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‘For by this authority, given him by every particular man in the commonwealth, he has the use of so much power and strength conferred on him, that by terror thereof he is enabled to form the wills of them all, to peace at home, and mutual aid against their enemies abroad.’ (Thomas Hobbes, Leviathan, Part II, Chapter 17, 1651)
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‘If the reader prefers, this book may be regarded as fiction. But there is always the chance that such a book of fiction may throw some light on what has been written as fact.’ (Ernest Hemingway, A Moveable Feast, 1964) 

Prologue

Shortly after delivering his speech at the Davos summit, Somalia’s Prime Minister Jama Noor Galid suddenly contorted in pain, clutching his chest in alarm. His fellow panelists at the ‘Globalization and Africa’ session stared at him in shock. 

Just moments earlier, he had passionately argued that Somalia’s tragic fate was a warning sign for the complacent West—and now his face turned pale and his breath caught in his throat. He tried to speak, but no words came out. Within seconds, his body collapsed to the floor, shattering a glass water jug on a nearby table.

A local physician who happened to be in the audience quickly rushed to the stage, kneeled beside him, and found no sign of life. For several long minutes, he attempted resuscitation—mouth-to-mouth, steady chest compressions—but in vain. When it became clear that all hope was lost, the doctor had no choice but to pronounce him dead.

These pages are not meant to recount the life of the unfortunate Somali prime minister.

They are here to tell the story of his killers.
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​1
Waiting in Line for the Restroom
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“Anecdotes aren’t research, and gossip isn’t science.” 

Reuven Ganor shrank in his seat, sensing that Professor Shoham was taking some pleasure in landing these rhetorical blows again and again. 

“Your approach is journalistic, not academic. You get caught up in the trees—and miss the forest.”

Shoham’s drooping earlobes, trembling with the rhythm of his irate voice, contributed to the oppressive atmosphere. Ganor felt a flicker of relief when the professor finally averted his scolding gaze and turned to leaf through one of the academic journals scattered on his desk. 

“Thank you,” Ganor muttered. “I’ll look for a different research topic.” 

Professor Shoham noticed Ganor rising wearily from his chair and shot a final volley: “My advice? Wrap up the academic chapter of your life. You already have a bachelor’s degree, so you’ll get a non-thesis master’s, and then you can focus on pursuits more suited to your talents. I understand you’re a government employee, working in propaganda?” 

Ganor, with his hand on the door handle, summoned his courage and turned back to respond. “I’m not involved in propaganda. I’m a Foreign Ministry official, temporarily assigned as a policy advisor in the Minister of Information’s office. I chose the research track because I want to continue with my doctorate.” 

Once the door closed behind him, Shoham exhaled a weary sigh. “And I want to spend the night with the Queen of England.” 

The professor’s humiliating remarks hit Ganor like a slap. He had truly believed he was holding a worthwhile research proposal. The idea had struck him the previous Saturday night at the Jerusalem Theater. His wife, Daniela, had insisted on using the annual subscription she’d bought for the two of them. Although Ganor had no real interest in theater, he agreed—especially after she reminded him, “I ran after you all the way to the embassy in Sri Lanka—so don’t I deserve it, that you come with me to see Driving Miss Daisy?” 

During intermission, Ganor headed to the restrooms and joined the line stretching down the wide hallway. A polished white grand piano stood against one wall, guiding those waiting to press themselves against the opposite side. From the paintings hanging on the walls, mocking figures gazed down—smug in their exemption from the human need to relieve themselves. 

Most prominent among them was an Austro-Hungarian officer in a crisp blue uniform, a product of the ironic brush of Czech artist Josef Lada. His white mustache stretched across his face, and two neat rows of silver medals adorned his chest, and his sword, sheathed at his side, dangled low enough to brush the tops of his boots. His weary eyes seemed to say he had just finished scolding all the Schweiks of the world. ‘Give me a break; will you ever manage to surprise me with a disciplinary offense I haven’t seen before?’ 

