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At crucial moments, at turning points,
when factors appear more or less equally
balanced, chance, individuals and their
decisions and acts, themselves not
necessarily predictable—indeed, seldom
so—can determine the course of history.


ISAIAH BERLIN





Foreword



On January 20, 1989, I left Washington on the five o’clock flight for San Francisco to take up private life once again, combining association with Stanford University’s Hoover Institution and Graduate School of Business and several businesses where I knew and respected the management. I was tired after six and one-half tumultuous years, and I felt that memoirs could easily become self-serving. Turn over the documents to the historians, I thought, and let them write the record of foreign policy during the Reagan years.


Soon my energy returned and, as I looked into my records, I felt a renewed sense of excitement about what had happened on my watch, and a desire to set out the flow of events, the hows and the whys, as they appeared from my own angle of view. Much had been accomplished during those crucial years. The process was at times exhilarating, at times fractious, in an administration often at odds with itself. I wanted to present the reality as I experienced it, warts and all: a foray into how things happened in Washington during years that were on the hinge of history. When I started as secretary of state, the world was in turmoil, and when I left office, the cold war was over and, after a struggle lasting over four decades, the idea of free and open political and economic systems had triumphed.


And so I began what turned out to be three years of hard but fascinating work. My objective has been to produce a living history, re-creating the scene as I experienced it. I was exposed to a fire hose of information and a kaleidoscopic round of action, day after day, week after week—with an unrelenting pressure to perform and an opportunity to make a difference. My adrenaline started to rise again but, in the telling, I could also reflect more fully on these experiences.


As I prepared to write, I found at hand an unusually rich record about a period of extraordinary importance in our county’s foreign affairs: not just official papers that flowed in and out of my office, but careful notes about my meetings with key leaders and a contemporaneous, on the spot record of what went on in my office wherever I was, my readouts of meetings I attended elsewhere, and my own musings about what I thought there and then.


Presentation confronted me with the problem of capturing the flow and interplay of developments in different parts of the world at one moment in time and in one aspect of our foreign policy at different points in time. There are, unfortunately, no literary techniques to convey the simultaneity of events. Most chapters take up a subject over a defined period, simply for the sake of coherent presentation. Nevertheless, a sense of development was needed and all the connections had to be remembered. I tried to do that as I went along.


I have been blessed with an editor of extraordinary talent, Cynthia Fry Gunn. I first worked with Cynthia sixteen years ago when she edited my book Economic Policy Beyond the Headlines. She encouraged me to undertake this memoir in the first instance and has seen me through from early, tentative efforts to completion of the book. She provided challenge, debate, and sound advice on the entire manuscript in endless iterations, making extensive and essential editorial transformations, reorganizations, and critiques. I owe her an enormous debt of gratitude for contributing her keen intelligence and insight, her laser-beam focus and drive for excellence, and her boundless energy to this demanding project. With unswerving dedication she held me to the highest standards and aspirations, and has kept me at it these past three years.


This book bears the imprint of Robert Stewart, who has been a source of patient support and genuine encouragement, providing helpful suggestions and allowing me the time I needed to do this job right.


I also thank a tireless and talented group that has assisted me as well. Grace Hawes has been a resourceful archivist whose capacity for detective work and organization has made my vast records readily available. Romayne Ponleithner has been a wonder at managing and typing the massive flow of drafts, keeping the flood of changes and reorganizations straight, and meticulously indexing the book. Kiron Skinner has been an unflagging provider of the public record, critic, and manager of a rotating group that relentlessly checked the manuscript for factual accuracy. Maren Leed was especially helpful in this effort. The Hoover Institution has graciously put at my disposal the necessary facilities. Phyl Whiting, Juanita Nissley, and June DeVille have helped me organize my life so that I could save the blocks of time needed for this endeavor.


Four friends have provided penetrating and constructive criticism in their reading of the entire manuscript: Ken Dam, Andrew Knight, Don Oberdorfer, and, until his sudden death, George Stigler. John Whitehead provided helpful recollections of our efforts to stimulate change in the countries of Eastern Europe. Tony Motley provided me vital information and his account of the Grenada effort. Ray Seitz, my executive assistant, who broke me in during my first two years as a new secretary of state, provided especially helpful recollections.


Charlie Hill, a senior research fellow at Stanford’s Hoover Institution, served as my executive assistant for two-thirds of my time as secretary of state and was a close associate during the two years before taking up that post. With the perspective gained from his experience as a senior foreign service officer and with great ability, he took extensive notes in my office and other places where I happened to be. These notes constitute a remorselessly precise record and a vivid picture of a “slice of history in the making.” Charlie drew from his notes to provide invaluable and unique raw material for this book. I am deeply grateful to him, both for his critical role while I was secretary of state and for his essential work with me on this manuscript.


Many friends and associates have read parts of the draft manuscript dealing with subjects familiar to them and have given me the benefit of their reactions. I thank Mike Armacost, Harry Barnes, Jerry Bremer, Chet Crocker, the late Phil Habib, Jim Hodgson, Geoffrey Howe, Bob Kagan, Max Kampelman, Henry Kissinger, Clay McManaway, Dick Murphy, Paul Nitze, Nick Platt, Roz Ridgway, Harry Shlaudeman, Gaston Sigur, Abe Sofaer, Bill Stanton, and Jim Timbie.


In my stewardship at the State Department and in writing about those times in this book, I have been fortunate to have been surrounded by talented colleagues. I could not do without them. I thank them for being special friends and partners in what I regard as great endeavors.


GEORGE P. SHULTZ


Stanford, California


December 1992      
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GATHERING THE THREADS






CHAPTER 1
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The World in Turmoil


Someone handed me a note: a George Clark from the White House was calling. I did not know any George Clark and pushed the slip of paper aside. It was Friday morning, June 25, 1982. As president of Bechtel, an engineering and construction company with global reach, I was in the midst of an important meeting in London. When my presentation was over, the call came through again. This time the note said Bill Clark was on the line. Judge William P. Clark, Jr., President Reagan’s California friend and now his national security adviser. I had telephoned him a week earlier to express my concerns over the Israeli invasion of Lebanon and the destruction of Beirut, which was now in full fury. I left the room and took the phone. “The president wants to talk to you about something of great importance,” he said. “Can you go to the American embassy, where you can talk on a secure phone?”


The rumor that Secretary of State Alexander Haig was about to resign was circulating again, but I had no idea what was behind this request. Soon after I arrived at our embassy on Grosvenor Square, President Reagan’s call came through. “Al Haig has resigned,” he told me, “and I want you to be my secretary of state.”


“Haig has already resigned? That is a fact?” I asked. “It has already happened?” I did not want to get into the position of saying yes to the president’s request and then having Al Haig told that he was out.


“He has resigned,” the president responded. “It hasn’t been announced, but it has happened. I have accepted his resignation, and I want you to replace him.”


As we talked, it dawned on me that President Reagan wanted me to say yes then and there. “Mr. President, are you asking me to accept this job now, over the phone?”


“Well, yes, I am, George,” he replied. “It would help a lot because it’s not a good idea to leave a post like this vacant. When we announce that Secretary Haig has resigned, we’d like to announce that I have nominated you to be secretary of state.” For a brief moment, flashes of California raced through my mind—my life at Bechtel and Stanford was wonderful. I had been out of office for about eight years. I loved what I was doing and the people I was working with. I knew from experience the tensions, the lack of privacy, and the demands on time, energy, intellect, emotion that come with a cabinet post. But I had come to regard public service as something special, more an opportunity and a privilege than an obligation. I supported the president and his ideas. I felt well prepared. “Mr. President, I’m on board.” So back I would go to the pressures of Washington, this time to what I knew would be the toughest, most demanding, and yet potentially most exhilarating and gratifying of jobs.


Danger and Disarray


Early the next morning, my wife, O’Bie, and I were off on the Concorde headed for Washington. I used the four-hour flight to gather my thoughts and assess the world scene:


The year was 1982, but the 1970s were still with us. The mood at the end of that decade had been captured by Jimmy Carter, unfortunately for him, in an unforgettable way: America was suffering from a bad case of “malaise,” he said. Americans could no longer be optimistic. At the end of the 1970s the predictions were for rising oil prices, more inflation, and stagnation: the United States would simply have to get used to a lower standard of living. An escalation of cold war tension was taken for granted. Moscow’s military might grew yearly. The nuclear arms race proceeded unharnessed. The Soviet army’s invading forces were grinding through Afghan villages. So much for détente.


Throughout the cold war era, America’s responsibilities as a superpower had been fulfilled with impressive success. But fear of flagging will or failure had become pervasive. The American presidency had become a story of successive agonies: the assassination of John F. Kennedy; the anguished departure of Lyndon Johnson at the nadir of the Vietnam War; Richard Nixon’s de facto impeachment; Gerald Ford’s healing but brief stewardship; and Jimmy Carter’s miseries, which, with a weak smile, he spread across the American and international scene. In June 1980, I had said in a speech to the Business Roundtable, “All around us, and plain for all the world to see, is confusion about our aims, deterioration in our world position, and deep concern, perhaps fear, that we are no longer able to establish a tough-minded sense of direction and stick to it.”


Now, in mid-1982, we were still besieged by problems and buffeted by events. Ronald Reagan’s program, off to a strong start at home, was struggling abroad. President Reagan had set out to restore America’s strength, optimism, and “can do” spirit. He was strengthening our defense capabilities, invigorating the morale of our men and women in uniform, and carrying the message of political and economic freedom around the world. But the president’s foreign policy refused to lift off and soar. I felt the United States held the winning hand, but it was proving a difficult hand to play.


Bitterness marked the discord between the United States and our European allies over the proposed construction of a gigantic 3,500-mile pipeline running from Siberia through rugged terrain to carry gas, Soviet gas, into Europe. The American and European economies were in a recession, and the pipeline contract meant good jobs during a time when they were hard to get.


But suddenly, in mid-December of 1981, the Polish government, with clear Soviet support, cracked down on the Polish labor union Solidarity and its courageous leaders. The Reagan administration was determined to register its views forcefully, to use the events in Poland as the basis for action against the Soviets. On December 29, the president ordered all U.S. firms to break any direct contract involving the Siberian pipeline and not to enter into any new ones. Six months later, on June 18, 1982, in the acrimonious aftermath of the Versailles economic summit, President Reagan carried his policy further: any European firm operating on a U.S. license or any American subsidiary operating in Europe must break all pipeline contracts. Our European allies harshly attacked the United States for this “retroactive action.” We were, they cried, an “unreliable supplier,” applying “extraterritorial” reach to American foreign policy that encroached upon their sovereignty.


The Europeans were enraged, as were important segments of the U.S. business community. Yet the upcoming year, 1983, would be critical for nuclear arms negotiations: close U.S.-European coordination would be essential. New Soviet missiles, SS-20s, had been deployed and, since the 1970s, explicitly and directly targeted on Europe. These intermediate-range missiles could not reach the United States. Their purpose was to intimidate West Europeans as part of an ongoing Soviet effort to drive a wedge between the United States and our NATO allies. U.S. missiles, as agreed by all NATO members, were scheduled to be deployed beginning in late 1983 on European soil as a counter to these Soviet deployments. Crucial negotiations would determine whether the arms race would be speeded up or scaled back. The pressing need for coherence and unity in the alliance would be practically impossible to manage, I knew, unless we could dissipate the acrimonious atmosphere with the Europeans created by the pipeline dispute.


U.S.-Soviet relations had gone into the deep freeze when the Soviets invaded Afghanistan just after Christmas of 1979. Now the Soviet-backed crackdown in Poland further deepened the cold. Relations between the two superpowers were not simply bad; they were virtually nonexistent. West German Chancellor Helmut Schmidt said to me in May 1982, “The superpowers are not in touch with each other’s reality. The Soviets can’t read you. More human contact is needed.”


“The Soviet system is incompetent and cannot survive,” I had said in a speech at Stanford in 1979. “In the struggle with communism freedom is the ideological victor in the world.” Now, three years later, in 1982, I had not changed my mind. The Soviets had to be made to realize that they could not succeed with aggression, nor could they win an arms race. But we did not want to spark conflict through fear or miss opportunities to resolve outstanding problems. President Reagan recognized the Soviet Union for what it was: aggressive, repressive, and economically bankrupt, but militarily powerful, with an arsenal of strategic nuclear weapons able to devastate us in thirty minutes. We must recognize that reality, I knew, but we should also be ready to deal with the Soviets more constructively if the opportunity arose. We had to gather support for this approach: from Congress, the press, and the public. Global stability depended on how we dealt with the Soviets. This was an issue I was eager to talk over with the president.


As I looked to Asia, it struck me that the opening to China achieved by President Nixon and Henry Kissinger was closing. An array of minor differences had been blown up to become major items of tension. The immediate dilemma was how to fulfill our responsibility to help Taiwan with its defense while standing behind our agreements with Beijing when U.S.-China relations were reestablished. With our important economic and political interests in Asia, I saw an uneasy state in our relationship with Japan. Trade issues were endless and difficult, and we were pressing Japan, somewhat against their better judgment, to undertake greater defense efforts. As a marine, I had fought the Japanese in World War II, and I was uneasy with encouraging Japan’s renewal as a military power. Elsewhere in the Asia-Pacific region, I knew concern about a rearmed Japan was widespread.


Turning to Africa, the scene all across the southern continent was grim. Apartheid in South Africa was abhorrent and oppressive. Could the United States fashion a policy to slow the expansion of communism beyond Angola and Mozambique, provide a chance for independence in Namibia, and somehow make white South Africans realize that change must come?


In the Muslim world, the rise of Ayatollah Khomeini’s radical fundamentalism had the Arab nations in a panic, and with good reason. Even the Grand Mosque in Mecca had been attacked, in November 1979, by extremists. Iran’s military drive into Iraq was raising the specter of a new and fearsome force across the world of Islam—from Marrakesh to Bangladesh.


In our own part of the world, I could see that President Reagan was giving sharper attention to the Caribbean and Central America as well as Canada and Mexico. U.S. foreign policy started in our own backyard: anything rotten there could infect the United States. So we must pay attention. “Another Vietnam”: that’s what critics called U.S. support for El Salvador. Democracy in Central America was showing sparks of life, but setbacks there were too often magnified into an imperative for American disengagement. The Soviets observed our domestic discord with relish, expecting that an America divided in rancorous debate over emerging Marxist revolutionary movements to its south would be less inclined to act to contain Moscow’s advances elsewhere in the world.


Then there was Lebanon: there was no point in philosophizing over whether this country was a vital U.S. interest. A war was raging there, and war in the Middle East meant trouble for everybody. Only a few weeks earlier, the Israelis had launched an invasion into southern Lebanon and by now had beaten the Syrians back and had pinned down the Palestine Liberation Organization (PLO) in the city of Beirut. The trauma in Lebanon reverberated throughout the Middle East. Any notion of a peace process going forward between Arabs and Israelis, with the Israeli army at that moment laying siege to an Arab capital, was impossible. Perhaps even worse, the relationship between Israel and Egypt, given life by the Camp David Accords of 1978, was swiftly deteriorating.


The Arab world had been infuriated by Egyptian president Anwar Sadat’s courageous visit to Jerusalem in 1977. Egypt’s subsequent peace treaty with Israel further heightened tensions. Arab League nations broke off relations with Egypt. Sadat was assassinated. Now, with an Arab-Israeli war raging, Egypt’s leaders were under enormous pressure. Egypt’s large Arab population was deeply aggrieved and was muttering about its own government in Cairo. The negotiations for autonomy called for in Camp David—as a step toward a solution to the Palestinian problem and to the status of the occupied territories on the West Bank and Gaza—were dead. The keystone of peace, the Egyptian-Israeli Peace Treaty, was under the gun. The United States had to act quickly, I knew.


The four-hour flight passed like a flash. Upon arrival, O’Bie and I were met at Dulles Airport by what would now be my security detail and by the president’s top White House advisers: Chief of Staff Jim Baker, Counselor to the President Ed Meese, Assistant to the President Mike Deaver, and National Security adviser Bill Clark. It was noon on Saturday. The president and the first lady had gone to Camp David for the weekend. Someone pointed to a U.S. Marine helicopter, its rotors turning slowly. “The president wants you to chopper up to Camp David for a meeting. There’s a car over there to take Mrs. Shultz into Washington, or wherever she wants to go. She can scare up a hotel room for the two of you.”


“Thanks a lot,” I replied, “but we come as a package deal. Either we both go to Camp David or we both go scare up a Washington hotel room—take your choice.” So off we went together to Camp David.



Early Associations



On the brief helicopter ride, earlier associations with the president flashed through my mind. His telephone call to me in London was not the first time Ronald Reagan had asked me to help. I remembered an invitation from him, when he was governor of California, to come to Sacramento in August 1974, after I resigned as secretary of the treasury in the Nixon administration. He knew I had moved to California and invited me to lunch. We sat together with a few other people and talked for several hours. He grilled me about how the presidency worked. He was interested in nuts and bolts: the process of assembling the budget, dealing with the cabinet and individual cabinet members, ideas for reform of the executive branch, prospects for containing federal spending—on and on. I came away convinced that this man did not simply want to be president: he had an agenda, and he wanted to know how to carry it out.


I remembered having Ronald Reagan to dinner at my house on the Stanford campus in July 1978, when he was a presidential candidate. He was questioned, argued and agreed with, lectured and listened to, by among others Milton and Rose Friedman, Bill Simon, Martin and Annelise Anderson, Ezra Solomon, and Alan Greenspan. Years later he remarked, “I noticed you watching me closely that evening, and I wondered what you were thinking.” I had been trying to decide whether he had real views or canned statements. I could see his views were real and ran deep.


I could talk to Ronald Reagan candidly, and he would listen. He had strong views, and I respected them. I felt we could work together. So during the presidential campaign I became chairman of his economic policy advisers and, after his inauguration, chairman of the President’s Economic Policy Advisory Board. And in May 1982, just a month before the president telephoned me in London, I had traveled, at his and Secretary of State Haig’s request, to meet each allied head of state in preparation for the Versailles economic summit. The president wanted me to give the allied leaders a reading of his personal views and to find out what was on their minds.


Camp David


When our chopper arrived at Camp David, the president and Nancy Reagan greeted us. The natural, relaxed attitude of the president at Camp David that Saturday contrasted with my encounter in late 1968 with Presidentelect Richard Nixon. Nixon had asked me on the telephone to become his secretary of labor. I said yes, but I also requested a meeting, which soon took place at the Century Plaza Hotel in Los Angeles. I wanted to be sure the president-elect knew my views on labor matters and saw what kind of labor secretary I would be. I would get along with the unions, try to make collective bargaining work, play down high-level and White House intervention in strikes, work on retraining programs for displaced or disadvantaged workers, advocate equal employment opportunity. If he was uncomfortable with these views, well, my appointment hadn’t been announced, and he could go on to someone else. Of course, I wanted to know his ideas on these subjects and what he hoped to accomplish in the White House.


Instead, I was struck to hear an uneasy, defensive statement about why I, as a university man, would feel comfortable in his cabinet. Was he afraid of rejection from a person in the academic community? I had supported him during the campaign. I thought to myself, this man has just been elected president of the United States and yet he is selling himself to me. The complexity of Nixon and his insecurities, as well as his brilliance and his keen instinct for strategy, were in my mind as I talked with Reagan, who was invariably so comfortable with himself.


President Reagan and I had lunch under a canopy of trees outside Aspen Cottage at Camp David. Bill Clark, Jim Baker, and Ed Meese joined us. The shells were falling in Beirut, the press was howling, and pressure on the United States was mounting at the United Nations to take some kind of action against Israel. The president was calm and affable. But he and his aides, I could see, were also gripped with a sense of urgency, frustration, and crisis. The Fourth of July holiday coming up would be no holiday for me. The president wanted me involved right away, but I could not be in the action officially until I was confirmed by the Senate, at the soonest in two to three weeks’ time. Until then I would study the issues and assemble my State Department team.


As President Reagan and I surveyed the world from this relaxed country setting, the challenges I faced were daunting. The president and his White House team talked less about those challenges than about organization and working relationships. I could detect ongoing institutional tensions between the White House and State Department. They assured me of their wholehearted support. I remembered the importance of the easy contact I had developed with President Nixon when I had been in his cabinet. “I consider myself to be part of the White House and of your team. I’m working for you, Mr. President. I’ll make use of the talent at the State Department to get our job done. I’ve always been able to work with career people in government, and I know they’ll work hard for us if we give them leadership and involvement.” These were welcome sentiments. They all seemed to be looking for calmer seas after their tempestuous time with Al Haig.


Washington insiders were saying that the foreign affairs system in Washington wasn’t working after a year and a half of the Reagan presidency and Haig’s secretaryship. Former National Security adviser Zbigniew Brzezinski had just said in an interview that the United States had a choice in making foreign policy: the president does it all, and he and the NSC (National Security Council) adviser overshadow the secretary of state; or the secretary of state, in close communication with the president, is allowed to go to work. “What has surprised me about the last 18 months is that we have had neither the first nor the second system,” Brzezinski said. “The president has not been actively involved, but the secretary of state has not been permitted to run foreign policy. I hope now, with Mr. Shultz coming on, that the president will decide to let the secretary of state run foreign policy and be recognized as the man in charge.”1


I could not yet judge this organizational issue, but I had signed on with Ronald Reagan because I supported his principles and felt that we agreed on the direction our foreign policy should take. Despite the uneasy state of the U.S. economy and the world economy, I felt that the president was profoundly right to stress that economic progress and development would spring from free and open markets, free enterprise, and an open trading system. The president was also right to stress the importance of our ability to defend ourselves. Whatever the merits and demerits of the scale and composition of the defense buildup President Reagan had launched, our defensive capabilities were improving, and morale in the armed services was rising. From a military standpoint, the United States was back in business. From the standpoint of diplomacy, that renewed capability was important. Power and diplomacy work together. Political pressures in Washington tend to push toward one extreme or the other; operating both at the same time would require great care and skill.


Most important, I was convinced that the West was winning the ideological battle. Communism had failed: as an economic model, it simply didn’t work, as demonstrated in the dramatic contrast between West Germany and East Germany, North Korea and South Korea, and through other comparisons between thriving market-based economies and foundering command-and-control economies. As a political model, communism had failed as well. And on a moral dimension, Communist countries exhibited such gross violations of human rights that any prospect of communism’s further spread was chilling to contemplate. Yet in the military dimension, the Soviet Union had proved itself able to develop awesome power and use it ruthlessly and skillfully.


The crux of the issue, I had said in my speech at Stanford in 1979, was time and will: to hold off the Soviet military threat long enough for America to regain its resolve internationally, to demonstrate how to use freedom and open markets as the organizing principles for economic and political development, and to do so long enough to allow communism’s failures to be fully recognized and to play themselves out. America had much more going for it than was commonly perceived. The question was whether our will and resolve, and that of our allies, were sufficiently strong to contain Soviet aggression and challenge its ideology.


Upon our return from Camp David, O’Bie and I didn’t have to scare up a hotel room after all. We were offered the town house on Jackson Place set aside for former presidents when they visit Washington. On Sunday, we went to see Vice President George Bush, my second call after hitting the ground in Washington. He and Barbara were at home at their official residence on the grounds of the Naval Observatory in northwest Washington and had invited us to lunch. They were gracious in welcoming us to the administration. I stressed that I intended to work closely with the White House and for the president. My way would be supportive and collaborative.


Getting Started at State


I then went to work. Ready and waiting for me was what the security agents who now led me everywhere called “the secure package”: a Cadillac limousine—heavy and creaky with armor plate—driven by a young agent, with another riding shotgun beside him, and a follow car, a high-chassised Chevy Blazer carrying four agents and a small arsenal. They kept a constant radio chatter going between the two vehicles and with our destination, the Department of State.


Larry Eagleburger, the under secretary of state for political affairs, was waiting for me in my office. A voluminous, white, long-sleeved turtleneck inadequately disguised his bulk but apparently kept him comfortable in the cold, air-conditioned drafts of the place. Eagleburger got on the phone and with exaggerated profanity, and in tones of mock irritation and impatience that were his trademark, summoned Charlie Hill, a foreign service officer who apparently was good at writing things down. The appearance of this hollow-eyed figure in a sawed-off sweatshirt, who had obviously been at it all night, and his sidebar briefing of Eagleburger on what was happening at this moment in Beirut underscored that I had walked into a hands-on operational outfit in the midst of a crisis. The contrast between the peaceful summer day, with tourists strolling outside the State Department, and the tense situation within could not have been more stark.


I could quickly see that the State Department’s operations center was on full alert. Through cables, tickers, television, and telephones—secure and open—State Department officers were maintaining instantaneous contact with a dangerous situation in war-racked Beirut and, at the same time, were engaged in intensive diplomatic efforts to deal with it in Jerusalem, Riyadh, Tunis, Damascus, Paris, New York, and who knew where else. From our ambassador’s residence in Yarzé on a hill overlooking Beirut, Phil Habib, presidential envoy to the Middle East, was conducting negotiations to try to evacuate leaders and fighters of the PLO from the city and, simultaneously, to hold back the Israelis from demolishing this capital of an Arab country with air and artillery bombardment. Such an act could incite political upheaval all across the Middle East and fuel terrorist retaliation that would threaten American lives and America’s interests.


•       •       •

This was not yet my challenge, however, for I was not yet secretary of state. Until confirmed, I would study, learn, listen, and wait. Al Haig and I talked for two hours that Sunday afternoon. Haig had no gripe with me, nor I with him. Our styles and approaches were different, but our general outlook on many issues was similar. I was surprised, as I looked around during my conversation with Haig, at the unchanged appearance of the secretary of state’s office. It looked just as it had almost six years earlier when I had met there with Henry Kissinger. Large but not impressive, the room was dark and gloomy with the draperies drawn, its colonial furniture somehow out of place in the impersonal “Eisenhower modern” style of the walnut-paneled room. At the end of this chamber was a small, ancient desk, which I was told had been fashioned from the timbers of Captain Oliver Hazard Perry’s flagship at the Battle of Lake Erie in 1813. I could easily hear “We have met the enemy and they are ours!” coming from Al Haig, so commanding was his bearing. In fact, this instinct for command had apparently generated many of his problems. He reviewed for me the range of issues worldwide, emphasizing Lebanon, Central America, the Soviet Union, and China.


I had heard and read that Haig’s resignation was the result of clashes with the White House staff over both style and substance. He wanted to run things himself, but others wanted in—including Ronald Reagan. Haig’s bristling manner did not suit the Meese-Baker-Deaver circle, and bureaucratic turf battles were constantly being waged between the White House and the State Department.


This was a different Washington from the one I had experienced a decade earlier as secretary of the treasury. The number of aides that surrounded the president and each of the top appointed officials had ballooned. Staffs of organizations, supposedly following the same administration policy, waged perpetual battle on behalf of—and often without the knowledge of—their principals. And, as I had sensed in the days when Henry Kissinger was national security adviser, a cult of secrecy verging on deception had taken root in the White House and NSC staffs. Beyond that, the secret and spectacular Kissinger trip in July 1971 reopening relations with China cast the NSC adviser in an operational role. When he became secretary of state, he retained for some time the title and role of NSC adviser as well. Henry’s brilliance and skill carried the day, but the potential for conflict between the secretary of state and the NSC adviser was evident.


I had learned a few things over the years about struggles between the White House staff and cabinet officers.2 I also knew from my days as Office of Management and Budget director and treasury secretary how easily a White House office can be translated into authority: President Nixon had installed me in a suite of offices on the floor above Henry Kissinger’s to give me a White House perspective to bring to my tasks. Nixon didn’t like budget work or economics much and wanted me to run the details, subject to his policy direction. I retained the confidence of my cabinet colleagues because I did not abuse this power, but I could see then how the White House staff can easily overreach unless cabinet officers and the president refuse to let that happen.


Throughout the next week I operated from my transition office, physically only about twenty yards away from the secretary of state’s suite but operationally far removed from the action. I spent the week performing the Washington rites of passage. Appointed officials of the administration, high and low, came to call on me, to inform and get to know the secretary of state-designate, the third-ranking position in the executive branch. But I went up to Capitol Hill to call on the senators who would be giving their advice and consent on my appointment and with whom I would work in the development and support of our foreign policy.


Over the July Fourth weekend O’Bie and I went to the farm in western Massachusetts that my father had bought some forty years earlier. Deliberately not remodeled or modernized, this simple house has always been a place for me to unwind and get away from it all, to enjoy family and old golfing buddies. My rural neighbors and the Cummington volunteer fire company were amused by my new notoriety and by my retinue of security agents, who were rigging up the farm to an alarm that would go off in the local firehouse should “the perimeter” be breached. I was resigned to the intrusive nature of their job. From Massachusetts I flew to San Francisco to organize personal and financial matters for my new life in Washington. As I made these moves around the country, I was kept generally abreast of events in Lebanon.


Yasser Arafat, leader of the PLO, was reported to be jubilant about Haig’s resignation, seeing it as giving new life to the PLO presence in Israeli-surrounded Beirut. In contrast to “pro-Israel” Haig, I was being stereotyped as an “Arabist,” because Bechtel Corporation had big construction jobs under way in Saudi Arabia and around the Persian Gulf. The shift from Haig to Shultz, others speculated, might undermine the cease-fire by leading Israel to conclude that a negotiated departure of the PLO was now impossible and that an assault to capture the city was the only way to finish off the Palestinian leader.


•       •       •

At dawn on July 1 the White House had received an urgent, very restricted message from Phil Habib: the United States should insist on an unequivocal pledge from Israeli Prime Minister Menachem Begin not to invade Beirut and to allow efforts aimed at a political and diplomatic solution to proceed without any deadline whatsoever. If Begin refused, Habib recommended, the United States should stop all military supplies to Israel and support a UN resolution calling for Israel’s total withdrawal from Lebanon and for international sanctions against Israel. Haig differed sharply: take the pressure off the PLO and you founder in your diplomatic effort to get the PLO to leave.


“To escape the postresignation curiosity of Washington,” as he put it, Haig had taken up residence at the Greenbriar, a grand secluded resort in West Virginia, where he continued to monitor the cable traffic. Notwithstanding the gulf between Habib, Haig, and the White House over the war, Al Haig was still managing the U.S. role in dealing with the Beirut crisis. Haig had resigned, but he remained. Decisions were being taken in which I had no hand but with which I would be compelled to work as soon as I was confirmed. It made no sense for Al Haig to keep trying, between sets of tennis, to run a negotiation in war-stricken Beirut from a telephone in the West Virginia mountains.


As I talked with the president in person and later by phone during the first days of July, I could see that he was increasingly uneasy with Al Haig’s continuing role. I didn’t want to act as though I was already secretary of state, and Al didn’t want to relinquish control. He had particularly strong views about the ongoing situation in Lebanon, and he wanted to give the directions. Not everybody agreed with those views. The president and his advisers wanted Haig to leave now that he had resigned, but somehow nobody was ready to tell him. I talked with President Reagan on July 5 while he was in California. He clearly wanted Al out of the loop. Finally, I volunteered. “Well, maybe you’d like me to call him and tell him.” The president quickly took me up on the offer. So I called Al and told him that the president felt that it was time for him to turn over the reins.


“Well, George, do you think you’re ready?” Haig asked.


“Al,” I said, “I’m not going to become acting secretary of state. Walter Stoessel, your deputy, will be the acting secretary until I’m confirmed.”


Haig said he wanted to hear the word directly from the president. The president made a further call.


“What George told you is true,” he confirmed. So Haig did finally leave. But I saw in this episode a little suggestion about how Ronald Reagan, who could be as tough as nails, didn’t like picking up the phone and telling Al Haig, “It’s time to go.”


