling two million in
gold, sitting right behind you in the cabin. I don’t have it on me
personally, but I can show you a receipt for another two million
American dollars in a Swiss bank account.”

There was a long pause before the
first officer replied, “That makes sense to me.”

Again there was silence in the
cockpit of the Gulfstream V, whistling along at point 8 Mach at
flight level 41 westbound above the Arabian Sea.

“Let’s talk about your Arrow 2
for a minute,” Demetri said as he watched the aircraft commander
engage the autopilot. “Let’s say I launch a SS 19 Stiletto using
technology that is 30 years old. I have four warheads on board, not
just one. Two are decoys, two are for real. They have been modified
with canards, small wings that give me some lift and the ability to
steer. My Stiletto accelerates to 20,600 miles an hour after its
climb out.

“At 1,050 statute miles from
Tehran to Jerusalem, you have less than three minutes to react.
Your people are sharp. They launch the Arrow 2—it calculates an
interception point and hustles toward it about the same speed of my
Stiletto. I see your Arrow 2 coming on my radar, eject my four
weapons at 70 miles of altitude and self-destruct the Stiletto.
Your Arrow 2 self-destructs since it no longer has a primary
target.

“My modified flyable-steerable
nukes, one for Jerusalem, one for Tel Aviv—with GPS homing ability,
continue to fly to their individual targets. I can make my missile
spin like a football or rifle bullet. I can make it tumble end over
end. Your Arrow 2 can’t hit a tumbling incoming missile one time in
a million years. The decoys deploy for Haifa and Remat David Air
Base. Jerusalem and Tel Aviv are destroyed. It is difficult for me
to see how one Arrow 2 can intercept and destroy two live warheads
and two decoys. It cannot even differentiate between the
two.”

The aircraft commander spoke
after a long pause. “Maybe the Arrow can handle multiple targets.
For sixty billion dollars it should be able to, but I am from
Missouri and you’re gonna have to show me. According to the
information I have received, our guys are whistling in the
graveyard. The Arrow 2 is not performing as advertised.”

Finally Demetri spoke one last
time before returning to the cabin and sitting with his wife and
son.

“The Israelis had better get
serious about making peace in the Middle East. One of these rogue
states is going buy or develop a nuclear weapon and a delivery
system in the very near future. The situation in the Russian
nuclear community is desperate. It is total chaos; all semblances
of order and control is gone. They have an authoritarian for a
leader; the drunk may be gone. We just stole three missiles, did it
and, with your help, got away free in his wonderful turbine-powered
flying machine.

“Peace in the region
is the only thing that will prevent a strike from one side or the
other. You people understand deterrence. Deterrence implies the
threat of mutual destruction. Within a year, more than one Arab
state will have nuclear capability and—more importantly—the
delivery systems to use the nuclear weapons effectively. There are
rumors about a three dimensional mapping system combined with the
Global Positioning System that will make identifying and hitting a
target a 98% probability. Israel, which has been there for 4,000
years, will cease to exist.

“There are five million Jews in
Israel and more than 100 million Arabs in the Middle East; the odds
against the Israelis survival, when the Arabs obtain weapons of
mass destruction and a delivery system, will be almost 20-1. The
enmity is so great between Arab and Jew that one of the rogue Arab
states might even try a nuclear exchange. Both countries would die
but the Arabs believe in jihad, the holy war with vanquished
warriors going straight to heaven. The Jews are neither stupid nor
suicidal. Like their prophet Amos, they should be able to add up
the signs of the times. The danger of annihilation is at hand. Time
is running out on the Jews. The solution is peace, not
war.”
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The Strike
Decision

Jerusalem, Israel,
Sunday, April 16, 2000

11:00 p.m. Local
Time

It was after eleven in the
evening. The Israeli Prime Minister and three members of a special
ad hoc committee were in a heated discussion.

The Prime Minister cited the
Declaration of War section of Israel’s Basic Law.

“Look, Ari—it’s right here.
‘Section 51 (a) the state may begin a war pursuant to a Government
decision. (b) Nothing in the provisions of this section will
prevent the adoption of military actions necessary for the defense
of the state and public security.’”

“Agreed David,” Ari Aaron, the
Defense Minister nodded, as he looked intently at Prime Minister
David Wolfe, “but you are subverting the intent of the law as it
relates to the notification of the Knesset. Read Section 3 (c)
Notification of a Government decision to begin a war under the
provisions of subsection (a) will be submitted to the Knesset
Foreign Affairs and Security Committee as soon as possible. How
about that section of the law?‘“

“What I propose,” countered the
Prime Minister, “is to shoot first and notify the Knesset after the
fact!”

“Spoken like a true zealot. It is
absolute lunacy. You’re going to risk everything we have worked for
over the past fifty years. You will discard everything our
forebears stood for since Abraham with a pre-emptive nuclear strike
on the cities of the Arab world within the 1,450 kilometer (898
mile) range of our Jericho II missile.” Simon Schwartz, the
Minister of Finance, injected with a violent outburst.

Schwartz slammed both hands on
the round conference table, stood and turned to leave the small
conference room of the Prime Minister’s office. The Israeli cabinet
meeting had been in session for four hours. The debate among the
four members present had ranged from the fiery exhortation of Prime
Minister David Wolfe to the urgent plea of the pacifist Finance
Minister Simon Schwartz. Defense Minister Ari Aaron had vacillated
from his position as an Orthodox Jew to a pragmatist who understood
brute force.

Rabbi Jonathan Goldman, who had
sat silently listening to the conversation, spoke quietly. It was a
simple statement of fact.

“Simon, nothing will be gained by
walking away from the decision to launch a pre-emptive strike. We
launched a pre-emptive strike on June 5, 1967, at the start of the
Six Day War. Syria, Jordan, Egypt and Iraq had 250,000 troops, 2000
tanks and 700 aircraft amassed against us. The Israeli Air Force
destroyed the Egyptian Air Force on the ground in the first strike.
The Mossad provided incredibly precise intelligence.

“Recall we attacked a U.S. spy
vessel in international waters. We destroyed the USS Liberty
because the Americans knew we initiated the pre-emptive strike
against the Arab states then. We killed 32 Americans and wounded
171 members of the crew because they knew the Egyptians had not
started the war. Their president hushed up the attack because he
needed the American Jewish support for his upcoming
election.

“Our nuclear shield is negated.
Passive nuclear deterrence will no longer protect us. The Arab
coalition now has both nuclear and chemical biological weapons.
What’s more they soon will have the delivery systems a thousand
times more accurate than the Scuds of the 100 Hour War. The Arab
coalition is going to try to destroy us as soon as they can. The
Iranian nuclear bombs and missiles will be in the forefront of the
battle. The Iraqis will strike with chemical and biological horror
weapons. Both the Iraqis and the Iranians are bartering crude oil
smuggled out of their country to pay the Russians for the lethal
technology.

“We really have no choice,” the
Rabbi Goldman spoke calmly, pedantically in sharp contrast to the
rancor evident in the small room. “There are two primary reasons.
First, the United States no longer needs us as a bastion of
democracy in the Middle East since they feel the threat from the
Soviet Union has diminished in their assessment of world
threats.

“They are wrong. Because of an
unstable government, Russia is more a threat now than it has ever
been. The U.S. also perceives China as a major threat to their
security. Our sale of their radar technology that we upgraded and
improved to the Chinese has alienated the Americans. Our cancelled
PHALCON radar sale to China may come back to haunt us. Our Defense
Department badly misjudged ‘the subterranean stream of animosity
toward Israel in the U.S. administration.’

The rabbi looked at his fellow
conspirators expecting a comment. When none was forthcoming, Rabbi
Goldman continued. “Secondly, considering the military capability
of the new Arab Coalition, much of it bought from Russia, a
pre-emptive nuclear strike is our best option; the only hope we
have to survive as a nation,” Rabbi Goldman continued in a quiet
voice.

“Both Iran and Iraq have acquired
at fire sale prices Russian missile technology and nuclear weapons.
They have bought the service of Russian scientists and technicians
for a song. Best projections say Iran has more than 20,000 Russians
working at Bushehr on weapons projects and they make me fearful.
Both Iran and Iraq and God knows who else in the region now have
the rocket engines for a medium range ballistic missile. Their hold
up is the size and configuration of the nuclear warheads to match
the weight lifting capacity of the rocket engines.”

“But our vaunted Mossad has been
more wrong than right of late,” Simon Schwartz countered. He turned
and sat down with a tortured sigh. “By reneging on the land for
peace agreement, we have united the Arabs in this new coalition.
Their hatred for us has overpowered their internal disagreements.
We have been a party to the creation of this threat against us,”
Schwartz said matter-of-factly. “Now both Iran and Iraq may be
working together. Their animosity toward each other is set aside
because of a greater hatred of us.”

“We have got to undo that Arab
coalition in the only way they understand. I firmly believe the
nuclear strike is the right thing to do,” snarled a livid Prime
Minister. “You know that a firm conviction to a Jew is the voice of
God!”

“David, you think like a zealot
but you are an inept zealot leading this country to its
destruction, Schwartz responded. “You are wrong to act in a way
contrary to our heritage. Acting justly, honoring a vow is a vital
part of that heritage. We have a written contract on the land for
peace deal in the Oslo Accords agreed to by your
predecessor.

“Your unwavering support of the
Orthodox community that is your power base has divided the country.
The Orthodox now says who is a Jew. The Orthodox, who now make up
only 5% of the population, control whom a Jew may marry and retain
his Jewishness. You have alienated the Reform and Conservative
segments in the United States. You put at risk the substantial
financial support these groups have given us. Remember 49% of these
generous Americans say we are headed in the wrong direction,
according to a recent LA Times poll. These groups in the United
States subsidize us to the tune of three billion dollars a year.
What is frightening is that 23% of the young American respondents
simply have no interest whatsoever in Israel.

“Our Birthright program to bring
any Jew from age 16-26 to Israel FREE for 10 days is tacit
acknowledgment that young Jews in the U.S. are disinterested in
Israel. Jews intermarrying spouses not Jewish diminish concern for
us in America!”

David Wolfe started to interrupt;
Schwartz stopped him raising his hands. “Hear me out. In the
secular Jewish community of world opinion you have alienated the
United States and personally destroyed your relationship with its
president. Your misguided pre-emptive strike puts a total of $5
billion dollars in U.S. public aid at risk. Some of the foreign,
military, and economic aid clearly shows on their
budget.

“Other portions are hidden away
in budgets for other U.S. agencies so that the ordinary taxpayer
would never find it. Add to that at least $3 billion in private aid
a year at risk. Public and private aid, grants, and guaranteed
loans amounted to 18% of our total national budget this past year.
They make a big deal of us cutting their economic package to $840
million while at the same time we get a $1.8 billion dollars to
sign the Wye River Accord. The Americans will pay dearly for Middle
East peace.

“The pendulum is swinging away
from support for Israel in the United States. Many there perceive
our diplomatic efforts as clumsy at best and inept at worst. Many
in the U.S. would choose a steady supply of Arab oil from
repressive rulers instead of blindly supporting Israel as a country
that does not honor a land for peace arrangement. David, you are
leading us to fiscal suicide. Our attempted radar sale to China is
a classic example.

“One final point. Even if you
destroy the seven capitals of Arab countries in the Middle East,
you have no assurance you have destroyed their military ability to
respond in kind.”

There was a long pause, total
silence. David Wolfe’s face began to redden; the carotid arteries
in his neck began to bulge. He reached for the water pitcher on the
conference table hands shaking as he attempted to pour water in a
glass. The Prime Minister erupted in anger.

“Simon, who gave you the
privilege of lecturing me like a recalcitrant school
boy!”

“King David, and you don’t hold a
candle to your name sake, had to listen to Nathan the Jebusite and
I am pleading with you to listen to me. Do you understand the
enormity of what you are planning to do?” Simon Schwartz spoke with
an urgency because he sensed it was a last ditch appeal to
reason.

“Do you truly believe that I,
along with rest of the entire world, won’t see through what you are
planning. With the election for the Knesset and the office of prime
minister just six weeks away, the latest polls show your standing
at 21%. So in a fit of feigned national anger and personal pique,
you are going to have your way—bypassing our basic law and nuke the
capitals of the whole Arab world before your own people fire you.
To add insult to massive injury, you are planning to launch the
strike on May 25, the Muslim Sabbath just four days before our
elections.

