

    
        
          I Am the Famous Carlos: The Story of Carlos the Jackal, the World's First Celebrity Terrorist

        

        
        
          Christina Hoag

        

        
          Published by Three Jandals Press, 2024.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      I AM THE FAMOUS CARLOS: THE STORY OF CARLOS THE JACKAL, THE WORLD'S FIRST CELEBRITY TERRORIST

    

    
      First edition. February 13, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Christina Hoag.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8223430803

    

    
    
      Written by Christina Hoag.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Christina Hoag

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          The Blood Room

          
        
          
	          Chica al borde

          
        
          
	          Girl on the Brink

          
        
          
	          Skin of Tattoos

          
        
          
	          I Am the Famous Carlos: The Story of Carlos the Jackal, the World's First Celebrity Terrorist

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Christina Hoag’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


	 

I Am the Famous Carlos

The Story of Carlos the Jackal

The World’s First Celebrity Terrorist

 

 

By

Christina Hoag

 

 

[image: A logo of a press

Description automatically generated with medium confidence]







 

 

 

 

 

 

© 2023, Christina Hoag. All rights reserved. 

ISBN: 979-8-8690-8214-5 (ePub)

ASIN: B0CQV17LTQ (Kindle)

 

Published by Three Jandals Press

Santa Monica, California, USA

 


Contents

 

Chapter 1: Carlos from Venezuela

Chapter 2: A Marxist Childhood

Chapter 3 : Swinging Sixties

Chapter 4: Vodka, Women and Politics

Chapter 5: So You Want to be a Revolutionary

Chapter 6: Biding Time

Chapter 7: The First Attacks

Chapter 8: A Bonafide Terrorist

Chapter 9: Radical Allies

Chapter 10: Things Unravel

Chapter 11: A Fateful Night

Chapter 12: Manhunt

Chapter 13: I Am the Famous Carlos

Chapter 14: The Odyssey by Plane

Chapter 15: The Celebrity Terrorist

Chapter 16: Terrorists for Hire

Chapter 17: The Unwanted Guest

Chapter 18: Of Love and Terror

Chapter 19: Frozen Out

Chapter 20: On the Inactive List

Chapter 21: No Place to Go

Chapter 22: Extraordinary Rendition

Epilogue

Author’s Note

References

About the Author



 


Chapter 1: Carlos from Venezuela

 

 

Vienna, December 21st, 1975

 

A


 motley group of solemn-faced twenty-somethings file off the tram. Wordlessly, they cross the icy square past the shuttered booths for the Christmas market that will bring the place alive later in the day. Their demeanor is grim. They’re all too aware that their mission is death, possibly their own, but it’s nothing they haven’t faced before. They reach their destination, the world headquarters of OPEC, the Organization of Petroleum Exporting Countries. Several men, journalists judging by the notebooks shoved in their coat pockets, huddle outside the entrance in the morning cold.

“Is the meeting still on?” the group’s leader, a tallish man with a scraggly goatee and wearing a black beret and white trench coat, asks the reporter for Business Week. 

“Yes. Upstairs,” the journalist replies with a nod. He wonders briefly who they could be: three Arabs, two European men and a European woman, all carrying heavy bags. They’re not any reporters that he knows, and they look too casual, too scruffy to belong to any of the OPEC delegations. The journalist turns back to his conversation.

A uniformed police officer who’s serving as security for OPEC’s semi-annual meeting pays the group no mind. The six enter the lobby where four other journalists chat quietly as they wait for news. Any decision by the cartel affects the global oil supply and will be a worldwide headline. The odd group strides across the lobby. There’s confidence in the way they walk, especially the man in the front. He’s got a slight swagger. 

Another reporter notes their informal appearance. “Must be the delegation from Angola,” he jokes as the group reaches the staircase. The African nation had recently petitioned to join OPEC.