•       •       •

As I worked my way through the first two weeks of July, Beirut kept breaking in. I was now getting briefed on the situation two or three times a day. Phil Habib was raging over the secure telephone that negotiations had been halted because of Israeli shelling and harassment of the Lebanese go-betweens. The cease-fire kept breaking down. As of Tuesday, July 13, the day my Senate confirmation hearings began, all fronts looked bad. The PLO was stalling and complicating the negotiations because no Arab country wanted to take them. The Israelis, seeing Habib’s effort as likely to fail, were threatening to capture Beirut and rout the Palestinians. Yet they were hesitant, realizing that house-to-house fighting in Beirut would cost the lives of many Israeli soldiers. They preferred a negotiated outcome. But the multinational force (MNF) needed as part of the deal to get the PLO out of Beirut was not coming together easily.


Beirut was capturing the headlines, but, far from being an isolated problem, it seemed almost a symbol of a world in disarray. Daniel Southerland wrote in the Christian Science Monitor on July 15: George Shultz “faces a world in turmoil, and the world will not wait. Rarely has a new secretary of state had to deal with so many upheavals occurring in so many places around the world.” He was right. As I headed for my confirmation hearings, I knew I would face stiff and difficult questions, but they were the least of my problems. The world was in turmoil, and creative engagement from the United States of America was desperately needed.





CHAPTER 2



[image: Image]


Confirmation: Prepare and Defend


I remember thinking to myself after completing my final exam for a Ph.D. degree in economics at MIT that it would be my last. From now on, as a faculty member, I’d be giving the exams, not taking them. How wrong could I be? No exam I had taken before compared with the demands and the tension that surrounded my confirmation hearing for the post of secretary of state.


The personal side of my life would be open for inspection, including my finances, prior affiliations, and any potential conflict of interest. Not just individual acts would be in question; everything would be scrutinized—my whole life record: my reputation, my demeanor under pressure, as well as my thoughts, plans, and hopes for the future.


I had been through the confirmation process in the Nixon administration as nominee for secretary of labor in 1969 and again for secretary of the treasury in 1972. I remembered Senator Jacob Javits taking me aside just before my hearings for secretary of labor were to begin. “Remember, George, what you don’t say can’t be held against you,” he said with a wry smile. I knew a great many of the senators personally, Democrats and Republicans, and they knew me. I figured I was clean as a hound’s tooth, as President Eisenhower used to put it; nevertheless, I had given careful thought to the problems of confirmation. I was a university professor, but also a businessman who had served on the boards of multinational corporations. I was president of Bechtel, a vast enterprise engaged in huge engineering and construction projects all over the world. I knew that many supporters of Israel were concerned that Bechtel’s projects and connections in the Arab world would bias me against Israel. I had no such bias, but I knew that I had to be ready to state my positions clearly and thoughtfully.


So despite what I regarded as a clean and open record, I took an unusual step: I decided to get legal counsel. I wanted to start right out in a way that would build confidence in my unencumbered dedication to the job. I called Lloyd Cutler, one of Washington’s wise men, who had the added advantage of being a Democrat and having served in the Carter White House. He agreed to help, and his counsel was invaluable. I made all the details of my activities and my finances known to him. I decided to make an absolutely clean break, resigning from all my business and organizational responsibilities, putting all my financial holdings in a blind trust, and, of course, disassociating myself completely from Bechtel. Everyone agreed that it was fine for me to be a professor on leave from Stanford University, and the trustees agreed to give me leave for as long as I was secretary of state. I doubt that they foresaw six and a half years.


I set up within the State Department what the lawyers call a recusal process, which would take effect automatically when the Senate voted to confirm my nomination. Under that process everyone would understand that if any matter involving Bechtel came into the department, I would not even know that the issue was under discussion.


When Lloyd Cutler laid out for the White House, State Department, and Senate ethics units all the steps I was taking, they were astonished. On the whole, with his good work and these decisions, potential accusations or concerns about conflicts of interest arising from my business background were defused or put to rest. The process helped build trust and confidence.


My preparation also involved reading mountains of briefing books and listening as waves of experts gave me their views on an incredible range of issues. I submitted to a State Department specialty—the murder board. I would pick a subject—Soviet relations, El Salvador, nuclear nonproliferation, refugee policy, pipeline sanctions—and do my homework. Senior officials would then fire questions, often hostile, at me as they thought senators might. We had a little rock and sock, just to give me a feel for what was to come. A little went a long way. My confirmation hearings, I concluded, would be not so much an exam as an opportunity to reestablish myself, my views, and my presence in high-pressure Washington. I knew I had to project confidence without arrogance, to be my own man while supporting the president, to speak candidly and substantively without presuming expertise where my background was scanty. I had no chip on my shoulder, but the senators must see that I would not be bullied. Once a person can be bullied and turned apologetic, there’s no end of trouble.


Where I had clear views on hot topics, I wanted to set them out candidly and clearly. I wanted the senators to feel that “what you see is what you get.” If they didn’t like what they saw, they could argue, and if they didn’t like it at all, they could vote against me. But if I was confirmed, there I would be, out in front, having put my views forward. I recognized that plenty of minefields lay ahead, so I should not make my passage through them more difficult by ill-considered or offhand commentary.


The confirmation process would let the American people see and hear and judge me as a person who would be conducting a substantial part of their business, and it would impose on me accountability. If confirmed, I would be on the firing line again and again in hearings and sessions on Capitol Hill, where I would give and get information, and explain and defend our policies on behalf of the president. This accountability, through continuing public interaction with the Congress and the public, critically distinguishes cabinet members from staff members in the White House, the National Security Council (NSC), or elsewhere in the executive branch who have no such requirement or tradition of public accountability.


The Hearings Begin


July 13, 1982: the hearing room was jammed, the atmosphere electric with anticipation of what might come—a circus, an assault, an explosive argument. I sat alone at the center table, arranged so that I looked up at the senators seated around a horseshoe table above me. My wife, two of my children, Margaret and Alex, and Lloyd Cutler sat behind me. Hot, bright lights illuminated the room, with the television cameras whirring away and reporters leaning forward to scrutinize my every facial expression for signs of inner feeling.


A number of senators made positive noises in their opening statements. I decided the natives were friendly. In the years ahead, my knowledge would increase tremendously as I was exposed to the fire hose of information that was pointed at me day after day. But, remarkably, the attitudes and ideas that I expressed at the hearings had a staying power throughout my time as secretary of state. I set out in my prepared statement what were to me bedrock principles. I stressed the importance of economic strength at home, the crucial need for a strong defense to back up a strong diplomacy, and the vital role our allies played as we pursued our objectives of peace, freedom, and stability.


I was impressed, and said so, with the complexity and global nature of economic and strategic developments and the impact of the revolution in communications and information technology on our world. “The international economy is no longer managed from a few world capitals but has developed into a global network of mutually dependent partners,” I said. “Extensive trade in goods and services, the international flow of critical raw materials, the emergence of new technologies, and the revolution in communications have created a world in which no nation is immune from the influence of the international economy.”


The problems of our tense relations with the Soviets would, I knew, come up again and again in the hearings, so I set out my views: “Diminished American strength and resolve are an open invitation for Soviet expansion into areas of critical interest to the West and provide no incentive for moderation in the Soviet military buildup. Thus it is critical to the overall success of our foreign policy that we persevere in the restoration of our strength; but it is also true that the willingness to negotiate from that strength is a fundamental element of strength itself . . . and as we enter a potentially critical period of transition in Soviet leadership, we must also make it clear that we are prepared to establish mutually beneficial and safer relationships on the basis of reciprocity.”


Finally, I discussed my views on the Middle East, especially Lebanon. I had known Beirut when it was a beautiful and thriving city. Now it was being consumed by a devastating conflict between Israel and the Palestinians. I knew from my own experience what a great problem this war posed in other Arab countries. I had visited Israel, first in 1969 and again in 1977. I had former students and many friends there, and I admired and liked the Israelis. I knew Palestinians, too, hardworking, able, and creative people, somehow lost in the tangle of Middle East developments. I ended my prepared statement with a pledge: “We must dare to hope that with effort and imagination, we can arrive at an agreement that will satisfy the vital security interests of Israel and the political aspirations of the Palestinians, meet the concerns of other parties directly involved, and win the endorsement of the international community.”


Questions and Answers


For two days the senators probed and questioned in purposeful and thoughtful ways. I also took some jabs that caused the temperature to rise a bit. A hot issue was my Bechtel association and a presumed pro-Arab tilt. Very early in the hearings I had a testy exchange with Senator Alan Cranston from my home state of California. Cranston was very close to Jewish groups in the United States and to Israel, and he spoke for many of the reservations about me that were being expressed behind the scenes. Earlier I had called on Cranston to set out my views, and we had a friendly, forthright discussion. I was surprised, under those circumstances, that during the hearing, Senator Cranston took me on, attacked my association with Bechtel, and implied that Bechtel was in some way reprehensible and unprincipled.


The best approach, I decided, was to hit back directly. Hearings are used in part by politicians to score points with the voters back home. So I had to stand up for myself.


MR. SHULTZ. First of all, Senator, let me say that I resent what I regard as a kind of a smear against Bechtel. I think it is a marvelous company, an honorable company, a law-abiding company, a company that does credit to our country here and all over the world. Now, first of all, about your implication—


SENATOR CRANSTON. Well, let me—


MR. SHULTZ. Well, now, wait a minute. You had your say. Let me have my say.


SENATOR CRANSTON. All right. I said that I have great respect for the company. I have questions about one pursuit of policies by that company at one particular time.


MR. SHULTZ. You inferred that Bechtel continues—that Bechtel violates the law insofar as the Arab boycott is concerned. That is not correct. Bechtel abides by the law. . . . So in your question you said will I part company with Bechtel and not encourage violation of this law, I just reject that. Bechtel abides by that law.


Questions about Bechtel didn’t end there. Cranston and a few others poked away at the Arab boycott of Israel, Bechtel’s lobbying activities, and its work in the nuclear field. Bechtel was easy to defend; it had handled these issues honorably and well. In the end, Senator Paul Tsongas, Democrat from Massachusetts, concluded, “The Bechtel issue is basically a non-issue.” That captured the prevailing view.


•       •       •

Senator Charles Mathias described a foreign policy sea that was not only “stormy” but “flecked with some very dangerous chunks of ice, ice floes that could founder us. . . . But the big iceberg, the real iceberg that threatens the navigation of the ship of State continues to be our relationship with the Soviet Union,” he said. “Never before have two nations commanded such enormous destructive power. We are in a unique position for which there is no precedent in the whole history of mankind, and the management of that relationship will in a very large measure fall to you. . . . No. 1, do you think that is a danger? No. 2, how do we cope with it?”


Our relationship with the Soviet Union would go best, I said, if “everyone, ourselves, them, our friends around the world,” sees that we proceed on the basis of “realism about what is going on around the world, and the implications of Soviet behavior” and second, “that we are clear in our minds and in our actions that we will provide ourselves with the strength that we need to defend our interests, not to be aggressive, but to be able to deter any [Soviet] aggression. . . . I think on the basis of realism and on the basis of strength, part of that strength itself is the self-confidence to undertake negotiations when they are called for.” I felt confident that this was President Reagan’s view, but few people at the time would have agreed; the president was under attack for taking unrealistic negotiating positions with the Soviets. Ours “is not a strategy of aggression,” I said. “It is not a strategy of confrontation. It is a strategy of confidence and strength and realism about the nature of their system and what they are trying to do.”1


A refrain heard throughout the hearing concerned the theme of negotiations. When to negotiate? With whom? How to go about it? The Soviets, the PLO, Central America, China, Japan—almost every topic featured this refrain. In a comment all too prophetic of the perpetual battles ahead, I said I was struck whenever I was involved in negotiations that the most important bargaining took place within one’s own negotiating team and that those internal negotiations were the most difficult of all.


The questions put to me ranged the globe, but the most intense concerned the Middle East.


SENATOR BOSCHWITZ. The President has also said that the cornerstone of our effort and our interest in the Middle East is a secure Israel. Do you agree with that as well? . . .


MR. SHULTZ. Yes. But I think that we and everybody else involved weaken Israel when we do not insist and work and strive to bring about a peaceful situation there. We do not do anybody any favor by letting this thing drag on. So I believe that strength is not simply military strength, but what you do with it and what you do with the situation that may be created by it.


It is not military strength that we want; it is peace that we want.


Senator John Glenn of Ohio asked about sending marines to Lebanon as part of a multinational force. “I favor the use of U.S. forces if it can be done properly and safely,” I responded, “in order to resolve the problem we see in Beirut. If we can remove the PLO fighters from Beirut peacefully, get them somewhere else, and avoid an explosion in Beirut, we will have accomplished something very important for the long-run cause of peace, and we will have avoided a tremendous amount of bloodshed. So if we can do that properly and in conjunction with the forces of another country which I think shows that it is not just us, I would favor doing that, yes, sir.”


“You used the word ‘safely,’” Glenn followed up. “I would submit that if it can be done safely, we do not need the Marines. And if it cannot be done safely, then we are going to be attending some funerals over in Arlington with Marines coming back in body bags one of these days. It is one or the other.”


“Well, we certainly do not want that,” I responded. “But I do not agree with you. I think that on our streets, if there are some police, it helps safety. It is not a question of saying if things are safe, we do not need the police, and if they are not safe, we cannot use them. I think the presence of people who are capable of maintaining peace contributes to it.”2


I had said in my opening statement, “The crisis in Lebanon makes painfully and totally clear a central reality of the Middle East: the legitimate needs and problems of the Palestinian people must be addressed and resolved, urgently and in all their dimensions.” At the same time, in a region where hostility was endemic and where so much of that hostility was addressed against Israel, its preoccupation with matters of security was essential. No one, I stressed, should question the depth and durability of America’s commitment to the security of Israel or our readiness to assure that Israel had the necessary means to defend itself. “We owe it to Israel,” I said, “in the context of our special relationship to work with her to bring about a comprehensive peace acceptable to all the parties involved, which is the only sure guarantee of true and durable security.”


High-sounding talk, and I meant every word of it.





CHAPTER 3
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How I Think and How I Got That Way


No one can ever be fully prepared for the job of secretary of state. But as I reflect on my life and experiences, I can see that certain stages of my career have been particularly helpful. As a dean at a major university, I learned to exercise responsibility in a sea of uncertain authority. As an economist, I learned that important results emerge from an unfolding process and that good policy must therefore have a sense of strategy, pace, and timing. As the incumbent in three cabinet posts in the Nixon administration, I had been exposed to the special ways of Washington and to the role of Congress and the press. I had good experiences with able and supportive career public servants. As secretary of the treasury, I developed important friendships with people in many parts of the world and, in my work with them, got a feel for the world economy. As a leader in a large international business, I expanded my sense of variations and similarities in countries and people throughout the world. In short, I brought with me a diverse knowledge of my own country and how it works, as well as how it works with others, from my experiences as a university man, a cabinet official, and a business and financial man. I also had been a resident at times on both coasts and in the Midwest, an arbitrator and mediator in labor disputes, and a worker on the problems of civil rights. My early life, too, was important.


My Early Life


My parents loved me, and I knew it. They made me a part of their life, so I was surrounded by whatever the conversation was when we were all at home. I was born in New York City in midtown Manhattan. When I was two or three years old, we moved across the Hudson River to Englewood, New Jersey, to a house where we lived until I went to college.


I have vivid memories of my mother reading to me as a young child, especially When We Were Very Young by A. A. Milne. I can still quote verses here and there from that book. I am sure this experience has something to do with my love of and respect for books. My parents paid a lot of attention to me, and throughout my childhood I was in a very supportive environment.


I can remember clearly my grade-school teachers, particularly Mr. Metzger, who taught English and history, and Mr. Beaumont, who taught mathematics. They set high standards and had the attitude “Good is not good enough.” They also made me pay attention. I remember looking out the window one day and having an eraser hit me behind the ear. Good marksmanship by Beaumont.


The academic program was strong, and the teachers were top-notch. I liked school, and I did well. When I was about twelve years old, I decided to start a newspaper with the imaginative title the Weekly News; it came out on Saturdays. I would get up my copy and use a gelatin-based reproduction process. I priced my paper at five cents. The main thing I remember about this endeavor, which didn’t last long, was going around peddling my paper. One day when I arrived at my neighbor’s front door with my latest edition, he walked over to a nearby table and picked up a copy of the Saturday Evening Post, which also cost five cents in those days. He placed the magazine in my hand and said to me, “I bought this for five cents. Do you think I should pay the same price for your paper?”


I was devastated. But I learned something about the marketplace.


My mother, Margaret, like me was raised as an only child. She was the daughter of a Presbyterian missionary, who with his wife had gone west to establish a church in Shoshone, Idaho, where my mother was born. When she was four years old, both of her parents died. She then moved to New York, where her aunt and uncle brought her up. Her uncle, George Pratt, was an Episcopalian minister. Uncle George and Aunt Margaret were like grandparents to me. We would often go to Uncle George’s church on Sundays, and afterward we would have lunch in their New York apartment. As a small boy, I didn’t particularly enjoy this, but I liked them.


My father, Birl, was one of seven children. He was raised as a Quaker on a farm in Indiana and managed somehow to get a scholarship and by working, waiting on tables and such, put himself through DePauw University. My father loved sports and passed his enthusiasm and competitive instincts on to me. At DePauw he played on the football team. The high point of his football career was the game with Notre Dame. Whenever we listened on the radio to a Notre Dame football game, my father would always remind me that he played against Notre Dame. He never told me the score. After DePauw, my father got another scholarship, to study for a Ph.D. in history at Columbia University. In connection with his dissertation, he wound up writing a book jointly with Charles A. Beard, the famous historian. I think my father always regretted he did not somehow stay in university teaching, because he enjoyed it and enjoyed history.


In the early 1920s my father took a job with the New York Stock Exchange, where he developed an educational program that taught the basic procedures, the nuts and bolts, of how the Stock Exchange worked as well as more advanced subjects relating to security analysis and investment management. In those days, people worked a five-and-a-half-day week, so often on Saturday mornings, particularly in the fall and spring, I would go into work with my father. He would give me things to do around the office, and then we would go out to lunch together. I remember the most wonderful triple-decker sandwiches I ever had in my life at a restaurant called BMT. I would look forward to them all week long.


•       •       •

I loved playing football, and in the summer before my senior year at Princeton, I was determined to make the first team, so I worked hard. When the early practice time came before school started, I was in great physical shape. I knew I impressed the coaches and had a crack at making the team. Then, in one of those early scrimmages, I got clipped: my left knee was very badly injured, and I was unable to play at all in my senior year. After my injury, I was asked to be coach of the freshman backfield. It was, in a sense, my first teaching job.


I suppose this experience in coaching had something to do with my own orientation to the university and to a teaching career. It also marked the beginning of my own style of management. I always have found that if I could create an environment around me in which everybody felt they were learning, I would have a hot group. I have always tried to include people in what I was doing, to encourage them to say what they think, to let them see the problems that were confronting us all, and to create an atmosphere in which everyone could feel at the end of the day, or the end of a week or a month, that he or she had learned something.


As a child of the 1930s and of the depression, somehow I was attracted to economics and to what I thought of as the real side of the economy. At Princeton I had an experience in doing my senior thesis that left a permanent mark on me. I decided to write it on the agricultural program of the Tennessee Valley Authority (TVA), which was then both an exciting and controversial initiative in public policy. My major was economics, but my minor was in public and international affairs. So studying the TVA was right up my alley. During the summer of my junior year, I got a fellowship that enabled me to go down to the Tennessee Valley, where I gathered information from the headquarters in Knoxville and then went to live with a so-called hillbilly family in the mountains of Tennessee. I wanted to learn about how the TVA’s effort to improve farm practices actually worked.


The family took me in but initially was very slow to give me real answers to my questions. Gradually, I learned from them and others that they knew the government information gatherers wanted to hear certain kinds of things, and that was precisely what the farmers told them, whether the information was accurate or not. The farmers wanted to continue receiving the fertilizer and other benefits the government was supplying them. So I came to see the distinction between the material that I eventually was able to gather and the statistics that had been compiled by the government, based on flawed raw material. I learned that if you are going to get people to talk candidly, they have to trust you, and trust takes time to develop.


•       •       •

Midway through my senior year at Princeton, the Japanese attacked Pearl Harbor on December 7, 1941, and America entered World War II. Although much of the senior year still lay ahead, my classmates and I were eager to get into the war. The dramatic aerial combat of the Battle of Britain had impressed us deeply. I tried to enlist in the Royal Canadian Air Force as a way of getting over there and doing my part, but my eyes weren’t good enough to pass their test. As I was about to graduate, I heard a lot about the bright young economists at MIT. Somehow it appealed to me that a place like MIT, with its orientation toward the practical, would also be a place where there would be first-class economics. I applied to MIT for admission to the Ph.D. program in industrial economics and was accepted. Then I went to war.


I joined the marines, then turning the tide against Japan at Guadalcanal. I left for boot camp in Quantico, Virginia, in August 1942 and from there went to New River, North Carolina, for artillery training, after which I was shipped directly overseas. By April 1943, I was in Samoa, then on to a couple of battles in the Pacific islands.


When I came back to the States in the fall of 1945, after the war ended, I was assigned to the Boston Navy Yard. The marines didn’t want to discharge people like me, but there was nothing for us to do. So I went to my commanding officer. “You don’t have anything for me to do, so to get off your hands, why don’t I just go over and enroll at MIT?” I asked him. “I won’t be here during the day, but if you have something for me to do, you can get ahold of me.” That was fine with him.


So I went to MIT. “You admitted me before the war, and here I am,” I said to Doug Brown, one of the professors. I asked about the GI Bill of Rights, and he sent me over to see the MIT treasurer, who reacted very negatively toward me: “You people who come back from fighting in the war think the country owes you everything. Here you come to MIT and the first thing you ask about is how you are going to get money out of the GI Bill. What kind of an attitude is that?” My adrenaline rose, and though I felt like socking him, I just turned around and walked out.


I enrolled and soon found out there was hardly anyone else in the program. I took a class taught by Paul Samuelson, later to become Nobel Laureate, in which I had only one classmate. And I was the only student in the class of a wonderful professor of statistics named Harold Freeman. He liked to walk, so we would stroll outside and discuss the material, and he would quiz me. Then he would say, “Now it’s time for some work at the blackboard,” so we would find an empty classroom, and I would go to work at the blackboard on various statistical problems. I had professors who were absolutely the finest, and I had them practically to myself. This sort of graduate education was virtually unique.


•       •       •

I had met Helena O’Brien, O’Bie, on Kauai, where she was an army nurse. I was there for rest and recreation and re-forming our battalion between operations. We were married between MIT semesters in February 1946, two months after she returned to the States and two years after we met. Nurses were scarce after the war, so we figured she would get a job as a nurse. She worked for one day in a hospital in Cambridge, where the conditions were not as sanitary as she felt necessary. She left in tears and came home. “I’m a veteran, and I have the GI Bill of Rights. I can go to school, too,” she said. So she went to the Fannie Farmer Boston Cooking School on the GI Bill. When I came home at night, having had half a hamburger for lunch somewhere and somehow eking out a meager existence with a part-time job while I studied, she might say, having eaten a lot of what she cooked that day, “Well, I don’t feel too hungry.” So the GI Bill of Rights was a two-edged sword, I discovered.


When I finished my Ph.D. in 1949, MIT and several other universities offered me a job. It was considered a compliment if the university where you got your Ph.D. asked you to stay on and become a member of the faculty. I was flattered and stayed. In 1955, I left for a year to become a senior staff economist for the President’s Council of Economic Advisers and had the great good fortune of serving under Chairman Arthur Burns. Arthur liked to talk and stayed around the office late. So whenever I prepared a memorandum for him, I would bring it up to his secretary around four o’clock in the afternoon, hoping that he would look at it about 4:30 or 5:00 and ask me to discuss it with him. He often did, providing me the opportunity to sit and talk, sometimes for lengthy periods of time. This was a great education.


In the Nation’s Service, the Princeton motto, was a favorite of my father’s. He was never more thrilled than when I was appointed to the President’s Council of Economic Advisers. When my family and I drove down to Washington, where I would begin that service, my mother and father drove down, too, forming a little caravan of sorts. My father saw my office in the Executive Office Building, right next to the White House, and he beamed. Later that year he died. “Whatever you do,” he told me, “do what you think is right for you. Somehow, the material side of life will take care of itself.” I have always followed that advice.


My Life in Teaching, Business, and Government


As a dean at a big, high-powered university, the University of Chicago, from 1962 to 1968, I had a role with many parallels to that of a cabinet officer. I had to create an environment conducive to learning but could not order students to learn. I worked with faculty members who could be prima donnas (which was all right if they could sing), and who could become difficult when brought together in a meeting, somewhat like a congressional committee. I had a central administration to persuade about my budget and appointments. I had alumni whose loyalty I needed and whose money I sought. Here I was as dean, with a variety of constituencies, none of which was under my control. I had the responsibility for the health of the organization, but my only real authority came from my persuasive powers. I learned early on that I must be able to persuade if I was going to be effective.


In the three cabinet posts that I held in the Nixon administration, I learned the complexities of the interplay between the White House and Congress, between politicians and bureaucrats, and between the press and the public. As a cabinet officer, I could not just tell people what to do. I was working for the president; he was the one who got elected. My policies were his policies. But even with the president behind me, I had to persuade people, including those who worked directly with and for me. Of course, as events are breaking, you make decisions and expect that they are going to be carried out—and they will be, especially if you have built an atmosphere of inclusion and a record of performance. Performance creates legitimacy for a leader.


I was fortunate to have started initially as secretary of labor. I had come to the office in 1969, and I knew the subject cold. The department itself was small enough to let me get my arms around it and understand it well. I was a labor economist. I had worked as an arbitrator and mediator of labor disputes. I had undertaken one of the most extensive private efforts ever at retraining displaced workers. I had struggled with the issues that were at the heart of the department.


I encountered plenty of controversy in my time as secretary of labor, not only with labor disputes but with such undertakings as the drastic reform of the Job Corps, and to my complete surprise, the assignment in March 1969 from President Nixon to chair a Cabinet Task Force on Oil Import Control, a challenge that combined economic policy with political dynamite—from Texas to Massachusetts. After this assignment was announced, I received a short note from Edward Levi, president of the University of Chicago, from which I was on leave. “Dear George,” he wrote, “I see that you have reformed the Job Corps and are now tackling the oil import control system. What do you want to teach next fall?”


When an early reorganization of the executive office of the president created the Office of Management and Budget (OMB), building on the old Budget Bureau, President Nixon asked me to become its first director. I took office in July 1970. He decided he wanted the director close to him, and so I had my office suite in the White House. My deputy director, Caspar Weinberger, occupied the traditional suite of the director in the Old Executive Office Building. I was responsible for the budget but interacted continuously with the president’s immediate advisers in domestic and national security areas. This juxtaposition gave me a sense of what life was like in the White House, particularly as distinct from a cabinet department. A cabinet department is organized around the secretary and the programs of the department. The secretary is the boss. The White House is organized around the president, and from what I have seen of the White House in different administrations, it is an egocentric kind of operation that varies tremendously from one president to another, as each puts on it his own personal stamp. Everyone in the White House is staff to the president.


From director of the OMB, I went on in June 1972 to become secretary of the treasury at a time when the international monetary system was in turmoil. The Bretton Woods system of fixed rates of exchange between currencies had broken down, and a flexible-rate system emerged in its place. In the process of helping achieve a major transformation in the international monetary system, I traveled abroad extensively and became well acquainted with important government leaders all around the world, forming friendships that were deepened by working together on difficult problems in an atmosphere of great tension. After all, the price of money is the most important price in an economy, so the system for establishing that price will command intense attention. When you work through such hard problems with others, you form bonds that hold. Among the close friends I made during this period were Helmut Schmidt, finance minister of West Germany, soon to become chancellor, Valéry Giscard d’Estaing, minister of finance for France, soon to become its president, and Takeo Fukuda, finance minister of Japan, later to become its prime minister.


After I left the Nixon administration and had joined Bechtel, I traveled the world, acquiring firsthand experience with the world of work in many countries and making friends with people in unions, business, and finance. For example, I first met Bob Hawke, who became prime minister of Australia in 1983, when he was head of the Australian labor movement and I was concerned with major construction jobs in that country. In these years I gained a practical and operational angle of vision on foreign countries different from that accessible to a government official.



A Sense of Strategy



My training in economics has had a major influence on the way I think about public policy tasks, even when they have no particular relationship to economics. Economics deals with markets and how they work and seeks out the wide ramifications of policies and events across industries and over time. Economic policies are partially anticipated and continue to affect the economy long after they have been put in place. Results occur, but with a lag. The key to a successful policy is often to get the right process going. While the economist is accustomed to the concept of lags, the politician likes instant results. The tension comes because, as I wrote, “The economist’s lag is the politician’s nightmare.”1


A good illustration came at the start of my first job in the cabinet. When I came into office as labor secretary in 1969, a major strike of longshoremen all along the East and Gulf coasts had been the center of attention for months. President Johnson had intervened, invoking the Taft-Hartley law, which allowed him to seek and get an injunction to stop the strike for eighty days. He did this after finding and declaring the strike a “national emergency.” The unions contested this finding, and the issue went on a fast track to the Supreme Court, which upheld the president. By the time I took office in January 1969, the Taft-Hartley time period had run out, and the strike had started again. All of the statutory measures available to deal with it had been used. So when I arrived, I had a stubborn strike on my hands that had been authoritatively declared a national emergency.


I went to President Nixon, then preoccupied with the Vietnam War. “I have a strategy for how to handle this strike,” I told him. “Let the pressures produced by the strike cause the union and management to settle it themselves through the collective bargaining process. We should announce that we will not intervene.” By saying that, I was also saying, in effect, that the former president of the United States and the Supreme Court were wrong in their finding that the strike was a national emergency. I argued to Nixon that the economy was resilient and that while disruptions could be expected, buyers and sellers had all sorts of ways of finding substitutes for scarce goods: “There will be no dire emergency, and in the end the pressures will work to bring about a private settlement.”


If we avoided direct intervention here, we would deliver a forceful message signaling the administration’s commitment to the free collective bargaining system. We would also teach labor and management an important lesson about allowing private economic processes to work. The president supported me in this strategy. He successfully withstood tremendous pressure on the White House to intervene.


Meanwhile, pressure continued to mount on labor and management. Finally, lo and behold, after about six weeks, labor and management got together and settled the strike. The longshoremen went back to work. The result was much as I had predicted: the collective bargaining process was reinvigorated. By allowing the pressures inherent in the market to have their effect, people were forced to find their own solution. This approach was a sharp contrast to that taken in the Kennedy-Johnson period, when high-level intervention and “jawboning” in major disputes were routine. The result then had been a predictable flow of cases right into the White House. As I said to Nixon: “If the president hangs out his shingle, he’ll get all the business.”


•       •       •

So an economist is by training a strategist who will try to understand the constellation of forces present in a situation and try to arrange them to point toward a desirable result. A sense of strategy is critical in any negotiation: when to make concessions, when to hold firm, when to let things cool off, when to be intransigent. Coming into office as secretary of state at a time when we confronted tremendous problems, the economist in me asked, “Where are we trying to go, and what kind of strategy should we employ to get there?” recognizing that results would often be a long time in coming.


I could easily foresee that the year 1983 was going to have as one of its dominant motifs the critical negotiation on intermediate-range nuclear forces (INF) missiles and that success would require a cohesive NATO alliance. But we would never achieve the needed cohesion in the atmosphere of acrimony with our allies that had been generated by the Siberian pipeline dispute and other disagreements. I was alarmed that this problem did not seem adequately recognized within the administration. I knew that the right kind of negotiating atmosphere for us demanded that we get the pipeline dispute behind us as a clear matter of priority. Yet we had to resolve the dispute in a way that strengthened, not weakened, our hand with the Soviets.