“None of you are a Survivor. Not
a man here survived the Nazi holocaust. They brutally,
systematically killed 6 million Jews. The Nazis called it The Final
Solution. What you propose is The Palestinian Solution; you will
kill 25 million Arabs and make the Middle East uninhabitable for at
least the next 50 years. Have none of us learned anything from our
history or our recent past. Sin brings punishment. Are we no better
than the Nazis? I vehemently oppose the plan.”

Silence. Nobody moved. Nobody
responded. Prime Minister David Wolfe called for a vote. The
illegal ad hoc committee of the Government of Israel approved by a
vote of 3 to 1 a nuclear strike against the Arab world on Friday,
May 25, 2000.
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The Oval Office April
17, 2000 AD

Washington, D. C.,
Monday 7:00 a.m. EDT

Duncan Campbell MacGregor, the
president’s life long friend, personal adviser and liaison to the
State Department walked into the Oval Office unbidden and
unannounced. The Secret Service officer in the presidential detail
personally recognized the lanky red head and did nothing to impede
his access to the president.

“Mr. President—”

“Mr. President is it? Scotty
things must be in a helluva mess if you call me by that title this
early in the morning,” President Charles Watson Madison smiled as
he rose from his desk to refill his coffee cup.

“Charlie, you’d best hear this
sitting down,” MacGregor replied in an ominous tone. The president
looked quizzically at his friend and sat down in his high backed
swivel chair with a fresh cup of coffee in hand.

“The Israelis are going to launch
a pre-emptive nuclear strike with their Jericho missiles as the
delivery vehicle on Friday, May 25, the Muslim Sabbath, just four
days before the Israeli election for prime minister and the
Knesset, exactly six weeks from now—”

“Damn, first they take our
technology as a gift, improve on it and sell our airborne
surveillance system to the Chinese. Then their Jonathan Pollard
spies on the National Security Agency and our satellite imagery
closet is empty. They receive more economic and military aid from
us than any other country. Now they want to nuke the Arab world.”
The surprised president spilled his coffee. “How solid is the
information?”

Scotty MacGregor paused a second
to look at his notes. He looked up and said, “Ninety nine percent
true. The information came directly to me from Simon Schwartz,
their finance minister who violently disagrees with David Wolfe’s
plan. Again, the CIA was totally out of the loop.” MacGregor
glanced at his notes again.

“They will hit the capital city
of every major Arab country in the Middle East within the 898 mile
range of a special version of their Jericho II missile. It will be
a simultaneous launch at all targets. They plan to solve the Arab
problem once and for all. Oddly enough their code name for the
operation is The Palestinian Solution according to
Wolfe.”

“I always thought in the back of
my mind that David Wolfe was off his rocker. Now I know he is
certifiably insane,” Charles Watson Madison said as he began
nervously chewing on a yellow pencil taken from his desk
drawer.

“If he’s not crazy, he’s damned
close to it. The internal dissension within Israel between the
Orthodox and a group best called secular or non-religions is
enormous. The outcome of that battle will determine what Israel
will be in the future. The power struggle of the secular with the
Orthodox who now seem more political than religious is so intense
that the country may implode from within. More than half of the
Israelis consider internal dissension a greater problem than the
21% of the population who have peace as their primary concern. This
may be Wolfe’s way of solidifying the country in a desperate last
ditch gamble,” Scotty MacGregor said as he plopped down in an Oval
Office chair.

“It won’t be the first time. Some
historians feel our sainted Democrat Franklin Delano Roosevelt knew
in advance about the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor, and did
nothing to warn Admiral Kimmel at Pearl about the impending attack.
Roosevelt needed a monumental event to swing in American public
opinion from isolation to a war time footing so he could aid
Churchill in England. It worked for Roosevelt,” the president
reflected. He turned in his chair to look at the Ellipse and
thought for some time. Spinning slowly around to face MacGregor,
President Madison asked, “Why launch on the 25th of May? Is there
any significance?” The president was mopping up his spilled coffee
as he listened.

“David Wolfe has only 21% of the
vote according to the latest Israeli public opinion polls. The
election has been a bare knuckles brawl. This will be his last evil
hurrah before he is relegated to the political dump heap as a has
been in Israel.”

“What can we do to stop
them?”

“I haven’t given it much
thought,” MacGregor pondered. “Money comes to mind. You could
threaten to cut off five billion dollars in foreign aid including
loans and grants. That might not set well with the millions of
influential Jews here.”

The president chuckled and said,
“Do you know that there are more Jews in New York City than there
are in Jerusalem, more Jews in the U.S. than in Israel!”

Scotty McGregor interrupted, “And
you should never forget that the Jews in this country gave more
than a third of your campaign funds. You best not alienate them.
They were the largest single block of donors.”

“David Wolfe has already done
that job for us. Only 5% of the six million American Jews are
Orthodox. The remaining 95% are Reform, Conservative or a category
best described as non-religious. They call themselves secular.
These influential American Jews do not suffer fools lightly. The
rabid stiff-necked, unyielding Orthodox community in Israel,
estimated at 5% or less, has splintered the unanimity both here and
there to such an extent that the country may indeed self destruct,”
the president said speaking pensively.

“The Jewish community here (1)
will not support a course of action leading to Israeli national
suicide and (2) Jews here acknowledge that Israel cannot exist in
today’s Middle East environment without both public and private aid
from the United States. Even so, the Israelis might go bankrupt
because of a perpetual confrontation with the Arab world. When you
add those problems to a scarcity of potable water, our problems
seem minor by comparison.”

The two old friends reflected on
what the president had said. “Scotty, how much do you know about
Hebrew history?”

“I am acquainted with it, more
than the big picture,” MacGregor replied.

“There is a parallel in their
history with the situation in Israel today. When the Roman General
Titus laid siege to Jerusalem late in the spring of 70 AD, there
were three elements of the Jewish population in the city. One group
said fight to the death, a second group said capitulate and
surrender to the Romans, a third group of thieves and brigands
preyed on the weak and helpless of the first two groups. The aged,
the infirmed, women, and children were easy targets for those scum
of the earth thieves. At the time all the occupants of Jerusalem
were Jewish. Now less than 70% of the population of the Holy City
is Jewish. Prime Minister Wolfe fears the Arab encroachment.” The
president stopped and took a sip of his coffee.

“The question Israel faces is are
they going to be a religious state controlled by the rabbis or they
going to be a secular state which permits religious freedom. Today
it’s the Orthodox versus the Conservatives/Reformed/Secular Jews in
a battle to the death to determine the future of the Jewish state.
So what can we do to stop a wild-eyed fanatic Prime Minister David
Wolfe from nuking the Arab world?”

“We can threaten them with
nuclear retaliation, the Lex Talionis I do understand, an eye for
an eye, a tooth for a tooth, we can hit them with nuclear
blackmail. You strike the Arabs and we will take you out,” the
president’s adviser stated in measured tones that conveyed the
vastness of the idea.

The president was quick to
respond. “We’d never get away with it. The outcry would be
unprecedented. Jews and Christians alike would attack us in unison
if the United States was associated with the attack. We could lay
the blame on the Arabs and might get away with it. We absolutely do
not want our Jewish friends here to know about our
plan.”

“No way,” MacGregor said, “We
can’t break wind here and the Israelis not hear about it. We have
penetrated their government with informants in high places. This
decision of their ad hoc committee was made at 11:15 their time
last night—6:15 a.m. our time and you got the word as 7:00 a.m. our
time. That is what I call PDQ thanks to Simon Schwartz.”

“Agreed Scotty, but I would not
be at all surprised with all of our technological security, white
noise et al, to hear that the Israelis have the Oval Office wired
for sound. David Wolfe might just be hearing this conversation live
in his office in Tel Aviv.” The president paused to consider a
course of action.

“No, Charlie, David Wolfe is not
listening, but our intelligence community is so compromised we will
have an extremely difficult time with a any covert operation. The
Mossad mole Mega I is dead—we’re still looking for Mega II here in
the White House,” MacGregor spoke and his voice tone indicated just
how perplexed he was.

“Damn it,” the president stood
and began pacing in the small office. He handed his good friend a
legal pad and said, “We’ll run our own covert operation. Take some
notes—pitch in when you have an idea.

“This is what I want done: (1)
first and foremost, stop their preemptive strike any way you can
(2) cut off the $8 billion annually in foreign aid, some of it in
our budget, some off the books, some quasi government and some
private (3) nuclear blackmail. Surely they will understand
force.

“But only under these conditions:
we will issue the threat and follow through with an attack only
after every other avenue has been exhausted. (4) Deniability if we
screw up, lay the attack at the feet of the Arabs. (5) A free lance
team of special operations people completely unknown to their
intelligence community and to ours. We will give our ops team the
best support—money, equipment, weapons, nukes, what ever it takes
(6) we gotta hurry if your May 25th deadline is right. (7) We have
got to fool our own military, the CIA, all our intelligence
apparatus as well as theirs. It will be a daunting task. (8) Only
three people know about the plan.

“You, Redskin, and me, the ops
people will have to be brought into the loop on a need to know
basis, limit that group to as few as possible. You make that call.
We’ll continue to attempt to defuse the crisis through conventional
channels. This one is your baby, brief me morning, noon and
night—more often if you think necessary.”

MacGregor finished making his
notes, looked up and acknowledged his instructions. “Yes sir, Mr.
President.” Scotty MacGregor rose from his seat and started to walk
out of the office deep in thought. Suddenly, he began to chuckle
and then laughed out loud which evolved into a belly laugh from the
diaphragm.

“Scotty what’s so funny?” the
president questioned his friend.

“We’re nuts too. We worked hard
to get this crazy job!” Duncan Campbell MacGregor walked from the
Oval office shaking his head and wondering just where on earth he
would find their friend William Tennyson Starnes nickname:
Redskin.
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The pilot looked out of the small
windscreens and did a slow left to right scan. His eyes moved
quickly back to the left and he began an up and down search looking
for other traffic. Seeing nothing in the sky to his front he
lowered his eyes to scan the instrument panel. All of the
instruments he saw were familiar friends: the attitude indicator
with its artificial horizon agreeing with his straight and level
relationship with the real horizon. Next he saw the vertical speed
indicator showing level flight with no climb or descent indication.
The altimeter looked as though it were nailed to 4,000
feet.

Moving in a race track oval
pattern to his right his eyes dropped down to see the directional
gyro—a dumb compass which could be set to agree with the real
magnetic compass swinging gently in its cage on top of the glare
shield but without the errors inherent in a magnetic compass. In
the still air both agreed, as they should. Finally he looked at the
altimeter pegged exactly on 4,000 feet Mean Sea Level.

Flying under instrument flight
rules required the pilot to fly a heading within plus or minus five
degrees, an altitude within plus or minus 100 feet and an assigned
air speed within in plus or minus five nautical miles per hour.
With more than 6,000 hours of flight time, flying an exact heading,
altitude, and air speed was an established habit.

Robert Whitaker continued his
scan for traffic outside the cockpit and the repetitive review of
the instrument panel inside the cockpit as he thought about what
lay ahead. He was going to land at Horace Williams Airport in
Chapel Hill probably on the same runway from which he soloed
twenty-two years before.

Whitaker was returning to his
Alma Mater where he got a Bachelor of Arts in History and also
received a commission as an Air Force second lieutenant in the
Reserve Officer’s Training Program. He’d gone straight to Lackland
AFB in San Antonio for processing, then to primary, basic, and
advanced training as a jet fighter pilot. He got his silver wings
in 1979.

Too young for the Viet Nam War,
Robert Whitaker had flown sorties in an F-15 E Strike Eagle on the
initial strike on Baghdad on January 16, 1991 and still had
recurring nightmares about the Death Highway Massacre on the road
from Basra to Baghdad where a column of fleeing Iraqis were cut off
in the front and rear and methodically annihilated with rocket and
gunfire.

Robert No Middle Initial Whitaker
was a tall man, medium build who at age 43 had to watch his weight
for the first time in his life. Slate gray eyes punctuate the fair
skin of his face that showed a hint of sun. Whitaker had an agile
mind, a quick wit and a twinkle in his eye. A practical joker,
Whitaker loved the King’s English and could craft a pun in a
heartbeat. The tall pilot was a man who loved to laugh, first at
his own foibles and secondly, at humorous nature of those with whom
he came in daily contact.

He was a careful observer of the
human condition, a gifted conversationalist who understood the
importance of listening. Bob Whitaker loved choral music. Blessed
with a rich bass voice, he sang glee club, church choir, quartet,
and men’s chorus. If his musical skill had matched his enthusiasm,
he would probably have been a professional singer, instead of a
command, instrument rated pilot with skill in both heavy metal,
single and multi engine aircraft.