In the large, wood-panelled conference room on the second floor, the ministers representing OPEC’s twelve member nations sit around a huge conference table. Small flags beside their name plates identify their countries: Saudi Arabia, Iraq, Nigeria, Indonesia, Venezuela, Iran, United Arab Emirates, Qatar, Kuwait, Libya, Ecuador and Algeria. Behind them a legion of aides sits along the walls. They scribble on notepads and rifle through sheaves of documents as the delegates engage in a heated discussion. Some countries are assigning lower grades to their oil in order to charge lower prices and thereby capture more of the market. The strategy has irritated other members.

Sheik Ahmed Zaki Al Yamani, the Saudi oil minister, is one of the moderates in the oil cartel. “We must stick together. That is why we are OPEC," he says.

The Iraqi representative glares at him.  “Everyone has the right to assign the grades to their oil as they please.”

“We must play fair with each other,” Yamani insists.

“The real issue is that Saudi Arabia has become Washington’s lackey,” the Libyan minister chimes in.

Yamani takes a deep breath. Whatever Saudi Arabia says, Libya and Iraq will say the opposite, just on principle. He looks at the clock. It’s 11:30. They’ll be breaking for lunch soon. Al hamdulillah. 

Outside the conference room, the troop of six has reached the staircase landing and are now out of sight of the people in the lobby. They set the bags on the floor and unzip them. The leader crouches and rapidly hands out M16 rifles, Walther P38 pistols, Skorpion machine pistols and hand grenades. The fifteen kilos of explosives he leaves in the bags, for now. 

Once each of the group members are armed, he halts for a split second and looks each person in the eyes. The two Germans are both veterans of militant revolutionary movements: Hans-Joachim Klein, alias Angie, and Gabriele Kröcher-Tiedemann, alias Nada. The Arabs were appointed to the team by his boss at the Popular Front for the Liberation of Palestine, the PFLP: his second-in-command, Anis al-Naqqash, alias Khalid, and two known only by their code names Joseph and Yusuf. 

The five stare back at him, their eyes hard with resolve. No fear. They’ve rehearsed the plan numerous times. The leader feels in his bones that this will be a successful operation.

“Go!” he says.

Chaos unfolds in a matter of seconds. Klein is first up the second flight of stairs. A receptionist sees the weapon in his hand and picks up the phone to dial for help. Klein sprays the desk with machine gun fire. She ducks, then reaches for the phone again. Klein fires directly into the switchboard. The receptionist screams and dives under the desk. 

An Austrian police officer, one of two guarding the conference room door, sprints down the hallway toward her. Kröcher-Tiedeman spots him and points her gun at him. He holds up his hands in surrender. 

“Are you a cop?” she demands.

“Yes.” 

Wrong answer. She shoots him in the head, drags his dead body into the elevator and pushes the button for the ground floor. An Iraqi security guard has sneaked up behind her. He grabs her tightly to his chest to immobilize her hand holding the weapon. But the leader has equipped everyone with a second gun, a pistol. As they struggle, she draws the handgun and squeezes a round into his skull. He slumps to the ground, dead.

The group leader is fending off the second Austrian police officer. They tussle then the leader shoves the cop into an office and locks him inside. The officer immediately phones for help. A Libyan economist walking down the hallway sees the commotion. He drops the documents he’s carrying, runs and jumps on the assailant, grabbing hold of his pistol. The leader gets out his second gun and fires four bullets into the Libyan. He collapses. It’s the third fatality.

The leader glances down the hall. Klein and Yusuf have the staircase and elevator covered as planned. Now is his moment. He nods at Khalid, Joseph and Kröcher-Tiedeman then bursts through the conference room’s double doors, firing his machine gun into the ceiling, the other three behind him.

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

The room’s shocked occupants jostle for space as they fall prone. Kröcher-Tiedeman beelines to the windows and draws the curtains. Khalid and Joseph bring in the bags and start unpacking the explosives, wire and detonators. 

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

 


Chapter 2: A Marxist Childhood

 

 

Caracas, 1966
 

A


 crowd of schoolboys clad in dark uniforms streams out of the gates of Liceo Fermín Toro, a high school in central Caracas. 