Someone in line cracked a joke at Miss Daisy’s expense—something that, across the ocean, would likely be labeled antisemitic—but here, it drew bursts of laughter and a sudden sense of camaraderie among those waiting. Soon, the hallway buzzed with excited chatter, revealing just how eager the audience was to return for the second act of the delightful play. 

Though he stayed out of the banter, Ganor had to admit—if only to himself—that he, too, had enjoyed the show. A quiet smile played on his lips. ‘If I admit I enjoyed the play, Daniela will strike the theater visit off the list of compensations she feels entitled to for what she endured in Sri Lanka.’ 

And yet, despite the unlikely setting—the restroom corridor of Jerusalem’s theater—Ganor found himself returning to a personal vow he had made long ago: to ignore his professional instincts and keep all diplomatic maneuvering out of his marriage. 

That reflection, along with the steadily shrinking line, left him in a pleasant mood. He glanced at his watch, counted the people ahead of him, estimated the average time each would take, and calculated when his turn would come. 

Just as he finished the math, his eyes landed on a plaque nailed to the wall: ‘These restrooms were built with the support of the Ministry of Tourism through the Government Tourism Corporation.’ 

At the bottom of the sign were the logos of the funding agencies—both featuring the biblical motif of the two spies sent to scout the land, carrying a pole between them with a giant cluster of grapes. The Ministry’s logo also included a proud slogan: ‘Revolutionizing Israeli Tourism.’ 

When Ganor’s turn finally came to face the lavatory, he was disappointed to discover that behind the celebratory plaque lay a space utterly lacking in charm or distinction: a plain white commode, a stainless-steel bin beside it with a crumpled gray trash bag awkwardly stuffed inside. A row of ceiling lights reflected off the black ceramic tiles behind the toilet, leading Ganor to suspect that the architect had been lazy and simply reused the lighting design from the adjacent dressing rooms. 

He looked at his reflection in the mirror and noticed a few white hairs at his temples. His eyes seemed too close together, and his nose protruded just a bit more than average. 

All in all, a typical Jew, holding up pretty well, he concluded inwardly. But it’s not exactly the kind of face a novelist would take as proof of a remarkable personality. 

He turned his gaze to the box stuffed with paper towels. A warning sign loomed above it: ‘This paper is for hand-drying only!’ Ganor wondered if the warning had been put up after some visitor was caught using the forced pause to scribble his musings on a paper towel. 

As he exited the restroom, Ganor noted the various plaques scattered throughout the lobby: 

‘This theater was built for the people of Jerusalem through the generous donation of Miles M. and Gita Sherover.’ 

‘The Henry Crown Concert Hall.’ 

‘The Rebecca Crown Auditorium.’ 

‘The Uzi Wexler Hall.’ 

When he turned toward the elevator leading to the main auditorium, he noticed yet another sign: 

‘This elevator was installed with the assistance of the National Insurance Institute.’ 

A flash of insight struck him: perhaps these commemorative and donor plaques reflected a broader phenomenon—one that might merit serious academic study. Maybe even the basis for a master’s thesis, and eventually, a doctoral dissertation. 

Alongside his work at the Foreign Ministry—which he referred to as ‘mind-numbing water-treading’—Ganor was pursuing a master’s degree in international relations at the Hebrew University. He saw the program as a possible doorway to a professional shift. 

His frustrations as a diplomat were compounded by his wife, Daniela’s, growing impatience, who pressed him to find a career that wouldn’t require the family to relocate constantly from one posting to another. 

She often reminded him, “I wasn’t born to be a Bedouin. And when I teach my students the meaning of that beautiful verse, ‘And every man shall sit under his vine and fig tree, with none to make him afraid,’ I do it by illustrating the very opposite—telling my students about the harsh and rootless life of diplomats’ families.” 

Ganor’s frustrations only deepened after returning from his first posting in Sri Lanka to a desk job at the Foreign Ministry’s headquarters in Jerusalem. He had requested an assignment in the Asia Division, eager to deepen his expertise in a region he believed would soon play a much larger role on the global stage. 