The death of his wife in a
senseless auto accident caused by a drunk driver had moderated his
outgoing personality. His mood had become subdued, but not morose.
The loss had caused him to become more introspective. He did not
seek out the company of friends as he once had done. Many of those
friends thought he had become a loner.

Bob Whitaker had a wide range of
interests, activities and hobbies. These same friends were often
amazed at just how diverse these interests were. He was a poor
golfer, consistently inconsistent was how he described his game.
Surf fishing was the best excuse he could find for doing
nothing.

An avid watcher of sports events,
he only excluded soccer and ice hockey as uninteresting games
because he never learned the rules and how they were played. He had
been on the football team at Carolina, the ninth of nine right ends
on the practice squad. Whitaker was slow of foot, ‘running too long
in one place’ was how the end coach had described him. Probably his
most incongruous activity was that as a baker, breads were his
specialty.

Robert Whitaker was going back to
Israel with some misgiving. As an exchange pilot there after the
Persian Gulf War with the Israeli Air Force, he had worked with an
elite group who for the most part were well-trained pilots. Some of
the isolated bravado however, was not matched with finely honed
flying skills. In simulated dogfights with opposing pilots flying
the same type airplane, the winner is generally the pilot who had
the most experience. There is no substitute for combat experience.
Situational awareness, knowing where you are and the location of
your opponent is a vital skill. The ability to think ahead of the
airplane flying at supersonic speeds is a skill only real time
experience can teach.

The outstanding pilot is always
asking the question: What next? It is a key question that must be
answered to stay ahead of the airplane. Some men are pilots; others
are simply along for the ride. Whitaker had waxed a group
commander, a squadron commander and a couple of their top
lieutenants. Some took the confidence shaking experience
gracefully. The others blamed their mock demise on other things:
the aircraft, the sun, or any imagined excuse. The sore losers
never acknowledged that some other pilot was better than they were
on a given day. The sore losers however, did lose some of the
swagger in their walk, their skills reassessed by their
peers.

Shattered wind screens,
instrument panels turned into junk, burned flesh, horribly
mutilated bodies, slow walking and sad singing gradually cut away
the facade of immortality which some fighter pilots have. This aura
of invincibility is a liability for the cocky, overly
self-confident fighter pilot. The Israeli Air Force had only a
small share of the self-anointed hot shots. Whitaker had flown the
F-15E Strike Eagle from secret IAF bases in the Negev Desert and
from Ramat David Air Base in northern Israel. The IAF Squadrons 100
and 117 flew U.S. F-16 C and D models from there.

Going back into an area where
hostility dates back to Ishmael, the father of the Arab nation and
Abraham, the father of the Hebrew heritage was not a pleasant
thought. Vengeance, retaliation caused by raw hatred was a way of
life. The Arab and Jew were like two children in a schoolyard spat
where each was determined to have the last blow. It was tit for tat
and the process was never ending. However, while acting like
children, the results were bloodshed, pain, suffering and death on
a large scale. The Intifada had changed attitudes; rubber bullets
and live ammunition fired at rock throwers with sling shots like
the shepherd David used seemed to be an everyday
occurrence.

For the first time in his life,
Whitaker realized the Arabs had a point of view. Arab hostility
toward the United States was primarily the result of America’s
biased support of Israel. The U.S. also supported the repressive
Arab governments from whom they bought oil. Whitaker no longer saw
events in the area solely from the Israeli perspective.

While his attitude had slowly
evolved, Whitaker now firmly believed the Arabs in Palestine had
gotten a bad deal when the State of Israel was established in 1948
and the time for recompense had come for the Arab. He, like most
Americans, had initially sided with Israel, the underdog, because
of the Judeo Christian heritage. Nobody ever fully explained the
Arab position and their claim to the land of Palestine. Whitaker’s
secular history of the region beyond Christ’s death was sketchy to
say the least; however, he knew something of Old Testament secular
history.

The Arab and the Jew had been
fighting for 2000 years before Christ and now 2000 years after
Christ, they were still locked in a never ending skirmish for a
land 165 miles in length and 65 miles in width with more than 65%
of it virtually desert—uninhabited except by Bedouins still tending
sheep and goats.

The Hamilton Standard propellers
slipped slightly out of synchronization and Whitaker gently nursed
the prop controls to bring them back into harmony. He checked the
frequency on his number one communications transceiver set at 124.8
and keyed his mike.

“Raleigh Approach, Douglas 7727
Golf.”

“Say again your call sign,” the
approach controller for the airspace south of Raleigh Durham
International Airport requested. The answer came immediately to his
headphones. “This is Douglas 7727 Golf. We’re a C-47,” the Gooney
Bird pilot responded.

“Say again your type,” the
controller answered as though he did not believe what he had heard
the first time.

“We’re a Douglas DC-3—a Gooney
Bird. The Navy called us R4D—the Army called us a C-47.”

“We don’t get your type in here
every day. Ident and say your request.” The duty controller for the
south sector saw the blip on his scope blossom and then resume its
normal intensity. He covered his mike and called for the approach
control supervisor.

“Hey Don, take a look at this
guy. He’s a twin-engine transport and he’s almost standing
still—ground speed is 130 knots at 4,000 feet.”

“Cancel IFR, Like a vector to
Horace Williams Airport in Chapel Hill,” the pilot said. “Roger
7727 Golf—cancellation received. Squalk 1200. Remain on this
frequency. Horace Williams Airport is 350 degrees 18 miles. No
traffic between you and the airport. Call when you have it in
sight.”

“7727 Golf starting VFR
descent—will stay with you—will call when I have the airport.” The
retired USAF command pilot pushed the mixture controls to auto rich
and slowly, firmly pushed forward on the control yoke with his left
hand while retarding the throttles with his right. He pulled the
dog-eared checklist from below the throttle pedestal. The pilot
began the litany of challenge and response as he methodically went
through the pre-landing checklist.

Robert Whitaker often wondered
whether an unseen observer might question the sanity of a
43-year-old pilot who was seen talking to himself aloud as he
touched each dial, gage and switch as he read down the list.
Whitaker placed the landing gear valve into the down position and
watched as the hydraulic pressure built up to 500 pounds per square
inch. Only then did he return the valve to the neutral position and
locked the latch.

Whitaker spoke aloud: “Gear is
down, locked, valve in neutral, pressure up, lights green, mixture
is rich, tail wheel locked, parking brake off.” The left seat pilot
looked up from the checklist at five second intervals to scan the
area in front of the C-47 —he slowly retarded the throttles and the
aircraft slowed to 105 knots.

To his left front, he saw the
huge concrete bowl that turned into Kenan Stadium as he approached.
It now had two tiers—the second one had been added after he
graduated. There were the first signs of spring on this April
afternoon. The white dogwood looked like clumps of snow nestled
below the towering long leaf pines. Raleigh appeared in the
afternoon sun on his right side with the stark white Archdale
Building standing like a Sherman sentinel. Durham was almost dead
ahead and Chapel Hill’s Franklin Street named after old Ben was
just under his nose.

Whitaker thought about what lay
ahead. He was going to work out the details on a charter from
Chapel Hill to Beersheva in the south of Israel. He and the C-47
were going to haul some nine students and faculty plus some
specialized railroad on a seven thousand mile journey. Departure
date was planned for Friday, April 21. Whitaker was to meet the
lady in charge of the expedition today.

Her name was Janet Simpson. He
conjured up a mental image of a dumpy academic on the wrong side of
plump with hair pulled back in a bun and black horned rim glasses.
No matter. She had a bank draft from a wealthy benefactor for
$45,000.00 U.S. dollars. It would more than cover the expenses for
the six-week trip with a fair profit as well.

Her voice on the phone had a soft
southern accent. Some word inflections sounded neutral like most
mid westerners. Whitaker had no real idea where she was from, not
that it made any difference.

The trip would be a welcome
relief from dropping Special Forces troops over the Sicily and
Normandy drop zones at Fort Bragg. It was a contract job since Pope
Air Force Base who supplied the jump aircraft no longer had the
C-47 in its inventory. That had been his bread and butter for the
last two years. Prior to that on his last Air Force assignment he
had been flown a C-130 as a nuclear weapons courier moving bombs
and other weapons from depots to military bases all over the
world.

Whitaker ended his reverie and
called his position, “Raleigh Approach, 7727 Golf over Chapel
Hill.” He glanced at the panel mounted Loran. Its distance counter
now showed three nautical miles. “Horace Williams eleven o’clock
three miles,” Whitaker called.

“Roger 27 Golf. Do you have
permission to land at Horace Williams?”

“Affirmative Raleigh Approach. I
have a reservation for 1:30 p.m. It is a notarized permission
signed by the chancellor at UNC and endorsed by the governor. They
said President Madison’s permission would not be
necessary.”

That brought a chuckle from the
controller. He tried to maintain his professional demeanor but
failed as he mentally scoffed at the university red tape. “That is
an unusual place to land. No weather for Chapel Hill. Raleigh is
VFR—winds 240 at 12. Suggest Runway 26 right traffic. Go to local
advisory on 122.8. Come see us over here with that Gooney Bird if
you can,” the south side controller said. The controller had never
seen a C-47 on the ground.

“27 Golf switching to advisory.
Thanks for the help.” Whitaker had crossed the sprawling campus of
the flagship of the University of North Carolina system and watched
the airport detail become clearer in his windscreen. He rolled in
elevator trim and added a little power to check his descent at
2,600 feet Mean Sea Level. Changing the number one communications
transceiver to 122.8, Whitaker keyed the push to talk button on his
mike.

“Chapel Hill Unicom, this is
Douglas 7727 Golf with a 1:30 reservation and permission to land.
Up wind, right traffic for 26. Airport advisory, please.” A young
voice came back from the ground immediately. “No reported
traffic—wind is 240 at ten gusts to fifteen. Will you need
fuel?”

“Affirmative, fill all tanks 100
low lead—mains tanks first. Check the oil. I need to go to the
special area where the gear for the archaeological dig is
stored.”

Whitaker slowly turned to his
right as he passed the departure end of runway 26 and watched the
directional gyro and compass swing to the north.

“The area you want is the gray
corrugated building directly across from the fuel pumps. Please
park on the grass runway south of 26. It’ll be a tight squeeze to
get fuel for you. Dr. Simpson will meet you at the airplane,” the
reply came up from the student working the advisory channel.
Whitaker checked gear down as he neared the end of the downwind
leg.

As Whitaker turned right from the
down wind leg of the landing pattern, he lowered the flaps to full
and checked for a third time the down/lock lights indicating that
the gear was down.

“Gas on main wing, undercarriage
down and locked, mixture auto rich, props high pitch, hydraulic
pressure up, tail wheel locked.” Whitaker spoke aloud, a habit
ingrained from the challenge response training he had received
years before. Punching the push to talk switch on the control wheel
Whitaker made his final call.

“Douglas 27 Golf on final 26
Chapel Hill. Gear down and in the green—full stop.” He flared out
at 84 knots lifting the nose when the wheels were five feet above
the macadam of the runway and let the bird settle gently to a wheel
landing straddling the centerline. A quiet chirp-chirp sound
announced touchdown from the fat tires. The ten-mile an hour head
wind cut the ground roll and the tail settled to the three-point
position. Whitaker unlocked the tail wheel before turning around on
the runway. He taxied slowly to the turn off where the grass runway
intersected the active.

~

Dr. Janet Simpson had tried
diligently not to become anxious or have doubts about convincing
the pilot of this almost antique aircraft to become a part of a
covert, government sanctioned nuclear threat against Israel. She
knew nothing about him as a person and how he might be motivated to
participate in the plan to steal a nuclear weapon and use it in
retaliation if, in fact, Israel launched a nuclear attack on the
Arab world. She feared a short, fat, balding, dumb authoritarian
for whom the title colonel was just a courtesy.

Janet Simpson questioned whether
he would consider working with a college professor who had more
than sufficient motive to undertake such an enterprise. The call
had come from Duncan Campbell MacGregor in the White House who
persuaded her to execute a covert plan She was chosen because the
trip to Israel had already been approved by the Israeli government.
MacGregor also knew Janet Simpson had a world-class mind. The C-47
carrying the students and the Simpson Railroad equipment had
already received the Israelis permission to land and stay for the
six week duration of the archaeological dig.