This instinct for thinking ahead and trying to develop a sense of strategy had an institutional counterpart in the Department of State, known as the policy planning staff. This organization had been put in place in General George Marshall’s day and had been staffed by such luminaries as George Kennan, Paul Nitze, and later Winston Lord. Its purpose was to give the secretary of state and the administration an ability to look beyond the moment, to anticipate, and to design policies from a long-term perspective. Much of the thinking that resulted in the Marshall Plan and the policy of containment so central to post-World War II developments is associated with the policy planning staff. The people involved in this innovative work were among those “present at the creation,” to use Dean Acheson’s phrase about the seminal period in post-World War II diplomacy when he was secretary of state.


Actually my own instincts had led me to establish first in the Department of Labor and later at Bechtel a unit like the policy planning staff. I was persuaded to do so partly as a result of an incident in 1968 at a quiet, isolated haven on the Stanford campus called the Center for Advanced Study in the Behavioral Sciences, where each year some fifty scholars are invited to do whatever they want. Some called it the Center for the Leisure of the Theory Class. When I arrived, the director took me to my study. The room was small, about fifteen feet to a side, with one glass-paneled door that overlooked San Francisco Bay. A simple desk and chair, a side chair, and a little settee were the furnishings. That was it. I looked around and I said, “Where’s the telephone?”


“There is no telephone,” he said with a smile. “If you get a call, a buzzer will sound, and you go down the hallway to a little booth to take the call.” I looked at the telephone booth. It was the only unpleasant, clammy place in the whole complex. “If you want to make an outgoing call,” he told me, “you can use a pay phone, and you’ll need to have the right amount of change.”


“If you don’t have the money to pay for telephones, I’d be glad to pay for the installation,” I told him.


“No, we don’t believe in telephones. Try it. You’ll like it.” He laughed.


After a couple of weeks, it dawned on me that for the first time in a long while I was working completely from the inside out. What I did was what I decided to do, not what somebody rang me up on the telephone and asked me to do. I carried this lesson over into my later work. In any day, or certainly in any week, I would block out periods of time when nothing was scheduled and I wasn’t going to deal with the things in my “in” box. I was going to sit with a piece of paper and think ahead about key problems, ways of getting at them, what I wanted to work on, and what I wanted to cause others to work on. This was my own personal version of policy planning.


Getting the Right People


Lessons learned when I started out as secretary of labor served me well. It had been the easiest transition imaginable. My predecessor, Bill Wirtz, a good friend from Chicago, wanted me to jump right into substantive issues, particularly the crisis of the moment: the longshoremen’s strike. I knew I would have to find a way to handle the strike, but my first priority was to put together a team of top people. The work of the department interacted with many groups, and I wanted as much access as possible to their grapevines. I needed diversity: someone from labor, from management, and from the mediation and arbitration, the legal, and the black communities. I quickly gathered first-class people to fill the political-level positions in the department. A critical ingredient was the diverse blend of experience that I was able to assemble. As for the professional civil servants at the department, I was warned that all were Democrats and that they would not cooperate with me in a Republican administration. That prediction turned out to be absolutely wrong. When career people, whatever their political bent, see serious, responsible effort at the top, they work their hearts out. That has always been my experience.


I sought the same kind of team at State. I was warned that the foreign service officer corps was incorrigibly biased toward the liberal side of politics and that I could expect either to be captured or sabotaged by them. I doubted the latter was true; I was certain the former would not happen.


Foreign service officers bring a fund of knowledge and institutional memory not available anywhere else. The selection process is about as rigorous as any in the nation, so the level of talent and energy is first-class. And they possess a skill, a mentality, and an instinct for the record that are exceptional. As Senator Daniel P. Moynihan put it, “The true diplomatist [is] aware of how much subsequently depends on what clearly can be established to have taken place. If it seems simple in the archives, try it in the maelstrom.”2


At the same time, a secretary of state has to have people around him who are sensitive to the political currents in Washington, people who have a deep understanding of the crucial give-and-take of politics within the halls of Congress. In the end, it is the president’s foreign policy, so key people who help him shape it and carry it out—including in the State Department—should be on his political wavelength. They should be expected to recognize the political moment and know how to seize it. As I reviewed the roster, though, I noticed that there were almost no political appointees around as holdovers from Alexander Haig’s time. Too many positions were vacant, perhaps an indication that the president’s political supporters were reluctant to join the Haig State Department as relations with the White House worsened.


The deputy secretary, my alter ego and acting secretary when I traveled, should be, in my view, a political appointee attuned to the White House. I called Ken Dam right off. He was then provost at the University of Chicago, where he had been a professor of law. Ken had a brilliant mind, honed to a keen edge in the seminar rooms of Chicago; he had as well the common sense associated with Kansas, his home state. He had worked with me when I was director of the OMB and later when I was treasury secretary. We were joint authors of Economic Policy Behind the Headlines, drawing on my experiences with economic policy in the Nixon administration. For the vacant post of under secretary for economic affairs I recruited Allen Wallis, recently retired as chancellor of the University of Rochester. Decisions might not go his way for political reasons, but as a forceful advocate of the free market, he never failed to leave his mark.


Larry Eagleburger, as Haig’s under secretary for political affairs, was responsible for tapping the department’s institutional memory and talent and for knowing how to use those resources effectively. Eagleburger talked as though he simply assumed that I would want to replace him. With a cigarette in one hand and a medicinal inhalator in the other, his mouth opening fishlike to accept one or the other, he was convincing as he talked about the need to find less stressful employment and break out of the paltry foreign service officer’s salary chart that was keeping his family strapped for funds. Yet I also knew that he had the affection and respect of the service—and the Congress—and that duty to country was his compelling priority. I asked him to stay, and he said yes. The other principals in the department were people I wanted to keep; they had strong reputations, and I did not believe in turning a place upside down when I walked into a new job.


The Problem of Management


I was determined from the moment the president nominated me to do more than direct the policies and their implementation at State. I wanted to make the nuts and bolts of the department work well, too. So management would get my close attention. I had learned more than a few things from my experience at Bechtel, a superbly managed outfit. I wanted to produce a well-run organization at State that would serve the nation’s interests efficiently and effectively. I had no illusions that it would be easy. In government the emphasis is on policy. That’s where the excitement and the attention are, and that’s where the talent goes. But I was determined I would find a way and find the people to “mind the store.”


Stanford students often asked me about the differences between managing in business, in government, and in the university. I had a somewhat flip answer. “In business,” I said, “you have to be very careful when you tell someone working for you to do something, because chances are high that he or she will actually do it. In government, you don’t have to worry about that. And in the university, you aren’t supposed to tell anyone to do anything in the first place.”


I asked Jerry van Gorkom, who had just sold his company to the Pritzker family of Chicago, whether he would like to bring his track record of effective management to Washington and give it a try. He was delighted and accepted. Soon, however, I sensed his frustration. “You’ve given me this job,” he told me one day, and then let loose. “I look over a problem and decide what to do. No sooner have I sent out an instruction than it’s overridden by the White House or leaked to the press, or a call comes in from some congressional staffer irately challenging what we’re doing. In business, when we decided to do something, we did it. In government nothing ever gets settled. I can’t stand this atmosphere.” So I knew that Jerry would not be with us for long. His plight was a dramatic illustration of how different business and government are. In each, you have to decide what to do, but in government, if the decision is going to stick, the divergent and divisive constituencies with a stake in the decision have to be persuaded—or, if not fully persuaded, at least consulted—so they feel that their views were considered. Even then, they can give you plenty of grief.


Congress and the Press


Two positions of great significance in any government department are the director of congressional relations and the press spokesman. For the first position, I decided to keep on Powell Moore, a Haig selection and a southerner who had a deft congressional touch. For press spokesman I recruited John Hughes, who had been editor of the Christian Science Monitor and was now heading up the Voice of America. Both Moore and Hughes were top-notch. But I had my own models to draw upon when it came to the Congress and the press.


In my book, the best congressional strategist ever to hit Washington was Bryce Harlow. I recalled going to an instructional session that he chaired. Bryce was diminutive, and he had with him Rogers Morton, a huge man, who measured at least six feet six. “I want all you new people to realize how tough it is to deal with the Congress,” Bryce said. “Rogers, will you please stand up?” Rogers Morton stood up, and Bryce from his five-feet-four height then said, “Twenty years ago, when I came to Washington, I was as tall as Rogers Morton.”


Bryce had a number of simple rules: “Return your calls promptly; deal straight with members of Congress.” He had a complex web of intense relations with people. Sometimes a person was on his side, sometimes not. He was constantly forming and re-forming coalitions to work on a particular subject. People had to know, he felt, that you were a tough adversary and would fight hard and skillfully for your point of view. “Never agree to do something unless you know that you can do it” was one of Bryce’s maxims. “If you give your word, then you better deliver. That way you develop trust. Trust is the coin of the realm.”


The press spokesman is important in any department, but particularly so in the Department of State. The press is briefed every day, usually at noon, and it’s done on the record, on camera, in the State Department briefing room. Sometimes the briefings are very short; sometimes, when it’s a big news day, the briefing can go on for hours. So the briefer is standing there with a book full of what is called guidance—written questions and answers—and is speaking for the government of the United States to a worldwide audience.


I brought to my thinking about press spokesmen the experience from my earlier times in the cabinet, most particularly from my first brush with the press as secretary of labor. Herb Klein, President Nixon’s press adviser, wanted to send me somebody from Nixon’s California entourage, but I decided to get my own man.


I chose Joe Loftus, the premier labor reporter in the United States, having worked for the New York Times for some twenty-five years. Joe had seen press spokesmen come and go. “The spokesman has credibility only when reporters know that he is on the inside,” he told me. As spokesman, he would have to know what was going on, be able to attend any meeting, be well informed; he would have to be able to conduct himself in accordance with “Loftus’s Laws”:


   • Don’t lie. Don’t mislead. Credibility is very precious; it can never be misused. Once destroyed, it cannot be recaptured.


   • Respond to questions directly.


   • Help reporters get their facts straight. The press is an important way you communicate with the public. Don’t act as if they are your enemy, however tempting at times.


   • Get on top of breaking stories. Be part of the original story. Nobody reads the reaction story. So be quick and don’t hold back. In practice, this means a constant tug-of-war between the spokesman and substantive officials, who all too often are reluctant or slow to provide needed information.


Bryce Harlow and Joe Loftus were of another era. In their day, Congress was “the other branch,” and the press was the “Fourth Estate.” Since then, Vietnam and Watergate had soured the atmosphere, and each part of Washington saw enemies as it looked out at the others. Despite the intervening history, I still looked to Harlow’s and Loftus’s guiding principles. A free press is still vital to, and a guarantor of, good government, and trust is still the coin of the realm.


How the State Department Works


When I walked into the State Department, I didn’t fully appreciate what an action-oriented operation it was. Events of moment were taking place all over the world all the time, and the United States, as a world power, was monitoring and influencing those events, or trying to. Some 5,000 cables came in each day, and about 1,200 went out. Almost 40 percent of them were “action” messages calling for virtually immediate response in Washington or in the field. The responses ran from visa applications to questions of high policy, matters often, but not always, routine: try acting on Yasser Arafat’s application for a visa. Of course, only a tiny fraction of the cable traffic came my way. The sheer volume emphasized to me the importance of my close contact with the people who handled this massive flow of the nation’s business.


A cadre of “desk officers” of the department tracked developments in other countries around the clock, and because much of the world was waking up when we went to sleep, the operations center was always on the job and ready to wake me or others up if need be. The flow of information, background knowledge, and options for action involved the assistant secretaries of state for each sector of the world (Africa, Latin America, Asia, Europe, and the Near East and South Asia). These operational units were joined by the so-called functional bureaus, whose expertise was not in geographic areas but in subjects like economics, law, intelligence, political-military affairs, international organizations, narcotics, science, or human rights. Working together, these bureaus, in constantly shifting groupings as the needs of the moment indicated, sorted out what was routine and what needed to be sent up the line to the secretary and other principals of the department.


All of this rested on the broad base of embassies and consulates spread all over the world, managed (under difficult circumstances, given budget restraints and congressional demands) by the geographic bureaus. From these posts came a torrent of information about the world as it relates to America, and to these posts went instructions for action from Washington.


As secretary, I could see I had at hand an extraordinary information machine: it could produce a flow of reports on what was happening in real time, background on what had been done before and how that had worked, analyses of alternative courses of action, and ideas on what might be done. The department is a great engine of diplomacy for the secretary to use in carrying out the president’s foreign policy. But the heart and soul of the department comes from the enormous crush of work to be done and from everyone’s commitment to do it well. The problems were difficult, with high stakes riding on success in handling them with a sense of strategic purpose and tactical skill. I could already see that the lights burned late in the State Department building and that people there loved being part of the action.



First Efforts



By the time the Senate had confirmed my nomination, my new people were coming on board, and the accelerating pace of work in the State Department was assaulting me with a fire hose of information on a daily basis. At the same time, I was struggling to develop a pattern of interaction between the day-to-day work of the world and longer-range efforts to think out strategically what should be our course farther ahead. On Wednesday, July 14, the Senate Foreign Relations Committee voted unanimously to confirm me, and the full Senate confirmed me unanimously the next day. The president swore me in on Friday, July 16. It was time to go to work.


In fact, I had gone to work even before I was sworn in: I had met privately with the president first thing that morning to talk about the Middle East. The problem of Lebanon was front and center; Beirut was being shelled as we spoke. We were seeking a cease-fire and agreement on the departure from Beirut of the leadership and fighters of the PLO, which would close its headquarters in Beirut and remove any reason for Israeli forces to enter this Arab capital. Lebanon would then have a chance to settle down, the security threat to Israel originating from there would diminish, and some beginnings of a relationship between Israel and Lebanon might follow.


But my primary focus with the president that morning was on the problems of the West Bank and Gaza, which lay at the center of the Arab-Israeli dispute. Some people argued that the problems of Lebanon had to be solved before the peace process could resume. This, I felt, would leave us in a quagmire and encourage opponents of the peace process to prolong Lebanon’s agony. I had been working hard on these issues in my preconfirmation period and had already had many discussions with President Reagan about them: the president was receptive to my ideas.


After our private talk, President Reagan and I walked out to the Rose Garden, where I was sworn in, in the presence of my whole family, followed by pictures with the president in the Oval Office. My children were captivated by his easy manner and his sense of humor. Many friends attended, going back to my time in the Eisenhower and Nixon administrations. From there I went on to a meeting of the National Security Council principals3 about East-West trade and the Siberian pipeline problem.


When I returned to the State Department, I started to assemble a diverse group to confer with me on Mideast issues, a task made easier by the help of the White House telephone operators, who can find anyone, anywhere, anytime. My first call was to Irving Shapiro, then president of Du Pont. I had toured the Middle East with him, going from Saudi Arabia to Jordan to Israel, just a week after Anwar Sadat’s historic visit to Jerusalem. Next I called Bob Ames, a Middle East expert at the CIA with extensive knowledge of Palestinian matters. Larry Silberman, who had been my general counsel in the Labor Department, was next on my list. Finally, I called Henry Kissinger, whom I had known since our days in the west wing of Nixon’s White House and whose font of knowledge and depth of insight on this and other areas of foreign policy were unparalleled. Each of them agreed at once to join me the next day, Saturday, at the department.


•       •       •

Early that Saturday morning, Moshe Arens, the Israeli ambassador, came in at my invitation. He was the first ambassador to call on me, and the symbolism was not lost on him. We talked about the U.S.-Israeli relationship, now sorely strained by the crisis in Beirut. It was a tense conversation, candid, good-tempered, but with an edge.


I then met with my Middle East group.4 We worked and took our meals in the diplomatic reception rooms on the eighth floor of the State Department. The rooms are named after early statesmen, Thomas Jefferson, John Adams, Benjamin Franklin, James Monroe, and James Madison, all of whom had served as president as well as secretary of state except Franklin, America’s first diplomat. The setting is imbued with a sense of history, standards, and achievement. Here we were surrounded by the artifacts of the founding years, including the stand-up desk Thomas Jefferson had designed and at which he had written portions of the Declaration of Independence.


I had to step out first to see Ambassador Ashraf Ghorbal of Egypt and then Prince Bandar, Saudi Arabia’s ambassador in Washington. They both banged away at me about Israel’s bombing and shelling of Beirut. I banged back about Arab reluctance to take in the PLO leaders and fighters we were seeking to evacuate from Lebanon. When I rejoined my group, the discussion continued through the afternoon and dinner. No one hung back. How could we talk to the Palestinians? What was necessary for Israel’s security? Were interim arrangements for governance on the West Bank possible? Could we get attention to these issues when Lebanon was under siege? It was almost 9:00 P.M. when, on my way home, I dropped off Henry Kissinger at National Airport so that he could catch the shuttle for New York.


This gathering inaugurated what became a trademark of my time as secretary of state: the Saturday seminar. In my six and a half years in office I convened on at least twenty occasions a diverse group of people, many from outside the government, to explore a particular topic in an informal and open way as a help to me in formulating policy and advancing our objectives. Following this first Saturday seminar, I assembled a small group in the State Department to work secretly to develop a comprehensive approach to the deep-seated issues dividing Israel, its Arab neighbors, and the Palestinians.


•       •       •

I was determined not to be pinned down by the Beirut crisis. There were other problems that couldn’t be postponed. I had to negotiate with the People’s Republic of China a communiqué on our arms sales to Taiwan. I had to take decisions on our policy designed to move countries of Eastern Europe away from the Soviet Union by adjusting our behavior toward those countries, depending on the degree to which they might take positions at variance with Moscow. When I arrived at work the next Monday, I had to prepare for the state visit of Prime Minister Indira Gandhi of India. As the week went on, I met with Chancellor Helmut Schmidt of West Germany on the pipeline dispute, with Prime Minister Lee Kuan Yew of Singapore on issues in the Asia-Pacific region, and with Italian Foreign Minister Emilio Colombo on missile deployments in Italy, as well as the MNF in Beirut and the Italians’ distress over the pipeline. I was enmeshed in an immense flow of issues, events, and people that the secretary of state encounters on a typical day, in a typical week, whether just entering office or not. The sweep ranged from close to home to Europe, the Americas, the Middle East, Africa, and Asia and included security issues, economic issues, just about anything else imaginable. All of this was piled into my first week in office.


Meanwhile, all the problems of the world in turmoil that I inherited pressed in upon me: acrimony with the Europeans and at home over the Siberian pipeline and with China over arms sales to Taiwan; tension in Central America; friction with Japan and other countries in the Pacific; stalemate with the Soviets. Virtually every day found me in a kaleidoscopic round of activities involving two or three or four of these issues. The days were hectic, intense, and demanding on my stocks of energy and intellect. Almost immediately I found myself embroiled in the daily pulls and hauls among key players on the Reagan team. So this is life, I thought, in the cockpit of the free world.





Part II
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THE MIDDLE EAST: PROGRESS AND DESPAIR






CHAPTER 4
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The Siege of Beirut


In my confirmation hearings, I had told the Senate that the crisis in Lebanon made painfully clear the urgent need to resolve the problems of the Palestinian people. The peace process had collapsed, and a war process continued to gather momentum. Now the Israeli army was laying siege to the capital of an Arab land: they were poised on the southern edge of Beirut. Palestinian fighters ran raids against their front lines and lobbed mortars in their rear areas; the Israel Defense Forces (IDF) pounded back at the city with artillery, tank forays, and air strikes.


The United States was caught in the middle. The Arab world blamed us, as Israel’s great ally and financial supporter, for all of Israel’s deeds and looked to us to end the fighting in a responsible way. The Lebanese government particularly relied on us to save them from outside predators and to help them restore Lebanese central authority over their country. The Israelis took our material support for granted while defying any criticism of their chosen course of action; yet they also clearly wanted the United States to negotiate an end to the war that would keep the IDF out of inevitably bloody street-to-street fighting in Beirut.


The problems to be faced had been around for a long time. The Palestine Liberation Organization (PLO), expelled by Jordan after bloody battles back in late 1970, had established its headquarters in Beirut and based its fighters in Lebanon. Their cross-border attacks on northern Israel and Israeli retaliatory strikes led to a cease-fire negotiated on July 24, 1981, after long efforts by Phil Habib. The border had been generally quiet for eleven months, although the sense of mutual antagonism was intense. The PLO wanted to disrupt Israeli society, and the Israelis could not bear their enemy in a sanctuary so close to their border.


With the fighting across the Lebanese-Israeli border greatly reduced, PLO terrorism beyond the Middle East increased. The cease-fire applied only to the border area; the Israelis screamed “foul” as the PLO hit elsewhere. On June 3, the Israeli ambassador to Britain, Shlomo Argov, was shot and critically wounded in London. The Israelis bombed PLO targets in Lebanon in retaliation, killing 45 people and wounding more than 150, according to the Lebanese government. The PLO responded with artillery attacks on northern Israel. On June 5, the UN Security Council, meeting at Lebanon’s request, issued a unanimous call for a cease-fire. On June 6, massed Israeli tanks and infantry crossed into Lebanon, supported by air strikes and sea landings. This was war, and not only between Israelis and Palestinians: the Israeli forces were taking on the army and air force of Soviet-backed Syria as well. Initially announced by Prime Minister Begin as an operation to clear out terrorists from a zone forty kilometers (twenty-five miles) deep into southern Lebanon, the invasion kept rolling northward until, by June 9, Israeli forces were within sight of Beirut. Israel’s real objective was the destruction of the PLO and its leadership of the Palestinian movement.


The U.S. response and objectives evolved rapidly: attain a cease-fire between the Israeli and Syrian forces; use the Israeli presence and threat as a means to negotiate the evacuation of the PLO from Beirut, and in turn use that prospect to keep Israeli forces out of that Arab capital; lay the groundwork for putting in place an international peacekeeping force, as the Lebanese were requesting; work for a diplomatic arrangement that would get all foreign forces out of Lebanon; and use the opportunity to help Lebanon get back on its feet, assert its national identity, and, if possible, develop some sort of stable relationship with Israel.


•       •       •

In those first two weeks of July 1982, I could only watch the crisis as it careened back and forth between progress and chaos; I could not take decisions on it until I was confirmed by the Senate. As reports were passed to me, I became aware of an acute problem with the State Department’s system of crisis management: the pace of events had outstripped the traditional methods of receiving cabled messages from overseas and responding with written instructions to our posts. There simply was not time to draft, type, code, transmit, decode, process, and read written telegraphic traffic. This was the first diplomatic crisis handled by instant voice communications via satellite. The central and novel piece of equipment was the tacsat, a regulation-issue army backpack field telephone whose radio signal was beamed up by a little open-umbrella-like device by a window in the State Department and then down to Habib at his army field radio, set up in our ambassador’s residence in Yarzé on a hill overlooking Beirut. Diplomatic decision makers were in immediate contact with all points of a swiftly changing situation half the globe away. I could see that the technology of communication and massive, instantaneous information flows were transforming the way Washington handled a foreign policy challenge. We were operating in a world of real-time diplomacy with the telephone and tacsat overtaking cable traffic. Our ability to respond quickly increased, but so did the possibilities for error, confusion, and inadequate record keeping. We were in a new age, an information age, and we would have to learn how to make the most of it.


Al Haig was convinced, he had told me, that he had sound assurances from Israel that if the United States negotiated a PLO departure from Beirut, Israel would agree to a cease-fire and would not send its troops into the city. The Israelis were well aware, he said, that their entry into an Arab capital would be a cataclysmic event, with the potential of inflaming the entire Arab world. They would also pay a heavy price in the casualties of street-to-street fighting.


The president’s special envoy to the Middle East happened to be on his way there when the war broke out. He was on the job instantly, arriving in Jerusalem for talks the day after Israeli forces crossed into Lebanon on June 6. It was, inevitably, Phil Habib, recently retired for health reasons, back on the job as America’s top diplomatic pro. Over a long foreign service career he had turned himself into the State Department’s preeminent negotiator, first in the Far East and then in the Middle East. His dynamism, political savvy, and judgment had taken him to the highest job traditionally available to a career diplomat: under secretary of state for political affairs.


This was an odd destiny for an Arab-American kid from a Lebanese Christian family who grew up in a Jewish neighborhood in Brooklyn and satisfied his curiosity about distant lands by attending the University of Idaho to study forestry. The joke was that Phil Habib had chosen his life’s work by thinking he was signing up with the Forest Service. But now he was—retired or not—the “Godfather of the Foreign Service.”


Habib’s personal style was direct, forceful, no nonsense. Although he was working his way through a series of multiple bypass coronary operations, Habib never ceased to rave and rant and wave his arms in perpetual motion as he shouted imprecations at anyone in range. Habib’s tantrums were at once theatrics and persuasively serious. Beneath the surface noise everyone discerned a just and good-natured gentleman. So I would silently chuckle and quietly, patiently smile as Habib stood before me roaring in outrage. He had, to say the least, an unusual diplomatic style, but it worked. Habib could convey unpleasant truths and stark realities in a manner that would often ultimately win agreement without resentment. He knew both the Lebanese and the Israelis well, and he enjoyed the bargaining process as much as they did. He also enjoyed—too much for his own good—the Lebanese food. I had known him for many years. I knew we could talk straight to each other and that he was absolutely trustworthy.


On Friday, July 2, Phil had met with Lebanese intermediaries, who had just seen PLO chairman Yasser Arafat. The PLO had taken “a decision in principle” to accept U.S. proposals for their evacuation, but they demanded that we produce a place for them to go. The government of Lebanon now formally requested an international presence; specifically, they wanted a multinational force (MNF), if possible, to oversee the departure of the PLO, not a UN peacekeeping operation. Menachem Begin, in any case, would have nothing to do with a UN role in any form for Beirut, a view traced back to 1967, when the United Nations pulled its peacekeeping troops out of the Sinai at Gamal Abdel Nasser’s demand, a step toward the war that followed. Moreover, a multinational force separate from the United Nations could be formed more quickly and would be composed of forces from major countries whose involvement the ever-bargaining Lebanese regarded as advantageous.


When Larry Eagleburger telephoned Al Haig at the Greenbriar to relay Habib’s report, Haig said that an American presence in the multinational force “would be no problem. Do it quietly.” The Joint Chiefs of Staff and Secretary of Defense Cap Weinberger were very negative about a U.S. role, but on Saturday, July 3, State got word from the White House: “The president approves a U.S. contribution to the multinational force.”


•       •       •

At that moment, everything seemed to be falling into place. The general assumption was that within a few days the PLO would leave Beirut, by ship or overland, to be received by and remain in Syria. After the PLO withdrew, a multinational peacekeeping force, including an American contingent, would enter Beirut for a strictly limited time, say, thirty days; Israeli troops would pull back five or so miles from the city. The government of Lebanon would regain control of its capital and, with international support, could start the long process of getting all foreign forces out and reestablishing its national integrity.


Then Habib called in on the tacsat, shouting, “There’s a firefight going on. Flares are coming down. The Israelis are moving forward northeast of the airport, across the railroad track. They’re putting the squeeze on the city. If they break the cease-fire, it could screw it all up! This deal could be set in the next twenty-four to seventy-two hours. Israeli pressure now won’t help!”


Within minutes, Ambassador Sam Lewis in Jerusalem reported in by secure telephone. He had just met with Prime Minister Begin, Defense Minister Ariel Sharon, and Foreign Minister Yitzhak Shamir to discuss the favorable news of the PLO’s decision to leave. The Israelis were delighted by the president’s approval of U.S. participation in the multinational force. As to where the PLO would go, they didn’t really care. “Just get them out of Lebanon and leave no seed,” Begin said. The discussion had taken place, Lewis reported, in Begin’s bedroom. The prime minister had pulled open a drawer, taken out a bottle of scotch, and poured everyone a drink: a toast “to General Alexander M. Haig, Jr.” They had laughed to see that the brand of scotch was Haig and Haig.


Lewis had broken the happy mood by asking about the shelling that night. Begin was annoyed. “Habib is hysterical,” he said. “It is all highly exaggerated; we are just returning fire.” Lewis pointed out that the firing would disrupt critical meetings in Beirut to move forward a solution quickly.


“It will be quiet the rest of the night,” Sharon told Lewis.


The Washington Post on July 4 ran the headline “Arafat Reportedly Signs Agreement to Withdraw.” That same day, Lebanese President Elias Sarkis gave Habib a paper signed by Arafat and dated July 3.


The leaders of the PLO do not wish to remain in Lebanon. However, it must be understood that in spite of the desire of the leaders to leave Lebanon, they cannot depart until after the period necessary for the application and execution of the arrangements agreed upon. This decision, which stems from our desire to prevent bloodshed of the innocent citizens in Beirut, comes with a reminder to your Excellency of our insistence in obtaining guarantees for the protection of our Palestinian refugees in their camps during and after the disengagement operation. In addition to what we received from your Excellency concerning guarantees, we request that an international-Arab or international force participate in these guarantees with the Lebanese Army.


With warmest greetings and revolution until victory,


Yasser Arafat, Chairman   
PLO Executive Committee


Despite what Begin had said to Lewis in his bedroom, the breakdown of the cease-fire paralyzed Habib’s work. The Lebanese officials who were acting as go-betweens with the PLO could not travel back and forth because of the danger from falling shells or because they refused to cross checkpoints that Israeli troops set up between Christian East Beirut, where Habib was located, and Muslim West Beirut, where Arafat had his headquarters. Habib and Sharon were railing at each other.


Meanwhile, Haig was still at the Greenbriar and was still secretary of state. Eagleburger telephoned him on Monday morning, July 5—a government holiday in Washington. The Saudis had informed us that they had persuaded Syrian President Hafez al-Assad to accept the PLO in Syria. In time, this pressured promise did not hold, and in any event, the PLO now refused to go to Syria. So the cease-fire had fallen apart, and the negotiations had stalled. No Arab country wanted to accept the PLO. We now had to put together a multinational force with U.S. participation, which was bound to be opposed within the U.S. government and at the United Nations. And getting other nations to join us, as we must, would not be easy.


We had sent a message, I learned, to King Fahd of Saudi Arabia pointing out that while the Arabs had long criticized the United States for inattention to the Palestinian problem, it was now the Arab states that were unwilling to take the PLO in and that therefore “we are now at a point where the very survival of the PLO as a potentially constructive political force in the region is at stake.” Our ambassador to Saudi Arabia, Dick Murphy, said that with this message we had “put in the maximum needle.” On the Israeli side, Sam Lewis reported, the atmosphere suddenly had changed markedly. Menachem Begin was sinking into a mood of deep depression, “a recognition that he is in a real box.”


Walking into a War


On July 14, the day the Senate Foreign Relations Committee recommended my confirmation as secretary of state, word came in of a massive Iranian military assault into Iraq, with Iranian troops advancing some twenty miles in six hours. The Arabs in the Persian Gulf area were more immediately concerned about the threat of Iranian Shiite fundamentalism than about the siege of Beirut, but to help advance a solution for Lebanon, King Fahd welcomed the willingness of the United States to commit troops to a multinational force. He agreed to send Prince Saud, his foreign minister, to Washington to join Syrian Foreign Minister Abdel Khaddam and to meet directly with the president and me.


PLO supporters in Washington were fervently lobbying congressmen and senators on Capitol Hill. Senator Chuck Percy, chairman of the Senate Foreign Relations Committee, telephoned urging me to seize “the great opportunity that now exists.” Some kind of messenger from Arafat had told him that the PLO was ready to meet the U.S. conditions. (In 1975, Secretary of State Henry Kissinger had declared that the United States would not negotiate with the PLO until it recognized Israel’s right to exist and accepted UN Security Council Resolution 242, the “territory-for-peace” resolution, as a basis for negotiating peace with Israel.)


Jeane Kirkpatrick, our ambassador to the United Nations, rushed to the State Department to argue vehemently against Percy’s idea. “Covenants made under duress are not binding,” she said. This was “the deathbed confession of the PLO.” But, she added, “I would not dismiss the possibility of dealing with the PLO. Let the military drama play out. Break their military power, get them out of Beirut, and then—if they accept 242 and Israel’s right to exist—we talk to them.”