Instead, he was placed in the Latin America Division. His protests—that he spoke none of the continent’s languages—were dismissed. The assistant to the head of the Personnel Division offered him a clear explanation. “We’re looking to train people who know a little about a lot, not a lot about a little.” 

Two years later, Ganor was asked to take up a post in Nigeria, but Daniela’s fierce opposition kept him in Israel. Left with few options, and after another two years had passed, Ganor submitted his candidacy for a temporary assignment as Foreign Policy Advisor to the Minister of Information. He was the sole applicant, and when the assistant division head informed him that the job was his, he also offered some parting wisdom: 

I’d be surprised if the new minister knows the difference between the Security Council and the Poultry Council. You’ll need to teach him the basics. If, after a year, you’ve had enough, find me—we’ll consider that you’ve served a year in a hardship post. 

True to his restroom reflections, Ganor made a point after the show of confessing to Daniela: “You can cross Miss Daisy off the debt I still owe you for Sri Lanka. I enjoyed it.” 

Daniela—taller than him by a head—ran her fingers through her flowing auburn hair, as if gently combing it, and replied in a no-nonsense tone, “The real payment will be if you say goodbye, and not see-you-later, to the Foreign Ministry. I know I sound like one of those worn-out LPs in your collection, but you’re turning forty this year. If there’s ever a time to start something new, this is it—before it’s too late. 

“Ofri and I can’t go through another Sri Lanka. And Buki’s no longer a pup—he weighs over nine kilograms. I will never agree to have him flown in the cargo hold of any plane.” 

Ganor cast a loving glance at his wife. Once again—perhaps for the millionth time—he felt that familiar thrill: How lucky I am that she chose me to be her partner. 

Alongside her intellect, wit, and generous heart, Daniela possessed a striking feminine presence. She was tall and full-figured, and a playful sparkle lit up her eyes when she smiled. To Ganor, her ample chest and feline grace projected a natural, effortless sensuality. 

“I’m working on it,” he hurried to reassure her. “I’ll finish the doctorate and join the faculty at one of the colleges. There’s real demand for lecturers with both academic degrees and diplomatic experience. And by the way—did you notice that among all the thank-you plaques around the theater, there’s one thanking those who helped build the restrooms?” 

Daniela smiled at him. “It’s nice that you notice the little things—but this time you’re overthinking it. They built a beautiful institution here. Nothing wrong with saying thanks to those who helped.” 

“It just doesn’t sit right with me,” Ganor replied thoughtfully. “One plaque tells the story of the Sherovers’ dream, their love for Jerusalem, and their son Gabriel, who died so tragically ... and right next to it, there’s a sign about a restroom built with help from the Ministry of Tourism. On the one hand, noble philanthropy; on the other, a toilet.” 

Daniela had clearly lost interest in the topic. “I don’t see the big deal, Ganor-ji. What matters is that you liked the play. We’ll get another subscription next year.” 

Daniela rarely used her husband’s first name. “My grandfather’s name is Reuven,” she used to say. “I’m not calling my husband by a grandfather’s name. ‘Ganor’ sounds better to me.” 

Ganor didn’t object, but deep down, he appreciated Daniela’s habit of occasionally adding that short suffix—ji—to his last name. It was a linguistic gesture she adopted back in Sri Lanka, where they had befriended a Nepali immigrant family living next door. That family had a custom of attaching the ji to the names of those they loved. 
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The Minister of Information
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The short drive from the university to Minister Shmuel Kramer’s office in the Knesset did little to lift the gloom shadowing Ganor’s face. Representatives of the Anti-Defamation League from the United States were waiting to meet with the minister. 

Michal, the chief of staff, spotted Ganor and hurried the group toward Kramer’s office. “Watch the clock, Ganor. Forty-five minutes, that’s it. Shmuel must be on time for his meeting with the prime minister. And don’t forget—you’re going with him.” 