 “Hey, gordo, what are you doing after school, eating?” a boy shouts. 

The target of the taunts, a round-faced, pudgy boy of sixteen, does his best to ignore the teasing, but it gets to him. He feels the hot sting of tears at the back of his eyes. When will they ever stop?

“Take no notice of them, Ilich,” his younger brother Lenin counsels. “It’s only because papá isn’t picking us up today.”

I’ll soon be graduating, Ilich thinks, and then I’ll never have to see these idiots again. Instead, they’ll be reading about me one day. I’ll make headlines. 

As the brothers walk home to their apartment in the nearby middle-class neighborhood of El Silencio, Ilich takes out his anger by kicking a stone, an old can, anything in his path. It gives him a sense of control, and it feels good.  

“Don’t tell papá,” he says to Lenin, who’s two years younger. 

“I won’t,” Lenin promises. “He probably won’t even be home. He’s got a new girlfriend.”

Their parents, José Altagracia Ramírez Navas, a well-to-do lawyer and astute real estate investor, and Elba María Sánchez, divorced several years ago. Elba had long refused José’s entreaties to end the marriage due to her Catholic beliefs, but she finally conceded. Still, the divorce brought only a slight lessening in the household tension since José insists on continuing to live with his ex-wife so he can oversee the upbringing of his three sons. He takes them to school every morning and collects them in the afternoon. He also insists on bringing home his girlfriends. Ilich feels deeply for his mother. While he loves his father, Ilich resents the pain he causes Elba, a dark-haired beauty a decade younger than her husband.

They were an ill-matched couple from the get-go. They both hail from Táchira state in southwestern Venezuela, where the Andes mountains starts near the Colombian border. Other than that, they don’t have much in common. Elba is a devout Catholic while José is a staunch Marxist and atheist although he’d once aspired to be a priest. After five years of studying at a Caracas seminary, he became disillusioned with the church. He’d constantly take his superiors to task about their lifestyle that seemed at odds with their beliefs. 

“We have taken vows of poverty, yet we have running water, electricity, telephones. We have soft beds at night and three meals a day. The people we’re ministering to have none of that. How are we different from rich overlords of colonialism?” he’d say. He was expelled in 1939.

José then travelled to Bogotá, Colombia, to study law. It was there that he met politician Jorge Eliécer Gaitán, a charismatic leftist who was considered a champion of the people. In 1948, Gaitán was assassinated during a presidential campaign, which he was on track to win. The killing set off a decade of violence that ultimately led to the guerrilla warfare that would roil Colombia for the next six decades.

José ended up finishing his law studies in Caracas. He became involved in Venezuelan politics and helped found the left-wing political party, Acción Democrática. In 1945, the party backed the military’s overthrow of the president, but José soon saw that the new government was just as corrupt as the old. He didn’t hesitate to denounce it. A year later, his vigorous protests landed hm in jail. 

After he staged a hunger strike for 200 hours in a bid to be tried by a civil court instead of a military tribunal, the government released him. He returned to his law practice and studied Marxism. He idolized Stalin and called Lenin the most important occurrence of the twentieth century prior to the moon landing. But he’d had enough of political organizations and despite close ties to the Venezuelan Communist Party, he never became a formal member. 

In 1948, he married Elba and, over his wife’s objections, named his children for his hero Lenin: Ilich born in 1949, Lenin born in 1951 and Vladimir in 1958. A daughter born in 1955 also received a Russian name, Natasha, but she survived just three months. 

José ordered that the children not have any religion in their upbringing although Elba had them secretly baptized and did her best to sneak the boys into Mass when she could. On top of his controlling ways, José was a womanizer. The couple separated numerous times, and Elba took her sons to Jamaica, Mexico and Florida to live for lengthy periods. It was these trips that exposed the young Ilich to different cultures and languages.