At this point I realized for the first time that the CIA’s top specialist on Arab affairs, Bob Ames, had been carrying on a dialogue with the PLO leadership through envoys and intermediaries for at least a year. In the steady round of Mideast briefings I received, Ames had appeared several times. I was impressed by his understanding of the Arab political and cultural scene. The bottom line Ames described was that the PLO was now ready to meet our conditions if we would make some gesture indicating we would support Palestinian “self-determination,” really a code word for support of an independent Palestinian state. That would be a gigantic step, not a gesture, and I was unwilling to consider it. Furthermore, as was so often the case, the PLO messages were vague, inconsistent, and delivered through a variety of channels. When specifics were requested, the PLO ducked; they would meet the American conditions, for example, not by making a direct statement but by attaching themselves to a resolution then being drafted at the United Nations. Such indirection was all too slippery and vague and therefore unsatisfactory to me. Bob Ames wanted to meet his PLO contact. I instructed that there must be no such meeting.


I decided to ask Israeli Ambassador Moshe Arens to come to see me. Knowing this, Sam Lewis called in from Israel. Prime Minister Begin, he said, was very unhappy about my confirmation testimony and was even more upset about Phil Habib’s negotiation. “He is the worst negotiator I’ve ever seen,” Begin told Lewis. In reality, Lewis said, “the Israelis now are frightened and nervous.”


•       •       •

At 9:00 A.M. on Saturday, July 17, the day after I was sworn in as secretary of state, Arens came into my office. It was the Jewish Shabbat, and normally Arens might have come under attack in Jerusalem if it had been known he was at work, but this was a war. His hair was clipped short, and his speech was brisk. From my days on the faculty at MIT, I saw in him what he once had been: an aeronautical engineer with a Ph.D. from MIT. I could see him with his slide rule. Born in Lithuania, he had, in fact, been brought up in New York City. No foreign representative ever seemed more American than Moshe Arens. But he had long since given up his American citizenship. And I was soon to realize that no Israeli was more resolute in pursuit of Israel’s objectives than Arens. I told him I knew his reputation and trusted his ability to hear my views and transmit them accurately to his government. Assure Jerusalem, I said, that if your government wants to get a message to me, you can do so at a moment’s notice. “The excessive Israeli shelling is making it almost impossible to work out the agreement that everyone wants,” I told him in the direct language he understood.


Arens went straight to his points. He characterized U.S.-Israeli relations as perplexing: we used to have the same views about how to achieve shared goals; now those views are different. “The U.S. claims that diplomacy can work in Beirut—that Israel’s military pressure is interfering with diplomacy. So two weeks ago I recommended to Jerusalem that we comply with the president’s request and ease the situation for diplomacy. But today I am pessimistic. Israel does not want one square inch of Lebanon, nor does it have any idea of installing a puppet government,” Arens claimed.


After Arens left, I launched into my first Saturday seminar with Henry Kissinger, Irving Shapiro, and Larry Silberman, along with key people from State, the CIA, and the National Security Council (NSC) staff. The object was to explore ways to get the Mideast peace process back on track. Everyone agreed on the importance of getting a credible process going and not letting the problems of Lebanon overwhelm everything else. On the question of how to deal with the Palestinians, I was skeptical. So, I could sense, was Henry Kissinger. The consensus of what I had heard that day was that we should offer to have Habib meet Arafat to make final arrangements for the PLO’s departure from Lebanon. In return, the PLO would publicly and authoritatively accept UN Security Council Resolution 242 and Israel’s right to exist. We would tell Arafat that the United States would be ready to discuss broader Middle East issues with the PLO after they had reached their destination outside Lebanon—and we would set a twenty-four-hour deadline for Arafat’s answer. With a positive answer from Arafat, we would be in a better position to get some Arab state to receive the Palestinian evacuees.


I thought over this strategy for dealing with the PLO on my way back to Jackson Place. I decided it was a bad idea. The Lebanon crisis was one problem; an Arab-Israeli solution for the West Bank and Gaza was another. I would not try to bargain one for the other. Remarkably, no one leaked the hot news that direct U.S.-PLO discussions had been under consideration. What was the subject of speculation in the press—as reporters had observed the participants coming and going around the State Department on Saturday—was the idea, totally unfounded, that I had asked Kissinger to go to Beirut to replace Habib.


On Tuesday afternoon, July 20, just before Prince Saud of Saudi Arabia and Foreign Minister Khaddam of Syria were about to come into my office, I learned that Bob Ames of the CIA had gone ahead, against my instructions but with CIA director Bill Casey’s approval, and had met with a PLO representative the previous day. The CIA report—supposedly advance notice of what my visitors were about to tell me—turned out to be quite wrong. I saw then that Bill Casey and the CIA acted independently and provided information on which I could not necessarily rely.


Saud and Khaddam said they had come on a mission for the Arab League and that the entire Arab world had high hopes for the outcome of their meetings with me and with President Reagan. Prince Saud was a tall and dramatic figure in white burnoose and black flowing robes; his hawklike profile and aura of desert nobility and his erudite manner of the Princeton graduate left my outer office staff agog as he swept through the corridors. Khaddam was short, bullet-headed, and aggressive. As our meeting started, he pulled out a pad to make notes, and I handed him a pencil. “Ha!” he exploded. “To Israelis you give warplanes, and to Arabs you give pencils!”


After unloading on me about the Israeli shelling of Beirut, they told me that no Arab country was willing to take the PLO. Both Saudi Arabia and Syria genuinely feared that if they accepted the few thousand PLO fighters, they eventually would have to take all the 400,000-some Palestinians living in Lebanon; that if the PLO fighters evacuated Beirut, the families they left behind would be slaughtered; and that Israel would not withdraw an inch after the PLO left, thus humiliating the country that took them. They thought—and feared—that Israel intended to stay in Lebanon, creating a North Bank to add to the other occupied territories. Saud and Khaddam suggested that the PLO “relocate elsewhere in Lebanon,” something neither the government of Lebanon nor Israel nor I would accept. I told them that idea was “a nonstarter.”


In New York, UN Ambassador Jeane Kirkpatrick was irate about a joint French-Egyptian draft resolution to revise UN Resolution 242 to recognize “the legitimate rights of the Palestinian people,” including their right to “self-determination.” That would cut across Habib’s work at a critical time, mix the outcome in Beirut with the Middle East peace process in general, turn the negotiations over to the United Nations, and be the vehicle for a PLO assertion that it had met U.S. conditions for direct discussions. “You can’t imagine what the pressures are like here,” she said. “The Soviets are demanding UN action.” The Saudis were furious at this blatant French effort to take credit for getting the United States and the PLO together. And now word had come that David Dodge, acting president of the American University of Beirut, had been kidnapped on July 19. The university was a highly regarded institution serving not only Lebanon but also the entire eastern Arab world, and this act against a respected American friend of the community seemed ominous, especially since Dodge was reportedly in the hands of pro-Khomeini Iranian “revolutionary guards” now in Beirut.


Former Israeli Prime Minister Yitzhak Rabin came to Washington on July 27, and I stressed two imperatives to him: the Israeli military must stay out of Beirut, and a political approach to the Palestinian issue must be pursued in a different way, but consistent with the Camp David Accords. Israel, I told him, was in tough shape around the world; the war was increasingly undermining Israel’s relationship with its friends and what had been a vital consensus in its favor. Rabin had spent time with me during my first trip to Israel in 1969, and I saw him in Washington when he was Israel’s ambassador to the United States. Our talks always went to the core of current problems. Yet Rabin always conveyed a sense of being vastly preoccupied with something deeper than the topic of conversation. I soon concluded that his preoccupation was with the concept and future of Israel itself: its significance as a Jewish state and the dilemma of security and democracy in a country with a large and growing Arab population surrounded by a hostile Arab world. In office—any office, military, diplomatic, or government—his preoccupation charged him with physical and intellectual energy; out of office, as now, it gnawed at him from within. When on active service, his deep voice carried weight and authority; now it seemed tired and slow. Rabin was a force that needed to be utilized.


At this point I felt it was crucial for us to move along two tracks at once. First, we had to keep Phil Habib’s negotiations going until the PLO was out of Beirut and in another Arab country. We could then turn to the problem of getting both the Israeli and Syrian armies out of Lebanon so that Lebanon could stand on its own again. Second, at the same time, we had to revive the Arab-Israeli peace process in a way that would satisfy Israel’s needs for security and also give the Palestinians a sense of identity and a serious avenue toward gaining more control over their lives.


Israeli shelling of Beirut started again. Habib called in that the biggest barrage of the war so far was under way. “Their guns are firing only a few hundred yards from me. I could have walked down the hill myself from here and told them to stop!” Arafat, through channels in Cairo, passed a message that reached Bob Ames: Habib talks only about our going but never about how and where. Where are we to go? Syria will not take us. I am not interested in saving only my life.


On July 29, Arafat sent Habib a paper outlining steps for a PLO departure. This seemed to be a breakthrough—an unequivocal and firm decision by the PLO to leave Beirut. We now had indications that the PLO might be dispersed among several Arab countries, including Jordan, Egypt, Syria, and Sudan.


The bombardment by the Israelis stopped, but they kept the city’s power and water turned off. Too much Israeli pressure now would bring everything to a halt. Lebanon’s president, Elias Sarkis, warned that if the Israelis resumed bombing, the negotiations would stop. The Lebanese intermediaries were pleading with Habib to get the water and electricity back on.


At 3:00 on Sunday morning, August 1, all hell broke loose. Israeli tanks attacked in the southern suburbs of the city and spread across Beirut International Airport. A Middle East Airlines Boeing 707 on the tarmac was hit by a shell and destroyed. On the tacsat Habib was threatening to resign: “It is indecent for the U.S. to go along with this!” Smoke was hanging over the city. Israeli aircraft and artillery hits were observed in the vicinity of the refugee camps and the Shiite neighborhoods. I put our diplomatic capabilities into action again on all fronts—in Jerusalem, Washington, and New York—demanding that the Israelis call off their assault.


During this same period, Habib and Begin had exchanged correspondence about a matter deeply disturbing to Begin—the possibility that as the last arrangements were to be worked out for the PLO’s departure, Habib might be close to making direct contact with PLO representatives. Habib had assured Begin that, in the interest of efficiency and speed, he would set up “proximity talks” so the Lebanese intermediaries could quickly move back and forth between Habib and the PLO to exchange proposals and replies on the final details of the departure. As Israeli forces rolled over the southern suburbs of the city, Habib received another message from Prime Minister Begin:


Thank you for your prompt reply. . . . In the second part of your most recent message to me you confirm completely the information given to me by Professor Arens, our Ambassador in Washington. You speak about an upper floor from which you will conduct negotiations whereas in the lower floor there will be located Lebanese and terrorist representatives. This “flooral” arrangement is totally unacceptable to us. I therefore repeat my most urgent request for reconsideration. At twelve noon I left our cabinet session and telephoned Professor Arens as follows:


a.) The Israeli Cabinet has decided to accept a ceasefire provided, as a sine qua non, that the ceasefire be mutual and absolute, b.) Our action in the early morning was a reaction to repeated violations of the ninth ceasefire, which came into effect 1030 Thursday night. There was no plan or intent today to conquer Beirut.


Regards. 
M. Begin


My First Visit with Shamir


Later that Sunday, August 1, the day the media were calling “black Sunday,” Israeli Foreign Minister Yitzhak Shamir arrived in Washington. “Are you losing patience with Israel?” a reporter asked President Reagan.


“I lost patience a long time ago,” the president replied. “The bloodshed must stop.”


Habib called in on the tacsat on Monday, August 2. “It’s now clear that the IDF is moving forward from the cease-fire lines of last night. They are trying to get a line north of the airport. They did not get up into Burj al-Brajneh. They are moving slowly, not many of them. As they move up, PLO fighters fire a few rounds and withdraw toward the city. So there is not a cease-fire in place. Then artillery comes in to cover the Israelis. It has not escalated yet, but if the PLO fires their mortars, then off we go again. We can’t take it again. When I was in Jerusalem and told Begin I could manage a cease-fire, he agreed to a cease-fire in situ. This is not a cease-fire in situ. The Israelis took over the airport.”


Habib reported that the water and power, just restored, had now been cut off again by the Israelis and that the IDF was blocking UN efforts to look at the situation. In Jerusalem, Habib’s deputy, Morrie Draper, met with Prime Minister Begin. Begin said that he had ordered the city’s water turned back on. On the question of proximity talks with the PLO, Begin said that American and Palestinian negotiators would have to be at least 300 yards apart; Israel would not agree to delegations in side-by-side buildings or “floorally” in the same building. As for UN observers, Begin said Jeane Kirkpatrick had “betrayed” him and voted in favor of “them.”


At this moment, if a cease-fire could hold, we could move forward in our negotiations. The Lebanese government agreed not to press for the deployment of observers (which in any event would be impossible to interpose between the IDF and the PLO fighters); two Lebanese army generals were to meet with the PLO to take up Habib’s ideas for the conduct of an evacuation; and we had a UN Security Council resolution on observers that could provide endorsement for an international peacekeeping force.


Ambassador Sam Lewis reported that Menachem Begin was in a very good mood: “He keeps referring to ‘the beautiful letter’ that President Reagan sent him on his birthday.” Begin sent a reply to President Reagan:


I feel as a Prime Minister empowered to instruct a valiant army facing “Berlin,” where among innocent civilians Hitler and his henchmen hide in a bunker beneath the surface  . . . so that that which happened once on instructions from Berlin—the proclamation of intention to destroy the Jewish people—will never happen again.


But at that same moment, Habib was reporting artillery rounds of three to five per minute. The Israelis were again moving forward on the ground. Habib feared the Lebanese talks with the PLO on evacuation would collapse.


President Reagan’s meeting with Yitzhak Shamir on August 2 was grim. I had discussed it carefully ahead of time with the president. We knew it would be a tough encounter. Reagan did not smile. Shamir held his ground. Shamir raised the question of proximity talks; President Reagan said to take it up with me. Shamir argued Israel’s case justifying the collapse of the cease-fire. The president didn’t buy it. The president talked with intensity about what was being shown on television—hospital scenes, babies with their arms blown off. “If you invade West Beirut, it would have the most grave, most grievous, consequences for our relationship,” the president told Shamir and added, “Should these Israeli practices continue, it will become increasingly difficult to defend the proposition that Israeli use of U.S. arms is for defensive purposes.” This statement, given the circumstances, was a signal that President Reagan might soon cease to oppose the use of statutory provisions that could suspend the supply of American military equipment to Israel—the ultimate sanction.


Shamir quickly retorted, “All arms are being used only for Israel’s defense.” He was calm and tried to be friendly. President Reagan kept after him, stressing the disproportionality of Israel’s response to relatively minor PLO cease-fire violations.


“The Soviets are profiting from the nature of your retaliation,” the president told Shamir. “Fifteen hours of shelling make people forget who fired the first shot. The Soviets may even be stimulating it, and you are playing into their hands.”


The New York Times coverage of the Reagan-Shamir meeting was headlined “U.S. Displays a New Face to the Israelis.” Beneath it, side by side, were the two smiling broadly at their 1981 meeting and then, above, stony-faced one year later.


•       •       •

It was then my turn to deal with Shamir. This would be our first meeting. I returned to the department, and we started at 11:30 A.M. on August 2. I wanted him to understand me, to recognize my way of working at problems, and to get a feeling for my attitude toward Israel. I invited him to sit with me alone in my back office for a private talk. “I am an admirer and supporter of Israel,” I told him. “I will be a supporter in tough times as well as good times, not a fair-weather friend. When the going gets tough, some people you think are your friends won’t be there: I’ll be there. But I also believe in direct statements, so you will know my views of the issues we are dealing with. When I am critical, you will know it; I will also not hesitate to be openly supportive when I feel that is deserved. Our relationship will emerge out of the work we do together, but I want you to know at the outset how I view Israel myself.”


Just before Shamir’s arrival, I had received a report that Prime Minister Begin had sent a somewhat threatening message to King Hussein, saying that after the PLO had been removed from Beirut, Jordan should not aid the PLO in the West Bank or it would be held responsible for future Palestinian activity there.


Shamir was a paradoxical presence. A small but powerful man with a large and leonine head, he seemed both shy and sure. He had been a warrior of the Zionist underground, accustomed to the anonymity of revolution. Now in the halls of diplomacy, he was quiet in manner and direct in his approach. He told me that we were “at an important moment for the free world.” If security arrangements for Israel’s northern border could be agreed on between Lebanon and Israel, the prospects for peace could be widened and the peace process advanced. The departure of the PLO from Lebanon was a precondition, Shamir said, for a solution that would make Lebanon stable and allow a Lebanon-Israel agreement on security that would then enable Israeli forces to withdraw.


The PLO, supported by a statement from the Arab League, had let Habib know that they were prepared to depart. The problem was where they could go and how. “I have the impression,” I told Shamir, “that you doubt that the PLO has decided to leave. So the conflict goes on and is extraordinarily disruptive to the process of arranging for the PLO’s departure.”


“We have doubts that the PLO is ready to leave,” Shamir confirmed. “Leaving will change their position entirely. Nowhere else can they so effectively threaten Israel as in Lebanon, not in Syria or in Egypt. They will try not to leave.” But, he said, Israel did not oppose Habib’s effort to make them leave. “We can test their readiness; make a timetable. But we don’t see the connection between a cease-fire and negotiations for their departure.”


That was the crux of the problem. Habib required a cease-fire for negotiations to take place. Without a cease-fire, it would be physically impossible for negotiators to move back and forth to pass the necessary messages. Yet the Israelis regarded continued military pressure on the PLO as essential to convince them to leave. “If the PLO knows that the U.S. links a cease-fire and negotiations, then the PLO will keep violating the cease-fire in order to block the negotiations,” Shamir argued.


“But,” I responded, “you retaliate to any pinprick with a massive response.” I bore in on Shamir to get a commitment that Israel would stop its massive retaliation whenever there was a cease-fire violation by the PLO.


“There is a difference of opinion between us,” Shamir said. “Those who oppose a military solution take away the pressure for a peaceful solution. The problem of places for the PLO to go is not settled. And the problem of their wanting 1,500 to stay and wanting a political office to remain in order to settle the problem of the camps—these are very important questions for Israel,” Shamir continued. “It would put the PLO in charge of the refugee camps, which are the source of manpower for the PLO. We won’t accept such a solution. It is hard for Habib, but if the PLO decides to leave, a solution will be found for all other problems. And if they don’t decide to leave, we must make clear to them that they are exposed to physical danger. The U.S. encourages them to think otherwise.”


“We should test the PLO’s—and Arab League’s—assertions that the PLO will leave,” I told Shamir. “If Israeli actions force Habib to focus on water and power or on repeatedly renegotiating broken cease-fires, then he can’t get to the real negotiations to get the PLO to leave. We face a cycle of self-denying factors.”


“The main obstacle is the U.S.’s clear position that there is no alternative to a diplomatic solution,” Shamir repeated. “If the PLO knows this, they will never leave.” We both knew that there was an alternative and not a pleasant one.


“A military solution will cost many lives, Israeli as well as Palestinian,” I said. “We can do better.”


At the end Shamir gave a bit. “If we arrive at a conclusion—and there is no problem of a week or ten days, set a time limit—then it would be wise perhaps to try to negotiate them out. It will be hard because the PLO will try to sabotage the effort. But maybe it’s reasonable to try.”


I summed up for Shamir what I wanted from the Israelis: “We agree on the importance of maintaining the cease-fire and in using restraint in doing so; we agree on the need to create conditions such that Habib can work on the basic problem; we agree to take the limited time available to try to work out the places and procedure for the evacuation of the PLO.”


Over lunch Shamir talked about Israel’s desire that Bashir Gemayel be elected as Lebanon’s next president. Shamir wanted the U.S. view. “Outsiders talking about who they want elected is a delicate matter and has a tendency to backfire,” I said. “So the United States is constrained, while we have a similar view that Bashir would be a good choice. He must be able to win the support of Muslims,” I said. “The more that he is seen as his own man, the better off he will be in the election.”


Shamir was not being cautious. “But Lebanon is in an exceptional situation,” he said. “The Lebanese need support. Israel does not want to dictate but to give help and advice. We want to leave Lebanon as soon as possible and to have an agreement with the government of Lebanon. It will be easier to make such an agreement with Bashir. For us, it is sufficient to know that the U.S. does not oppose such a development.”


“Our advice,” I responded, “is to let the Lebanese achieve a delicate balance. Bashir should be free of being seen as the candidate of Israel or of the U.S.”


When Phil Habib got a readout of our meetings, he noted, “The IDF consolidated its lines at the airport today; they now control the entire airport and a large area beyond. They could take Burj al-Brajneh tomorrow. So I can see why they now could agree to restrain their forces—they are in a pretty position now.” Habib was working with a Lebanese army officer, Abu Walid, who would then be in touch with the PLO’s representative, Hani al-Hassan, to discuss arrangements for the PLO’s departure.


Getting Somewhere?


Our reports from Beirut were that movement on key issues was beginning. The PLO had made a counterproposal on the details of their departure. They were clearly serious about leaving. The key for them was how and when the multinational force was to be put into Beirut. Habib and Draper were buoyed by their current meetings. Discussions were serious and operational. Habib was putting the burden of finding a place to go on the PLO itself, but at the same time we intensified our contacts with the Arabs to find a place willing to take Arafat and his organization. I telephoned Shamir to say that the signs were good and to urge that the cease-fire be maintained. Shamir said he still doubted that the PLO really intended to leave.


Habib sent a new proposal to the PLO outlining details of departure. The Palestinians were no longer calling for an Israeli troop pullback but were entirely focused on the multinational force as the crucial issue. The PLO insisted on the international force and wanted assurances on the details of its deployment. It was Tuesday, August 3. Habib hoped to get liaison officers from the troop-contributing countries into Beirut by Friday. The most likely country to accept the PLO now looked to be Egypt, but President Hosni Mubarak was insisting that the United States make policy concessions regarding the overall Arab-Israeli peace process that were out of the question.1 Clearly, Arab governments did not trust the PLO and, for all their pro-Palestinian rhetoric, worried more about a potential PLO threat to them than about the fate of the besieged PLO. This presented us with a diplomatic problem: just as we were beginning to make progress in the negotiations to get the PLO to leave Beirut, the Arab nations were fervently backpedaling away from accepting them. Israel might well start calling this process a conspiracy to keep the PLO in Beirut despite the Israeli siege.


At 3:45 A.M., Washington time, on Wednesday, August 4, Habib was on the tacsat. Once again, massive shelling was taking place. Tank movements, too, were massive. Israeli troops were moving forward to Beirut, up the coast road north of the airport. An Israeli attempt to cut off the Palestinian refugee camps in the southern suburbs from the city of Beirut itself appeared to be in the making. President Sarkis was begging Habib to get the Israelis to stop. The Israelis were now inside West Beirut. All this was happening as the PLO was presenting a workable departure scenario: they would leave before the MNF was fully deployed and would turn all their heavy weapons in to the Lebanese army.


Beginning at about 10:00 in the evening of August 3, I had begun to receive reports of heavy shellings by the Israelis. I conferred with Nick Veliotes and Sam Lewis by phone and called Shamir, who was still in the United States. Shamir told me the reports were gross exaggerations. I told Shamir my reports were based on direct observation. We had a sharp exchange.


At 4:00 the next morning, Saudi Prince Bandar was on the telephone to me. King Fahd, he reported, said the Israeli attack “is the beginning of the disaster. The United States must do something. U.S. prestige is on the line, and so is Saudi Arabia’s.” King Fahd “asks the president to intervene immediately so that drastic steps are not necessary.”


•       •       •

I came into the department at 5:00 A.M. Habib was screaming in rage on the tacsat. The shelling was the worst he had seen in eight weeks of war. We had to get the Israelis to stop. Charlie Hill was talking to Habib in Beirut on a telephone in one hand and to Deputy Chief of Mission Bill Brown in Jerusalem on a telephone in his other. Brown was also holding two receivers: talking to Hill on one and to Prime Minister Begin on the other. Begin was calmly denying that any shelling was taking place; this had just been confirmed by Defense Minister Ariel Sharon. “There is no intent today to occupy West Beirut. If we had such an intent, I would write to Ronald Reagan,” Begin said. The United States was being fed hysterical, inflated reporting, Begin said.


Hill relayed this to Habib. “Oh, yeah?” Habib said, and held his tacsat earpiece out the window so that we could hear the Israeli artillery firing. Hill counted eight shells within thirty seconds from IDF artillery batteries located just below Habib’s position. When Bill Brown reported Begin’s assurances, we told him to tell Begin that at the very moment he was reassuring us, we could hear the noise of the Israeli guns.


Begin telephoned Bill Brown again. It was now 5:10 A.M. in Washington. The Israeli chief of staff had reported that the PLO had been using “a great variety of weapons.” The IDF had fired back, but only at the origin of the firing against them. The Israelis were not advancing at all, Begin said. “Do you think the chief of staff of the Israel Defense Forces is misleading me?” Begin asked.


Sam Lewis told us his opinion was that we were seeing “a spasm leap forward by Ariel Sharon,” probably carried out under some blanket Israeli cabinet decision that he should keep the pressure on Beirut.


At 5:30 A.M., Habib relayed a message from President Sarkis of Lebanon: “President Sarkis requests your intervention in the present situation in Beirut in order to save innocent lives and the destruction of the capital. The president is asking himself to whom he can address himself other than to the president of the United States?”


Habib said that this Israeli advance undermined the present working plan for PLO departure. Prior to this advance, the PLO had dropped its demand for an IDF pullback; now a major Israeli withdrawal would have to be achieved before the PLO agreed to leave. “We cannot now honestly pursue the plan we have presented to the PLO,” Habib said.


I did not know who was to blame on the Israeli side, but I was clear in my mind that Israel in its official voice was either uninformed or deliberately trying to mislead us. In either case, I was disappointed and angry.


I called NSC adviser Bill Clark in the White House to request a crisis meeting for 7:15 A.M. in the Situation Room. Habib urged that we impose sanctions on Israel unless they ceased firing, withdrew, and restored power and water. Ambassador Lewis offered a draft letter for President Reagan to send to Begin disassociating the United States from Israeli actions. Meanwhile, back in Israel, Ariel Sharon was on the phone to Bill Brown, heaping scorn on our reports: they are false, hysterical, unprofessional; the IDF has done nothing like what is being claimed, Sharon said. The IDF had observation posts on the heights of Beit Mary, where they could overlook Beirut. But Habib, at the U.S. ambassador’s residence on the heights above Beirut, could also observe every move against the city below.


In reality, President Reagan was more hesitant than anyone else about cracking down on the Israelis. I wanted stronger pressure on Israel; so did George Bush, Jim Baker, and Ed Meese, but the president would not go along. Cap Weinberger was at the extreme; he seemed almost ready to sever relations. Three points had emerged from this episode. First, our intelligence about what was happening on the ground (apart from what Habib could see) was terrible; Bill Casey had nothing better than Reuters reports of what was going on. Second, Cap Weinberger was ready to cut off the pipeline of U.S. assistance to Israel. And third, Begin’s—and Israel’s—credibility had sunk abysmally low. High U.S. officials now began to assume that reports from Israel were simply not accurate, whether through confusion or purposely.


The White House meeting went on for hours, but the public statement that emerged from President Reagan was woefully inadequate in my view, mild and pedestrian. Much stronger in substance was Ronald Reagan’s private message to Menachem Begin: a cease-fire in place must be established until the PLO leaves Beirut. “The relationship between our two nations is at stake,” Reagan said starkly.


•       •       •

The situation as I saw it now was this: President Reagan had given his views to Shamir in strong language, and I had followed up with Shamir, telling him of the PLO’s decision to depart and getting from him a commitment to give us time to arrange the details. The negotiations in Beirut with the PLO took a turn for the better, getting down to operational details. Then came the escalation of fighting the previous night. We communicated our information to Begin, who told us that not much was going on, but, again, Habib could see the fighting with his own eyes. We informed Begin again; he said we were imagining things. After a special White House Situation Room meeting early the next morning, President Reagan sent another message to Begin, stressing that Habib’s negotiations must continue. I wanted it made clear to Begin that the cease-fire reference in the president’s message meant a rollback. That is, a cease-fire in place must be established as of the lines of August 1, not the lines resulting from the escalated fighting on August 3.


I called in Ambassador Arens, handed over the president’s letter to Prime Minister Begin, and went over all of these points with him. I told him we were both in an increasingly intolerable position. I said Israel simply had to realize that it was better to get the PLO out without devastating Beirut. It was one thing for the United States to be pilloried by our Arab friends, but this situation did not bode well for the United States’ and Israel’s ability to work out a more general peace in the region.


Arens argued the merits of continuing military pressure on the PLO. “Doesn’t turning the screw help?” he asked.


“Now when it’s turned,” I said, “it mostly digs in to noncombatants and treats the world to a picture that is abhorrent. The symbol of this war has become the baby with its arms blown off. So stop turning the screw. And let the situation have a chance to work itself out. There is no doubt whatsoever in the PLO’s mind about Israel’s ability or will. Don’t let another night like last night happen or it all will break down. Israel’s original move into Lebanon and its subsequent advances have been against the advice of the United States,” I told Arens. “We want the PLO out, and the negotiating track has a reasonable chance of achieving that objective.” I stressed that the last sentence of the president’s letter to Begin had been written by the president himself: “The relationship between our two nations is at stake.” “Ronald Reagan is an agreeable man but decisive,” I said. “Don’t push him.”


•       •       •

A bruised Habib set about trying to pick up the pieces of the negotiations. “I will soon learn,” he said, “whether the Lebanese will continue to deal with me after this.” The critical questions remained: Where would the Palestinians go? When would the multinational force arrive? The PLO wanted it to arrive early; the Pentagon wanted it to arrive late. The French appeared willing to enter Beirut before the PLO evacuation began. Where would the MNF be deployed? What would its function be? How would we assemble the PLO for departure? What about their heavy weapons? Would there be UN observers?


Late Thursday afternoon, on August 5, at Senator Chuck Percy’s urgent request, I went to Capitol Hill to brief all the senators on the situation. The majority of them were deeply hostile to Israel’s actions. The few who defended what the Israelis had done—Senators Kennedy, Metzenbaum, and Boschwitz—took the position that the PLO would never leave Beirut and that Israel had no choice but to go into the city to dig them out.


That same day, UN Security Council Resolution 517 censured Israel. The United States abstained because the text did not mention the necessity of a PLO departure from Beirut.


Habib, on the tacsat, expounded that we were not being tough enough on the Israelis. He called the latest Reagan-to-Begin message “a wet noodle.” But he again proceeded to put together the negotiations for departure. “We are in the homestretch,” Habib predicted.


I thought so, too. Habib was as aware as I was of the president’s tough private message to Begin. Just as the Israelis were convinced that willingness of the PLO to leave Beirut was created by their incessant pounding on that city, I was convinced that a tough U.S. posture was necessary to keep that pounding under control. The right combination of strength and diplomacy was the essential ingredient for agreement, and it was up to me to see that Habib—in the field and on the verge of achieving the negotiation for departure—had as strong a hand as possible.





CHAPTER 5



[image: Image]


The PLO Moves Out of Beirut


On August 5, 1982, we got a breakthrough of sorts from the Saudis. Prince Bandar reported that King Fahd had declared, “Wherever the PLO elects to go, we will work to assure it is accepted.” At this point the situation in Beirut looked promising. The newspaper headlines gave the Arabs the sense that the United States was working hard, so the Arabs had better do their part to find a new home for the PLO. The Israeli cabinet had just rejected a call for UN observers and was feeling tough and satisfied. We could count on extremists at the United Nations to concoct outlandish language for all resolutions on this topic, so we could abstain or veto at little political cost. This gave Phil Habib some time to work.