Kramer greeted his guests with a broad smile, expressing Israel’s deep gratitude for their longstanding dedication to the Jewish people, and warmly declared, “Not even a great ocean can separate brothers.” 

Against his will, Ganor’s thoughts kept circling back to Professor Shoham’s humiliating words. The fragments he caught in the minister’s office would suffice for a proper summary of the conversation later. 

The visitors emphasized the growing strength of Israel’s adversaries, noting that demographic trends in America were not in Israel’s favor. 

“Hispanics and African Americans don’t particularly like us,” one of them said. “And their political influence—as well as their share of the population—is on the rise. You need to invest more in public diplomacy.” 

Kramer said that it was crucial they raise these concerns in their meeting with the prime minister the next day. “Israel’s public diplomacy budget is absurd,” he said. “There’s no real understanding here of how important our image is around the world. And I suppose the diplomatic deadlock with the Palestinians doesn’t help either. People say the occupation doesn’t photograph well.” 

One of the visitors said, “Look, we’re not trying to decide for you what to do with the territories. Our kids don’t serve in the IDF. But maybe put more focus on things that look like Tikkun Olam—you know, global warming, renewable energy, drip irrigation, that kind of thing.” 

The minister nodded enthusiastically. “Yes, we must think outside the box. I took office six months ago and immediately discovered it’s not just money—serious money—that we’re lacking. We’re also short on innovative thinking.” 

Kramer gestured to Ganor with a scribbling motion—a subtle sign meant to show the Jewish leaders how deeply he valued their input. “I moved heaven and earth to secure funding for a team of Israeli doctors to travel to Africa and perform circumcisions. It reduces the risk of HIV infection by more than 50 percent. And what did we get in return? We got slammed by European bleeding hearts who decided circumcision violates the rights of newborns.” 

One of the participants suggested, “You have to be careful with your words. Your defense minister went on CNN and talked about ‘terror in the West Bank.’ Someone needs to tell him that kind of language plays into the hands of our enemies. He should be saying ‘Judea and Samaria.’“ 

The eldest in the group voiced his assent. “I’m from the generation that knew Menachem Begin. That wise Jew once wrote that if we stop calling the Arabs of the territories ‘Palestinians’ and refer to them instead as ‘Arabs of the Land of Israel,’ we will immediately shift the global perception of the conflict.” 

Kramer responded approvingly. “This is a mutual responsibility at its best—Israel and the Diaspora, sitting together and working out solutions to the challenges facing the Jewish people. Thank you, my brothers and sisters.” 

After the guests left, a message came in: the meeting with the Prime Minister had been postponed indefinitely. Kramer lit up with joy and turned to Michal. “A moment of bliss! Book a table for the three of us at ‘Ima’. Their kubeh is a celebration.” 

Michal responded firmly, “You’re going with Ganor. I’ll stay here to keep an eye on the shop—and the calories. I don’t want to be tempted into overeating there. You both know that my son, Yaniv’s, bar mitzvah is at the end of the month. And you’d better show up! I swore I’d fit into that new dress by the big day.”
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​3
Israel Needs a Bold New Brand
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Kramer eased his hunger with an array of appetizers spread across the table. Then, ordering a platter of stuffed vegetables and the Kubbeh Soup he loved, he turned to Ganor, who sat silently across from him. 

“Are you fasting?” 

Ganor replied that he wasn’t hungry and would settle for the starters—maybe sample the stuffed vegetables later. 

Kramer pressed on, “You look down. Something wrong at home?” 

Ganor wasn’t surprised by the minister’s friendly tone. Kramer had a reputation as a likable man, unspoiled by his entry into the cabinet. At fifty, of average height, he carried a modest belly and an unruly crown of thick gray curls that would challenge even the toughest combs. Over the months they worked together, a quiet fondness had grown between them, bridging the gap in age and rank. 

Kramer had become Minister of Information with no background in foreign affairs and little familiarity with the international stage. Though he proudly claimed his real education came during his years driving a bus in Haifa, he had gained substantial political and parliamentary experience as a labor representative and a fierce advocate for public transportation. 