During their travels, the children were schooled mostly by José’s handpicked private tutors. Their instruction included plenty of Marxist indoctrination, including a pamphlet on ethical conduct written by their father. In 1961, the family lived for about six months in Miami, in a house two blocks from the Orange Bowl stadium where his father received visits from Venezuelan exiles plotting to overthrow then-President Rómulo Betancourt. During the meetings, Ilich would be appointed as a lookout for any FBI agents on their trail. José was on the verge of buying a house in Miami but was foiled by the collapse of Venezuela’s currency. The government restricted taking capital out of the country, and lacking access to their money, the family was forced to return to Caracas. 

Growing up, Ilich and his brothers spent holidays in their parents’ hometown of San Cristóbal in the Andes. Ilich showed his playmates how to tie metal tips onto arrows to make a clean kill when they went hunting parrots and took games of hide-and-seek, dominoes and Monopoly seriously. In these games, he usually quickly established himself as the leader and rule-setter.

In Caracas, José enrolled his two oldest sons first at a private school then at the public high school, Fermín Toro. Known as a hotbed of leftist radicalism, the high school served as the seat of the Venezuelan Communist Youth and boasted a curriculum that included Marxism and Leninism. Ilich and his brother joined the Venezuelan Communist Youth, but they didn’t participate much. As with other school activities, the shy, introverted Ilich typically hung back. His only real friend was his brother. They did everything together. 

“Do you wish we still had a tutor?” Lenin asks as they cross Plaza O’Leary, named for Daniel O’Leary, an Irish revolutionary hero in Venezuela’s war for independence from Spain in the early decades of the nineteenth century.

“No, I’m glad we’re going to school,” Ilich says. “I hated having those tutors.” 

The bright afternoon sunshine ricochets off the whitewashed walls, but it’s the rainy season. The midafternoon torrent will gush from the sky at any moment, then stop as suddenly as it started. When the sun returns, it will turn the wetness into a steamy humidity until everything dries out. 

They enter their building around the corner and go up to the apartment, where they’re surprised to find both parents and their little brother assembled in the living room. José declares that he has an important announcement to make. This doesn’t bode well, but then Ilich notes that his mother looks lighter, maybe even happy. He feels a spark of optimism as he settles in a chair. 

“Boys, I will be moving you and your mother to London where you will study languages and go to university in Europe. The current environment here is too violent with all these student protests. After your studies, you will return to Venezuela to aid in the transformation of our country. I’ll be staying here to work but I’ll visit often,” José says.

London! Europe! That beats going to the Central University of Venezuela across town. Ilich can’t wait.

 


Chapter 3: Swinging Sixties

 

 

London, 1967

 

L


ondon is an exciting place to be in the late sixties. A far cry from the bleak years following World War II, the city is now a global trend-setting center of popular culture and trendy fashion. The Beatles and the Rolling Stones. Mary Quant’s mini-skirt and Vidal Sassoon’s bob-cut. Carnaby Street and King’s Road. Twiggy and Jean Shrimpton. Sexual liberation and psychedelics and eye-popping colors. It’s a vibrant time of hedonism and optimism driven by the young who seek a different lifestyle to that of their parents. 

For the Ramírez brothers, Caracas soon turns into a distant memory. They take full advantage of the freedom afforded British teenagers, who go out unchaperoned. Plus, they’re far away from their overbearing patriarch who is funding their stay, thanks to his lucrative real estate deals.

The family rents a flat in the leafy West End. Ilich and Lenin enroll in the Stafford House Tutorial College, a cram school for foreign students to get their English and academics up to British standards. They anglicize their names: Ilich is known as “Illi” while Lenin goes by “Lenny.” Elba, with a bouffant hairdo, indulges in her passion for antiques and enjoys an active social life. She’s soon on the guest list for cocktail parties at Latin American embassies and often takes Ilich as her escort. 