~

“It ain’t hard to fly, but she
can be a bitch to taxi for the heavy-handed,” was what the old
pilots had said about the C-47. Whitaker smiled to himself as he
began walking the two throttles, left engine up in power and right
engine back plus a little right brake produced a right turn to
clear the nose from the intended route so the pilot could see
forward. The pilot reversed the technique to produce a left turn.
The S turns continued until the aircraft reached its destination on
the ground. The secret to taxing was to use as little rudder as
possible. Taxing at a walking pace, the aircraft seemed to waddle
as it trundled across the grass.

As Whitaker made his final turn
with right brake with a burst of power to the left engine, he saw a
woman standing beside a jet black BMW. She was a tall woman, 5’7”
or so with shoulder length auburn hair. There was a natural part in
her hair on the left side from forehead to crown. She wore it
almost straight with a slight curl framing her face. The woman
stood erect, shoulders back in a stance that Whitaker thought
conveyed a quiet, muted confidence.

He picked up the checklist and
started in to the shut down procedure, talking aloud to himself as
he shut down the Pratt and Whitney 1830-92 engines. The right, then
the left engine died and the paddle blade props swung to a stop.
The silence was almost deafening. Unstrapping the seat belt,
Whitaker slid out of the left hand seat and started down the
inclined floor to the cargo door. He undogged the lock and swung
open the door. The pilot found the metal ladder, fixed it in place
and climbed down into the warm sun of an April
afternoon.

~

Janet Simpson was an atypical
college professor. Born in a small town in western North Carolina,
she had enjoyed all the benefits of small town life. Her family had
lived in the North Carolina Mountains for generations. She could
trace her genealogy on her father’s side back to a private in the
American Revolution His family had come from England just before
the revolution. Her mother was of Scottish descent whose family had
settled in the highlands because of their similarity with Scotland.
Proud, independent people with a heritage of looking after their
own, the town’s people of her small community had a bond seldom
seen today. They nurtured her and genuinely cared about Janet
Simpson.

She attended small classes taught
by skilled teachers. Discipline was never a problem. If she got in
a little trouble at school, she faced a far bigger problem at home.
Her teachers and parents had a small town information network that
was both fast and accurate. If she did anything at all the least
bit questionable, her mother knew about it long before she got home
from school. All her teachers recognized an exceptional student and
worked in concert to lovingly push her to her limit to hone her
academic skills. She loved school, her classmates, her teachers and
caring towns people who genuinely had her best interest at
heart.

Drugs and crime were unheard of
back in the coves of the Appalachians. She never locked a door
until she came to the University. A truly gifted student—long
before the term was bantered around loosely—Janet Simpson had
blossomed at the University in Chapel Hill. The school was the
first state university established in 1795 some twenty years after
her forbears had fought in the revolution. She enjoyed the
diversity of students and the academic style of life. It was at the
end of her freshman year when Janet Simpson decided to
teach.

Whitaker turned to see Dr. Janet
Simpson as she began to walk though the grass and offer her hand.
Bob Whitaker had long ago established a habit for evaluating a
person when he met them for the first time. His first impression
was established by the way a person looked followed immediately by
input from how the newcomer used the spoken word. Listen for the
proper use of the King’s English, dialect helped to identify roots,
where the person was from. Inflection, voice tone indicates mood,
agitation, anger, or serenity. It helped detect underlying
emotion.

What does the face say about the
character and personality that lay behind it? It is a strong face?
Then look at the eyes—eyes have a story to tell to those perceptive
enough to comprehend their subtle message.

Janet Simpson had on fashionable
sunglasses so Whitaker could not get an immediate impression about
her eyes. All these thoughts flashed through his mind as the woman
approached at a casual pace. Janet Simpson took off her sunglasses
and extended her hand.

It was as though Whitaker had
been struck a physical blow. God, she is beautiful. There was the
trace of a dimple in her cheeks, natural coloring, flawless skin,
high cheekbones, a good figure of a person who obviously was on a
regular exercise regimen. The sun picked up the natural highlights
in her hair that had no trace of artificial coloring. She is an
absolutely gorgeous creature, a prudish school marm she is
not.

He continued his detailed
appraisal of his interim employer, but Whitaker was receiving mixed
signals. Clenching and unclenching fists indicated disquiet, a
sense of anxiety while the disarming smile told of a self assured,
confident person. Something just slightly out of synchronization
like the two propellers just before he started the
let-down.

“Hello, I’m Janet Simpson.
Welcome to the University,” the attractive young woman said in a
polished contralto voice and added a beautiful smile. She reached
up with a hand devoid of rings or jewelry to push her wind blown
hair from her face. It was a totally feminine act—natural without
coyness or pretense. Her body language now told of a confident
woman who was at ease with herself.

Robert Whitaker had not been
struck dumb since high school. Small talk escaped him. He had a
mental block that prohibited the conventional response to such a
greeting. He was literally tongue-tied and after an awkward ten
seconds blurted, “You are a professor of archaeology!” It was made
with a tone of incredulity. The young woman laughingly replied,
“What did you expect—some old ogre!” Whitaker began to blush and
was astonished at his own reaction. “A minor correction,” she said,
“my field is religion, not archaeology. The title is Kenan
Professor of Bible in the department of religion here. That title
and fifty cents will buy you a whiff of the aroma from a cup of
coffee.” She smiled again and the dimples appeared.

“I apologize for my lapse of
manners. I’m Robert Whitaker, owner of this one plane airline. I am
not sure who I expected to meet me, maybe a school marm on the
positive side of plump, but never in my wildest dreams did I expect
to find a woman as attractive as you.”

Disarmed and secretly flattered
by such a genuine compliment, it was now Janet Simpson who was at a
loss for words momentarily, but she turned to the business at hand
to recover from the unusual exchange.

“We have to be on campus by one
forty-five for the meeting with the students who are going on the
dig. Dr. Joseph Aharoni, an Israeli special envoy in Washington and
an avid archaeologist, will give us some background information on
the dig. Nothing too technical, just a solid overview . .
.”

A golf cart pulled up and the
line boy who looked to Whitaker like a typical upper class man
interrupted, “Sir, do you want to leave it here or taxi over to the
parking area?”

“I’ll just leave it here if
that’s OK,” Whitaker replied. “Can you service it here?” The line
boy shook his head. “You’ll have to taxi to the pumps nose in, a
tug will have to pull you away.”

“We’ll do it when I come back,”
Whitaker said realizing the prof was in a hurry.

Janet Simpson moved to her car
and opened the driver side door leaving Whitaker trailing behind.
Opening the passenger side door, Whitaker sat in the bucket seat.
Inside the car, Whitaker smelled her perfume—a subtle scent that
reminded him of summer fruit, apple or cherry blossoms. Up close,
Janet Simpson was even more beautiful with a smooth skin, no crow’s
feet, and no blemish on her face; the rouge skin tone on her cheeks
seemed natural with out any supplemental aid from artificial
cosmetics to enhance the color.

Whitaker immediately chastened
himself. Look chum, she is probably a happily married, highly
intelligent young woman with a doctorate in religion. She is
unlikely to be interested in playing kneesy with a reprobate of a
pilot in his fourth decade on this earth. Put the idea out of your
head. Be professional and try to concentrate on the job at
hand.

She started the engine of the BMW
526 four-door sedan. The powerful engine could move the nimble car
like a bat of hell. Whitaker thought it was a ‘96 or ‘97 model in
mint condition, spotless finish, leather seats and a four in the
floor.

“Since we’ve got only fifteen
minutes to get to class, we’ll come back here after the meeting and
look at the equipment you will carry to Israel for us. It is a
miniature railroad; the track is in ten foot sections and only 17.6
pounds a section so I don’t think weight will be a problem,” the
young professor said, as she hooked her shoulder harness and seat
belt. “We’ve been working on the rail road and planning the trip
for two years,” she said as she glanced at Robert Whitaker and
immediately back to the road looking for traffic before turning
left onto Estes Drive.

Stopping again at NC 86 she
turned south heading into Chapel Hill. The top of the bell tower on
campus appeared on the horizon as Janet Simpson managed the clutch
with a professional flair and went through the gears just as the
engine rpm peaked in first and second.

“And you are not the typical
woman driver either,” Whitaker interrupted. She laughed and rolled
back the sunroof as the speedometer crept up toward sixty-five
miles per hour.

“It’s one of my few
extravagances. I’m a practical person, but I have an affinity for
this car. We have an understanding. I like speed and this car likes
to run fast,” Janet Simpson said with a grin.

“That’s like the feeling I have
for that 55-year-old airplane. She is dependable, totally reliable,
does exactly what you ask of her the same identical way each time
you ask. However, she will dispassionately kill you if you abuse
her. I know it and she knows it, but you can’t, in all honesty, say
she is fast,” Whitaker replied.

Janet Simpson geared down
expertly as she approached a yellow caution light turning red at
the intersection of Columbia and Cameron Avenue. Pulling down the
left turn signal, she waited for the light to change. Whitaker
looked at her while she waited for the green light. Perfect profile
with a nose designed to fit her face. Now, cut that out, Whitaker
admonished himself. You’re supposed to be a professional pilot, and
this woman is your boss.

Completing the left turn, the
prof glanced at Whitaker again. “The tractor could be a problem for
us to get aboard your aircraft.” She paused to brake for a car
pulling from the visitor’s parking lot on Cameron Avenue. “Chapel
Hill is not lacking for cars—what we need is more parking
spaces.”

“Tell me about this railroad
system you’ve developed. Why do you need a tractor?”

“I’ve come up with a short line
railroad to handle the problem of debris on a dig. We have modified
mine carts which will be filled with the waste and move it away
from the primary site. I’ve used a big lawn tractor with a
front-end loader. The loader will eliminate the manual labor and
provide the power to pull the carts down a 800 foot narrow gage
track to the dump site.” Simpson explained as she wheeled into
Emerson Drive across from Coker Arboretum. She parked in a slot
marked Reserved—Faculty. Janet Simpson started walking briskly to
Saunders Hall that housed the religious studies department at
UNC.

“There is nothing unusual about
the idea,” she said. “The purist get up tight because many times a
dump site has to be excavated at a later date because the debris
was piled to close to the dig site.”

Whitaker matched her stride on
the paver brick walk. He was beside her as she climbed the steps
toward the entrance to the classroom building. He immediately
stepped forward to open the main door. Professor Simpson raised an
eyebrow and with a look of approval simply said, “Thanks,” as she
passed through the open door.

“It’s an old southern tradition
and habits are hard to break. I did want you to know that I had not
completely lost my manners, despite the fact that I was struck dumb
when I first met you,” Whitaker said.

As they entered a darkened hall
from the brilliant sunlight, he took off his sunglasses. Janet
Simpson stopped, took off her sunshades and waited a moment for her
eyes to adjust to the lower light. She looked directly into Robert
Whitaker’s slate gray eyes, “I don’t quite know what to make of
you.” They broke eye contact and she entered a
classroom.

There were nine students milling
around; some were already seated at individual desks and two
talking with a short, balding man who looked about 45 years old. He
had Semitic features and dark eyes fixated on one of the students.
He was in an animated discussion.

Joseph Aharoni looked like the
Jewish college professor he had once been. Shorter than Janet
Simpson, Dr. Aharoni had a swarthy complexion, a beaked nose, and
brown eyes set beneath short, curly black hair behind a receding
hair line. He was born in a kibbutz located near the ascent to the
Golan Heights in Galilee. Attending Hebrew University, Aharoni got
his AB degree in chemistry. His family had wealthy relatives in
North Carolina who helped him obtain a fellowship to North Carolina
State University in Raleigh where he received a master’s degree in
nuclear engineering. First in his class at State with a grade point
average of 3.96, he was accepted at MIT where he earned his
doctorate in physics.

Aharoni taught at MIT a short
while before he was summoned home to work on the top secret Israeli
nuclear weapons program. His specialty had been miniaturization,
decreasing the size and improving the throw weight of fission and
fusion weapons at Dimona, the Israeli nuclear facility in the
Negev. Aharoni returned to Washington as a special envoy with
liaison duties to the science and academic community in the United
States. The 45-year-old Aharoni was a born teacher.

Whitaker picked up on part of the
conversation as he approached. “No I do not agree with our prime
minister. Building those apartments in east Jerusalem is a direct
affront to the Arabs contrary to the intent of the Oslo Accords.
Shooting teenagers with rubber bullets followed by live ammunition
is not going to solve the Palestinian problem. What the prime
minister is doing is contrary to our beliefs and out heritage. A
Jew does not break a vow . . .” The Israeli stopped as Robert
Whitaker and the professor approached.