He exuded a natural warmth that won him the affection of his party colleagues. His genuine interest in people never came across as the fake charm of a cynical politician. 

Prime Minister Ze’ev Shoval had taken him under his wing, admiring his knack for finding creative solutions to thorny problems. “Kramer proves that fixing a flat tire on a bus is a great training for patching holes in politics,” the Prime Minister liked to quip at faction meetings in the Knesset. Commentators were already hinting that Kramer might one day rise to the party’s senior leadership circle. 

Ganor was impressed by the minister’s ability to learn quickly and the effort he invested in mastering his new domain. He had arranged a marathon of meetings for Kramer with public opinion experts, branding consultants, and marketing pros, even compiling a tailored reading list. 

So now, he saw no reason to hide what was weighing on his heart. The minister listened with curiosity as Ganor described the visit to the theater. Unlike Daniela, Kramer seemed to grasp immediately that a plaque crediting someone for helping build the restrooms was indeed a noteworthy curiosity. 

“So now explain to a simple bus driver how a sign like that becomes the topic of an academic research paper,” Kramer said. 

“I intended to trace the decision-making process that led to the plaque’s installation,” Ganor replied. 

“Sounds fancy—’decision-making process.’ Maybe someone just wanted to impress their boss?” Kramer scoffed. 

“My intention was to analyze the event using alternative interpretive tools,” Ganor explained. “Like Graham Allison does in his book on the Cuban Missile Crisis.” 

“Is that supposed to impress me?” Kramer shot back, mocking. 

“Allison shows how each method of analysis reveals different aspects of an event,” Ganor continued. “One approach assumes the actors are rational and make cold cost-benefit decisions. Another focuses on how organizations behave.” 

“Why?” Kramer pressed. 


“Because organizations have their own internal logic,” Ganor said. “They learn slowly, resist change, and tend to expand.” 



“And the third approach?” Kramer asked. 

“That one looks at the politics of the event—who the players are, what quirks and egos they bring, and how they negotiate with each other,” Ganor explained. 

“Interesting. I’d take a bit from each,” Kramer admitted. 

“And rightly so,” Ganor concluded. “That’s Allison’s own recommendation.”

Kramer stared into his soup bowl. With a flick of his finger, he nudged the last kubbeh ball adrift, watching it float lazily from one edge to the other. Ganor kept silent, assuming the minister was deep in thought—perhaps evaluating some political event through the lens of the Allison model. 

After a long pause, Kramer finally picked up his spoon, scooped up the kubbeh, looked Ganor in the eye, and declared, 

“Your professor’s a total loss. But your spark plugs are pretty clogged too.” 

“And what have I done to deserve that, Mr. Minister?” Ganor asked. 

“You completely missed the link between that restroom plaque and the work we do here,” Kramer shot back. 

“You mean the commemorative angle? The fact that people are so eager to leave their mark that even a public restroom is fair game?” Ganor ventured. 

“And how, young sir, do you see Israeli public diplomacy benefitting from your marvelous insight?” Kramer pressed. 

“We could establish a memorial site in Jerusalem to the great figures of humanity—turn it into a global pilgrimage destination,” Ganor suggested. “The less Israel is associated with war and occupation, the more we gain.” 

“Now you’re starting to talk sense,” Kramer conceded. “But forget your memorial project. Every country builds monuments to honor the dead. I’m thinking of something that serves the living—something joyful, not the graveyard gloom. So listen carefully—your little theater anecdote is a hidden gem for Israeli public diplomacy.”

Kramer wiped a bit of kubbeh broth from his mustache with the back of his hand, set down his spoon, and laid out the idea that had taken root in his mind: 

“From the books you forced on me, I’ve learned that the name of the game is branding. A country is like any product—it needs a supportive customer base. Customers buy a story, and that story is the heart of the brand. You say ‘Switzerland,’ and right away you picture a Swiss watch. When you want to describe punctuality, you say, ‘As precise as a Swiss watch.’ 