Habib was making good use of his time. The PLO was now active in its own behalf to find a place to relocate. Arafat and his men were focusing on Egypt and had sent messages to President Mubarak asking him to drop his efforts to link acceptance of the PLO to political or policy changes by the United States on other Middle East peace issues. They agreed to turn over their heavy weapons and wanted international observers to be present, and the multinational force (MNF) to come into Beirut on the day of their departure. Their concern was what would happen to them once they turned their backs and started the process of evacuation. Also on their minds were those who would be left behind in the Palestinian refugee camps just south of Beirut.


Habib, in turn, sought assurances of safety from the Lebanese government and the likely new president of Lebanon, Bashir Gemayel, and from the Israelis at both the political and military level. He received them. On this explicit basis, he gave the PLO the assurances that it wanted. He continued to refine the details of departure, asking the PLO to give him their proposed schedule by unit, destination, and route chosen. Habib was starting detailed talks with the advance liaison officers from the French, Italian, and U.S. militaries that would make up the multinational force. He was also making strenuous efforts to restore water, power, and other services to West Beirut. The Israeli soldiers who now ringed the city with checkpoints were stopping all cars and were confiscating medicines that physicians sought to bring into the devastated area. Habib raged at this as inhumane and worked to get fuel and medicine to the hospital at the American University of Beirut via the Red Cross. I supported Habib from Washington, and gradually services were restored to Beirut.


•       •       •

The bad news was that the Israeli cabinet had decided to name Defense Minister Ariel Sharon as the sole decision maker for the Israelis with regard to Habib’s Beirut negotiations. Habib met with Sharon on the evening of August 6 and briefed him on the state of discussions with the PLO about its evacuation. Each was on his best behavior. Habib reported that it was “Mr. Minister” and “Mr. Ambassador” and not acrimonious. Sharon zeroed in on the deployment of the MNF, insisting that it not come into Beirut until all the PLO had left. The Israelis still pictured the PLO standing behind a protective screen of international peacekeepers, thumbing its nose at the Israelis and altering the terms for departure. Habib said no dice, and as he explained the whole plan to Sharon, the Israeli concerns faded. The operational plan was a good one and addressed the needs of all sides.


At the end of the day on Saturday, August 7, Habib reported that he was feeling some satisfaction from his meeting with Sharon and from a communication he had from Bashir Gemayel confirming that his Lebanese Forces (LF) would not interfere with the departure of the PLO and would not harass or attack the Palestinians who would be left behind in the refugee camps. The Lebanese in West Beirut were eager to have the MNF come in, as was the PLO, who desperately wanted an international force in place before its leaders and fighters started leaving the city.


I knew that France wanted its troops in the MNF as a way to reassert its traditional influence in the Levant. The Israelis just as avidly wanted to keep the French out. The French had a favorable view of the PLO, and the Israelis distrusted them. To maneuver for diplomatic advantage, the French played hard to get, while the Israelis played hard to give. I stonewalled both, confident that in the end we would get both the French and the Israelis to come around. By August 6, Claude Cheysson, the French foreign minister, had confirmed French participation. And by August 8, American, French, and Italian military liaison officers were meeting with Lebanese representatives in Beirut.


Just how and when the MNF would enter was still not settled. We now had a carrier offshore, and our helicopters shuttled U.S. liaison personnel back and forth to meetings with Habib. On Sunday, August 8, two Israeli fighter aircraft circled around and “buzzed” the U.S. choppers as they returned our liaison officer to our carrier. Tempers on our side were getting dangerously short. The pilots shrugged it off, but the entire U.S. military chain of command, from the Mediterranean to Europe to Washington, D.C., was furious; so was I, and so was Cap Weinberger. We protested strongly, and Prime Minister Begin personally apologized for the incident.


Late in the day I received a cryptic message regarding the PLO from King Fahd: “There is no longer any problem about their destinations.” Whether that meant Egypt had come around or that several Arab governments had agreed to take PLO contingents, I did not know. We gathered all available information and tried to list the approximate number of Palestinian fighters that would have to be moved out. The total came to about 10,700.


The PLO was desperate to get out of Beirut now, but the Israelis kept putting obstacles in the path of completing a negotiation. Officials on their way to liaison meetings were roadblocked and delayed. The use of the airport by the Italian contingent of the MNF was denied. No “approval” was forthcoming for French participation at all, and Israeli forces occupied the port of Juniyah, north of Beirut, where the French contingent had planned to land. Israeli paranoia was making everyone so jumpy that it was necessary to go over every step of the departure in detail with Israeli officials in order to reassure them that their security was not threatened and to get their approval, since they held the balance of military power on the ground. Of course, such veto power is just what Israel wanted.


•       •       •

Habib had his final plan drawn up in every detail by August 8. D-Day would be August 14. It looked as if we had assigned destinations for some 7,000 PLO in Jordan, Syria, Iraq, and Egypt. Habib met with Ariel Sharon for three and a half hours at Israeli army field headquarters just outside Beirut. The Israelis listened attentively as Habib, in his friendly but “don’t dare challenge me” way, set forth the details of how the PLO was to retreat from its part of Beirut, the scene where it so long had held sway over politics, money, and the life of a once-thriving and glamorous capital.


Sharon, in a businesslike way, stated the Israeli position, which he described as a decision of the cabinet: no Israeli agreement to the entry of the MNF until all the PLO had left Beirut. Habib said that matters had gone too far for that. The government of Lebanon wanted the MNF, and continuing Israeli shelling had caused the PLO to insist that the MNF be on hand before their departure movement began. Why, Habib rhetorically asked Sharon, do the Israelis think the PLO would expose itself to an unsheltered withdrawal after the Israeli military attacks of the last few days? Habib pointed out that in terms of the MNF mandate, if the MNF deployed and the PLO then refused to move, the MNF role would terminate immediately, and it would depart. Habib said he was proceeding on the basis of Israel’s word that Israel wanted a political-diplomatic solution.


“Yes,” Sharon replied.


Habib told Sharon that Israel now had every possible detail of the plan and asked Sharon to take it to Prime Minister Begin. If Begin wanted, Habib would fly down to Jerusalem to go over it with him. “It’s only four hours door to door,” Habib said.


The PLO, it now appeared, would leave by boat from the port of Beirut. Attention turned to the details of drafting the departure agreement. Every word was scrutinized. In paragraph sixteen the Israelis objected to the words “vacate the route,” meaning that the IDF, which now controlled the port, would allow the PLO to get to the boats. The words were changed to “clear the route”; the PLO objected because this would allow the Israeli troops to be visible to the TV cameras as the PLO boarded. Debate continued over the issue of whether Israelis would be out of sight at the time of evacuation. Prime Minister Begin sent me a letter on August 9 concerning these details. “It’s inaccurate in every paragraph,” Habib said. “They are either massively misinformed or twisting the record. But at the end of the letter the prime minister says that Mrs. Begin sends her regards to Mrs. Shultz; that part is probably accurate,” Habib said.


On the other hand, Begin was conveying a new message to the Israeli people. “There is a basis for the assumption that they [Arafat and the PLO] will leave soon and we will not have to go into West Beirut,” he had told a military audience on August 8.


The Israelis were now running occasional air strikes on the Sabra and Shatila refugee camps, the airport circle, and other selected targets south of the city center. They informed Lebanese intelligence that this “softening up” would continue for a day or two. On the other side, Habib was reporting to me that “bad actors” within the PLO, under Syrian influence, had been violating the cease-fire. Habib was raising hell about it with Muslim leaders who supposedly had influence with these people. We urged the Israelis to hold back their retaliatory measures. We were suspicious that “softening up” shelling was a prelude to an IDF assault into the refugee camps. Sharon had mentioned to Habib on August 8 the “need to clean out” the camps. Habib protested violently and was deeply alarmed.


The Pentagon was now actively preparing for entry of the U.S. contingent. Rear Admiral Jon Howe, one of the Defense Department’s most promising flag officers, now assigned to my staff to head State’s Bureau of Political and Military Affairs, was working to get our military’s views written into the MNF agreement. The main issue was over how long the MNF would assist the Lebanese armed forces and internal security force to maintain order after the PLO departed.


At midday August 9, a Monday, I was surprised by a telephone call from the Israeli embassy. Sharon was coming to Washington. He requested three meetings on Thursday: with me, with Cap Weinberger, and with President Reagan. Habib’s first reaction to the news was calm: let Sharon come, let him raise any topic; but we will not delay the departure timetable because of his Washington trip. We will proceed as planned. To me Sharon’s maneuver looked like a classic diplomatic end run. I didn’t like it. On reflection, Habib didn’t either. Sharon, I thought, was coming to try to convince us that Habib had been duped, that the PLO had no intention of leaving Beirut, and that Habib should be taken off the job. I decided to cable back through Israel’s Deputy Chief of Mission Benjamin Netanyahu the following message:


Minister Sharon would be welcome, as always, in Washington. We would not, however, be prepared to take up any matters pertaining to the current problem of West Beirut. To deal with that situation, the President’s personal emissary, Ambassador Habib, has produced a negotiated package arrangement that is reasonable and capable of being put into effect as early as the end of this week. Time is of the essence if the momentum toward the outcome we seek is to be maintained and built upon. We do not want anything to delay us in these crucial final days. We hope that Israel will give its cooperation to this package arrangement as quickly as possible. Ambassador Habib and Ambassador Lewis are ready to answer whatever questions Israel may have and to transmit messages as may be desired.


Sharon decided not to come after all. I was glad to see his trip derailed. In Jerusalem, Sam Lewis was meeting Prime Minister Begin to discuss our plan, first in private and then in a larger group. Lewis reported to me that Begin took umbrage at the use in the departure agreement of the expression “D-Day.” That signified the Allied invasion of Europe, Begin said; there should be no hint that this would be a victory day for the PLO. “Call it E-Day,” Begin said. Begin also said that he was highly offended by the use of the phrase “Palestinian forces,” as it suggested they were a legitimate armed force. “Use ‘PLO members,’” he said. “Also, don’t use the word ‘died’; use ‘killed.’”


In the larger official meeting that followed, Sharon, Shamir, and Arens were also present. Begin said he had read the plan and agreement carefully. He was “prepared to accept it in principle, subject to important changes.” Begin made his points: Israel is “adamantly opposed” to the MNF going in on day one, the day of withdrawal. Let the Lebanese army go in. Begin called this “a great concession” by Israel. He then unleashed a long tirade against the French and said that Israel was “categorically opposed” to any UN observers. There must be a detailed schedule for the withdrawal of all Syrian forces from Lebanon. There must be a detailed accounting of the numbers of PLO members and of the countries to which they would go.


Begin and Sharon then got into a dispute about what to do about Syrian forces’ heavy weapons. Begin did not insist on an impossible requirement as part of this arrangement. Throughout the meeting, Begin showed annoyance and animosity toward Sharon, Sam Lewis said. For his part, Sharon was visibly miffed that the story was out that he had tried to go to Washington to “end run” Habib and had been rebuffed by me. Begin asked Lewis to convey the points to Habib. If Habib accepted them, all was agreed; if not, Habib should come to Jerusalem to talk to Begin directly. Begin was not looking well. He seemed anxious to approve a political solution in order to forestall pressure for an outright Israeli assault into Beirut. In Sam Lewis’s view, Begin was pleading for help from us in getting a negotiated departure for the PLO.


When Habib and I heard Begin’s points, we knew that the PLO would not accept them: Arafat and his men would never trust the ability of the Lebanese army to protect them from the Khataeb (the militia of the Maronite Christians) as they left. So I sent Habib by helicopter to Israel to see Begin and to urge him to drop his demand for these changes.


•       •       •

On Tuesday, August 10, the president and I had meetings with Shimon Peres, the head of Israel’s Labor party. The Israel Air Force provided a context for the meetings: they were running air strike after air strike against PLO positions south of Beirut. According to press reports, the aircraft struck at 2:00 P.M., “the exact moment that residents of Beirut listened to Israeli radio announce from Jerusalem that a special meeting of the Israeli cabinet had given its conditional approval to the Habib plan.”1 The meetings with Peres had long been scheduled and were part of the regular round of calls paid on the president and the secretary of state by top Israeli leaders whenever they were in town. Peres was upbeat. I worried that his optimism might infect President Reagan and mislead him to think that work on the Arab-Israeli peace process would move ahead easily in Israel. “The U.S. has never had a better opportunity to bring peace than it has today,” Peres said. The war had been awful, but it offered a chance for Lebanon to free itself from all foreign forces, including Israel’s and Syria’s, and to become a real nation again. At the same time, the peace process could be given a needed boost. He impressed the president with his thoughtful and reasonable manner and his support for UN Resolution 242 as the basis for a peaceful outcome in the Arab-Israeli dispute. The present plight of the PLO could help, he said. “The PLO’s record is hopeless. It is a Mafia whose structure is riven by blackmail, jealousy, terrorism; it leads the Palestinian people only to a dead end.”


I made myself clear to Peres: “The war is not a blessing. The Arabs feel helpless. They blame the U.S. The war has shown how quickly military action and death can come. It will be difficult to draw the Arabs into the peace process unless they can see an end to it that is constructive. The Arab world now has zero confidence that there is any give in Israel. They are sure that Israel will never leave Lebanon. Why are Israeli administrative and financial people entering Lebanon? Why is the IDF stocking winter clothing in Lebanon? There is a total lack of trust.”


Peres understood. “I am sure we will leave Lebanon,” he told me.


That afternoon, I received two positive reports: Yasser Arafat had accepted the Habib package, and the PLO departure schedule had been set. And the Tunisian ambassador to Lebanon had informed Morrie Draper, Habib’s deputy, that Tunisia was prepared to take all the PLO if the United States so desired. Tunisia was a “moderate” Arab state. This was good news; we did not want to see the PLO relocate to an extremist state.


Menachem Begin sent a private message to me, conveyed orally by the prime minister to Sam Lewis. Begin’s emotional intensity had been extraordinary, Sam recounted. Begin was deeply concerned that the U.S.-Israel relationship was coming apart at the seams. “Please understand the nature of our people and of me. Sanctions will never change our decisions. Please prevail over those in the president’s entourage who seek to impose military and economic sanctions on Israel.”


Lewis said Begin was clearly frightened that the arrangements for evacuation of the PLO all could be falling apart. Begin was highly sensitive to the growing charges that Ariel Sharon was leading him around by the nose and ordering military operations on his own. “Approval of the Habib plan for PLO departure would help, would it not?” Begin asked Lewis.


“It would be a step on the right road,” Lewis replied.


•       •       •

Suddenly, the sands of the Arab world shifted regarding the PLO. Syrian President Assad told Saudi King Fahd that Syria would take “the maximum possible number of PLO.” Iraq then let it be known that it would “take them all.” Everywhere in the region people and governments seemed to be adjusting their thinking to the plan and to the reality of the PLO’s departure. Only the Egyptians were still seeking linkage to other issues in the peace process. Osama el-Baz, Mubarak’s key aide, a foreign affairs operator and a Harvard man, said that Egypt would not take any PLO except in the context of “a clear and unequivocal commitment by the United States to reach a comprehensive settlement to the Palestinian question in all its aspects on the basis of recognizing the Palestinian people’s right to self-determination.” This we would not do; it would be tantamount to recognizing an independent Palestinian state.


Habib met in Jerusalem with Begin and the many Israeli officials who would be responsible for implementing their part of the departure plan. The meetings were flexible, friendly, and businesslike. Everyone seemed ready to address practical details seriously. Begin’s concerns seemed to have narrowed down to his obsessive dislike of the French, their votes at the United Nations, and what he regarded as their record of anti-Semitism. Begin was determined that if the French were part of the MNF, at least they would not enter Beirut as the first contingent. The French told Habib that if Israel vetoed their arrival on the first day, then they wouldn’t be part of the MNF at all. Our Defense Department, as shy as the French were bold, was making it clear that U.S. forces would not go in on the first day and was insisting that some other nation’s military take the lead.


The PLO side was working seriously as well, but the effort was showing gaps in its organizational capability. Arafat had sent his nominal foreign minister, Faruq Khaddumi, to Tunis to lay the groundwork for the PLO move there. It appeared that Tunisia would be the PLO’s new home and headquarters.


Revealingly, the Israelis had started to “background” the press on an upbeat note, a sign that they were ready to settle matters. The Israelis had been convinced that Phil Habib was wrong in his approach, but now they were reversing themselves. The Israeli planners were obviously shifting their thinking to Phase II. Israel’s armed forces, we were told, would never move out of Lebanon until Syria’s left as well. “There will have to be simultaneous withdrawal,” Begin told Habib. As for Phase I, the planners were now poring over maps of the port area in north Beirut with the four piers from which the PLO would board ships bound for Tunis—the first real sign that the Israelis were taking the withdrawal seriously. As for the PLO, I knew that they were actually serious about departing when I heard their request that they be allowed to take their Mercedes-Benzes with them. They presumed, they said, that the boats used in the evacuation would be car ferries.


One Last Shot and a Tough Response


In the early morning hours of August 12, as we in Washington slept, intense shelling broke loose again in Beirut. At dawn, Washington time, Habib called in on the tacsat: “The city is being destroyed, and America is being blamed for it. It is all going up in smoke! Tell Begin to stop it or else! Israel is destroying the negotiation in its final moments!”


Israeli radio was reporting that the IDF was moving forward in a combined air, sea, and land offensive. Twenty-five Israeli soldiers were reported wounded so far. Sam Lewis called in to say that he had found Begin’s young friend Dan Meridor in the Knesset, where the cabinet was meeting, and gave him a terrific blast. “Nobody can understand what Israel is up to,” Lewis said. “Stop it now, this minute! Your friends can’t understand what you are doing!”


I talked to Habib at 8:45 A.M., Washington time. “While I was negotiating today,” Habib told me, “there were constant heavy air strikes and artillery. Eight hours of air strikes. The Lebanese president and prime minister have made an urgent appeal to us. They can’t negotiate under these conditions. So I can’t get to the PLO. I’m making my own plea.” Habib said, “There has to be a three-day cease-fire for me to be able to negotiate seriously. Tell the Israelis to stop using air strikes; they are using heavy artillery and air strikes in the museum area and near the French embassy. The fire from the Palestinians is minute. Some radicals tried to start this and have succeeded. The Israeli response is unwarranted and not proportional. There have been fifty sorties today at a minimum. The city is progressively being destroyed, and the Lebanese are asking me what there is to negotiate about.”


I was enraged. The reputation and word of the United States were being compromised. The Lebanese and PLO now believed that Habib’s negotiations were a sham, an effort to hold the PLO’s neck while Israel swung the ax. I went over to the White House and gave President Reagan my report. My agitation showed. He, too, was visibly angry. He said another Holocaust was taking place. I urged him to telephone Begin. The president did, but Begin was in the midst of a cabinet meeting and did not take the call.


Meanwhile, at 10:15 A.M. Washington time, we heard that the director general of the Israeli Foreign Ministry, David Kimche, had informed Ambassador Lewis that the cabinet “has ordered an immediate cease-fire and will hold it as long as there is no untoward military action by the other side.” At 10:20, Habib called in to say that he had just met with Mother Teresa, who was in Beirut and who said she would pray to the Virgin Mary for him. “I then went outside,” Habib said, “and watched the Israeli air force drop sticks of bombs on Beirut from 10,000 feet.”


The Soviet Union called for an urgent meeting of the UN Security Council.


A few minutes later, at 11:05, President Reagan got through to Prime Minister Begin, who had just concluded a cabinet meeting. Reagan’s tone was the harshest possible, and his words were followed by a written cable:


At this most crucial moment in Ambassador Habib’s mission, when he is only a few days away from working out the final detailed points of his package plan for the departure of the PLO from Beirut and Lebanon, Israeli air strikes and other military moves have stopped progress in the negotiations. I find this incomprehensible and unacceptable. It raises troubling questions about the reality of Israel’s commitment to a negotiated solution to this crisis in Beirut. The assurances which we hear from Jerusalem are not borne out by the actions of the Israel Defense Forces, who erupt massively to any provocation. Israel must adhere to an immediate, strict cease-fire. Furthermore, what is the purpose of moves by Israel’s forces toward Jubayl and the north of Lebanon? I cannot accept this new military offensive as compatible with the pledges of Israeli withdrawal from Lebanon and support for the emergence of a strong Lebanese government. I cannot stress enough to you how seriously I regard this situation. Ambassador Habib must be enabled to fulfill these last steps in his mission. The cease-fire must be kept. Our entire future relations are at stake if this continues. He has already achieved a fully comprehensive and reasonable package agreement. Israeli military actions of the past several hours may have made further alteration of that package impossible. If so, or if for any other reason the package must stand as it is, we will look to Israel to accept it fully without further discussion, so that the agony of Beirut may be ended.


Begin called President Reagan back within several minutes. “I have just talked with the minister of defense and the chief of staff. Now there is no firing at all,” he told the president. “I don’t want to cause you any problem with public opinion. Let’s hope Phil Habib can get the other side to hold the cease-fire; then we can have no firing at all until the terrorists leave in the next few days.”


President Reagan’s anger must have come through on the telephone. Such anger, particularly toward Israelis, was rare for Ronald Reagan. His message was clear as a bell. Finally, Begin and the Israelis must have realized that enough was enough. They were alienating their best friends and stood a chance of losing an agreement with Lebanon that they wanted and needed.


Final Steps


Sam Lewis reported that the Israeli cabinet voted 16 to 2 for the ceasefire. Defense Minister Ariel Sharon had one supporter in voting for continued military action. Begin spoke strongly to the cabinet, saying he knew nothing of these latest military moves until they were well under way. Begin was angry and talked of defense ministers who had been removed from office in the past. Some cabinet ministers charged that the IDF action had been contrary to the decisions of the government of Israel. Reports coming in were that in the course of eleven hours the Israeli air force had run 220 sorties, that 44,000 shells had been fired, that an estimated 200 were dead, 400 wounded.


Ambassador Dick Murphy in Saudi Arabia reported that Arafat had contacted King Fahd about Israel’s objection to any foreign peacekeeping forces to protect the PLO on its departure. Arafat and Fahd share the view, Murphy said, that “Israel now intends to wipe out the PLO as they are leaving.” They asked the Saudis to contact the United States about this. In Washington, some of our Middle East specialists were speculating that Sharon was starting to feel that Arafat’s departure would in fact be seen as a brilliant escape and a political victory and that Sharon therefore wanted it known that he had always been in favor of wiping out the PLO. Sharon did not want the ultimate failure of Israel’s “Peace for Galilee” invasion of Lebanon to be blamed on him.


On Friday, August 13, the Beirut scene was relatively quiet once more. Habib left at 8:00 A.M. to talk to Begin. The issue was still the PLO’s fearful need for foreign forces to cover them as they left and Israel’s refusal to let the French do that job. The opinion coming from our embassy in Israel was that Begin had been deeply embarrassed by Sharon and the IDF attack on August 12. It was increasingly looking as if Begin had been something of a victim of Sharon’s manipulation throughout the war. Sharon, our embassy said, was now isolated in the cabinet.


Habib met Begin to review all the plans and emerged, he said, in a mood of “dour optimism.” There were many Israeli complaints, he said, but they were talking of the plan as a foregone conclusion. Israel wanted a negotiated removal of the PLO from Beirut. By this point, several hundred Israelis had been killed and many more wounded, and the Israelis knew that a battle for the city itself would be bloody. The departure of the PLO, they seemed to think, would be the political end of Arafat and his organization. At that moment, Begin, deeply embarrassed by Sharon’s independent actions, appeared to have regained the upper hand. The recent air strikes on Beirut, we were told, had not been approved by the Israeli cabinet, and “air strike authority” had now been taken out of Sharon’s hands. On that same day, the government of Lebanon accepted the plan and called for the arrival of the MNF. We all pointed to daybreak Saturday, August 14, as the moment when the French MNF contingent would come into a Beirut port.


•       •       •

A crucial issue centered around Syria’s troops in Lebanon. They had entered Lebanon in force in the late 1970s to restore order among the warring factions, militias, and the Palestinians. The Syrian presence, designated the Arab Deterrent Force, had been legitimized years before by an Arab declaration in Cairo in 1979. The Israelis wanted the Syrians to withdraw entirely from Lebanon. The United States wanted this, too, as did the Lebanese. But Syrian withdrawal would not be possible without an IDF commitment to withdraw as well. I could see that a joint withdrawal of both these major regular armies was essential for the Lebanese central government to regain control of its country. This would require a tricky diplomatic effort. For the moment, however, we needed a Syrian commitment to pull its troops back from the Beirut area as the MNF arrived. Phil Habib was working with his Lebanese contacts to get Syrian President Assad’s agreement to this. At the same time, the government of Lebanon was seeking to get Arab governments to state that the Cairo declaration of 1979 was no longer in effect—in order to deprive the Syrian army of any semblance of legitimacy for its now-permanent presence on Lebanese soil. I instructed Dick Murphy to ask the Saudis to help get Syrian cooperation in this.


At the end of the weekend, the Lebanese reported that Assad would not agree that the Arab Deterrent Force mandate was over, but Lebanese leader Saeb Salam told us the Syrians did agree to redeploy their forces within Lebanon and to accept the return to Syria of Palestinian troops under Syrian military command. Getting the Syrians out of Beirut and possibly out of Lebanon altogether as a result of a Lebanese government request was, we thought, potentially the most important and far-reaching aspect of this whole affair. The Lebanese had girded their loins for the first time in a long time in their attempt to regain control over their own country.


•       •       •

The chief remaining concern of Arafat and the PLO was for their safety as they departed, for the safety of Palestinian prisoners who were held by Israel, and for the safety of those left behind in the refugee camps. We told Habib to have the Lebanese tell the PLO that we would maintain an interest in seeing that Palestinian prisoners held by Israel would be treated in accordance with the Geneva Convention.


For the Israelis, the chief remaining concern was for the return of their downed pilot, said to be in Syrian hands. He had piloted a Skyhawk fighter which had dispensed chaff to blind Syrian surface-to-air missiles and permit the devastatingly successful Israeli air force victory over Syrian MIGs at the start of the war. The “backseater,” the other Israeli airman on the plane, had, because of his crucial technical knowledge, committed suicide as his plane went down rather than allow himself to fall into Syrian hands, where torture surely awaited him. Ambassador Moshe Arens told me, in a nighttime meeting on August 16, that Israel would consider trading the 300-some Syrian prisoners of war held in Israel. To Begin, the release of Israeli prisoners was essential for them to agree with the entire arrangement.


The next morning, Phil Habib reported that Ariel Sharon, on Begin’s instructions, had raised eleven new issues, which, according to Habib and Draper, only skimmed the surface of their demands: the Israelis had “twenty million” other proposals for the conduct of the departure. They demanded that we provide them with a letter of assurances covering many of these points. As Habib would make a little progress, Sharon would step up the military pressure by shelling, air strikes, and once again the shutting off of food and water. The PLO, who had their own wells and vast supplies, were not hurt much, but the Lebanese negotiators were paralyzed by such tactics. Instead of Israeli military pressure speeding Habib’s work, Sharon’s actions kept retarding progress at critical moments. Sharon’s heavy-handedness extended to Habib himself. Habib reported that when he held meetings in a house near our ambassador’s residence, the Israelis would lob shells directly overhead.


Israeli President Yitzhak Navon, who held the ceremonial position of head of state, had been scheduled to visit Washington to meet with President Reagan in mid-September. We got word at this time that Navon wanted to postpone his visit until November or December. He was “personally appalled” by Israel’s actions in Lebanon and indicated to Sam Lewis that he did not want to be put in a position of having to defend Begin’s policy while the Lebanon war was still in progress.


•       •       •

An additional matter was the election of the next president of Lebanon, tentatively set for Thursday, August 19. There would have to be a continuity of government in Lebanon in order for authority to exist to ask the MNF to enter Beirut on Saturday. The Israeli army had been surrounding the presidential palace in Baabda and the Palais Mansour, the parliament building. We pressed them to pull away. As soon as they did, however, the PLO, Palestinian troops fighting under Syrian command, and units of the Lebanese army took up positions in the same locations, which threatened the holding of the elections as scheduled. Habib went into high gear with the key Lebanese to urge them not to postpone the vote.


We proceeded to charter three of the big car ferryboats that would normally be plying the eastern Mediterranean loaded with tourists at this time of year—the Sol Georgios, the Alky on, the Aphrodite—and arranged for them to be lying off Beirut port by first light Saturday.


The current plan for the PLO evacuation was for the boats to take the entire group from Lebanon to Yemen (North and South). On Wednesday, August 18, a “flash” telegram from Ambassador Dick Murphy came in. The Saudis, he said, had become desperately afraid of having the PLO relocate on the Arabian Peninsula, so close to their kingdom; the Saudis saw the Palestinians as a threat to Saudi security and were therefore blocking the entire departure plan by ruling out the only recipient places available. King Fahd told Murphy that if the PLO went to Yemen, it would not be for the cause of Palestine but to subvert the entire Gulf area. Fahd proposed that the PLO evacuation by sea go from Beirut to Latakia, on the coast of Syria, and that some PLO departees go to Cyprus en route to Iraq.


On Thursday, August 19, the Israeli cabinet approved our departure plan but would not implement it until their downed pilot and all Israeli prisoners and bodies in Palestinian and Syrian hands were returned to Israel’s control. At this point there could scarcely have been any remaining concern of any party about the PLO evacuation that had not been discussed and dealt with at excruciating length. But despite the care in working out the details, many aspects of this undertaking were still uncertain and likely to become the issue on which the whole enterprise might collapse. So we approached the departure as a classic “Middle East solution,” meaning: do not inquire too deeply or press too hard on the most sensitive and intractable of issues. The more we said about the plan, the more trouble we were inviting; many incompatible aspects would be “understood” and lived with if they were largely left alone—especially in public. If we were explicit, we would just force others to retort that that was not what they agreed to or understood. The Arabs were able to proceed this way; it did not come naturally to either Americans or Israelis, but it is a wise strategy in moments of possible progress in the Middle East.


Actually, in diplomacy, many problems are solved by not being too precise and public about the solutions. I have said, and others have told me, in a negotiation, “Don’t try to pin me down on this. I’ll work the problem out to your satisfaction, but I’ll do so in my own way and in my own time.”


•       •       •

In the midst of all this, Cap Weinberger informed me that he wanted to start serious discussions of tank sales with the Saudis. Would I clear a message he wanted to send them? He brought this up at our weekly breakfast meeting. I sat listening and eating my eggs for fifteen minutes while Cap argued for this move. I was incredulous at the disruptive timing of the idea. At the end of his presentation I looked up, “Cap, I find everything you said incomprehensible.” Cap seemed unable to understand that such a move at this moment could be the joker in the deck that could destroy our Lebanon and Middle East negotiations at their most delicate moment.


Meanwhile, Israeli demands kept rolling in. The IDF wanted to set up a post on top of the grain silos at the port, an elevation from which they could command the entire evacuation scene. These grain elevators were the dominating feature of the port and were located right in the center of the pier area. You could spit on the evacuation ships from a post atop them, and such a position would be inside the perimeter of the multinational force. We said no, but the Israelis would not stop pressing.


The Lebanese also began to play the departure for their own purposes. Sunni Muslims let Habib know that they would not attend the election assembly because they would not accept Bashir Gemayel as president; the Sunnis proposed that President Sarkis continue in office for another year. Bashir countered by letting the Lebanese Muslims know that his militia, with Israeli support, would control the port of Beirut and would not allow the French to land unless the Sunnis agreed to make up the assembly quorum needed to hold the presidential election. No quorum, no MNF; no MNF, no PLO departure—and the Israeli siege of Beirut would continue. Habib went to see Bashir to insist he abandon this position; the PLO departure was bigger than Bashir’s election at this point. The Saudis told Dick Murphy that they favored a postponed election. They were not opposed to Bashir Gemayel as Lebanon’s president but felt that he should not be elected at this time in this way.