“Dr. Aharoni, this is Robert
Whitaker. He is the pilot who will be ferrying us to the tell site
this Thursday.”

“I am pleased to meet you and
look forward to working with you. Maybe you can give me some stick
time enroute. I’ve always wanted to learn to fly. Dr. Simpson has
some innovative ideas which will eliminate a lot of the donkey work
and leave more time for the important work,” Aharoni spoke almost
formally to Whitaker, but he spoke in a friendly manner.

Janet Simpson introduced the two
students who had been in the exchange with Dr. Aharoni. “Jan Barnes
from Hickory and Susan Hinton from Charlotte, meet Robert Whitaker.
They are the only two young ladies going on the dig. The other
seven-team members are young men—all students of mine.”
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“Will everybody please take your
seats. We’ve got a lot of ground to cover. Dr. Aharoni will give a
short introduction to archaeology in general and how the subject
relates specifically to this dig. He will touch on archaeology as
it relates to Hebrew history,” Dr. Simpson nodded to Dr. Aharoni
and then turned to point to Robert Whitaker.

“Mr. Whitaker will tell us
something about the aircraft we will be flying and the route over.
I will tell you about the accommodations you can expect, where you
will eat and sleep, what the schedule will be like,” Janet Simpson
said. She felt comfortable at the lectern and the students tacitly
acknowledged that she was a good prof. There was a bond of mutual
respect. Word around the campus simply said ‘Dr. Simpson knows her
stuff; she can make a dead subject come alive.’ And the students
flocked to her classes. There was a waiting list for her
introductory course to the Bible, but some never got in because the
class was limited to 50 students in three sections.

Janet Simpson was a born teacher;
publication of technical papers held little interest for her. Grad
students did not teach in the school of religion as they did in so
many other areas of study. A recognized authority on Old Testament
study taught a student in her class. She had an unusually high
interest in her students. She perceived them as special people who
were looking for facts on which to build a faith.

The religion professor got the
personal student file for each student in her upcoming classes from
the dean’s office and carefully studied the information before she
met the first class. Blessed with a prodigious memory and a genuine
interest, she would memorize facts about a student. Name, nick
name, where from, academic record, hobbies, special interest. Her
mind was like a relentless vacuum cleaner sweeping up and absorbing
facts about one student at a time.

On the first day of class a
student, accustomed to being known in the large lecture classes by
a seat number, would be dumfounded when this Kenan Professor of
Bible not only knew his name, where he or she was from, but
commented on his special interest in photography and asked him
about the new digital still cameras. A young lady in the class was
flabbergasted when Dr. Simpson knew her best time in the 220 free
style race on the women’s swim team. Students responded because she
obviously had a real interest in each person as an
individual.

“You all know that I am a
professor of religion here,” Dr. Simpson continued as she nodded
toward Robert Whitaker. He mistakenly had me teaching archaeology,
but that is Dr. Aharoni’s area.” They turned their attention to the
Israeli who walked to the lectern before speaking. Janet Simpson
sat down in the front row.

“As a graduate of North Carolina
State, I came here with fear and trepidation not knowing what sort
of reception to expect.” One of the students in the back of the
classroom began to sing, “Old McDonald had a farm.” At the point
where the ei-ei-oooo refrain began they all joined in singing the
old folk tune. State College as it was formerly known was a land
grant college started with the purpose of teaching agriculture to
its students. North Carolina State University had grown to offer
many fields of study outside agriculture, but because of the
intense rivalry between the two schools, the Carolina students took
every opportunity to remind the State students of the agricultural
roots of Cow College.

Aharoni raised his hands in mock
horror, pleaded for silence. “I have finished all my chores, done
the milking and walked the back forty, so I am ready to begin. The
students en masse vigorously applauded the jovial
visitor.

“Maybe, I’d better clarify my
position. I am a native Israeli. They all call us Sabras at home.
My PhD is in physics, my field today is nuclear engineering, but I
am also an amateur archaeologist. It’s a hobby I share with many
Israelis. I’ll be taking leave from our embassy in Washington as a
science envoy to go home on a sabbatical. I’ll spend about a week
with you the latter part of this month.” Aharoni spoke American
English without a trace of accent. Whitaker thought he had been a
teacher somewhere in his past and sensed he had established rapport
with the students.

Whitaker glanced at the class.
Only two of the students had heard Aharoni’s remarks before the
briefing started, but Whitaker had no trouble recalling the
conversation he had overheard. A nuclear engineer disenchanted with
the present Israeli policy and sympathetic with the Palestinian
movement. Forty nine percent of the six million Jews in the United
States were equally disenchanted with the direction in which Israel
was heading.

Whitaker then looked directly at
Dr. Janet Simpson. An amateur archaeologist with a degree in
nuclear engineering working with a professor of religion somehow
seemed to be an unusual duo. Something was not as it appeared on
the surface but Whitaker could not figure out what was. It did not
appear ominous or threatening, just odd.

Thinking and really listening
were virtually impossible for Whitaker. His years of training and
6,000 hours of flight time had made him an excellent listener.
Responding immediately to imperative instructions from air traffic
controllers and his own flight crew was vital. His very life
depended on how well he listened and he had the eerie feeling that
it was important to listen carefully here and now. Something
unexpected had appeared on his personal radar screen. He
concentrated his total attention on what was being said.

Dr. Joseph Aharoni was saying “.
. . First things first. Since I don’t know your degree of knowledge
in the field that is my hobby, please interrupt at any time with
questions.” The short lecture began.

“Let me make this point.
Archaeology, all the facts, the data and the interpretation, none
has found error in the basic Biblical text about a happening or
event. The only possible disagreements are the extent to which
Jericho was occupied at the time of Joshua’s capture of the city.
The Biblical text implies a flourishing city—the archaeologists
think there were not many occupants at the time of the siege. The
time line on Joshua’s conquest of Canaan is also in question. The
text implies a quick occupation; now scholars believe it took a
significant amount of time.”

Dr. Aharoni paused to sip from a
glass of water at the lectern.

“In a new Torah called Tree of
Life issued by Orthodox rabbis, they maintain Abraham and Moses
never existed. Nothing has been verified on that issue as yet. I
will reserve judgment there until I know more.

“Secondly, the archaeological
facts substantiate our belief that God did act, does act, and will
act in human history. The facts in the tell on which you will work
tell a story which agrees with the historical thread of the Hebrews
in the Old Testament.”

Aharoni turned to the black board
and drew a straight line lifting into a gently curving arc followed
by a straight line. To Whitaker it looked like the profile of a
World War I American infantry helmet—the only difference was the
upward lines on either side were slightly steeper than the helmet.
The pilot prodded his memory to recall where he had seen a line
drawing like the one on the board. There was a slight delay in
Whitaker’s mental search, but then he remembered: James Mitchner’s
The Source had a similar drawing at the beginning of that
book.

Whitaker glanced around the
classroom. The students were paying rapt attention; their eyes
glued to Aharoni and his drawing on the blackboard. Here was
another man who could make a dry, dead subject come to vibrant
life.

“This is the tell at Beersheva.
It’s about 750 feet across at the base and just over 70 feet high
at the highest point,” Dr. Aharoni warmed to his subject as he drew
two notches in the profile view of the tell.

“These represent three meter
square shafts in the northeast and southwest quadrant of the tell.
The sides of these shafts are called balks and they enable us to
look for strata that show major events in the past. A massive fire,
for example, would show in ash in those strata. Pottery shards help
identity a period.” Jan Barnes seated in the second row raised her
hand. Aharoni immediately recognized her.

“Please define the word ‘tell’? I
am not sure about the term.”

“A ‘tell’ is a mound of debris
covering a water source,” he stopped, turned back to the board and
made an X in the center of the tell at the base line of the
surrounding terrain. “The X marks a spring. Gihon Spring was from
the very beginning was the primary water source for Jerusalem.
Scholars still argue over whether it is one spring singular or
springs plural. I maintain there was more than one.

“Water is a precious commodity in
an arid land and city dwellers in early Israel tended to rebuild
their walled cities on the same site after the Egyptians,
Assyrians, Babylonians, Persians, Greeks or Romans destroyed their
city, usually by burning. A dependable water supply is becoming a
problem in Israel today.

“Is there any archaeological data
to show that Jerusalem was not destroyed by the Assyrian invasion
in 701 Before Common Era?” Rusty Taylor, a tall redhead from
Asheville. Aharoni shook his head before responding, “I have heard
something about it but can’t recall the details, but there is an
anthropologist at Hebrew University who wrote a paper about
it.”

Robert Whitaker spoke as he
entered the conversation. “There is such a man at Hebrew University
by the name of Danny Schwartz originally from Laurel, Maryland. I
heard him lecture on just that subject in Jerusalem about five
years ago.”

Whitaker began to recount the
story of a team of amateur archaeologist working in the Cardo, an
area just south of the Temple Mount wall. “They were working about
150 feet below average terrain when they came upon a mass grave.
Around the skulls of the dead were hundreds of head lice preserved
in the arid soil. Lice are bloodsuckers and were engorged with
dried blood. They took the lice/blood for DNA testing plus some
bone fragments.” Whitaker abruptly stopped his
explanation.

“Time out for a second. Let’s
look at DNA. D stands for Deoxyribo N stands for Nucleic and A
stands for two acid groups. The complete set of instructions for
making an organism is called a genome. The genome contains the
master blueprint for the lifetime of the cell or organism. Each DNA
molecule contains many basic and functional units of heredity. The
human genome is estimated to have 80,000 genes. The human genome is
organized in 23 distinct units called chromosomes. The nucleus of
most human cells contains two sets of chromosomes, an X and Y
chromosome set. A normal female will have a pair of X chromosomes;
a male will have an X and Y-chromosomes. Dr. Schwartz lost me at
that point. Apparently the genes retain these DNA elements in both
blood and bone samples taken after death.”

Whitaker looked around the
classroom to see Dr. Janet Simpson, Professor Religion at the
University of North Carolina in Chapel Hill sat with her mouth
agape and a look of total surprise. Whitaker continued.

“Using a new technique in DNA
called mitochrondian DNA with bone samples from the skulls, they
found traces of plague elements in one of the bone samples.
Parenthetically, this is the technique used to identify the remains
of Lieutenant Michael Blassie when they were exhumed from the Tomb
of the Unknown Soldiers in Washington in 1998. The inference in the
Jerusalem grave pointed to Bubonic Plague as the cause of death.
Running the same tests on four other bone samples from separate
skeletons found in the mass grave, they found each had traces of
the plague element in all of them as well. The conclusion: all the
men in that grave had died of Bubonic Plague.

“Using the carbon dating method
that measures the radioactive decay of the Carbon 14 isotope that
dissipates at constant rate so that every 5,730 years, half of what
was present when the organism died will disappear. The carbon
dating showed these men had died around 700 Before Common Era, give
or take a couple of years.

“The DNA report (at a cost of
$2,000) came back dating the deaths at about 700 BCE give or take
two years either way. The test confirmed that all the blood samples
were from men. Probable cause of death: Bubonic Plague—the Black
Death—the same disease that wiped out nearly half the population of
Europe in the 1350s. The group concluded that the bodies were dead
Assyrian soldiers killed by the plague, a virulent respiratory
disorder easily treatable today with antibiotics.

“The Biblical text in Isaiah
36-39 says Sennercherib’s Army lost 185,000 men virtually
overnight. Hezekiah was king and Isaiah the prophet in 701 BCE,”
Whitaker concluded.

There was a long, stunned silence
before Aharoni spoke quietly again. “That’s an example of what
archaeology is all about, confirming a Biblical event 2,699 years
after the fact. It was this same Judean King Hezekiah who had bored
a water tunnel from Gihon Spring then outside the old walled city
of Jerusalem to the Pool of Siloam which was then inside the city
walls. The water shaft bought potable water into the city to enable
it to withstand the Assyrian siege which carried the ten northern
tribes into oblivion in 722 BCE.” Aharoni continued his
comments.

“The Pool of Siloam is still a
cistern today. It is near the Arab community of Silwan that is a
hot bed of Arab extremists. It is not safe to visit there now.”
Aharoni said in a sad tone. “The S shaped tunnel is 1850 long, two
feet wide and about six feet high in most of its entire length and
it was drilled through solid rock under the Ophel Ridge upon which
the City of David was built.”