“That’s what Professor Jerry Nye was explaining in the article you gave me about soft power. Smart guy, that gentile. Sometimes a country doesn’t need tanks to reach its goals—a good image can do the job, cheaply and without bloodshed.” 

Ganor was quick to confirm, “That gentile really does prove you can influence others to do what you want—not through coercion or payment, which is ‘hard power,’ but through values, culture, and moral legitimacy. And by the way, his name is Joseph, not Jerry.” 

Kramer pulled a face. “Jerry, Joseph—what’s the difference? The bottom line, beneath all the academic babble, is this: Israel needs a fresh brand that makes people like us.” 

“But we already have that,” Ganor protested. “We’re the Startup Nation. We have Iron Dome. We invented drip irrigation.” 

Kramer waved him off. 

“Startup Nation is an abstract concept. You can’t touch it. Iron Dome just reinforces our militaristic image. And drip irrigation? Those little plastic tubes only interest farmers—and in the U.S. and Europe, farming employs less than 10 percent of the workforce. We need a product that every human being needs and instinctively appreciates.” 

“So I assume the product you’re referring to isn’t from the same family as that commemorative plaque I saw on my way to the toilet,” Ganor said dryly. 

“I’m talking about the toilet itself, my young friend,” Kramer declared. “The commodes that Israel will produce will be the Mercedes of toilets.” 

“Oh, come on, Shmuel,” Ganor objected. “A lavatory is something people may enjoy sitting on—but they certainly don’t enjoy talking about.” 

“That’s exactly what your story from the theater suggests is beginning to change,” Kramer countered. “The trick is seeing the future before everyone else does—plenty of things used to be taboo. Then people started talking about them, and suddenly they were no longer forbidden. Some even became trendy.” 

“Like what?” Ganor asked. 

“Like same-sex relationships, divorce, interracial marriage, women’s right to vote, children born out of wedlock, single-parent families, assisted dying, criticism of religion, mental health, abortions, cannabis—and that’s just the short list,” Kramer replied. 

“And what does that have to do with toilets?” Ganor pressed. 

“The fact that someone wanted credit for funding the restrooms at a theater shows a shift is underway,” Kramer explained. “You see a galloping horse through the window—if you don’t jump on, the moment is gone.” 

“But there are already excellent commodes on the market,” Ganor argued. “On our public diplomacy tour in Scandinavia, I saw one in a hotel with a heated seat.” 


“Of course, there are good lavatories out there,” Kramer conceded. “Just like there are plenty of decent watch brands. But there isn’t a single country identified with the ultimate toilet. 



“That’s what we’ll build—blending the best features of existing models with new, unique elements. And we’ll wrap it in a compelling story. We’ll brand it, proudly, as a high human value.” 

“I doubt the Israeli public will buy into that so easily,” Ganor said. 

“A leader needs to lead,” Kramer replied firmly. “Like Shimon Peres said: a passenger on a bus will panic if the driver keeps turning around to check whether everyone approves of how he’s driving.” 

“There’ll be a lot of criticism,” Ganor warned. “The press will mock you.” 

“The mockery and debate will only help the campaign,” Kramer insisted. “You know how they laughed at Gottlieb Daimler when he invented a bus that ran on an engine instead of horses? I don’t remember if it was Ben-Gurion or Begin who said it, but someone did: ‘No great achievement ever comes without a great fight.’ Whoever said it was right.” 

“I’m afraid the Mercedes Toilet might drive you straight out of politics,” Ganor cautioned. “It could wreck your career.” 

“I actually like that phrase ‘Mercedes Toilet,’“ Kramer said with a grin. “It’s catchy. It gets the message across. Did you hear how annoyed the King of Jordan is with the gift he keeps getting from our prime ministers? A bronze statue of a peace dove. They say he complains he already has a whole flock of them. In history, leaders used to give each other real gifts, such as elephants, pandas, and Rolls-Royces. So, to those who deserve it, we’ll offer the Mercedes Toilet.” 