Late that night, Habib reported in. Bashir had had a confrontation with Israeli Lieutenant General Rafael (Raful) Eitan and had obtained IDF acquiescence for Bashir’s troops to take up positions at the port. “If the Muslims want to save Beirut, then they have to produce a quorum by Monday,” Bashir said. “If the election is held Monday, then we will let the PLO departure take place,” Bashir said. The Syrians were putting heavy pressure on the Lebanese Sunnis to prevent a quorum. Any potential interference at the port would mean that the MNF would refuse to enter and the PLO would stay: neither the PLO nor the Lebanese nor Israel nor the United States wanted this. Bashir was risking a loss of support all around, Habib stressed. I sent a message to Israel to urge them to help back Bashir off. Word came back from Jerusalem in the middle of the night that the PLO and the Red Cross had gathered the two Israeli prisoners and the remains of nine others in preparation for turning them over to Israel.


I looked at the New York Times with my first cup of coffee at home at 6:00 A.M. Friday, August 20. Its banner headline read: “ISRAELIS ACCEPT PLAN TO END BEIRUT SIEGE; GOAL IS TO BEGIN P.L.O. PULLOUT TOMORROW.”


By 7:30 A.M. I was in the department at breakfast with Senator Scoop Jackson when I got word that Morrie Draper was on the tacsat with a checklist rundown:


   • Prisoners and remains are in Red Cross control, ready for turnover.


   • Bashir may be neutralized now. We have backed him off.


   • The election and PLO departure have been delinked. The Lebanese government is ready to announce that French, Italian, and U.S. forces are all ready to come in as the MNF.


   • The Sol Georgios will be the first boat to arrive. To build confidence that all is in order, it is vital that the people of Beirut be able to see her lying off the port overnight in advance of an early-morning docking.


   • Verification of the PLO personnel departing will be done by regular Lebanese immigration officials; not perfect but workable.


•       •       •

We seemed close at last. At 9:00 A.M. I headed over to the White House to inform President Reagan. After a brief discussion in the Oval Office, I went into the Cabinet Room with the president for a briefing of congressional leaders. The president then telephoned Phil Habib on an open international line and instructed Phil to go ahead and sign the departure agreement for the United States. At 9:30 A.M. President Reagan went to the White House pressroom to announce that the United States had accepted Lebanon’s request and would provide troops for the MNF. The president then took questions, and one of his responses held the potential for real trouble. He said that U.S. forces would be withdrawn if they were fired upon. I hoped this would not become an invitation to anyone intent on disrupting the proceedings.


Reports of disputes and demands flooded into the State Department as all parties jockeyed for some new marginal advantage. The Soviet embassy in Washington came at us with a strong demarche, claiming that Israel intended to massacre the Palestinians as they boarded the boats, thus allowing the Soviets to take credit if violence did not occur, or blame the United States if it did. The Syrians said they would cooperate with Saudi Arabia to revitalize the 1947 General Assembly Resolution 181, which proposed a two-state—Arab and Jewish—solution on the West Bank.


Israeli troops took the grain silos at the port and set up a firing post there; we insisted that the Ministry of Defense order them off. The French insisted that their MNF troops occupy the Beirut power station; they wanted to show that after months of failure by others, the French would restore reliable electric power to the city. I cabled Sam Lewis to tell the Israelis to do it first and get the credit for it. The Israelis needed to clean up their image in Lebanon if they were to achieve any positive result from their invasion. “That’s right: the hell with the French,” Habib said sarcastically, feeling that the French deserved some credit. American forces, I could see, would stand to the side, at Cap’s insistence; he wanted the marines encapsulated in the port area. I was upset but unable to change Cap’s orders. So the French Foreign Legion and the Italian Bersaglieri, with feathered plumes on their helmets, would move out into Beirut to establish the international presence. I had argued in vain for a more active role for the marines, but the president put Cap in control of the disposition of troops, and Cap was determined. I felt that we were sending just the wrong message—a message of weakness—throughout the Middle East.


The IDF dismantled their grain-elevator post but inserted a company of mechanized infantry and some armor inside the main east entry gate of the port. This put them next to positions of the Lebanese army, who feared the press would photograph them in physical proximity to the Israelis, suggesting Israel-Lebanese complicity in the war. Israeli Foreign Ministry officials told us that Sharon had ordered this out of spite for having been overruled by the United States and the Israeli Defense Ministry on the grain-silo post. And the PLO insisted that their rifle-powered grenades (RPGs) were “individual” rather than “crew-served” weapons and therefore did not have to be turned in before departure. Habib ran a mini-negotiation; the Palestinians were allowed to take 12 RPGs per 100 men on board the ships.


I went down to the State Department auditorium to meet the press: “The President today announced that a plan to resolve the crisis in West Beirut has been agreed upon by all the parties, and that in connection with that plan the Government of Lebanon has asked the United States, and the President has agreed, to the deployment of U.S. forces as part of a multinational force to help the Government of Lebanon to implement the plan. He also expressed his admiration and thanks to Phil Habib, and I would like to take this occasion to add my thanks to Phil, a truly great American.” Phil’s efforts had been magnificent. His patience and his perseverance, his knowledge and professional performance, had been a marvel.


Arrival and Departure


At dawn on Saturday, August 21, the French forces landed on the docks of Beirut port. PLO fighters were firing their “individual” weapons—AK-47s—into the air as they departed the port in trucks, shouting, “Revolution to victory!” The French ambassador was posturing to political effect and insisted on marching at the head of the column of PLO moving toward the port. The Sol Georgios was loading, with a sailing time of 2:00 P.M., Beirut time. These PLO fighters felt, and said so at every turn, that they were fighting the 1948 war against the Jews that their fathers had not fought, leaving the battle then to forces of Arab nations that had lost the war.


At the power plant, Morrie Draper and General Amir Druri, the IDF commander of the Northern Front, were struggling over who controlled the switch, Draper wanting to restore power to the city. Sharon was nearby and ordered the shutoff to continue. He seemed to have no sense of the need in the future for the Lebanese to regain a modicum of confidence in the Israelis. Israeli soldiers were also causing a multitude of minor but irritating problems, generally getting in the way and obstructing efforts to clear the port area and maintain order. Phil Habib insisted on being on the spot in the port; his presence was calming, preventing what could have been violent flare-ups in the tense atmosphere.


The Israelis were especially sensitive to the image projected by the PLO—that it was a regular army with top-class equipment and discipline. The Palestinians had loaded one car ferry with jeeps and Land Rover-type vehicles. The Israelis would not let it sail. Sam Lewis approached Begin about it, and the prime minister exploded: “They are not an army! They are rabble! Let Bourguiba [the president of Tunisia] take them in and buy them Cadillacs.” Sharon had made the decision to keep the ship in port, and Begin would not overrule him. Sam Lewis then went to see Sharon, who was mild and polite but “terribly sorry” that he couldn’t accommodate us. The departure of PLO vehicles had not been mentioned in the agreement, and that was that. The vehicles would have to be offloaded, Sharon said. The Israelis were beginning to see that winning a war did not mean they had gained a victory.


We told the Israelis that the ship was going to leave. I talked to Cap Weinberger, and he agreed to bring U.S. Navy destroyers in close, put our helicopters overhead, and escort the car ferry out under our naval protection. It was a moment of potential American-Israeli confrontation. The French were the MNF’s unit on the scene, and the Lebanese were in charge of clearing departees. In our view, Israel had no say in this matter. We told Sam Lewis to inform Sharon that we had a legitimate difference with Israel over the interpretation of the agreement on this point. Habib thought it covered vehicles; Sharon did not. We would tell the Beirut harbormaster to clear the ship to sail, and we would impound the vehicles either in Cyprus, Crete, or in Tunis, pending a later solution. We hoped that Israel would not try to block the departure of the vessel, which would be under U.S. Navy escort. The tension was extreme as we waited to see whether the IDF would challenge us on this. There was no way the United States could back down, having gone this far. The Joint Chiefs of Staff instructed our naval assets in the area to prepare to defend the car ferry, and themselves, against Israeli attack. Habib called in to tell me, “If we decide to do this, we must be prepared to go all the way to back up our decision.” We were prepared.


At 11:00 A.M. on Sunday, a report came in that Sharon had ordered the vehicles seized and unloaded from the ship. Sam Lewis tried to defuse the situation through approaches in Jerusalem. “Tempers are running high in Washington,” Lewis told the Israelis in the Foreign Ministry. “The U.S. is on the verge of decisions that will be very unfortunate for Israel.” Lewis was advised by the Israeli Foreign Ministry to speak directly to the prime minister. The Israeli “inner cabinet,” their counterpart to our National Security Council, was reviewing the situation.


As Lewis was seeking to get through to Begin, he got a telephone call: Sharon had decided that the U.S. proposal to have the ship sail and the vehicles impounded later was “unacceptable.” Lewis went to Begin and argued that the ship must sail on schedule. It was not a matter of the PLO trying to cheat but a decision by Habib that the vehicle shipment was permissible under the agreement. We would ask that the vehicles be impounded in Cyprus, Crete, or Tunisia, pending their proper disposal. So, Lewis told Begin, we would give the order to sail, and we hoped that Israel would not try to block the ship’s departure. We did not want Monday morning’s headlines to shout about an American-Israeli conflict over this.


Begin agreed, and the ship sailed with Israeli cooperation. This had been a highly dangerous confrontation over a relatively small point, but trivial points at crucial moments become weighted with significance. Nearly a year later, when the dangerous U.S.-Israel confrontation had been long forgotten, we got a cable from Nicosia asking, “What are we supposed to do with that warehouse full of jeeps gathering dust”?


•       •       •

On Monday, August 23, the election for the new president of Lebanon was held at eleven in the morning. A quorum was present to vote, and Bashir Gemayel was elected president. The Israelis were ecstatic. We told them to tone it down and leave Bashir alone. “You could crush him with your embrace,” I told Arens.


Habib now wanted the U.S. Marines to enter Beirut on Wednesday, August 25. The Palestinian forces under Syrian command wanted to turn over their positions to the Americans, not to the Lebanese army. They feared that the Lebanese army would not be strong enough to stand up to the Khataeb, the Christian militia; they were afraid that the Khataeb would take over the PLO positions and attack the Palestinian civilians left behind. For this reason, Habib argued for mixing elements of all three MNF forces—French, American, and Italian—with the Lebanese army and having them on post and patrolling throughout the city. The Defense Department wanted none of this: they did not want American forces exposed to danger in a situation of mixed command.


“The U.S. Marines can’t just sit on their ass all the time,” Habib howled. That afternoon, I put the case strongly to Weinberger that the marines should come in on Wednesday, deploy southwest along the Green Line that divided Christian East Beirut from Muslim West Beirut, and take up positions vacated by the Palestinians. Weinberger flatly refused. Wednesday was okay, but the marines should not even leave the port compound, he said. Such a nondeployment would be humiliating and would convey the dangerous impression that our marines were cowering in a corner and would not resist if attacked, I countered. I went to the president to argue the case, but he did not want to intervene with his secretary of defense on matters of tactical deployment of troops. Habib sent a blistering cable to Weinberger arguing for an active marine role along the Green Line. Cap would not hear of it. He would not listen to me or, I felt by this time, to anyone else. So Habib went to the French, and the Foreign Legion did the job.


Habib had sent Draper to Tel Aviv to talk to Sharon about ways to speed MNF deployment and alleviate the fears of the Palestinians about the safety of those they were leaving behind in Beirut. Draper found that Sharon was in full accord with Weinberger, but for totally different reasons. Sharon would not agree to the U.S. Marines entering early, nor would he agree to the marines or other MNF contingents taking up positions with the Lebanese army along the Green Line. He wanted the marines to stay in the port, the French at the museum crossing point, the Italians at the Galerie Simaan crossing point, and wanted them nowhere else.


•       •       •

Habib was steaming over the Weinberger-Sharon approach, which was slowing down the evacuation, alarming the Palestinians, denigrating the marines, and generally raising the possibility that something could go wrong dramatically. The French and Italian forces were ready and willing to take up positions all along the Green Line and to patrol actively; it was the Pentagon and Sharon who were holding the MNF in check. “The French won’t take it,” Habib said. “They will do the job alone—and the IDF can go to war with the French.” I was desperately frustrated. So was Habib. “This is the absolute low point in these ten weeks of hell,” Habib told me. “The United States will be laughed at; it’s an international disgrace.”


“Weinberger and Sharon are co-vetoers,” I responded. “We can’t take a stand against Sharon’s veto of our deployment because Weinberger has already vetoed our deployment.” So we would have to look to the French and Italian forces to take the lead and hope for the best.


As this was all developing, Yasser Arafat sent word to Habib that he wanted to leave Beirut quickly. He would travel with an entourage of twenty bodyguards and aides. He wanted Habib to arrange a safe departure. Habib did not respond quickly, and word followed that Arafat had approached the Greek government to get him (plus fifty followers) to Greece as soon as possible. The Greek and French ambassadors in Beirut came to see Habib and said they had agreed to Arafat’s request and proposed that a French naval or commercial ship transport the group to Piraeus, the port of Athens. Habib said it would take at least a week to arrange a safe departure; Israel would have to agree not to try to kill Arafat as he left the port. Meanwhile, the evacuation ships were arriving on schedule and departing with Palestinians bound for Latakia, Larnaca, Tartus, Port Said, and the ports of Yemen, Tunisia, and Sudan. It appeared that the entire evacuation could be completed by August 31. The U.S. Marines still had not landed, but Sharon informed Habib that Israel would not agree to the marines docking at the port of Beirut on Wednesday, August 25.


Habib reported that his French contacts were “livid” about the American and Israeli refusals to allow the MNF the scope they needed to do their job. At the same time, Habib’s Lebanese contacts were “white with fear and anger.” Didn’t we realize, they asserted, that the curtailment of the MNF mission was a plot by which the Israelis either intended to invade the city themselves or send in the Khataeb to attack the remaining population? And the PLO now was becoming afraid to continue withdrawing in the absence of a protective presence by the MNF. “I have a furor on my hands,” Habib told me.


In Beirut, Habib was flooded by messages from intermediaries stating that Arafat wanted to get out fast. Most of his Fatah followers had now left, and he was fearful; his messengers variously said he wanted to go to Saudi Arabia via Cyprus, or to Yemen on the next ship leaving port, or to leave on Friday the twenty-seventh in order to get to the Arab summit in Fez. Habib said it was all too confusing; the earliest we could arrange his departure would be 11:00 A.M. on Monday on a French or Greek ship to Piraeus, as discussed earlier. In the meantime, the French said they were prepared to offer him protective custody or asylum.


At 5:00 A.M. on Wednesday, August 25, the U.S. Marines landed in the port of Beirut. French troops handed over the port area to the marines and moved down into checkpoints between the port and the Hippodrome to the south of the city. The PLO was frantic to get out and now proposed a stepped-up schedule with nearly 4,000 to depart overland to Syria. Because of the need for safe procedures for overland travel, Habib had to tell the PLO that a swifter schedule could not be established right away.


Habib saw Sharon to discuss Arafat’s departure, set now for Monday, August 30, by commercial vessel to Piraeus and then by air to Tunis. Sharon agreed. For safety reasons, Habib said, the U.S. Navy would escort the vessel carrying Arafat and provide air cover from the Sixth Fleet as well. The Israelis wanted Arafat out but did not like this approach. “Too much like a triumphal departure,” they said.


On Friday, August 27, we organized the first overland convoy from Beirut to Syria. The Italian contingent of the MNF did a professional job of escorting the convoy all the way to the Syrian border. Israeli troops were unrestrained, hooting and making obscene gestures at the departing PLO columns as one IDF squad car dashed in and out, weaving through the line of 350 vehicles carrying 1,351 Palestinians out of Lebanon. As for the departure by sea, Cap Weinberger would helicopter in from a carrier to the port of Beirut to visit our marines there, and the marines would oversee the departure of the last PLO fighters from the piers as Weinberger looked on.


On Monday, August 30, Yasser Arafat finally left Beirut, escorted by five Greek officers and the secretary general of the Ministry of Merchant Marine of Greece. His ship was the Atlantis, a Greek merchant vessel escorted by the Greek warship Croesus. The Sixth Fleet provided general air cover. The final issue was whether Arafat would be allowed to take his communications jeep with him. He pressed repeatedly, saying, “I would leave my glasses behind but not my jeep.” The French ambassador said the French would take responsibility for Arafat’s “imponderables” (two jeeps, an armored Mercedes-Benz, and a crate) and ship them to him at some future time and place. When Arafat’s departing column arrived at the Beirut docks, the French units of the MNF tried to enter the port area in order to be seen escorting him off, but the U.S. Marines blocked the French, and an ugly, nondescript mob that followed, from entering what was now the marines’ area of operations. This tough stance raised the marines’ morale; they had been feeling low because of snide criticism of the restricted role of “no responsibilities” imposed on them by the Pentagon.


On Wednesday, September 1, the Mediterranean Sun left the port of Beirut with the last group of PLO. The MNF, feeling its primary mission had been achieved with the evacuation of the PLO, began to prepare its own departure. Altogether, some 8,500 PLO personnel were evacuated, a number that exceeded earlier Israeli estimates of the number of PLO fighters in the city. Added to these was the departure of 2,500 of the Palestine Liberation Army and 3,600 Syrians from the Arab Deterrent Force who went out overland.


The entire PLO evacuation bore out General Dwight D. Eisenhower’s saying, “Plans are useless, but planning is essential.” Every detail of the movement had been negotiated down to the nub before evacuation day, but what was planned was not what happened. As our embassy in Nicosia cabled to me, “Virtually nothing in the transit of PLO evacuees through Cyprus . . . went according to plan, but everything went well.” Indeed, everything went beautifully. Some 15,000 armed Palestinians and Syrians moved out by sea and over the mountains to Syria without a hitch.


•       •       •

Phil Habib returned to Washington a hero. I went out to National Airport to greet him and proudly accompanied him to the White House on September 7, where the president awarded him our country’s highest civilian honor, the Medal of Freedom. President Reagan, who returned early from his California vacation for the ceremony, hit a responsive chord in saying, “His successful negotiation of the cease-fire in Lebanon and the resolution of the West Beirut crisis stands out as one of the unique feats of diplomacy in modern times.”


Phil expressed his thanks to his deputy, Morrie Draper, and to the president and me for our strong support of his mission. He went on to say that peace in the Middle East was tenuous and that much remained to be accomplished. But, he added, “I’m a chronic optimist, Mr. President, and I’m convinced that it’s going to stay on track.” I gave a dinner for Phil at my home in Bethesda; all the weary band of foreign service officers who had supported Phil’s mission were there. We were riding high. For the first time in a long time, our diplomacy was the toast of the town.


The Washington Post editorial the next day, September 8, was headed “One of the Best”:


You can put aside the cracks about those effete cookie pushers, the ones in striped pants, over at the State Department. Yesterday President Reagan awarded the Medal of Freedom to one of their best, Philip Habib, for his “truly heroic work” in conducting the negotiations that halted a war in Lebanon and transformed the prospects for peace in the area as a whole. . . .


This man who is pleased to be called a rug merchant had something better going for him than magic, which is not reliably on tap to ordinary mortals. He had the imagination, toughness and perseverance to see the game through.


“Mr. Habib had as well the confidence of the president. This is to the point,” the editorial continued. “Many people see Ronald Reagan as a strong-armer. Much of what he has said over the years conveys that impression. From the start in Lebanon, however, and now more widely in the Middle East, Mr. Reagan has emerged as a leader trying to use American power in its various dimensions to shape a political accommodation. We find no irony in his celebrating an achievement of diplomacy. We see an apt symbol for the larger quest he is engaged in now.”


This tough negotiating experience had been a searing one for me. I saw the excruciating complexity of the Middle East. I saw the interplay of power and persuasion. But the Israelis had overplayed their power, and Beirut, a city I had known in better days, lay shattered.


I hoped for far better prospects in the Middle East. An extended war between Israel and Syria had been avoided, the PLO leaders, fighters, and headquarters had been removed from Beirut, and a chance for a more stable Lebanon was on the horizon. I had learned a great deal. President Reagan, I saw, could be decisive, but was slow to boil. Cap Weinberger and the Pentagon were extremely wary and reluctant to use the formidable capabilities lodged in the Department of Defense. The CIA and Bill Casey were as independent as a hog on ice and could be as confident as they were wrong. I also learned, once again, that negotiations can succeed if you work hard and smart. Most of all, I could see how ready everyone was for diplomatic engagement by the United States and for a U.S. diplomatic success.





CHAPTER 6



[image: Image]


A “Fresh Start” in the Middle East


The Arab-Israeli peace process, started in 1967 by UN Security Council Resolution 242, reborn in the Camp David Accords, and brought to initial reality in 1979 in the the Egyptian-Israeli Peace Treaty, was a casualty of the Israeli invasion of Lebanon. The wounds would be fatal, I knew, unless we planned for peace while the war still raged. This was the message of Egyptian demands linking their willingness to accept PLO evacuees from Beirut to U.S. progress on resolving Palestinian issues. They urged on us “self-determination” for the Palestinian people, a formulation that we could not accept. This amounted to endorsement of an independent Palestinian state, an outcome unacceptable to the United States, Israel, and, in truth, to most of the Arab world as well. But I well understood that Israel’s invasion of Lebanon put a severe strain on Egypt and its relationship with Israel.


Simultaneously with our efforts to get the PLO out of Beirut, I started work on the thorny issues of governance over the West Bank and Gaza. President Reagan, in our early conversations, had encouraged me to develop my ideas as well as a strategy to reinvigorate Middle East diplomacy. My first Saturday seminar on July 17 got the ball rolling. I then collected a small core group to work with me on the details of a new strategy. I knew that total secrecy would be required. Any premature hint that the United States was reconsidering its position on the Palestinian issue would have disruptive effects not only on Phil Habib’s work in getting the PLO out of Beirut but also on the ability of the United States to make something positive emerge from this terrible war. I called together a very few of our people, swore them to total secrecy, and told them we needed to hammer out a new approach within a few weeks. What I wanted was a fresh start to the Middle East peace process. I wanted to avoid giving any political bonus—acceptance of Palestinian self-determination or PLO recognition of some sort—to Yasser Arafat in return for his decision to leave Beirut. But that was exactly what all other parties wished to deliver to him: the French wanted it in return for joining the multinational force, the Arab nations wanted it in return for accepting the PLO evacuees, and the PLO wanted it in return for leaving Beirut and was sending spurious messages everywhere to try to pull this off.


To work on our fresh start I gathered an informed, experienced, talented, and volatile lot with divergent views: Bud McFarlane, Larry Eagleburger, Nick Veliotes, Bob Ames, Paul Wolfowitz, Charlie Hill, Bill Kirby, and Alan Kreczko. We held our meetings in the conference room across the inner corridor from my office. Unchanged in its furnishings since Henry Kissinger’s time, the room featured a twenty-foot-long abstract painting with a red line falling from one end to the other. Someone had mockingly titled it “Chart of State Department morale during the time of Henry Kissinger.” I learned quickly that morale was always said to be falling in the State Department no matter which transient appointee reigned on the seventh floor. I had the painting removed. My group began meeting regularly there in late July and continued through the end of August 1982. There were no leaks.


“When the last ship sails out of the port of Beirut with the last PLO fighter on board,” I said to the group, “we must be ready to move on the larger Palestinian issue, or we will have lost any chance of turning the course of this war into an avenue toward peace. We must avoid the trap of putting the peace process to one side until Lebanon’s problems are solved. We need to get quickly to the substance of a new approach.”


“Anything we come up with will be unacceptable to Israel,” someone interjected.


“Nothing that is worthwhile is acceptable to anyone in the Middle East,” I responded, “but everyone looks to us for ideas. It is up to us to set the agenda.”


A Peace Initiative Takes Shape


While we were working in secret throughout July and August, arguing and debating among ourselves, a stream of callers came to us with a variety of messages. I heard and learned from them all, but without revealing that we were attempting to produce a new policy. The Saudi ambassador, Prince Bandar, brought me word from King Fahd: Arafat and his colleagues are “prepared to take the steps necessary to stimulate the peace process”; and Fahd’s recent statement—citing “the right of all people in the area to live in peace”—was a deliberate effort, Bandar said, to make clear that Saudi Arabia is willing to live in peace with Israel.


The Egyptian foreign minister, Kamal Hassan Ali, and General Zeid Bin Shaker, commander in chief of the Jordanian armed forces, called on me. Both were in a state of great anxiety about Israel’s intentions. Hassan Ali emphasized that our preoccupation with Lebanon should not deter us from dealing promptly with the fundamental problem of the Palestinians. He urged that we endorse the idea of Palestinian self-determination and a dialogue with the PLO. Bin Shaker desperately wanted reaffirmation of our military and political support for Jordan. King Hussein, he said, feared that Israel intended to carry out Defense Minister Sharon’s threat to create a Palestinian state in Jordan by overthrowing the king. His fears had been heightened by the lengths to which Israel had gone in Lebanon. I told Bin Shaker that he could count on our support for Jordan’s territorial integrity and independence.


By July 30, I was able to show President Reagan an initial draft of a new peace inititiative on the Middle East. I went over all aspects with him carefully. I wanted him to provide his own ideas and reactions directly to me, to make this initiative his own, and to be a part of, and completely comfortable with, what I was doing. I sensed that earlier in the administration, under Haig, President Reagan was kept out of direct involvement far too much. I wanted him in all the way. I emphasized to the president the importance of secrecy in our deliberations. In order to ensure security, knowing full well how pieces of paper moved around in the White House, I suggested to the president that I take my draft back from him after our meeting. He laughed, but he agreed with me and handed back the draft. The question that weighed most on his mind was Israeli security. How could it be guaranteed? At the same time, he was getting increasingly fed up with the Israeli shelling of Beirut. That afternoon, NSC adviser Bill Clark called: “The president’s friendship for Israel is slipping. Enough is enough.” I knew that President Reagan’s friendship ran deep, as did mine. But we were both disturbed by the Israelis’ disproportionate military actions, the destruction of Beirut, and the resulting casualties among the Lebanese.


On the first of August, when Israeli Foreign Minister Yitzhak Shamir came to Washington, he got a frosty reception from President Reagan and from everyone else. On August 2, I had a private talk with Shamir over lunch. The lesson of the Lebanon conflict was that the lack of a solution to the issue of Palestinian rights, or even a visible and credible search for one, was a formula for unrest and continued violence. “There has to be a process in which the Palestinians have real participation,” I told him. “They can’t be represented by someone they have no control over. Their representatives must be legitimate so that those represented can see some validity in the negotiations. We should work within the Camp David Accords for a definitive and creative solution for the West Bank and Gaza.”


“Israel is ready to resume the autonomy negotiations at any time,” Shamir responded, “and we hope to convince Jordan to join. Israel wants Palestinian Arab representatives among the negotiating parties as part of a Jordanian or Egyptian delegation.” After I listened to Shamir describe all of the political advantages that the Palestinians would gain in his version of autonomy talks, I said to him sardonically that I was starting to think he might even go so far as to use the word “self-determination.”


I assembled my core group on August 7, a Saturday, in the early evening. One way to keep things secret in Washington is to work on a weekend, and we did plenty of that. At this session we focused on the problem of “self-determination.” The phrase expressed an American ideal, enunciated to the world to resounding applause by President Woodrow Wilson. How could the United States fail to support it for the Palestinians? We could and did, of course, point to the fact that the United States had fought a civil war against the aspiration of the Confederate States of America for self-determination. But when it came to the Palestinians, “self-determination” had acquired too many barnacles: it had become a “code” that no longer meant simply self-determination but signified agreement in advance that there would be a Palestinian state. Negotiations for Palestinian self-rule would never begin if the outcome had to be agreed upon in advance. Somehow we had to give hope to the Palestinians that a diplomatic process could produce as its outcome a just solution, but that conclusion would have to be negotiated over time, not dictated at the start. This was one of the thorny problems that we scratched away during our late Saturday session.


Again and again my group engaged in heated argument, under the pressure of the increasingly imminent deadline—the PLO departure date—established by me. A set of generally held views emerged.


First, each party, Arab or Israeli, should be able to enter the negotiations with any position it wanted to take. Israel, for example, could assert the view that the occupied territories should be part of Israel; the Palestinians could assert that their aim was to achieve an independent state. But neither could demand recognition of such aims as a precondition to begin negotiations.


Second, there must be a Jordanian role, and the PLO must give Jordan, with Palestinians in its delegation, a green light to negotiate on behalf of the Palestinians. This would require a reversal, or deft avoidance, of the 1974 Rabat Declaration by which the Arabs put such a role solely in the hands of Arafat’s PLO. Israel would never negotiate with the PLO, so a way around this was needed.


And third, I could see that the achievements of Mideast diplomacy since 1967 had been swept from the board by the Israeli invasion of Lebanon. I had to find a way to put them back and add some new elements that would get the parties moving again. I felt that the moment had come for the United States to put forth our own view of what the outcome of the peace process should look like—even though we insisted that no party would be allowed to require its final position to be a prerequisite for sitting down at the negotiating table. An American position could pull the two sides in toward a sensible center position and away from extremes. This would be a big—indeed, explosive—step to take. Up to this point, the United States had carefully refrained from suggesting an outcome, fearing such an action would compromise our role as mediator. “If we are going to take a stand,” I said to the group, “we have to be ready to take a lot of flak. I have to go to the president to make sure he stands there and that he will stay there. And to win the inevitable confrontation with the Begin government, we have to prove that we are consistent with the Camp David Accords.”


Finally, in view of the location, small size, and barren character of the land involved, I felt that the West Bank and Gaza could not realistically compose an independent Palestinian nation-state. That territory could not perform as a workable economic entity, and its people would strain constantly against the tight confines of its borders. The Palestinian people would find it more promising to find their national rights within a broader and more workable setting through association with Jordan. Furthermore, for economic reasons, if no other, they would need a link with Israel as well. The key was Jordan’s King Hussein, and the critical question was whether he would be bold enough to buy into this “Jordanian option” and stand up to it when the radical and terrorist elements in the PLO targeted him for doing so.


The President Engages


I met with President Reagan on Friday, August 13, at 10:00 A.M. I was concerned that he was almost too enthusiastic about the initiative, and I wanted to be sure he fully appreciated the difficulties involved. He had met with Shimon Peres, leader of Israel’s Labor party, the previous day and heard him talk positively about possibilities on the West Bank and about the UN Resolution 242 formula of “territory for peace.”1 I did not want the president to be misled into thinking more optimistically than was warranted. Although Peres and many others in the Labor party were prepared to relinquish large parts of the West Bank in the course of a negotiation with neighboring Arab states, principally Jordan, Prime Minister Begin and the Likud party, now in power, took a much harder line. “We are on a head-on collision course with the Israeli leadership,” I told the president, “so we must be absolutely sure about our position and we must demonstrate that we are not threatening Israel’s security.”


For the first time, in this meeting, I felt that the president was fully engaging himself in this major foreign policy question. To put this proposal across, President Reagan would have to achieve an easy mastery of the complicated details. Beyond this, the overall success of the administration, I thought, would be greatly enhanced if the president displayed to the world the broad vision, the close-in touch, and the flair for timing that was expected of American diplomatic leadership. To put it bluntly, if Ronald Reagan looked good here, it would bring international opinion, and cooperation, into play for us on our full agenda.


The president invited me to Camp David for lunch on Saturday, August 14, to continue our talk. He now seemed comfortable with what we were proposing and fully aware of likely problems with the Israelis. A new strategy paper was now in order, I could see. I should provide the president with a better understanding of the interrelated dynamics of Lebanon and the wider peace process. Whatever the outcome of these briefings, I was determined that we would not lift a finger until the president said go. Ed Meese kept emphasizing that it must be the president’s program and that President Reagan had to be involved. “Why do you think I am pushing for all these meetings?” I replied.