Rusty Taylor’s mouth dropped open
in an expression of utter disbelief. “How could workers maintain
line, proper fall and bore through solid rock—”

Aharoni interrupted Taylor, “They
had iron chisels made by the Phoenicians,” and then continued, “not
only did they bore through solid rock, but the crew divided the
job. One crew started at Gihon Spring to the northeast and the
other started at the Pool of Siloam from the southwest and they met
in the middle, date circa 700 BCE.”

The students were fascinated and
Rusty Taylor had another question, “Do you know how they kept on
line and grade?”

“We really don’t. The direct
distance from Gihon Spring through the Ophel Ridge to the Pool of
Siloam is 1090 feet.” Aharoni turned again to the board and drew a
circle representing Gihon Spring and a second circle representing
to Pool of Siloam on a northeast/southwest line. He drew a dotted
line to join the two circles. He then drew an S shaped curve to
represent the actual path of Hezekiah’s Tunnel.

“The tunnelers could not keep on
line because they encountered hard rock formations and thus
meandered. They were very much aware that the tombs of kings who
ruled during the monarchy and in the divided kingdoms were in their
path and the diggers did not want to disturb the tombs.”

Aharoni stopped, thought a second
and said, “There was a rock tablet on which the tunnelers described
how they met in mid-tunnel. It is the oldest known example of
written Hebrew. Ironically, it was stolen by the Turks and is now
in a museum in Istanbul.”

Aharoni looked at his watch.
“This has gone a little longer than I expected. I’ll end my part of
the program with this final comment. You may read your Bibles from
cover to cover—verse by verse, but seeing the land will give you a
better understanding of what you have read. Christian scholars call
the Land of Israel the Fifth Gospel. In trying to understand
Hezekiah’s Tunnel you must know that Jerusalem sits in a bowl about
2,300’ above sea level. There is a down slope from Gihon Spring to
the Pool of Siloam that helped the flow of water into the city
through his tunnel.

Enjoy your trip. I’ll see you
later this month in Beersheva. Hopefully, I’ll be able to fly with
you.” Dr. Aharoni concluded as he took his seat.

Dr. Simpson picked up a well-worn
Revised Standard Version of the Holy Bible and turned to Isaiah
before entering the discussion.

“Remember, we talked about the
Old Testament being the record of God’s struggle to be recognized
for what He is. We emphasized that God acted in human history on
behalf of the Hebrews. If you have your student Bibles turn to
chapter 37 verses 38 and 39 in Isaiah.

She began to read aloud as
students shared text while others were turning pages trying to find
the particular text.

“‘Therefore,’ said
Jehovah concerning the King of Assyria. ‘He shall not come into the
city nor shoot an arrow there.’” Dr. Simpson stopped, looked up
from the text and said, “Listen carefully, ‘And the angel of the
Lord went forth and smote in the camp of the Assyrians a hundred
four score and five thousand and when men arose early in the
morning, behold these were all dead bodies. So Sennacherib, King of
Assyria went and returned and dwelt in Nineveh.’

“That is a good
example of what Dr. Aharoni was talking about. It clearly shows
providential intervention in Hebrew history. A walled city of Judah
under siege that by all logic should have been taken by an
overwhelming force actually withstood the siege because of what God
did. An afterthought and a paradox. Stiff necked, utterly sinful
Jews depended on God when the Babylonians lay siege to the city in
587-86 BCE. God did not intervene to save them.”

There were no further questions
and Dr. Simpson nodded to Robert Whitaker who rose and walked to
the lectern. “I was born in eastern North Carolina, graduated from
here in 1976, went directly into the Air Force, flew F-15E Strike
Eagles in the Persian Gulf War. I was assigned to the 4th Wing at
Seymour Johnson as an intelligence officer. My last duty was a
courier pilot flying the Lockheed C-130 Hercules. I retired last
year and have been working as an independent contractor flying a
C-47. We have been dropping jumpers at Fort Bragg.” Dr. Janet
Simpson had a look of surprise as she heard his biographical
sketch. She had no idea he was a native Tar Heel and had graduated
from UNC.

“I had the good fortune to be an
exchange pilot in the Israeli Air Force and spent about four months
there in 1995 and, like you will be, was free on the weekends. I
took advantage of the time.” He turned to address Dr. Aharoni
directly.

“Your comment on the land being
the fifth gospel is absolutely true. When Luke in his Good
Samaritan story talks about ‘going down’ to Jericho he is talking
about a terrain drop from 2,900 feet on the Mount of Olives to
minus 911 feet at Jericho—a 3,811 foot drop in elevation all in the
distance of 18 miles. Remember when you study Luke if you have not
already, the Prodigal Son and the Good Samaritan are Lucan only.
The two accounts do not appear in the other two synoptic gospels.
Luke had source Q and others as well. That accounts for his special
material. Luke, the physician, may have also gotten material from
Saint Paul.”

“Now let’s talk about the trip. A
professor here first used the line in a lecture and I never forgot
it.” Whitaker stopped and smiled at the memory. “If you get through
listening before I get through talking raise both hands.” The group
chuckled. “Now, don’t drop your pencil or you will be three days
behind.” That line brought a guffaw. Whitaker began passing out a
flight plan form that showed the route of flight and the time line
showing when they would be where.

“Every field has its jargon.
Don’t be intimidated by it: tell, glacis, Before Common Era.
Aviation has its own lexicon and if you don’t understand, please
raise one hand. Remember up with both hands is a sign off signal.”
Whitaker picked up the flight plan and asked the students to read
it along with him.

“Define ETE,” Dr. Simpson
asked

“Estimated time enroute,”
Whitaker responded. The over water flight from Gander to Shannon
will be the longest day. We’ll have box lunches to carry us through
lunchtime or fix sandwiches in the galley and serve soft drinks
from the refrigerator up forward. We’ll want good weather and
favorable winds so we can keep that keep a one-hour fuel reserve.
We could go an additional 170 nautical miles if need
be.”

Dr. Aharoni asked, “Will there be
time for sight seeing?”

“Some, but not too much on the
out bound flight.

“We’ll leave on Friday, April 21
and arrive on Wednesday or Thursday, April 26 or 27.” Whitaker
paused before continuing.

The pilot felt it was extremely
important for the students and faculty going on the trip to have
confidence in the plane and it’s one pilot flight over 7,000 miles.
He began to tell the remarkable story of the Douglas C for cargo
47. Whitaker wanted to make the point that the rugged reliable
airplane had incredible credentials for the task at
hand.

“Let’s talk a minute about the
airplane you will be flying by telling you about a famous aviator
and his incredible experience with the C-47. Who can tell me about
General Jimmy Doolittle?” Jimmy Wilson responded immediately. “He
led the Tokyo Raid off the Carrier Hornet in April of 1942. They
were flying B-25 land based bombers off the carrier.”

“That’s the man,” Whitaker
replied. And Whitaker went on with the story. “Doolittle crashed
landed in China—managed to get to Burma just a step ahead of the
Japanese. He boarded a DC-3, the civilian version of the C-47
there. The plane was owned by China National Airline and had seats
for 28 passengers. The aircraft lifted off from the Burmese
airfield with 70 people on board. Doolittle later calculated the
plane lifted off with a total weight of 39,300 pounds. During the
war the total weight lifting capacity had been raised from 28,000
to 32,000 pounds. The famous general flew out of Burma with an
aircraft 7,300 pounds above the weight lifting capacity set by
aeronautical designers.

“Sir, I’m Carlton Williams,” a
student in the back row spoke after the extended account on the
C-47 they were going to fly. “How will you navigate?”

“We have Loran C equipment panel
mounted. It is a long-range nav system designed for maritime
navigation and the Coast Guard maintains it. The FAA has been
making noise about shutting down the system this year. However, the
Loran is still in service. We will have a battery powered back up
system. It is hand-held Global Positioning System unit that has an
emergency communications transceiver. While the Loran worked from a
series of land based stations, the GPS operates by triangulating a
line of position from at least four of 28 satellites in space. We
can pre program a series of waypoints into both systems. We have
state of the art navigation and communications systems,” Whitaker
concluded the extended explanation.

Dr. Simpson posed a question,
“What about the noise level in the cabin?”

“You’ll want ear plugs or cotton
for the long eight hour legs. At cruise altitude, you should be
able to speak and hear without much effort. Engine noise and
vibration over an extended period of time is the primary cause of
fatigue among flight crews. Their efficiency diminishes in direct
relationship to the noise level and length of exposure.

“We have four headphone sets in
the passenger cabin and at least one person should be on our
intercom to relay needed information to those of you in the cabin,”
Whitaker concluded.
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Dr. Janet Simpson was perplexed.
She was surprised about what she had learned in the briefing about
Robert Simpson. She thought it odd that an ex-Air Force pilot would
have an interest in archaeology and what seemed to be a very solid
working knowledge of both the Old and New Testaments. Few of her
undergraduate students had grasped Saint Luke’s work as well as
Robert Whitaker apparently did. She shared his view that
archaeology was not a secondary discipline to Biblical
study.

Robert Whitaker was certainly an
unknown quantity to her and she feared it would make her
presentation of persuasion more difficult at dinner tonight.
Keeping her thoughts to herself, she turned to Whitaker and Aharoni
after the students had left the classroom.

“We need to go back to the
airport and look at the railroad equipment,” she said and the three
of them retraced their trip that Bob Whitaker and Janet Simpson had
taken from the airport. Whitaker turned from the right front seat
to look at Aharoni who sat in the back seat of the BMW as they
headed back to Horace Williams Airport.

“Dr. Aharoni, I
zeroed in on your nuclear engineering field. I surmised you were
not working in the electric generation field. The other area would
have to be weapons, design and development. All I know is what I
read in the papers about suitcase sized atomic weapons with dial a
yield capability. I understand security constraints, but can you
tell confirm or deny their story?” I am not going to tell the good
doctor I hauled the mini-nukes around in a C-130 for the past two
years.

“All I can say is what is now
public record. Yes the weapons exist. Since India and Pakistan have
recently joined the nuclear club, their entry destabilizes nuclear
arms control and the specter of mass destruction: nuclear, chemical
and biological all pose catastrophic threats, and nobody seems
overly concerned,”

Aharoni shook his head. “The
Russian nuclear deactivation program is an accident waiting to
happen!” Aharoni exclaimed. “The Chinese have stolen all the
nuclear technology they need,” he added. “According to some
reports, some Russians are dealing in a nuclear materials black
market as well.”

Dr. Janet Simpson turned north
off Franklin Street on the road back to the airport. Turning her
head momentarily to look at Aharoni, she commented, “Nobody will
confirm that the fissionable material used at the beginning of the
Israeli nuclear weapons program was ‘lost’ by our Savannah River
plant in the early 1950s and the South Africans helped Israel by
furnishing ore to extract U-238 and U-239.”

Robert Whitaker sat mute and made
no oral comment. The French gave the Israelis their nuclear reactor
at Dimona. The French supplied scientists and technicians to
install the facility. The fissionable material story from the
Savannah River Project was news to him. Israel will neither confirm
nor deny their nuclear capability.

Aharoni said, “You are certainly
right about the absence of my confirmation, and I am not about to
violate my vow of secrecy to the State of Israel.” Aharoni said
somewhat testily; he wanted to change his role of respondent to one
of interrogator.

“Mr. Whitaker do you know
anything about a Broken Arrow near Seymour Johnson AFB in Goldsboro
in early 1961?”

Janet Simpson questioned, “What’s
a Broken Arrow?”

“An aircraft crash resulting in a
possible nuclear accident.” Aharoni countered.

“I didn’t know we’d ever had
one,” Dr. Simpson said.

Whitaker thought a minute. Though
he had not even been born at the time, he had heard many times the
story of the B-52 G model with two 1.45-megaton hydrogen nukes
aboard. The aircraft on a radar penetration mission called a Ramrod
was flying west over the Atlantic toward the U.S. east coast. It
had serious fuel transfer problems. Fuel kept being pumped into
tanks forward the center of gravity. The aircraft somersaulted
around 10,000 feet, shed its wings and crashed just six miles short
of a safe touchdown. The aircraft commander attempted to jettison
the weapons. The gutsy guy gave his life in an attempt to dump the
weapons before impact. One bomb cleared the aircraft; it was
lowered safely to the ground by parachute and quickly
found.