“I can’t imagine the Prime Minister green-lighting a project like this,” Ganor remarked. 

“Well, that remains to be seen,” Kramer concluded. “In the meantime, draft a preliminary memo and start putting together a list of people who can help us. Take charge. Organize a meeting—with folks who know lavatories, and folks who can turn a regular toilet into a genuine Mercedes.”
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Deflating an Absurd Idea
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Ganor knew that all it took was an unconventional idea to spark the minister’s imagination. If he were to resist now, it would only deepen Kramer’s attachment to his newborn brainchild. 

Usually, a short span of time—never too long—was enough for Kramer to let go of such far-fetched notions. And when that moment came, he never stood on ceremony; he would joke about his antics and thank Ganor for being grounded—for the common sense and seriousness that helped his master, who had soared into the stratosphere, land safely back on solid ground. 

And indeed, Ganor did his homework and began digging into the world of lavatories and the people who might be relevant to the initiative. To ease Kramer’s mind, he gathered an initial list of experts through internet research and divided them into several categories: a seasoned executive from the toilet manufacturing industry; a strategic financial advisor; a materials engineer specializing in sanitation products; an industrial designer for luxury items; an electronics expert in smart-home systems; a sustainability and ecology consultant; a branding and marketing advisor; and a customer experience specialist. 

He did not rush to contact any of these experts and hoped he would not be forced to convene them, as Kramer had requested. Nevertheless, from experience, he knew he had to invest some time in learning the subject—if only a little—so as not to appear lazy or dismissive. That way, he could prevent the minister from digging in and gradually dissolve his stubbornness around promoting an absurd idea. 

In that spirit—and mainly to gather arguments that might help dissuade Kramer from his Mercedes Toilet initiative—Ganor decided to meet separately with two of the experts on his list: Professor Shalom Shitrit, a specialist in financial management and strategy from Tel Aviv University, and Dr. Nahum Zuckerman, owner of the lavatory manufacturing company IsraToilets. 

Ganor was careful not to reveal Kramer’s initiative to them. He explained that the Ministry of Information was examining the possibility of awarding a grant to an Israeli manufacturer in the fields of irrigation and sanitation if one of its innovative products could become a global leader in its category. 

The choice of water-related industries stemmed from the assumption that Israel is known worldwide for its achievements in this domain, especially following the success of the Israeli drip irrigation system. 

Ganor phrased his questions so as to yield answers that would help weaken Kramer’s resolve. To Professor Shitrit, he asked, “What budget is required to develop an Israeli-made product—say, a high-quality kitchen faucet—and make it popular around the world?” 

To Dr. Zuckerman, he asked, “Assuming there’s a budget for development and marketing, what is the time frame needed to produce a high-quality, breakthrough Israeli sanitation product—like a bathroom sink—and turn it into a world leader in its field?” 

Professor Shitrit replied that developing a product with such ambition could cost anywhere between $20 million and $80 million, depending on the technological complexity, materials, production processes, and regulatory standards. At the same time, the minimum annual investment required for promotion and branding would be $10 million, though that amount was likely insufficient and would require significant additions. 

Dr. Zuckerman responded that the development and launch of such a product—including research, prototyping, testing, production, and initial distribution—could take about three years, and turning it into a leading global brand would take another five. According to him, the timeline might stretch even further, as Israel is not perceived as a global leader in the field of sanitation, and products associated with it might face boycotts or business resistance in certain markets, depending on developments in the Israeli–Palestinian conflict.
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The Ganors and the Shukruns
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Ganor shared the Information Minister’s initiative—what he called ‘the minister’s running joke,’—at Friday dinner with Eli and Nirit Shukrun. ‘The university professor tells me I’m not serious enough, and my minister complains I’m too serious.’ 

Shukrun challenged his friend, “The wise guy at the university is totally wrong, and your minister is only half wrong. You’re too serious about the whole world—but not serious enough about your own career.” 