The chubby schoolboy has turned into a refined young man. His manners are elegant, his English accent crisp. Thanks to hobnobbing in his mother’s diplomatic circles, he’s developed a taste for the finer things in life, Russian caviar and French champagne. He’s a natty dresser and has amassed a wardrobe of top-of-the-line clothes. He’s also discovered he has a knack for chatting up girls, who respond to his charismatic smile and attentive manner. 

After the boys earn their O-levels from Stafford House, they move on to Earls Court Tutorial College to earn the A-levels required for university entrance. But their fun, easy-going life screeches to a halt with their father’s arrival at Christmas 1967. He stays for several months to oversee the next steps in his two oldest sons’ lives. 

“The Sorbonne’s the place,” he says. “You’ve had enough of England. It’s time to branch out to the continent.”

In early 1968, he takes Ilich and Lenin on an exploratory visit to Paris, but living costs are high, and entrance to the university entails a lot of red tape. On top of that, France is engulfed in violent student protests. While José is politically aligned with the demonstrators, he doesn’t want his sons in the middle of possible danger. 

They return to London where José goes to work on Plan B—Patrice Lumumba University in Moscow. However, admission requires sponsorship by the Venezuelan communist party. Neither José nor his sons have ever been card-carrying members, but José knows the party’s leader, Gustavo Machado, from back when he’d helped found the organization in the late forties. Machado agrees to sponsor the boys so their studies will be paid for with a Venezuelan-Soviet House of Friendship grant, but they still must be accepted by Lumumba.

Wearing a huge smile on his face, José is waiting for his sons when they arrive home from college one day. He picks up a letter and waves it in the air as soon as they walk through the door. “You’re going to Moscow!” Ilich and Lenin take the letter and read their acceptance. “Now you’ll get a real Marxist education,” José continues. “You’ll learn firsthand about the great Russian revolution.”

The boys immediately drop out of Earls Court college and start taking Russian lessons from a local woman who emigrated to England before the 1917 revolution. In the fall of 1968, they fly to Moscow. They’re thrilled to be going to the birthplace of the communist ideals they’d been raised with.

 


Chapter 4: Vodka, Women and Politics

 

 

Moscow, 1968

 

E


stablished by the Soviet government in 1960, Patrice Lumumba University was named for the first prime minister of the Republic of Congo following independence from Belgium. Lumumba held power for just three months before he was executed by a rival with the backing of Western governments. The West viewed Lumumba as pro-communist because he’d requested aid from the Soviet Union. 

To honor his life, the Soviets founded the university to help nations struggling to emerge from colonialism and to train their future leaders in the communist model. In 1968, roughly two-thirds of the 6,000 students came from the developing countries in Africa, Latin America, and the Middle East with the rest from the Soviet Union. 

Enter the Ramírez brothers. To the Soviet students, they make a funny pair, these Venezuelans with absurdly communist names, and when they speak Russian, it’s an archaic form of the language used before the revolution. On top of that, unlike most of the foreign students who grew up in deep poverty, lived in refugee camps or belonged to persecuted peoples, the Ramírezes arrive from liberal, affluent London. 

They wear trendy Western fashions, play the latest records, and have a generous allowance that permits them to buy whisky and champagne from the shops that sell goods in dollars. But they’re happy to share their wealth and soon make friends. They also find that they intrigue Russian women, who regard them as quite exotic.

Despite the Marxist indoctrination they’ve absorbed since childhood, the brothers have trouble adapting to the communist lifestyle. The university, a drab set of grey block buildings in the best of Soviet brutalist architecture, is run like a boot camp. Classes are held six days a week from 9 a.m. to 3 p.m. with the first-year curriculum consisting mainly of Russian language and Marxist culture.

Questions by students and class debates are frowned upon. Free time is to be spent attending political and student association meetings, studying or sleeping. Drunkenness is severely punished.

Used to the freedom of their London life, Ilich and Lenin, who have enrolled to study engineering, balk at the rules. Ilich gains a reputation for disrupting lessons with questions and comments about discrepancies in the Soviet model on paper and in real life. They spend their spare time strumming guitars, chasing girls, and seeing sights in Moscow. They get rip-roaring drunk in bars and crawl back to their dorm in the wee hours.