The other 1.45-megaton B-28RI
hydrogen weapon hung in the shackles of the bomb bay. When the
explosive ordinance demolition team arrived at the crash site with
the crash convoy from Seymour Johnson, they were puzzled to find
that the triggering cycle in the primary atomic weapon on board to
detonate the larger fusion weapon had in fact been activated.
Despite the fact that the weapon had not been armed by the
crew—despite the fact that all the fail-safe devices seemed to be
working, the atomic trigger was active—the detonation cycle in
progress.

The explosive ordinance people
whose job it was to safety the weapon did not have a clue.
According to the textbook, the atomic trigger had already exploded
the atomic primer for the big nuke. Yet here they sat in a muddy
field on a cold winter night trying to figure out what had actually
occurred.

The detonation cycle just kept
running in circles, going around and around with no resulting
explosion. Without a primary atomic detonation, the subsequent
detonation of the much more powerful secondary fusion weapon is not
possible.

It was only until much later when
it was learned that one of the sub critical masses of fissionable
material had been dislodged from its position in the trigger
mechanism when the B-52 hit the ground. The softball-sized element
was never found. It is still somewhere beneath a farm field in
Faro, North Carolina. Whitaker hesitated and then replied, “I know
a lot more about it than I can say.”

“There is no need to tell me
about security. I will simply say this. The fail safes worked; the
weapon did not detonate despite the fact that some consider this
one of the closest the world has ever come to an accidental nuclear
detonation. I realize you can’t comment, but did they ever find the
lost fissionable material in the atomic trigger?”

Whitaker sat mute with no
negative shake of the head. He was totally unresponsive and
silent.

“For your information, the last
time I checked our sources, the material had never been found.”
Aharoni spoke what Whitaker already knew to be true.

Janet Simpson re-entered the
conversation, “This Broken Arrow story is not some figment of your
imagination? It’s like Doomsday in your own back yard.”

“Unfortunately, the incident
happened . . .” Whitaker stopped and Aharoni continued the sentence
“. . . and who knows what would have happened if the larger of the
two sub critical masses had remained in tact in the atomic trigger.
In my professional opinion, the primary atomic weapon would not
have detonated. The secondary weapon—the fusion bomb would not have
exploded. But you never know about Mr. Murphy.”

“Who is Murphy and how did he get
in the conversation?”

Whitaker laughed. “Dr. Simpson,
in aviation and in physics as well as many other fields, there is a
theorem called Murphy’s Law. Mr. Murphy said, “If something can go
wrong, it will.”

Janet Simpson shook her head in
amazement as she turned off the hilly road toward the gray tin
building on the south perimeter of the airport. Looking to her
right to Whitaker as she switched of the BMW engine, she said,
“Three questions: number one, can you handle the weight; number
two, will the tractor fit in the cargo door; and number three how
will you secure the load to keep it from shifting in
flight?”

“A shifting load in flight is
sorta like a mid air collision. It can ruin your whole day. Let’s
take a look at what you have for cargo as they passed through the
Judas gate and entered the storage building. She turned left and
walked to the east wall where the light switches were located. Dr.
Aharoni had not yet entered the building. As Janet Simpson turned
she almost bumped into Robert Whitaker.

“You realize that this trip is
not without risk, not from the flight but from the unsettled
situation is Israel now. What does your husband think about this
trip?”

“My husband was killed by an
Israeli Air Force Phantom jet two miles north of the nine mile
buffer zone on the highway from Israel to Beirut in 1993. I was
with him at the time and miraculously was not seriously injured. He
died in my arms.” Janet Simpson said in a low, trembling voice; her
eyes began to glisten.

“The Israelis after
an inquiry said our car was in the buffer zone and there was a
convoy of five trucks behind us. The trucks were the targets of the
attack. There was no apology, no expression of regret. When pressed
their attache in Washington said we were in the wrong place at the
wrong time.”

Realizing he had opened an
emotional wound that had not yet healed after seven years, Whitaker
refrained from taking her in his arms and holding her close to give
comfort. Again he made eye contact and said, “I am profoundly
sorry.”

“I have tried to get on with my
life, but have not been too successful in handling both anger and
grief. Maybe the trip will provide an emotional catharsis for me.”
She walked over to a small farm tractor and stacks of ten-foot
track sections bound eight in a bundle.

“Does Dr. Aharoni know about your
husband’s death?”

“Aharoni was in Washington at the
time and did everything he could to help. He said it was the first
time he had ever been ashamed to be called an Israeli.”

As Robert Whitaker learned more
about Simpson’s background, he became a little more intrigued with
each unusual bit of information.

“Will the tractor fit through
your cargo door?”

“Let me get a tape measure from
the airplane and do some final checking, but I think we can load it
with a fork lift. We can unload it in Beersheva with a make shift
ramp and five or six strong backs,” Whitaker smiled again. “I need
to secure the airplane—check the tie down lines and lock up the
bird. Where did you say we are going to have dinner?”

“The main dining room at the
Carolina Inn at six if that’s OK.”

Janet Simpson brushed her hair
away from her face as she had done when he first met her.
Everything is going along fine on a completely professional level.
Then she does something so innocent—so completely feminine. I’ve
forgotten weight and balance—and a bizarre discussion on surface to
air missiles. I’m gonna have to get hold of myself, keep my raging
hormones in check or this could turn out to be a different kind of
charter.

Whitaker looked at Aharoni who
was inspecting the tilt release mechanism on the mine carts that
would permit debris to be dumped beside the tracks at the end of
Simpson’s Short Line Railroad after it had been installed at the
tell site. Aharoni and Simpson began inspecting a track joint lock
device.

Robert Whitaker worked on a
weight and balance problem, while at the same time fighting
powerful sexual urges. Whitaker had learned to mask his innermost
thoughts, but he realized his attraction to Janet Simpson was more
pronounced than any he remembered since 1991.

His wife had been killed by a
drunken driver in January of that year while he was flying F-15’s
in the 100 Hour War in Iraq. Whitaker was killing on a massive
scale. His wife had been killed in a senseless death, yet his
wife’s death was a far greater emotional burden than killing Saddam
Hussein’s troops with Maverick anti-tank missiles and Mark 20
Rockeye cluster bomblets. His loss of Linda had a profound effect
on his subsequent life. He had shown little interest in any woman
despite the fact there were very lonely wives married to pilots on
extended duty over seas. There had been two liaisons that were
totally unsatisfactory for him. They were nothing more than a
physical release with no relationship and no possibility of one
developing.

Loneliness was a known quantity
in his life and he fought it by playing golf, surf fishing, playing
a hand of bridge at the club, singing in a men’s chorus on base or
just hanging out with the guys. He found himself doing a lot of
reading—books like Helen Armstrong’s Jerusalem and Daniel J.
Boorstein’s Discoverers—book he should have read in school but
never had the time. He had read most of Tom Clancy’s books for
simple pleasure. The Hunt for Red October was Whitaker’s favorite
of that prolific author’s output.

Whitaker stopped daydreaming when
Janet Simpson and Joseph Aharoni took their leave.

“I’ll catch a cab and meet you in
the main dining room of the Inn at six o’clock,” Whitaker said as
he started walking toward the tie down area where the C-47 was
parked for the night.

Whitaker had an unusual sensation
as he watched the man and the woman walk away toward her BMW. While
he did not believe in extra sensory perception, Whitaker knew that
clues, random information, unusual conversation turns all added up
to something amiss. He couldn’t put his finger on what activated
his sensitivity—why he suddenly felt wary—alert for any more
indications that things were not as they seemed about the
trip.

 



Chapter
7

 


The Plan, The Carolina
Inn

University of North
Carolina

Monday, April 17,
2000, 6:00 p.m.

The Carolina Inn was built in the
1930s with a Georgian exterior, red brick walls with dormers,
windows, and doors painted in white trim, it fit perfectly into
what you would expect on a university campus. It served as a
meeting place for faculty and alumni. Whitaker and his wife had
spent the first night of their honeymoon at the Inn and had eaten
there many times on return visits to Chapel Hill for basketball or
football games.

Over the years, the food had been
consistently good, but the ex-Air Force pilot had butterflies in
his stomach, apprehension that what he had thought to be an
interesting and profitable charter seemed now as though it might go
sour. At the same time he looked forward to seeing Janet Simpson
again. She was an intriguing woman who he had known less than five
hours.

Robert Whitaker walked through
the lobby of the Carolina Inn. He turned left down a long hall to
the Cross Roads Restaurant. Dressed in khaki pants, a Carolina blue
cotton cardigan sweater, a white oxford cloth dress shirt with no
tie and button down collar, Whitaker’s appearance fit right in to
the diners he saw seated in the small restaurant/bar. He saw Janet
Simpson standing by the hostess station with Joseph Aharoni. Again
her wholesome beauty struck him. A plaid skirt, a plain, simple,
white silk blouse with a Vee neck with a hint of cleavage and a
Carolina blue cardigan sweater. She looked regal.

Aharoni stood by her side.
Whitaker noted Aharoni stood about the same height as Janet
Simpson. White shirt with tie, gray slacks and a blue blazer,
Aharoni had the appearance of a tenured professor. Whitaker was
quick to note his rapid eye movement as Aharoni scanned the room
and Whitaker wondered why.

After greetings, Janet Simpson
motioned to the hostess who walked up to the three
diners.

“We’d like a table in the corner
there.”

“Certainly. This way please.” As
they walked through the crowded tables, Aharoni wiped the palms of
his hands on his trousers. Again Whitaker picked up on the nervous
gesture. Janet Simpson appeared outwardly calm, yet Aharoni seemed
agitated for some unknown reason. Approaching the corner table,
Whitaker stepped forward to hold Janet Simpson’s chair. He was
rewarded with a smile for his simple act of courtesy.

Janet Simpson had thought a lot
about Robert Whitaker from the time he came down the steps of the
C-47. She was not unaware of his genuine surprise at her
appearance. Yet he seemed to sense a personality with character,
depth. Call it feminine intuition, she was confident of her
assessment. It was more than the physical attraction. But Janet
Simpson did not deny the physical attraction. He was not handsome
but distinguished looking in a rugged way she found
attractive.

Her personal feelings might
complicate what was already a difficult job that lay ahead. Janet
Simpson did not know how he would react to her bizarre plan to
steal a nuclear weapon, plant it 7,000 miles away in Hezekiah’s
Tunnel in Jerusalem, a city that had been captured, burned,
pillaged, and destroyed seventeen times since King David took the
stronghold of Zion about 1,000 years before Christ.

This time the destruction would
be long lasting with the after effects of the fall out lasting for
an unknown period. The Japanese had moved back into Hiroshima less
than six months. However, that had been a small atomic weapon. A
hydrogen weapon had never been exploded in other than a test
situation. While the scientists had theoretical projections, there
was no actual experience with a fusion weapon explosion and its
after effects. While the effect on the land may be short lived, the
effects of the radiation sickness of those who were exposed and
survived were well documented. Radiation sickness was devastating
on the human body and those exposed were susceptible to all kinds
of ills.

The suit case size nuclear weapon
in Hezekiah’s Tunnel would be detonated when and if the Israelis
launched their pre-emptive strike against the Arab world and it
would be an underground blast.

While Joseph Aharoni had known
Janet Simpson for some time, he had no knowledge other than a
cursory biographical sketch on Robert Whitaker from Scotty
MacGregor, President Madison’s adviser. On the other hand he knew
Janet Simpson well. He had lectured in her classes on many
occasions. He understood her firm convictions that Jewish excesses
had increasingly become acts of oppression against the Arab
community. Aharoni read the Torah without a Jewish bias. The
covenant gave Israel the land as long as they obeyed God’s law. The
covenant could be nullified if the Hebrews sinned and turned away.
The short balding Jew knew well the concept of sin/punishment that
pervaded Jewish thought.

Because of the flagrant violation
of Jewish law and tradition by a misguided prime minister, Aharoni
firmly believed that punishment was at hand, the greater the sin,
the greater the punishment. The Arabs had a just claim to the land
because Abraham was the father of both the Hebrew nation and the
Arabs. The Hebrew claim that Ishmael, the off spring of Sarah’s
handmaid, was an illegitimate son and thus negated his right to the
land was a Hebrew convenience in Aharoni’s mind

Aharoni knew the history of his
homeland. Since the time of Christ Arab and Jew—roughly one
millennium for each group had controlled the land almost equally in
point of time.