When I left for Camp David, I took with me Nick Veliotes, Bob Ames, Paul Wolfowitz, and Dick Fairbanks. I asked Veliotes and Ames to “role play” the way we would present our plan to Prime Minister Begin, to King Hussein, to President Mubarak, and the way they might react. The actors were effective. The play was tense and presumed no sure outcome. The president engaged and became part of the process. When it was over, he gave me the go-ahead I needed. He agreed that when the time came to make a statement on Lebanon, he would use the occasion to underscore the importance of moving ahead on the broader issues of the Arab-Israeli conflict. Ed Meese and Mike Deaver, who watched all this unfold, said they had never seen anything like the effort I had mounted to get the president involved in the full depth of the issues. “The president was ready for this a year ago, but Al Haig kept the Middle East away from him,” Meese told me.


On August 17, with the president’s endorsement, I met in a closed session with the Senate Foreign Relations Committee to consult on every key question we were addressing in the upcoming initiative. “The senators,” I reported to the president, “did virtually all of the talking.” Their major themes were: the West Bank-Palestinian question should be addressed quickly, regardless of the state of play in Lebanon; Jordanian involvement was essential to effective negotiation; the Camp David process provided a means of continuity that had Israeli acceptance; Israeli settlement activity in the occupied territories had been the major cause of Arab cynicism, and a settlement freeze there would do the most to reinvigorate the peace process. All these points were consistent with my own thinking. On August 18, I went through the same process at a breakfast meeting with the House Foreign Affairs Committee, where similar points were made to me.


Preliminary Probes: Arab and Israeli Reactions


I felt that at this moment we were now launched on our new initiative. The plan remained secret, but the press was now aware that meetings on the peace process had taken place, and nervous phone calls of inquiry started coming in. I had Ambassador Sam Lewis briefed on the initiative and told him that the president had approved it. Lewis called it “a sure disaster,” made worse by our secrecy. “Israel will learn of it and screw it up,” Lewis predicted. I told Nick Veliotes to brief Vice President Bush before I sent Nick flying off to talk secretly with King Hussein. Nearly everyone who was brought into the effort worried that we were moving too fast; they feared that the initiative would leak and the negative reaction to it—especially from the Israelis—would cut across the Beirut evacuation plan and stop it in its tracks. I did not agree at all. We could not make the peace initiative hostage to the crisis in Lebanon or put planning on hold until the PLO had departed. Both the peace initiative and the PLO departure plan, I felt, had to go forward simultaneously, and as quickly as possible.


Nick Veliotes left Thursday night, August 19, for London. There King Hussein’s aircraft would pick him up and take him to Amman for two days of undisclosed talks. I told Nick to be clear, concise, and positive. I asked Larry Eagleburger to call Ambassador Arens to start sounding out Israel on the need to revitalize the peace process. Arens resisted; Lebanon should be stabilized first, he told Eagleburger, and turned into a pro-Western nation. There should be a peace treaty signed between Lebanon and Israel. Then the United States and Israel might cooperate on larger peace issues. If we were to go ahead now, Arens said—and he claimed that he saw signs that we were preparing to do so—our proposal “could crash on takeoff.” “Look,” said Arens, “we have wiped the PLO from the scene. Don’t you Americans now pick the PLO up, dust it off, and give it artificial respiration.”


The analysis I got from Bob Ames of the CIA was different: Arafat had solidified his leadership position as a result of the war with the Israelis. He would now take “a grand tour” of Arab capitals; his removal from Beirut would give him new flexibility, as he would no longer be directly under Syria’s thumb. Records and organizational structure were already in place in Tunis, Ames said, as the site of the new PLO headquarters. “The PLO has plenty of life in it.” He did not agree with the Israeli view that they had been finished off: Palestinian “moderates” now had a chance to be heard. Contrary to the official Israeli line, Israeli intelligence analysts, Ames said, agreed with ours that Arafat had gained in strength and control. Whether the PLO was strong or not, I did not regard the PLO as reliable or as moderate—that was why our initiative sought to bring King Hussein and Jordan back into the center of the scene.


In the afternoon on August 24, I assembled in my conference room Irving Shapiro, Bud McFarlane, Dick Murphy (in from Saudi Arabia), Roy Atherton (in from Egypt), Charlie Hill, Dick Fairbanks, Larry Eagleburger, Paul Wolfowitz, and Bob Ames. I had gathered them to hear Nick Veliotes report to me on his secret mission to King Hussein.


Veliotes said he had met with King Hussein on the previous Saturday night. The king was interested. His main concern was “Did we mean it? Would we see it through?” On Sunday they met again for two hours. Again, the king talked with emotion about the importance of the staying power of President Reagan. He said he had seen too many similar initiatives “collapse for want of American political will.” King Hussein wanted to be sure we would stick with the three key elements: that the United States would oppose a Palestinian state, oppose Israeli sovereignty over the territories of the West Bank and Gaza, and favor a link between the Palestinian authority in those territories and the kingdom of Jordan. “The king,” Veliotes concluded, “is a potential player; we may be able to bring another Arab leader to the negotiating table.” King Hussein said he would write a letter to President Reagan with questions about the major aspects of our proposal. Hussein assured Veliotes he would not reveal our initiative to any other Arabs until we agreed to make it public.


I would await King Hussein’s formal response to the proposal. If the king’s reply was positive, I would move quickly and on all fronts at once. Within twenty-four hours, a message from King Hussein arrived by close-hold cable. Despite the understanding of secrecy, the message clearly was drafted so that if it did leak, its contents would not risk harm to the king, politically or otherwise. The king called on the United States to be resolute; he said we had to get wide Arab support, go far toward meeting PLO needs, and make clear that this initiative was not linked to Camp David. Between the lines, King Hussein was telling me that the United States had to negotiate with the PLO, walk away from the Camp David Accords, and see to it that Israel withdrew from the West Bank and Gaza. “It’s a very upbeat letter,” Nick Veliotes said. “The king is very interested; it’s just that he has to cover his ass.”


“Hussein is always this way in first meetings,” Bob Ames said. “He’ll come around.”


I said that the letter amounted to one word: “No.” I was not impressed. The king was telling us to stay the course but was not going to get on course himself. His letter certainly was not supportive enough for me to take to the president and tell him that the king was ready to work with us. I also felt that I was seeing some of the professional optimism, even wishful thinking, for which the Arabists in the government were known.


At just that time, word came in that the Israeli newspaper Ma’ariv was carrying a story headlined “Shultz Advisor: ‘Begin Intransigent and Uncompromising.’” It was referring to Irving Shapiro. Irving had given an interview to an American weekly, the Jewish Exponent, saying Prime Minister Begin “has a penchant for being on the extremes” and telling the Israelis they’d better declare themselves ready for serious dealing on the peace process. The Baltimore Jewish Times had repeated the story under the headline “No Alternative to Palestinian State.” Irving had thereby dealt himself out of the pack as a possible envoy to Begin and the Israelis. Another setback followed. In one of those paradoxes so agonizingly familiar in the Middle East, Israeli Foreign Minister Yitzhak Shamir, in an article in the Washington Post on August 26, called for Jordan to join the peace process. This call from Israel would make our own effort to get King Hussein to step forward all the more difficult. I prepared a hard-line letter for President Reagan to send to King Hussein, the essence of which was, we have stood up to be counted; now so should you.


•       •       •

Israel was now getting wind of our peace plan. We owed it to the Israelis to give them the full thrust of our thinking. Prime Minister Begin had taken the first week of September to vacation in Nahariya, a coastal resort in northern Israel. I told Sam Lewis to prepare himself to see Begin privately there. I knew Lewis would meet with trouble. Ariel Sharon had sent a message to Bill Casey at the CIA. The gist was: if the United States has a peace plan that the Israelis don’t like, Israel will annex the West Bank! Our ambassador to Jordan, Dick Viets, cabled that King Hussein had decided to give the full green light to our proposal. Hussein had told the Saudis, the Egyptians, and the PLO that the United States planned a major shift in policy and that he had to have their support in cooperating with us on it. Hussein also urged the Arab world to support our approach at the soon-to-be-convened Fez summit.


This seemed to be good news, but it also showed that Hussein was laying the groundwork to back out if he did not get an Arab consensus behind him. And consensus was clearly an impossible requirement. “This is another way for King Hussein to tell us, ‘I am not ready to take these risks, but I am ready for you to take them,’” I said. I felt that my Arabist advisers did not appreciate my reaction and considered me lacking in the sophistication necessary to plumb the Arab mind. Foreign service officers, out of long years of trying to read King Hussein’s tea leaves, felt that the king was being forthcoming. I was dubious.


Our timetable was being accelerated by the pace of events and the spread of knowledge about the forthcoming initiative. President Reagan, I felt, needed to give the speech announcing our initiative within the next few days. I called Phil Habib on the tacsat to inform him that our peace plan was about to be unveiled. It bore, I told him, the “footprints” of Habib himself, who had discussed many of the ideas with me at Stanford months ago, while I was still a private citizen. I asked him to inform Bashir Gemayel about it before Bashir left for the Fez Arab summit.


On Monday, August 30, we were ready to go. I told Dick Murphy to depart immediately with Prince Bandar to brief King Fahd in Jiddah. I called Bandar in to provide him with my own sense of the importance and urgency of our report. I told Roy Atherton to leave for Cairo that afternoon and to see President Mubarak as soon as possible.


I called President Reagan. “The shoes will start to drop on Tuesday,” I told him. We agreed that he should make a television speech announcing the peace initiative soon, and I promised him a draft text by that evening. I assured the president that his plan would be acclaimed in most quarters, including parts of Israel, but I wanted to forewarn him that there would be a hot, harsh reaction from the Israeli government. The president told me that the tone of the speech should not anticipate Israeli combativeness.


The following day, the first shoe dropped: on August 31, Dick Murphy in Saudi Arabia reported in, giving us King Fahd’s reactions. Fahd did not understand some of the subtleties of our position. He seemed disappointed that we didn’t recognize the PLO. King Hussein was about to arrive in Saudi Arabia, and Murphy hoped that Hussein would bring Fahd around to at least lukewarm support before the Arab League summit in Fez the following weekend.


That same afternoon, Sam Lewis met Menachem Begin at his vacation spot in Nahariya. He reported in: Begin reacted to the initiative with shock and outrage, conveyed in a calm, steely manner. The war had worn him down. He had been looking forward to his holiday. Now, he said, we were confronting him with a significant departure from the Camp David Accords. He would have to call an emergency session of his cabinet, bringing them up from Jerusalem to Nahariya. He requested that the president not announce the initiative until after the Israeli cabinet had met and we received their response. Begin, Sam Lewis reported back, was feeling “very put upon” by both the substance and procedure of what we were doing. As Lewis made his departure, Begin called after him in an angry and determined voice, “Don’t worry, we know how to take care of ourselves, and we will.”


I knew that Prime Minister Begin would be disturbed about our prior consultations with King Hussein, as Lewis also predicted, but I felt that the Israelis would try to block the initiative regardless of when they had been informed. The key to progress now would be the emergence of a credible Arab negotiating partner. The stakes were too high to stall. We had to get a peace process under way again. The United States had to put forth a new agenda. “Let people argue,” I said, “but they will be arguing over our agenda, and that will be constructive.”


•       •       •

I recognized that former President Jimmy Carter’s comments on President Reagan’s initiative would be significant. Begin would claim that the plan transgressed the Camp David framework. I sent a man Carter knew and trusted, Deputy Secretary of State Walt Stoessel, to Plains, Georgia, to brief Carter. I then called all of the former secretaries of state to brief them and heard positive responses, especially on the importance of reestablishing a peace process. Ambassador Atherton later reported in that President Mubarak’s reactions were “generally positive.”


Prospects were clouded. The tortuous experience of the siege of Beirut over the past month showed how remote the Middle Eastern reality was from the ideal of a negotiated peace. The Beirut evacuation plan had been entirely an American idea, drafted and negotiated by us. Arafat had not initiated anything. King Hussein saw negotiations as a trap. To survive, he had to appear willing while simultaneously planning his escape. The Saudis would promise to use their influence, but never seemed able actually to do so. The Israelis had mastered every detail of war and diplomacy but in each case carried their tactics to a point where they damaged their own self-interest. The Egyptian approach seemed to offer promise, but the Israeli invasion of Lebanon had deeply embarrassed the Egyptians; to the Arab world it seemed that the Egyptian-Israeli Peace Treaty had given Israel security on its southern front, only to free it to go into battle in the north. Some people in the region wanted peace with their neighbors; some did not. But whether for or against, active or passive, all seemed endlessly inventive about blocking progress toward peace. So be it. But leadership from the United States might be able to break through the endless intransigence. And the absence of any credible peace process would mean regression from what had been achieved, most especially between Egypt and Israel.


Throughout the next day, my team and I worked with the president and his speechwriters to put the finishing touches on the Middle East address he would deliver that evening. The president continued to worry about Israeli security, and I sent him some language he could use to highlight his commitment. In Israel the propaganda counterattack of the Begin government was well under way. The media barrage had started only hours after Sam Lewis had seen Prime Minister Begin. The question of acceding to Begin’s request that we delay until the Israeli cabinet had met had been rendered moot by these Israeli leaks to the press. Nonetheless, the Israeli embassy sent us an official warning: “If the U.S. goes public on peace process issues with which Israel disagrees, it throws into question the entire role of the U.S. as an honest broker.”


Banner headlines in Jerusalem papers made clear that our peace initiative was being received very badly. It was a “complete deviation” from Camp David; it would drive Israel back to the 1967 borders; it was a U.S. attempt to impose a solution rather than promote negotiations, and so on. There was no positive commentary. An American Jewish leader told us that Begin had been telephoning his American supporters to provide his view of the situation. Begin said what was happening was like the ancient Jewish story of Haman, who sought to destroy the Jews in Persia. The United States was Haman, but Begin would be like Queen Esther, who tricked Haman into giving the Jews the victory. The story was celebrated every year at the holiday of Purim, when Haman’s fate was symbolized by eating pastry called hamantaschen, or Haman’s ears. So Begin was after my ears, it seemed. Begin wasn’t my only problem. Over at the White House, Mike Deaver was arguing strenuously that our initiative was unacceptable. It was, Deaver worried, a “sellout” of Camp David.


Just prior to the president’s speech, I held a large press briefing in the Loy Henderson Auditorium at the State Department. The atmosphere was tense with anticipation. This was my first major substantive experience with the press since confirmation. They had copies of the president’s speech, embargoed until after delivery. My briefing was piped live to the press corps accompanying the president in California, all this in an effort to present a coherent and consistent picture of the president’s peace plan.


The President Speaks


President Reagan’s nationally televised address on the evening of September 1, 1982, was seen and heard all over the world. “Today has been a day that should make us proud,” the president began. “It marked the end of the successful evacuation of PLO from Beirut, Lebanon.” The marines had accomplished their mission and would be out in two weeks. He then went on to describe how the war in Lebanon had demolished not only much of the city but the peace process as well. It also had demonstrated that “the military losses of the PLO have not diminished the yearning of the Palestinian people for a just solution of their claims” and “while Israel’s military successes in Lebanon have demonstrated that its armed forces are second to none in the region, they alone cannot bring just and lasting peace to Israel and her neighbors. The question now is how to reconcile Israel’s legitimate security concerns with the legitimate rights of the Palestinians. And that answer can only come at the negotiating table.”


The president called for a “fresh start.” For the first time, an American president set forth U.S. positions on key issues, thereby going beyond procedures and mediation activity, as a way to generate support for, and attention to, the peace process in the Middle East.


First, as outlined in the Camp David Accords, he endorsed the idea of a five-year period during which the Palestinian inhabitants of the West Bank and Gaza would have “full autonomy over their own affairs.” A self-governing Palestinian authority would be constituted through free elections. If successful, the result would be “to prove to the Palestinians that they can run their own affairs and that such Palestinian autonomy poses no threat to Israel’s security.”


Second, he called for “the immediate adoption of a settlement freeze by Israel” in the occupied territories during the transition period to “create the confidence needed for wider participation in these talks.” He assured the Israelis and informed the Arabs, however, of the U.S. view that Jews must have the right to live on the West Bank, historically Judaea and Samaria.


Third, he was clear and explicit about two well-known proposals: “The United States will not support the establishment of an independent Palestinian state in the West Bank and Gaza, and we will not support annexation or permanent control by Israel. There is, however, another way to peace” he continued. “The final status of these lands must, of course, be reached through the give and take of negotiations. But it is the firm view of the United States that self-government by the Palestinians of the West Bank and Gaza in association with Jordan offers the best chance for a durable, just, and lasting peace.” His approach was based, he said, on the idea of an exchange of territory for peace set forth in UN Resolution 242. And when the time came to apply this formula to the border between Israel and Jordan, “our view on the extent to which Israel should be asked to give up territory will be heavily affected by the extent of true peace and normalization and the security arrangements offered in return.”


He reaffirmed the long-standing U.S. position that Jerusalem must remain undivided but that its final status should be decided through negotiation.


He said that in the negotiations to come, “The United States will . . . oppose any proposal from any party and at any point in the negotiating process that threatens the security of Israel. America’s commitment to the security of Israel is ironclad, and, I might add, so is mine. . . . It has often been said—and, regrettably, too often been true—that the story of the search for peace and justice in the Middle East is a tragedy of opportunities missed. . . . This time we must not let it slip from our grasp.”


His speech was a dramatic development, particularly since the timing coincided with the completion of the PLO departure from Beirut. Why did I encourage the president to take this major American step on the West Bank and Gaza problem when so many other problems remained unresolved in Lebanon? There was no other way, I felt: America was central to any hope of progress in either case. We could not step away or stand back from either without abandoning our leadership role and succumbing to those who always are saying, “This is not in our interest,” or “This is not the time.” If the peace process was made hostage to a restored stability in Lebanon, who could say when that day would come? And, with no identifiable peace process in sight, the great achievement of peace between Israel and Egypt would be increasingly jeopardized.


The World Reacts


The Washington Post on September 2 headlined “U.S. Urges Palestinian Self-Rule Tied to Jordan.” The New York Times banner read “REAGAN URGES LINK TO JORDAN AND SELF-RULE BY PALESTINIANS’, ISRAEL REACTS ANGRILY TO PLAN.” Reactions to the peace plan were very supportive in Congress, in the press, among our allies, and in the Arab world, where the Saudis, Egyptians, Moroccans, and PLO all were reported to be positive and upbeat. An Arab reporter called in: “This is the hottest thing in seventeen years. The Arabs should grab it.” At the White House, Bud McFarlane said that the mood had gone from “traumatized” to “euphoric” and everyone was taking credit for it, even Deaver. In only a matter of hours it was evident that there was a new stature to our foreign policy. The London Times on September 3 called the president’s speech “the best and most hopeful foreign policy move to come out of his Administration.” Jimmy Carter praised the initiative and said it was fully consistent with Camp David. Senators Boschwitz and Cranston, two of Israel’s staunchest friends, made supportive comments.


But the Israeli government was going all out to strangle the infant initiative in its cradle. The cabinet communiqué indicated that, if the Arab side accepted our plan, Israel would not participate. And a blistering “Dear Ron” letter came in from Prime Minister Begin: “A friend does not weaken his friend; an ally does not put his ally in jeopardy. This would be the inevitable consequence were the ‘positions’ transmitted to me on August 31, 1982, to become reality. I believe they won’t.”


On September 2, I had met with a group of Arab-Americans. They were disappointed that we seemed to rule out an independent Palestinian state. I said that it wouldn’t work, that there was no support for it in America and implacable hostility to it throughout Israel, and that there were few responsible Arab leaders, rhetoric notwithstanding, who truly wanted to see an independent state.


I then went to a meeting with leaders of the American Jewish community. They were disappointed, they said, that they had not been more fully consulted in advance. But they were clearly embarrassed by the vehemence of Begin’s rejection. They worried about a settlement freeze but could not really oppose the principles the president had outlined.


Afterward, Nick Veliotes came into my office with a telephone report from Beirut that Bashir Gemayel had just returned from an extraordinary session in Jerusalem. Gemayel reported that Begin had demanded that he come to Begin’s office immediately. A helicopter had been sent for this purpose. Gemayel found Begin in a rage. In the presence of Ariel Sharon, Begin demanded that Gemayel sign a peace treaty with Israel immediately, “if not on the twenty-third [the scheduled date for Gemayel’s inauguration as president of Lebanon], then the twenty-fourth.” Begin berated Gemayel for his ingratitude and implied threats about continued Israeli support. Gemayel was stunned by this outburst and was hardly able to respond. I, too, was stunned to hear this story and the portrait of Begin on the rampage. What he wants, Gemayel said, “is a puppet state.”


After Nick had left, I said to Ray Seitz, my executive assistant, “What we have announced as a Middle East initiative must be shattering for Begin and the group around him. In recent days they must have felt at the height of their power. They have proven again the invincibility of their military machine. They have secured their southern border in a peace treaty with Egypt. They believe they have just devastated their bitter enemy, the PLO, and most of southern Lebanon is their playground. They think they have the power and influence to establish whatever kind of government they want in Beirut. They are wrong about that, but they see the road open to a unilateral implementation of restricted autonomy in the West Bank. Jordan is cowering. All of this has brought Israel, in their eyes, to a supreme position. As they see it, we have suddenly pulled the rug out from under them.”


On September 8, B’nai B’rith called the Reagan peace plan “worthy of consideration.” I was encouraged. In New York on September 12, I spoke at a friendly but uneasy dinner held by the United Jewish Appeal (UJA). The next morning over breakfast I found former Secretary of State Cyrus Vance supportive. I went on to meet with the editorial board of the New York Times, where the questions were probing and not at all hostile.


On September 14, Al Haig criticized some elements of the president’s initiative in a speech to the UJA, and called the proposal for a freeze on West Bank settlements “a serious mistake.” He was lambasted in an editorial headed “Two Mideast Bombs and a Flare” in the New York Times on September 16: “Simultaneously on Tuesday, two ugly bombshells and a bright diplomatic flare lit the Middle East sky. The bomb throwers—an unknown terrorist in Beirut and a former Secretary of State in New York—certainly damaged the promise in King Hussein’s message from Jordan [praise for the American proposals]. Sabotage is always easy in a powderkeg.” The Times went on: “The true enemy remains despair. President Reagan’s bold bid for a West Bank deal is having the desired effects. His formidable critics in many places can promise only more violence. The President’s only option is to persist. . . . He [General Haig] is entitled to his view of events and to his own peace plan—if he has one. But as someone who used to lecture others on their obligations to the Commander in Chief, the general must know that his public carping risks undermining the President’s most considered diplomatic venture at a tense and dangerous time.”


Meanwhile, the Arab world was doing its own job of making the peace process more difficult. The Arab summit meeting at Fez endorsed an all-Arab proposal calling for a Palestinian state. A message came in from King Hussein in which he stressed to us his unhappiness with the outcome in Fez and suggested that he might make a move on his own, perhaps as Egypt’s president Anwar Sadat had once done in going to Jerusalem. I was skeptical. Prince Bandar, on the other hand, pointed to a sentence in the Fez declaration dealing with the rights of states in the area to live in peace and said it amounted to recognition of Israel’s right to exist, a gigantic step for the Arabs.


Whatever the reactions, President Reagan’s new initiative now commanded the high ground and had once again turned attention to the larger underlying problems in the Middle East. Our work was cut out for us, but at least we could see a structure and a set of ideas with which to work. With the PLO now out of Beirut and the president’s “fresh start” inititative on the table, we could turn from damage control to positive efforts, seeking to draw the players themselves in the region toward our views, seeking with King Hussein a mandate for negotiations and Palestinians for his delegation.


If we actually could produce a genuine Arab partner to negotiate directly with Israel, I was convinced the Israelis would be drawn into those negotiations by the sheer force of Israeli public opinion, whether they liked the U.S. positions or not. In the Middle East, the odds are always against you, the obstacles to progress always formidable. But by having an agenda out there, we at least had everyone’s attention. Without a credible process under way, a vacuum exists that inevitably draws more violence and extremism. With our new agenda and a process, we had filled the void and provided a reason for hope that peace, while not probable, was at least possible.


“Everything is going according to plan: the Israelis are very negative, the Arabs are very fuzzy, and we have a good, strong defensible position,” Ray Seitz remarked to me.


“Better than that,” I said, “for the first time in this administration, we have a Middle East policy.”





CHAPTER 7



[image: Image]


Lebanon After the PLO Exit: Chaos Takes Another Form


With the departure by September 1, 1982, of the last PLO fighters from Beirut, Prime Minister Menachem Begin stepped up the pressure for the political gains Israel sought in Lebanon. Israeli Ambassador Moshe Arens came to see me on September 14: a peace treaty between Israel and Lebanon, he said, is “now or never.”


“The United States unequivocally favors an Israel-Lebanon peace treaty,” I told him. “But a peace treaty has to be signed between sovereign governments, and Bashir Gemayel’s presidency is not yet sufficiently established to stand the test of legitimacy such a treaty would require.”


Even as I was talking to Arens, the first reports were coming into State’s operations center that an enormous bomb had gone off in Gemayel’s Beirut headquarters. Bashir Gemayel was dead. My first concern was that Lebanon, already ravaged by war, not slide into total chaos. The State Department issued a strong statement urging adherence to the constitutional process there, and we sent messages to Israel, Syria, Saudi Arabia, France, Italy, and the Vatican urging their support for a proper constitutional succession. I instructed Morrie Draper, who was filling in for Phil Habib while Phil was home in California, to sound out Elias Sarkis to see whether he would remain as president for the time being. We urged the Israelis once again not to send troops into Beirut to try to control this new situation. Prime Minister Begin told Draper that Israeli forces had been ordered to make some minor positional adjustments—“limited and precautionary”—and that this was in the interest of security in the city. Specifically, the Israelis said they wanted to prevent the Phalange militia from raiding the Palestinian refugee camps south of the city to avenge Bashir Gemayel’s death. No one knew who had placed the bomb that killed him. Lebanese Christians blamed the Palestinians; Palestinians blamed Israel; others claimed it was an inside job.


At midday, Washington time, Ariel Sharon telephoned U.S. officials to say that the American embassy in Beirut was “under fire” from PLO terrorists who had surrounded our chancery building; the Israel Defense Forces (IDF) would rescue our people in Beirut if requested to do so. By direct contact we knew that our embassy was, in fact, not under fire and was ringed protectively by a local Lebanese militia. When we sent word back to Sharon saying, “No thanks,” to his offer, he replied that Israeli forces had “occupied all key points in Beirut and by so doing have prevented civil war.” We contacted the Israeli Foreign Ministry. People there seemed confused, agonizing over a situation that was both diplomatically and militarily explosive and which they seemed to have no means of controlling or even tracking effectively. The Israelis, contrary to their repeated assurances to us, had indeed sent their troops into the heart of Beirut, where they now occupied key places, Ras (Point) Beirut, the Corniche, and the hotel area. On the tacsat Morrie Draper gave us his view: “Begin has been manipulated again by Sharon.”


From Saudi Arabia, Ambassador Dick Murphy reported that Lebanese Muslim leaders had contacted King Fahd to discuss what to do to restore order in the aftermath of Bashir’s assassination. The Saudis put the question to Murphy: would the U.S. support Amin Gemayel, Bashir’s brother, as president of Lebanon? Our answer, relayed by Murphy, was that it was not for us to choose a successor, but we thought Amin Gemayel would be a good choice.


I called Arens back in my office on the next afternoon. “When the prime minister of Israel tells us something, we take it as fact,” I told Arens. “When others complain to us, we take the prime minister’s word as gospel and pass it on. We rely on it and tell others that they may rely on it. That credibility has now been undermined, repeatedly. People are no longer accepting Israel’s word, and that’s bad.” We wanted to see Israeli troops located where Prime Minister Begin said they would be located. Arens said that there was no intention to mislead us and that, in fact, Begin had not done so; these were only precautionary moves, wise steps to prevent chaos.


“Israel’s military occupation of an Arab capital will have a lasting emotional and symbolic impact,” I said. “Occupation also carries with it responsibility for whatever might take place. You are making a big mistake. We worked hard to arrange the evacuation of the PLO from Beirut, so Israel has no reason to enter the city. This is bad business. The longer Israel stays in the city, the more vocal we will be,” I told him. The United Nations was seething with anti-Israeli sentiment. “From your own interests, look at what is happening to you. You’re getting clobbered. Israeli forces should be pulled out of the city.” I said I looked for a fast Israeli response to my “words of counsel.”


Italian Foreign Minister Emilio Colombo called me on September 16 with the report on his meeting with Yasser Arafat. The PLO leader accused the United States, France, and Italy of withdrawing the multinational force (MNF) prematurely. Arafat was deeply concerned about the Palestinians left behind in the Beirut refugee camps, fearing they would be slaughtered. He stressed that Phil Habib had given assurances for the safety of the camps after the PLO fighters departed, and he urged the Italians to try to get French and American agreement to keep the MNF in the city. The Lebanese wanted the MNF to stay, too, Arafat stressed.


I knew, however, that the MNF would not stay beyond the period agreed upon at the outset: long enough to get the PLO out of Beirut and little more. I had real difficulty getting Cap Weinberger and the Defense Department to deploy the marines in the first place, and, once deployed, they had not been permitted to take any meaningful part in the action. I had misgivings about such a quick withdrawal, but under all the circumstances, I realized that the marines would in fact leave as soon as possible after the PLO departure. The American MNF contingent had begun its withdrawal on September 10, and despite the assassination of Bashir Gemayel, the entire force would be out by September 16. Indeed, the more trouble there was in Beirut, the greater the pressure would be from the Pentagon and from the public to get our forces out swiftly. To Arafat the MNF meant protection for civilians but, in fact, the MNF’s stated mission—to achieve the safe departure of the PLO—had been completed.


The word I received from Italy was followed by fury from the French, who told us Israeli tanks and bulldozers were at the French ambassador’s residence in Beirut, tearing it to the ground. (This report proved to be vastly exaggerated, but at this time, when many inconceivable events actually were taking place, every report, however flimsy and hysterical, was given some credence in the first instance.) I talked on the phone to Claude Cheysson, the French foreign minister. He had just been in Beirut and was infuriated by Israeli actions; he was strongly considering whether to recommend sending a reconstituted MNF back to Beirut.


•       •       •

A mist of bitterness now hung over every American-Israeli official encounter. Our people felt that everything we had worked for through the evacuation of the PLO, the deployment of the MNF, and the plans for putting the Lebanese nation together again was being dragged down by preemptive Israeli military behavior and political deception.


The Israelis were furious with us. They had launched a brutal war in Lebanon for purposes that kept escalating in ambition and exploding in their faces: first it was security of Israel’s northern border, then expulsion of the PLO from Beirut, then a peace treaty with Lebanon. Begin and the foreign ministry were outraged at any suggestion that they had misled us but were stung by an awareness that they themselves had been misled by Ariel Sharon. “You people don’t know what you are doing,” Moshe Arens told me on September 16. “Without Israeli forces in Beirut now, all hell would break loose in the wake of Bashir’s assassination. You want Israelis to clean up the mess while you Americans stay clean with the Arabs!”


“The occupying power of a city is responsible for everything that takes place there; Israel should not want such a responsibility, nor can it possibly fulfill it,” I told Arens. It was a tough, heated conversation. Areris was undeterred.


The United States had “needlessly complicated” the situation with the president’s September 1 initiative, he said. A message came in from King Fahd of Saudi Arabia, who pleaded that his honor, name, and credibility were at stake: the United States had to get the Israelis out of Beirut. Saudi Arabia could not give us any help on our peace initiative until the Israelis were out, Fahd said.


•       •       •

By Friday, September 17, the Israelis had consolidated their grip on Beirut and were ringed around the Palestinian refugee camps in the southern suburbs. Morrie Draper was in close contact with Defense Minister Sharon and Foreign Minister Shamir, who were now willing to start planning for Israeli forces to hand over their positions in Beirut to the Lebanese army. At the United Nations, the United States voted for a Security Council resolution that condemned Israel’s incursions into Beirut and demanded an immediate return to positions they held before September 15.