They soon become a target of the so-called vice patrol, which has made it their mission to catch the Venezuelan rulebreakers in flagranti. One night, the patrol enters the brothers’ room and spots empty liquor bottles and glasses on a table. A squad member launches a more extensive search. He opens a cupboard. To his shock, a naked woman, who appears to be a prostitute, tumbles out, drunk. On another occasion, upon hearing the patrol coming, Ilich heaves a woman out of the window into six feet of snow below. She hurls verbal abuse at him as the patrol enters. 

The brothers also have difficulty adapting to the stodgy food and the climate. They never seem to be able to warm up in the sub-zero cold, and the long dark days are depressing. Alcohol, however, helps on both accounts. 

In their dorm room one night as snow falls steadily outside, Lenin downs shots of vodka, arms around girls amid a crowd of raucous students. Ilich enters. He’s wearing a traditional Russian outfit with a fur hat and an embroidered tunic-style shirt. He’s carrying a balalaika, a traditional guitar-like Russian instrument. Everyone cheers. He sits and picks out a tune. Someone has a camera, and he gladly poses for a photo. The picture later makes its way to the rector, who is far from pleased. He files it in an ever-expanding dossier chronicling the Ramírez brothers’ misdeeds.

It isn’t long before Ilich and Lenin are called into the rector’s office and told to curb their behavior. The rector also complains to the brothers’ official sponsor, the Venezuelan Communist Party. The head of the party, Gustavo Machado, asks their father to cut his sons’ allowances. 

“You’re giving them too much money to spend. This is the problem,” Machado says. “They can afford to get drunk all the time.”

José refuses. “My sons will want for nothing,” he says. 

Machado takes advantage of a trip to Moscow to visit party officials to also meet with his wayward sponsees in the lobby of his hotel.

Machado leans forward. “Boys, you have to get more serious about your studies. I’ve had numerous complaints about your behavior. Stop drinking so much and chasing women. It’s against the rules. You’re not winning any friends and you’re making the Venezuelan Communist Party look bad.”

Ilich can scarcely contain his disdain. “It’s only a bit of fun. Besides, this place is run like a gulag. Right, Lenny?” 

Lenin nods. “It’s true.” 

Machado sits back. “You might like this idea then. The party would like you, Ilich, to go to Bucharest to be our representative in Romania.”

“Why would I want to do that? And I’m not going anywhere without Lenny. No, I’m staying here.” 

Machado realizes that this twenty-year-old is a spoiled brat who’s only going to do what he wants. Machado returns to Venezuela with the feeling that supporting the Ramírez brothers was a mistake. 

In early 1969, Ilich grows interested in the Palestinian cause, which has gained world headlines due to a series of airplane hijackings and bombings carried out by an armed terrorist group called the Popular Front for the Liberation of Palestine, or PFLP. He discovers the group has a branch at Lumumba University whose members are only too eager to tell him all about the injustice wrought on their people by the Zionists of Israel. 

“The Jews drove us out of our homes, Ilich. They stole everything from us. And the rest of the world stands by and does nothing,” a friend tells him in a tiny, smoke-filled room that is the Arab students’ headquarters on campus. Ilich is moved by the tears shining in his friend’s eyes. 

“But we’re fighting back. We have the PFLP,” another says. 

“How are you fighting back?” Ilich asks.

“Guerrilla style. Violence is the only way the world will pay attention to our cause. We’re not afraid.”

Ilich immediately thinks of Fidel Castro, Che Guevara, Simon Bolívar, and nods. “You’re right.”

The Palestinians go on to tell him in detail about the leader of the PFLP, George Habash, as well as his deputy, Wadi Haddad, who is in charge of military operations that include hijackings and kidnappings. Both men are Palestinian Christians who trained as medical doctors at the American University in Beirut, where they met.
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