But the inept Zealot who sat in
the prime minister’s chair at home bypassing all the democratic
safeguards, was leading his country to its ultimate destruction
after just over 50 years as a democracy. Would Aharoni’s action
tonight make him a patriot? Or would he be committing treason
against the State of Israel? When Joseph Aharoni was approached by
Duncan Campbell MacGregor, the president’s personal adviser,
Aharoni had considered the question philosophically—now the act of
patriotism or the act of treason became more than a philosophical
question. Would he be an instrument of God’s wrath in the cycle of
sin/punishment? Joseph Aharoni had made up his mind; he was going
through with the plan.

The waiter appeared interrupting
Aharoni’s thought pattern. Bringing bread, butter and iced water
that he sat on the table for three, he announced the special as
roast beef and got similar orders: roast beef, the house salad and
baked potato. Small talk ensued: the beauty of the campus with the
dogwoods in bloom, the prospects of UNC’s basketball team next
fall, the activities of the new chancellor on the Chapel Hill
campus. The waiter returned with their food and they began to
eat.

Whitaker carefully watched both
the PhDs. as he outwardly observed the social niceties. Aharoni was
nervous while Janet Simpson seemed preoccupied as she toyed with
her food. After the waiter had served coffee, Janet Simpson looked
around to be sure no one at nearby tables could hear their
conversation.

“Mr. Whitaker, my views opposing
the direction in which Israel is heading are not well known in the
academic community; however, some key government officials have
known of them for sometimes. Aharoni’s opposition is well known
both here and in Israel.

The two of us have been asked by
these high government officials to develop a plan of retaliation if
the Israelis launch a preemptive nuclear strike against the Arab
world . . .”

Robert Whitaker was astounded.
Were these two innocent looking, well respected people certifiably
insane; the charter to Israel had suddenly become a plan by
lunatics to hatch some hair brained, totally implausible scheme
which might trigger World War Three.

“Wait, hold on a minute. You, a
professor of religion and you, an Israeli nuclear engineer are
developing a plan to nuke Israel? And where is your information on
their pre-emptive Israeli strike coming from? Do you have any idea
of the horrific nature of what you are seriously talking about
doing? It appears to me you are both crazy!” Whitaker said in low
staccato voice that belied his inner turmoil.

“I think I would have reacted in
the same way you have, but please hear me out,” Janet Simpson spoke
in a calm, reassuring voice. “Please listen. The President of the
United States Charles Watson Madison has asked that Aharoni and I
develop a plan. I’ll explain his reason for avoiding the use of our
military or our intelligence community for any covert action or by
any other government agency later if you will just listen for a
minute.”

“Okay, you’ve got your minute.”
Whitaker responded.

“The first priority is to prevent
their pre-emptive strike any way we can. Failing that, you are
being asked to steal a third generation nuclear weapon so small
it’ll fit in a large piece of luggage. We’re going to hide the
weapon beneath the floor of the C-47 and fly it to Israel. We’re
going to place the bomb in an offshoot of Hezekiah’s Water Tunnel
that Dr. Aharoni has found. He will modify the weapon so that it
can be detonated by remote control from an aircraft or satellite.
If the Israelis launch the pre-emptive nuclear strike, and I
reiterate IF, we will retaliate by exploding our hidden nuclear
bomb. If we fail to set off the weapon, the detonation will be
triggered by a coded signal via satellite”

“Why you? Why me? Why not the CIA
or some special operations groups from the military like the Delta
Force at Fort Bragg?” These vital questions Whitaker felt were
imperative, as he looked first at Joseph Aharoni and then at Janet
Simpson.

It was Janet Simpson who
answered.

“Duncan Campbell McGregor is the
personal adviser to the president. You don’t need the long version
now when the short answer will do. While American Jews virtually
run the U.S. government, the Israelis have penetrated virtually all
of our sensitive government agencies to such an extent that we
would be unable to develop and execute a covert plan of action
against Israel without their becoming privy to the
information.

“We are unknown to the Israeli
intelligence establishment or any other intelligence organization
for that matter. They know of Dr. Aharoni of course, but have no
inkling of the depth of his displeasure with the direction in which
Israel is headed. The Israelis have no knowledge about Redskin,
Robert Whitaker, or me as agents or operatives We will get all the
clandestine support from the government agencies we require, but
only six people will know the real purpose for the diverted
material or information.”

Whitaker interrupted, “Who will
those six people be?”

“The president, the personal
adviser—Duncan Campbell MacGregor, a person we know only by his
code name Redskin, and the three of us.” Janet Simpson stopped and
waited for a reaction. Whitaker looked around the dining room that
was now half empty and seriously considered his response to this
mind-boggling scheme.

“As I sat here
listening to you Dr. Simpson, I was reminded of a character in a
recent best selling novel—I think Cold
Mountain was the name of the book. That
character’s name was Inman, a pensive fellow who was wounded near
the end of the Civil War. A deep thinker, quiet, a pacifist. The
man was tired of war and simply wanted to go home to the
Appalachian. However, when confronted by danger on his journey
home, he became a brutal, efficient killing machine. Outwardly, you
appear a confident college professor. Are you like Inman—an
efficient killing machine?”

Completely taken aback by the
analogy, Janet Simpson replied “When I search my soul, in honesty
and candor, my motive is simple. I want revenge for the death of my
husband at the hands of an arrogant, totally obnoxious Israeli
government, but there is more to it than that,” Janet Simpson
answered as she looked unwaveringly, directly in Robert Whitaker’s
eyes. Whitaker turned to look at Joseph Aharoni.

“And what are your motives, Dr.
Aharoni. What you are contemplating and what you have done tonight
is an act of treason against the State of Israel. Are you willing
to give your life, all that you have worked to achieve in a hair
brained scheme which has virtually no chance to
succeed?”

Aharoni sat in deep thought
before he responded. “Israel has sinned. They have broken the
covenant between God and Abraham and we will be punished as we have
been in the past. Whether I should be a part of that punishment, I
can’t say. I am firmly convinced (and you well know a firm
conviction to a Jew is the voice of God speaking to that person)
that Israel cannot survive as a nation if it persists in the plan
to launch a pre-emptive strike against the entire Arab world. I am
committed to try to do anything to stop the pre-emptive strike.”
Aharoni spoke in a quiet voice that conveyed the intensity of his
feeling.

All conversation stopped. The
trio seated at the corner table could only hear murmurs from diners
at tables some distance from where they sat. Whitaker pondered,
trying to think rationally and calmly as he had been trained to do
when he had an emergency in flight.

“Let’s go back a minute. For the
sake of this discussion, let’s assume that I go along with this
idea. If not me, then some other qualified pilot. How is President
Madison going to obtain permission from the Senate Select
Committee? He must ‘advise and obtain consent’ from the
Senate.”

Janet Simpson answered, “I asked
the same question. I am told by Constitutional experts in
Washington that the president needs no such consent in an emergency
where the president feels the our national security is in immediate
jeopardy.”

“I am not sure that is correct.
It appears to me that President Madison is playing fast and loose
with the United States Constitution. I’d like a second opinion on
that subject. As I recall the Legislative branch is empowered to
declare war, not the Executive branch,” Whitaker
responded.

There was a long silence. “I will
bow out, take my leave, say nothing to anyone and go back to
dropping troops on the Normandy Drop Zone at Fort Bragg. I’m
neither consumed by a desire for revenge because of my spouse’s
death nor a suicidal zealot with an ax to grind.” Whitaker stood to
go.

Aharoni realizing Whitaker
objection was a moral dilemma tried one last time to make his
point. “While all of what you say may be true, are you going to
stand idly by and watch while at least 25 million Arabs die and do
nothing while the Israelis escape free and clear from their part in
the most horrific act of violence in all of world history even
surpassing Holocaust in savagery?”

“Despite what you say neither the
Arab nor the Jew is a threat to me, to this country. You want me to
be a part of the Lex Talionis, the law or retaliation and this
country’s security is not at stake. You want an eye for an eye,
destruction of Jerusalem preceded by nuclear blasts and mushroom
clouds over virtually all the Arab capitals of the Middle East.”
Whitaker wondered aloud. “I want no part of it.”

“Redskin, the unknown conspirator
in this plan, told me that you would refuse. He said you would
never agree unless you knew how desperate out situation really is.
I have only one trump card left to play,” Dr. Janet Simpson spoke
as Whitaker turned to leave the table. “Please call this number
from a special secure phone in your room, Redskin will answer in
Washington. He will transfer you to President Madison who has
cleared his schedule for this evening waiting for your
call.”

Whitaker opened his mouth in
disbelief. He started to speak and then stood silently. A bus boy
was clearing a table on the far side of the near empty dining
room.

Whitaker heard the tinkle of
glass hitting china as a bus boy cleared a nearby table.

“I’ll honor your request,” was
all Whitaker said as he started to walk away from the
table.

Janet Simpson stopped him. He
turned around to see what the beautiful professor had to say.
“After your conversation, call me at home. Please say nothing more
than yes or no. It will tell me whether you are going to be a part
of what you call a bizarre plan. My number is 796-2190.”

Robert Whitaker nodded his assent
and left the dining room. Passing through the lobby he walked to a
bank of elevators. He got off on the second floor and walked down
the corridor toward room 211. Whitaker saw a young man in suit and
tie seated by his room door who stood as Whitaker
approached.

“I am a communications specialist
working for the same boss Dr. Simpson has. There is a secure phone
that has a twelve-foot cord for the handset. Go into the tile
bathroom to make your call. When you are finished, call me and I
will remove the gear. I will sit here. I’m not interested in what
you say and cannot over hear your end of the conversation. My
instructions are explicit. I am to be sure no one else over hears
or interferes with your conversation. May I see some identification
please? Drivers license, credit cards, military ID?”

After the strange turn of events,
Whitaker was not unduly surprised at the request. He reached in
wallets and removed the documents the com specialist had requested.
The communications man looked carefully at each.

“What is your North Carolina
driver’s license number?”

“One hundred sixty-eight
ninety-five,” Whitaker answered.

“Your rifle number when you were
in the ROTC program here?”

“I’ll never forget that number. I
slept with that damned rifle more times than I can tell you
about—that was the only punishment the brass could impose for
failure to clean the piece to their satisfaction. The serial number
on the M-1 Garrand was 2336959. It was an antique, but a hell of a
fine rifle.”

“Please take off your sweater and
roll up your right sleeve.” Whitaker responded to what sounded like
an imperative order rather than a request. He complied.

“When did you break the
arm?

“Easter Monday, 1963.” The
specialist handed back the laminated cards that Whitaker had
proffered.

“Sorry about the interrogation,
but I have to be absolutely certain who you are. Please make your
call. Take as long as you need. I’ll be right here to remove the
equipment when you are finished.”

As Whitaker put the key in the
lock, he was impressed with the clout the quiet, beautiful
Professor Simpson apparently had in high places. Walking into the
room, he saw what appeared to be a red telephone on the desk with a
gray box much like a vertical central processing unit on his
computer. When he picked up the red phone there was a 3x5” index
card with three questions and answers neatly typed on one side.
Whitaker read the questions and answers a second time. With the
phone hand set in his grasp, Whitaker walked into the tile bathroom
before he dialed directly to 1-202-586-9000

A male voice picked up on the
other end of the line and simply said, “586-9000.”

“I am supposed to ask for
Redskin—do you answer to that name?”

“Affirmative, just call me Red.
Some ID questions first. “What was your mother’s maiden
name?”

“Goehringer pronounced
gosh-hang-er?”

“What kind of biscuits do you
bake?”

“A southern short biscuit—more
Crisco than the standard recipe calls for.”

“How did you get the inch scar on
your right shin?”

“I hit a broken milk bottle
carrying papers when I was twelve years old.”

“You must be, in fact, Robert No
Middle Initial Whitaker, retired colonel United States Air Force.
Stand by one; I’ll see if President Madison is available. The line
went dead momentarily and then Whitaker heard a voice which he had
often heard in speeches and TV sound bites.

“Understand you need some
verification as to who I am. There should be questions on a 3x5”
index card that came with your secure telephone. Shoot.”

“What was your wife’s maiden name
and what was unusual about the spelling,” Whitaker
queried.

“Her maiden name was Whiteman
with an e, but her family pronounced the name as Whitman with no
e.”

“What was your first dog’s name
and what was the breed?”

“His name was Skipper and he was
a white Eskimo Spitz.”

“Sir, you realize this could
still be a smooth con job to set me up for reasons I don’t yet
understand. Would you not agree that this method of communication
is a little unorthodox? I hear nothing on this line that would
indicate encryption, a scrambled signal.”
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