Reuven Ganor and Eli Shukrun had been close friends since their elementary school days in Jerusalem. During their time at the Hebrew University, they shared a small rented apartment. Both studied in the Economics Department; Ganor also pursued Political Science, while Shukrun—whose shoe soles had worn thin from walking every valley and trail in the land he loved—chose the Geography Department. 

Ganor, with round features and a friendly expression, was average in every aspect of his appearance—so much so that his unremarkable looks rarely drew attention. His friend, on the other hand, was tall and muscular, with black curly hair that framed striking features and a firm, chiseled chin, as if shaped by a master’s hand. The youngest of four brothers, Eli had been called ‘Eli the handsome’ by his mother since the age of one—much to the dismay of his older siblings. Until first grade, whenever someone asked his name, he’d proudly say, “I’m Eli the handsome,” prompting bursts of laughter. 

Ganor had come to terms with their visual disparity and felt no jealousy as they strolled across campus paths, the girls’ eyes skipping over him and landing on his friend. Under the influence of Shukrun, who had been religiously building his muscles since high school, Ganor joined him for weightlifting and squash games at the university’s sports facility. 

“I’m turning you into a fitness beast,” Shukrun would say. “But not for free. In exchange, you’re going to fill in the glaring gaps in my musical education.” 

Ganor collected vinyl records of the rock music he loved and played them in their apartment on an old Garrard turntable, which, he claimed, didn’t distort the original sound the way digital CDs notoriously did. 

“You should listen to them over and over,” he told Shukrun. “At first you won’t fully get it, but in time, bands such as the Grateful Dead, The Blue Nile, King Crimson, and others like them will be woven into your soul—you won’t just hear the music, you’ll feel it. And when you play an album like The Snow Goose by Camel and hear a guitarist like Andy Latimer strum a single string, you’ll swear that string is vibrating inside your body.” 

As they approached the end of their undergraduate studies, Ganor and Shukrun applied together to the Foreign Ministry’s cadet course—and were both accepted. Their partners, and later their wives, Daniela and Nirit, quickly found common ground and became close friends. 

Both had completed their studies at the Hebrew University in Jerusalem. Daniela, who graduated from the School of Education, began teaching Bible and Civics at one of Jerusalem’s high schools. Nirit, who completed a degree in Social Work, shifted course and joined the conferences department at Bruckman Events Production Company. 

After each couple moved into their own apartment, the Shukruns and the Ganors—as their friends called them—continued to meet often and spent their vacations together. Their children were born within a short time of each other—Roy of the Shukruns and Ofri of the Ganors. 

Though Daniela and Nirit disliked their husbands’ jokes about a future wedding between the children, the two men never backed down. Shukrun enjoyed stirring the pot. “My grandmother told me that in her village, Amadiya in Iraq, it was customary to marry off children at twelve.” 

And Ganor would reply, “Well, my grandmother came from Kraków and taught me to haggle over every penny—so forget about any discounts on the bride price you’ll have to pay for Ofri.” 

When the two young diplomats faced their first postings abroad, Shukrun surprised everyone by resigning from the Foreign Ministry and starting the screening process for Mossad. 

“There are crossroads in life where you have to make a choice. I realized I had to leave. That brief encounter with your bunch of puffed-up diplomats was enough to see this isn’t my place. I want action. But at the Foreign Ministry, they always find reasons to sit on their backsides and do nothing. I want to be like Lustig.” 

The cadets first heard of Lustig from Zvi Shimkin, who had served as ambassador to Montevideo and came to speak to the training course about the daily life of an Israeli diplomatic mission in South America. Nearing retirement, Shimkin allowed himself to unload his frustrations and talk candidly about his fellow diplomats. 

“I don’t want to throw cold water on your enthusiasm,” he began, “but you’ll discover it’s hard to find truly mission-driven people in our ministry. Diplomacy often makes us too polite, too hesitant. Sometimes I think the Foreign Ministry works like a sausage machine in reverse—you put in gold, meaning you, and on the other end . . . Well, everyone knows what comes out.” 
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