Saturday, September 18, was Rosh Hashanah; falling on the Jewish Shabbat, it was a double holy day. I looked forward to a quiet weekend. At 5:45 A.M., Washington time, I was awakened at home by a telephone call from Larry Eagleburger, who told me that our embassy in Lebanon was at that moment talking to foreign service officer Ryan Crocker. With a hand-held transmitter, he was walking through the Shatila refugee camp and describing as he moved scenes of a massacre of shocking magnitude. Crocker had counted some fifty dead bodies, including women and children. I dressed hurriedly and headed for the State Department.


When Crocker returned to our embassy, he reported that the Red Cross had been in the Sabra and Shatila refugee camps and concluded that the massacres had been carried out by a special unit of the Phalangist Lebanese Forces. The French told us their officers had entered the Sabra and Shatila camps and reported “horrible destruction,” with families lying dead in groups. The French said survivors claimed that Israeli bulldozers had come in to push rubble over the bodies, all of which had taken place while IDF forces were occupying positions surrounding the camps. Survivors in the camps told Crocker that gunmen had moved most women and children to a soccer field. The young men were then taken in small groups up narrow alleys and were executed at close range with automatic weapons and small-arms fire. In addition to those killed, hundreds had been taken away from the camps—it was not known where. Red Cross officials told our people that hundreds of refugees had fled to a hospital south of the Shatila camp. Gunmen had pursued them there, shooting some and seizing others, including some medical personnel. The events they described were horrifying. I was shaken and appalled.


Our embassy in Tel Aviv’s telegram 14040 arrived on my desk that Saturday morning. It reported Draper’s conversations with Ariel Sharon on Friday—the day the majority of the killings took place, although they had begun even the night before, on Thursday. Sharon had told Draper that Israeli forces would remain in the areas where “the terrorists” were located until the Lebanese Armed Forces (LAF) cleaned them out. “Let the LAF go into the camps,” Sharon said. “They can kill the terrorists. But if they don’t, we will.” I was stunned by this cable. We got Draper on the tacsat. He said that Major General Drori, the Israeli Northern Commander, had asked the Lebanese Armed Forces to enter the camps and clean them out, but the LAF commander had refused. Drori then said that the Lebanese Forces (LF) would do the job and pointed to sixty-some trucks lined up to transport such a force in and out.


The Israelis had said they had to enter Beirut after Bashir was assassinated in order to prevent a bloodbath: now it appeared they had facilitated—and perhaps even induced—just that. The entire Israeli justification for their actions was in shreds. Israel faced a tremendous moral charge. Our own position was serious; Phil Habib had assured the Palestinians that all precautions would be taken to protect those left in the camps after the PLO departed. Habib had relied on Israeli and Lebanese assurances. The MNF had not been designed to perform such a job, and our own marines had come and gone in short order.


“The brutal fact is, we are partially responsible,” I told Eagleburger. “We took the Israelis and the Lebanese at their word.” I told Draper to get to the Israelis and demand they pull back immediately and turn the camps over to the protection of the Lebanese army. I could not believe that the people of Israel would in any way support what their army had allowed to happen in Beirut.


I went to the White House on Saturday morning and told President Reagan what we were learning about the massacres. I would call in Ambassador Arens. The president was deeply shaken and asked whether we had been too cautious with the marines. Had we withdrawn them too quickly?


Late that afternoon I met in my office with Arens, who had come directly from Rosh Hashanah synagogue prayers when he got my message. “The president has instructed me to demand that Israeli forces get out of Beirut; we have asked the government of Lebanon to order its armed forces to take over Israeli-held positions in the city. One fact is undeniable,” I said: “Israel, against all our advice, had taken control of the city, and now it is the scene of a massacre.”


Arens told me he, too, was appalled by what had happened. For the first time in any of our meetings, he was subdued. After Arens left, I called together the people who had been gathering reports to construct a picture of what had happened. It was this: the Israel Defense Forces had let Phalange militiamen into the Sabra refugee camp Thursday evening and had fired illumination rounds through the night to enable the Phalangists to conduct what amounted to a massacre. The Israeli forces on the scene were well aware of what was taking place. At some point on Friday, a similar scourge of the Shatila refugee camp took place.


In an agitated state, I went back to the White House at 5:30 that Saturday evening. I found the president more than ready to send the marines back. I agreed with him, but I knew that Cap Weinberger and the Pentagon would be opposed. The president said we had inherited a responsibility and was worried by what he called “the Vietnam problem,” the reluctance of the United States to use its troops again in tough spots and the perception that we would not. I said that the French and Italians felt we all had taken a black eye by having pulled out the MNF just before this massacre. The president was ready to reconstitute and reinsert the multinational force. “If we show ourselves unable to respond to this situation, what can the Middle East parties expect of us in the Arab-Israeli peace process?” he said to me.


Back in my office, I telephoned former President Carter to tell him what we knew. “You have to throw the book at Begin,” he said. “Tough talk is the only talk Begin understands.”


•       •       •

The following morning, Sunday, September 19, a political firestorm was breaking out in Israel as a result of the gruesome revelations of massacre in the refugee camps. Television pictures showed bodies piled in heaps. Ray Seitz, my executive assistant, told me he was revolted by the report that bulldozers had been used to push rubble over piles of bodies. As a boy, he said, he was seared by the image of bulldozers pushing piles of Jewish bodies into mass graves. Additional reports came in of Israeli lawlessness in West Beirut. The Israel Defense Forces were conducting house-to-house searches and arresting or detaining many people and breaking into apartments and offices, allegedly looking for material of intelligence value for use against the PLO. The IDF broke into Lebanese Prime Minister Shafik al-Wazzan’s home. The Soviet embassy was violated. Israeli troops had entered banks in the financial district.


The French and Italians were similarly outraged. Italian Foreign Minister Colombo telephoned me and raised the idea that we reconstitute the MNF and send it back in. The Lebanese government was crying for any international support to help restore stability, but specifically hoped the MNF would come back. UN Ambassador Jeane Kirkpatrick called in to say the PLO at the United Nations favored reconstitution of the MNF. The UN Security Council had just that morning passed a resolution stating it was appalled by the massacre and calling on the secretary-general to consider the possible deployment to Lebanon of UN forces. I knew that a UN force was unlikely, so I felt that we should hold the idea of the return of the MNF in reserve. At the request of the secretary-general, I sent a message to Israeli foreign minister Shamir urging that Israel agree to deployment of UNIFIL (United Nations Interim Force in Lebanon), which had been stationed in southern Lebanon since 1948, to Beirut to serve as peacekeepers as the IDF left the city.


I telephoned Howard Baker, the Senate majority leader. I knew he would be appearing on “This Week with David Brinkley” at 11:30 A.M., so I went over to his home to brief him. His support would be key if we decided to go ahead with the MNF again.


•       •       •

At 11:00 A.M. on Sunday the president and his chief advisers met in the White House Situation Room. I briefed on the situation. It was de facto a NSC session. I had called NSC adviser Bill Clark earlier to be sure Cap Weinberger would be there. I wanted Cap to hear the president’s views directly, not subsequently from me. Cap tried to set the tone with his total reluctance for the United States to do anything more in Lebanon. “Israel has gotten itself in a swamp, and we should leave it at that,” he said.


President Reagan picked up on that and agreed that Israel must realize it had gotten itself into a terrible swamp and the sooner it got out of Lebanon, the better. World opinion was crushing. “Let’s go for broke right now,” the president said. He was ready to make a statement within the next twenty-four hours that would seek not only to have Israel withdraw from Beirut but to begin a process for full withdrawal of all foreign forces from Lebanon, and he was more than ready for U.S. participation in a reconstituted MNF. The president asked me to convene top officials from State, Defense, and the CIA to prepare for a second session with him in the evening. By this time, it was clear to all that President Reagan and I were on the same wavelength.


Before our evening meeting with the president, a large crowd convened for a preliminary 4:00 P.M. session in the State Department’s operations center. I seated Cap Weinberger next to me. I acted as chairman, calling on various people for their views on what could and should be done. Everyone knew that President Reagan was ready to send the marines back to Beirut, so the Pentagon had at least to appear to be responsive. Cap accordingly shifted his approach.


What I then heard Cap advocate gave me my first experience with what I would come to recognize as a standard Pentagon tactic: when you don’t want to do something, agree to do it—but with such an impossible set of conditions and on such a preposterously gigantic scale that the outcome will be to do nothing. So Cap set forth the Defense Department proposal: there should be no MNF redeployed anywhere in Lebanon until all foreign forces had agreed to depart and, in fact, had done so. All foreign forces—Syrian, Israeli, Iranian, and Palestinian—would leave Lebanon. (How they would be induced to leave was my problem.) Once all such troops were gone, U.S. armed forces would form a giant cordon around the entire perimeter of Lebanon’s borders and coastline so that the Lebanese army would be undisturbed as it retook control of internal security.


The Defense Department, Cap said, could do nothing until the State Department produced the comprehensive international agreement that would rid Lebanon of its foreign presences. I was, under this “plan,” supposed to conduct diplomacy without strength, with no military backup—and in pursuit of a ludicrously impossible ideal.


Bud McFarlane, representing the NSC staff, said that the MNF was a political signal to the government of Lebanon as well as to the Arabs in the context of the peace process. The deployment of the MNF was a political act, he said, not a military act, and if we didn’t do it, we would lose credibility in the Middle East and any hope of success with the president’s peace initiative.


After Weinberger, for the third or fourth time, made his point about the precondition of an agreement, I summed up: “If you can’t deploy until a general withdrawal agreement, then you have to ask how quickly, if at all, such a diplomatic process can be completed. My guess is many months at best, if ever. Look how long it took Phil Habib to get the PLO out of Beirut.”


Weinberger said once again that we needed all the agreements for withdrawal before a deployment. It was too uncertain, he said, to put the MNF in Beirut and then simply hope for the best. The mission needed to be defined. I said the mission was defined—help the Lebanese get control of and stabilize their situation—but it could be narrower, perhaps limited just to Beirut. Fred Ikle, under secretary of defense, made the same point. Admiral James Watkins, the acting chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, said the U.S. component would need to be an “enriched force,” perhaps 5,000 men. Weinberger insisted there was great danger from the Phalange. He thought we might need a division (some 16,000 to 20,000 men) in order to be prepared for major hostility.


The real possibilities seemed to come down to a Phase I, namely, an MNF presence in Beirut, and a Phase II, dealing with the larger issues of Lebanon. “We shouldn’t be the Beirut police department,” Cap insisted.


I called on the CIA’s Bob Ames. He reiterated the need for action and stressed his concern that if we didn’t move rapidly, we would lose the momentum in the Arab world in support of the president’s peace initiative: “We need action quickly.”


“That’s for the president to say,” Cap interjected.


“We need to have a record, a clear record, of what the Israelis and the Syrians have already said about their respective commitments to withdraw,” I said.


Cap continued to stress that “a limited Beirut mission is too risky.” At the end of the meeting, Bud McFarlane and Fred Ikle both let me know they supported a Beirut-only operation for the MNF.


“The president wants teeth in whatever he does, and it is up to the Department of Defense to provide the teeth,” I said.


After the meeting, I assembled my Middle East group in my office. We were not five minutes into our review when Phil Habib walked through the door, fresh from two weeks in California. I described the Weinberger concept to Habib, who proceeded to blow it out of the water as impractical and unnecessary. The Lebanese borders could not be guarded without tens of thousands of men, he said.


“The military wants to do what the diplomats don’t think is necessary, and the diplomats want the military to do what the military is too nervous to do. Our military is nervous that Ronald Reagan isn’t,” I said, venting the frustration I felt during the wider meeting in the operations center.


Phil Habib stated the MNF mission: “Through its presence the MNF will assist the government of Lebanon to reassert its authority in Beirut. It will provide assurance during the period of disengagement of Israeli forces from Beirut. It does not have responsibility for internal security.” Just before departing for the White House, I gathered my papers together. To me the decision for the president was straightforward and simple. Did the political and diplomatic benefits of an immediate reestablishment of a multinational force in Beirut outweigh the military risks? Certainly there were risks, and the president should know them. Lebanon was a tough place, often a quagmire.


That Sunday night we went back to the president. I again insisted that Cap be present so that he would hear the president’s decision firsthand. The president was decisive: the United States would participate in the return of the multinational force to Beirut at the invitation of the government of Lebanon. The president felt that the United States must contribute to a visible, definite, constructive, international effort to help the central government of Lebanon begin to regain control over its own country. The United States sought a Lebanon free of foreign forces and with control over its own territory. Such a legitimate government, we hoped, could negotiate a meaningful agreement with Israel.


We had to move quickly to consult with the French and Italians, whose concurrence was required before the president could issue a statement. We also needed to talk to the secretary-general: the UNIFIL option had been overtaken. Cap heard the president. Ronald Reagan called for a firm, strong, and active U.S. Marine presence in Beirut. But at every turn the attitude of the Defense Department seemed to me to transmit the wrong message. It was almost as though they would have our forces shrink back, duck, and cover until it became clear to anyone with a gun in Beirut—and that was just about everybody—that you could take a poke at the Americans and not worry much about getting hit back.


After the meeting, I returned to the State Department. We estimated that it would take four days for the marines to reach Beirut from Naples. They would probably arrive on Thursday, September 23, the day Amin Gemayel, Bashir’s younger brother, was to be inaugurated as president of Lebanon. I called in French Ambassador Vernier-Palliez. He supported the president’s position but felt that the French government would want the UNIFIL alternative clearly eliminated before signing on to a new multinational force. He commented privately that the French felt particularly burned as a result of the massacre because French troops removed the mines around the refugee camps. “We do not trust the Israelis,” he said sharply.


At 10:30 P.M., I met with Italian Ambassador Petrignani. His foreign minister, Emilio Colombo, had been the first to urge that the multinational force be reconstituted. When this meeting concluded and as the clock inched toward an 11:00 P.M. meeting with Arens, I reviewed the day’s activities and observed to Ray Seitz, “Weinberger and Habib have the same strategy in talking about a point: they don’t stop, they don’t breathe, and you can’t interrupt.”


Before Arens arrived, in came Phil Habib again. I felt the Israelis should see the offer of a new multinational force as a way for them to get off a very sharp hook. Habib said that Sharon wanted his troops to go in and out of Beirut freely. “They won’t leave without one hell of a fight.” Habib then asked whether Sam Lewis would be giving the same message to the Israelis in Jerusalem. Eagleburger told him that Lewis was in Cyprus. Habib exclaimed, “The ambassador to Israel is in Cyprus? The ambassador to Lebanon is in Washington? What kind of Foreign Service are you running here?”


•       •       •

My session with Arens went well past midnight. He seemed jolted by my demand that Israel vacate all of Beirut and the airport. “The president isn’t demanding anything; events are,” I said. Arens asked that the president delay his statement so that a response could come from Israel. “Time’s a-wasting,” I said. Arens’s primary concern was the swiftly spreading public belief that Israel was responsible for the Sabra-Shatila massacres.


“I want to emphasize,” Arens told me, “that any insinuation that Israel bears part of the responsibility for the killings will be a shadow across the U.S.-Israel relationship.”


“Face the facts,” I said. “You bear responsibility.” And we shared it, I thought, because we took them at their word to ensure safety in the camps.


That same Sunday night, the Israeli cabinet convened in an extraordinary session. The cabinet rejected the idea of using UNIFIL in Beirut that I had proposed to Shamir. Most important, the cabinet issued a communiqué that rang with Menachem Begin’s voice:


A blood libel was plotted against the Jewish state and its government as well as the IDF [Israel Defense Forces] on Rosh Hashanah. In a place distant from an IDF position, a Lebanese unit entered a refugee camp where terrorists took shelter in order to arrest them. That unit attacked the civilian population, resulting in many losses of lives. . . . All the accusations—direct or hinted—claiming that the IDF has any responsibility whatsoever for the tragedy in the Shatila camp are groundless. The Cabinet rejects them with loathing. . . . Despite the instigation emanating from within our midst, we are calling on the people to unite around its elected government, fighting to provide security and peace to Israel and all its citizens. No one will preach to us values of morality and respect for human life, upon which we have and will continue to bring up generations of Israeli fighters.


I was appalled. How could Begin and the cabinet issue such a statement? Were they all so dangerously ill informed? Was Sharon completely dominant? Did they think we, let alone Israeli citizens, would believe simply anything, however outrageous? The statement suggested that either they were unhinged from reality or totally carried away with their momentarily commanding position.


On Monday, President Reagan announced that the marines would return to Beirut with the multinational force. On Tuesday, September 21, Amin Gemayel was elected president of Lebanon, and the Israeli cabinet approved the withdrawal of Israeli forces from Beirut and the redeployment of the MNF. On Thursday, Amin Gemayel was inaugurated. On Friday, the French contingent came ashore at Beirut. On Saturday, Habib visited Ariel Sharon at his farm in the south of Israel and got agreement that the IDF would move out of Beirut sector by sector to enable a full-scale MNF deployment. Within a few days the marines were back in Beirut.


On September 24, 1982, Prime Minister Begin had asked that a judicial commission of inquiry be set up to investigate the Sabra and Shatila massacres. He had first opposed the idea but later reversed himself. The public outcry in Israel resulted in a demonstration in Tel Aviv numbering 400,000 people, 10 percent of Israel’s population. Some of Begin’s coalition partners had issued warnings that they might resign. The chairman of the commission was Chief Justice Yitzhak Kahan, and the other members were Supreme Court Justice Aharon Barak and Yona Efrat, a retired major general.


On September 30, I spoke at the opening of the UN General Assembly in New York. I had been in office little more than two months. In my address I summed up what little wisdom I picked up from the incredible events of August and September. We would start from realism. We would act from strength, both in power and purpose. We would stress the essential need to generate consent, build agreement, and negotiate on key issues. We would conduct ourselves in the belief that progress was possible, even though the road to its achievement was long and hard. I thought these points were straightforward and obvious, benchmarks for our foreign policy in the 1980s. They proved to be anything but easy to implement.


At the end of September, Habib was back at work, trying to get an agreement that would remove all foreign forces from Lebanon and put Lebanon back on its feet. In Jerusalem, talking to Begin, Habib was interrupted by Sharon, who informed Habib, “We already have an agreement with Lebanon.” Taken aback, Habib broke off the talks and immediately returned to Beirut, where he confronted Amin Gemayel. It was true; Gemayel had signed a general agreement accepting a series of far-reaching Israeli demands that could not possibly stand the light of day. Sharon had gone too far in pressing, and Gemayel had given in too easily. He had accepted an agreement dictated by Israel. The result was worthless, and the process had wasted valuable time.


•       •       •

In early December, while the president and I were out of the country on a trip to South and Central America, I got word that a supplement was moving through the lame-duck session of Congress to provide a $250 million increase in the amount of U.S. military assistance granted to Israel: this in the face of Israel’s invasion of Lebanon, its use of cluster bombs, and its complicity in the Sabra and Shatila massacres! We fought the supplement and fought it hard. President Reagan and I weighed in personally, making numerous calls to senators and congressmen. On December 9, I added a formal letter of opposition saying that the supplement appeared “to endorse and reward Israel’s policies.” Foreign Minister Shamir called President Reagan’s opposition “an unfriendly act” and said that it “endangers the peace process.”


The supplement sailed right by us and was approved by the Congress as though President Reagan and I had not even been there. I was astonished and disheartened. This brought home to me vividly Israel’s leverage in our Congress. I saw that I must work carefully with the Israelis if I was to have any handle on congressional action that might affect Israel and if I was to maintain congressional support for my efforts to make progress in the Middle East.


On February 8, 1983, the Kahan Commission issued its report on the Sabra and Shatila massacres, recommending the dismissal or censure of top Israeli officials, including Defense Minister Sharon. The New York Times on February 9, 1983, summarized: “The commission’s conclusions fell into two broad categories: first, that Israeli officials, knowing the Phalangists’ violent history and the extreme tensions after the assassination of their leader, President-elect Bashir Gemayel, should have realized the probability of a massacre and should not have ordered the Phalangists into the Palestinian camps without effective supervision; and second, that officials should have acted decisively on reports of killings, and should have stopped the Phalangists immediately.”


The Kahan Commission’s own words were devastating: “It is evident that the forces who entered the area were steeped in hatred for the Palestinians, in the wake of the atrocities and severe injuries done to the Christians during the civil war in Lebanon by the Palestinians and those who fought alongside them; and these feelings of hatred were compounded by a longing for revenge in the wake of the assassination of the Phalangists’ admired leader Bashir and the killing of several dozen Phalangists two days before their entry into the camps.”


The Kahan Commission also reported, “In the course of the events and also thereafter, rumors spread that personnel of Major [Saad] Haddad were perpetrating a massacre or participating in a massacre. No basis was found for these rumors. The IDF liaison officer with Major Haddad’s forces testified that no unit of that force had crossed the Awali River that week. We have no reason to doubt that testimony.” Those who had done the job were Phalangist Lebanese Forces under Commander Elie Hobeika, the commission concluded.


Referring to the history of pogroms against the Jews, the commission observed: “the Jewish public’s stand has always been that the responsibility for such deeds falls not only on those who rioted and committed the atrocities but also on those who were responsible for safety and public order, who could have prevented the disturbances and did not fulfill their obligations in this respect. . . . the decision on the entry of the Phalangists into the refugee camps was taken without consideration of the danger—which the makers and executors of the decision were obligated to foresee as probable—that the Phalangists would commit massacres and pogroms against the inhabitants of the camps and without an examination of the means for preventing this danger.”


•       •       •

The Israeli cabinet voted 16 to 1 to accept the report of the Kahan Commission. Ariel Sharon resigned and was replaced as defense minister by Moshe Arens. Expressing its criticism of Sharon’s role, the commission observed that after the assassination of Bashir Gemayel, “no prophetic powers were required to know that concrete danger of acts of slaughter existed when the Phalangists were moved into the camps without the I.D.F.’s being with them. The sense of such a danger should have been in the consciousness of every knowledgeable person who was close to this subject, and certainly in the consciousness of the Defense Minister, who took an active part in everything relating to the war.”


Israel could not be exonerated from responsibility for what had occurred in Sabra and Shatila. But I believed that the people of Israel deserved credit for setting up the proper procedure under which the facts were brought to light and responsibility allocated for the Israeli role in these horrible occurrences. Unfortunately, the sad plight of Lebanon did not end with the massacres at Sabra and Shatila.





Part III



[image: Image]



GARDENING






CHAPTER 8



[image: Image]


The Soviet Union: First Efforts


Remnants of détente were still apparent when Ronald Reagan took office. Secretary Haig ended the procedure begun by Henry Kissinger whereby Anatoly Dobrynin was the only ambassador in Washington who could come to the State Department unnoticed by using the underground entrance to the garage. After that, Dobrynin came the same way everybody else did—to the main entrance of the building. When I arrived on the scene, a special telephone, a hot line, in the secretary of state’s office still connected directly to the Soviet embassy. I didn’t see any use for it, and some of our security people thought it might even be a subtle kind of bug, so we took it out.


Despite an extended period of détente with the Soviet Union beginning in the Nixon administration, a sharp disenchantment had followed—brought about by the Soviet move into Angola in 1975, their deployment in the mid-1970s of a new generation of powerful nuclear missiles aimed at Europe, the Soviet invasion of Afghanistan in 1979, and their complicity in the crackdown on Solidarity in Poland in 1981. Such aggressive actions created great tension between the two superpowers. Still, the central preoccupation of American foreign policy had to be the Soviet Union. A return to predétente estrangement would be unwise and self-defeating. This was the country that could wipe us out in thirty minutes with strategic nuclear missiles.


Unique among the people at the top in the Reagan administration, I had negotiated with the Soviets before, and successfully, as secretary of the treasury, and I had come to know some Soviet leaders in an informal way.


I remembered my first trip to Moscow, in 1973. I had been warned repeatedly by the Secret Service and the CIA that everything would be bugged. The only place to have a private conversation was in a boxlike room in the middle of our embassy with electronic countermeasures surrounding it. It was claustrophobic, but it was the one place in the whole city of Moscow, I was told, that was “secure.” O’Bie and I were taken to our hotel room by Secret Service personnel. They pointed with some pride to the bugs they had identified in the living room, the bedroom, and the bathroom. They were not going to bother taking them out, they told us, because they were sure there were plenty of others. They just wanted us to see for ourselves that they were not kidding.


I had come to Moscow in connection with trade negotiations; my counterpart then was the Soviet minister of foreign trade, a salty old Communist named Nikolai Patolichev. We had many meetings, both in Moscow and in Washington, and we reached some mutually satisfactory agreements. We got to know each other well enough for him to tell me some stories about his life. I remember one vignette vividly. In World War II, he was in charge of tank production. The Soviets were always working to make better tanks, he recounted, but whenever they changed the design, they slowed up the rate of production. On one occasion, Patolichev told me, he was called to Moscow to meet directly with Stalin, who gave him an explicit order: “Do not make any more changes. The tank we have is a good tank, and we must produce more volume, so my orders are, don’t change again.”


Patolichev no sooner had returned home than his people came in with designs for a sharply improved tank. What was he to do? He decided to have the new tank built surreptitiously, with a part taken from here and a part from there; few people would know what was going on. He and a small group constructed the tank to the new specifications, and when it was finished, they could see that it was significantly better. Inevitably, Stalin found out. Patolichev told me he was deathly afraid of what might descend on him. But the tank was so superior that military leaders said, “Well, all right, but this is the last time. No more changes.” Stalin agreed.


“So,” Patolichev said with a smile, “I got away with it.” I had no idea whether this story was true, but I had no reason to doubt it. In any event, it gave me an insight: creative and independent people could make even a flawed Soviet system into a formidable foe and could have strength as individuals and a capacity to think for themselves. Earlier I had spent a weekend at Sochi, a Soviet resort on the Black Sea. We were taken to a very fine stone guest house that was relatively new, although on mature, well-landscaped grounds that clearly had surrounded a mansion in an earlier time. As we walked in, I remarked on what a handsome, well-built structure it was. My host from the Trade Ministry smiled and said, “Yes, we wanted to bring you here so that you could see that not everything good in the Soviet Union was built by the czars.” He knew as well as I that most post-czarist construction in the Soviet Union was shoddy.


Patolichev insisted, on another occasion, that I accompany him to Leningrad. He made clear that the first official event would be a visit to the Leningrad cemetery. I resisted at first, but once there, I appreciated why he was so insistent. We entered and looked down upon a long path between huge mounds where tens of thousands of Soviet citizens who died in the Battle of Leningrad were buried. He and I walked slowly down the path toward a memorial as funereal music played. I carried a wreath to lay there. As we were walking, Patolichev described the fighting to me and the numbers of people who were killed. “Every Russian family has some member who fought, died, or suffered as a result of the Battle of Leningrad,” he told me. As he spoke, I noticed that the Soviet interpreter had dropped out and had been replaced; she had moved back with the rest of the party and was openly sobbing. This tough old guy, Patolichev, had tears streaming down his cheeks. When we were about to leave the cemetery, I said to him, “I, too, fought in World War II and had friends in arms killed beside me.” Then I went to the middle of the terrace above the cemetery, raised my hand in a long salute, dropped it smartly, as an old marine, turned about-face, and left. The Soviets were moved by this salute far more than by the wreath.


So, from my time in the Nixon administration, I had learned something of the human dimension to the Soviet Union. I learned that World War II—the Great Patriotic War Against Fascism, the Soviets called it—was a matter of deep significance to them. I also learned that the Soviets were tough negotiators but that you could negotiate successfully with them. In my experience, they did their homework and had skill and patience and staying power. I respected them not only as able negotiators but as people who could make a deal and stick to it. They also, I realized, could turn negotiations into occasions for denunciation and deceit and shameless propagandizing. Their willingness to engage seriously would depend entirely on how they perceived their interests. Such occasions would come, I felt, when the Soviets concluded that we were not only strong and determined but also willing to make agreements that were mutually advantageous. I was determined to make American strength serve the cause of serious negotiation on behalf of American interests, and I was certain that Ronald Reagan shared this view.


Starting in with Gromyko


Prospective events have a way of stimulating and organizing activity. My upcoming meetings in New York with Soviet Foreign Minister Andrei Gromyko in late September 1982, at the start of the annual UN General Assembly, did just this. Preparations began even as I was being confirmed. I received endless briefings. Virtually everyone reminded me how many foreign ministers, presidents, secretaries of state, and other plenipotentiaries had met Gromyko and then departed the scene, while he remained. Finally, I threatened to throw the next person who spewed out this line right out of the room. “Let’s just stick to content,” I said.


Shortly after taking office, I blocked the resumption of negotiations with the Soviets on a long-term grain agreement, which had major congressional support. It was incredible to me that we would resume such negotiations, which we had suspended only eight months earlier as part of the sanctions imposed in response to Soviet-supported crackdown on the Polish trade union Solidarity. Such a move, I argued to senators from the farm states, would send entirely the wrong signal to the Soviets and would virtually destroy our efforts with our allies to defuse the raging dispute over the sanctions we had imposed on the building of the Soviet pipeline. “The West Europeans accuse the US of double-dealing by urging trade sanctions against Moscow while continuing to sell grain to the Soviet Union,” Daniel Southerland reported in the Christian Science Monitor on July 15, 1982.


By midsummer, Paul Nitze’s “walk in the woods” was well known to the president and all his top advisers. Paul, head of our intermediate-range nuclear forces (INF) negotiating team, had worked out on an informal basis—during a walk on July 16, 1982, in the woods outside Geneva—with Yuli Kvitsinsky, his Soviet opposite number, the structure of a deal to break the negotiating impasse. The result would have left both sides with some deployments, thus differing from our basic position of no INF nuclear missiles deployed by either of us, the so-called zero-zero option, and would have eliminated deployment in West Germany of Pershing II intermediate-range nuclear ballistic missiles.


Nitze’s “walk” was studied throughout the rest of the summer; by early September, both the office of the secretary of defense and the Joint Chiefs of Staff had registered their negative opinions. The president, too, was opposed. The Pershing IIs, they felt, were the elements in our deployments most feared by the Soviets, and therefore we should not give them up prematurely through an agreement that allowed the Soviets to retain intermediate-range ballistic missiles while we had only our slower-moving cruise missiles. The absence of any word from Moscow regarding “the walk,” moreover, suggested that the Soviets rejected the package. If we, on the other hand, reacted favorably, they would simply pocket our concessions.


Eugene Rostow, head of the Arms Control and Disarmament Agency, and Paul Nitze felt that an important opportunity was being missed. Rostow let his disappointment show and eventually was asked to resign. I argued to the president that private informal contacts were often useful in a negotiation like this. He agreed. The president’s instructions to me for my meetings with Gromyko were the same as those given to Paul Nitze as he returned to Geneva: do not state our view of the package unless it is raised by the Soviets. If raised, say the proposed deal is not acceptable to us but that the channel is promising and should be kept open.


The president and all his advisers, including me, were concerned about a late-August report that the Soviets might position high-performance jet fighter aircraft in Nicaragua. At a meeting of the NSC principals in early September, we all agreed such a move would be unacceptable, and the president added that statement to my instructions for my meetings with Gromyko. I insisted firmly that I should not lay down such a marker unless the president made clear to the Defense Department and the Central Intelligence Agency that we would take action if the Soviets took this step. I wanted to know what that action would be. After a lengthy argument, Bill Casey put forward a credible way of destroying such aircraft immediately upon delivery, and the president affirmed that action would be taken if such planes were delivered. And so I proceeded. I remembered my instructions as a marine in boot camp when I was issued my rifle: “Never point this rifle at someone unless you are willing to pull the trigger.”


I also wanted constructive proposals in my instructions. I had identified two areas—Southern Africa and nuclear nonproliferation—that bore at least some prospect of progress with the Soviets. The atmosphere was tense, but I was ready to be positive. An American businessman, Simon Chilewich, reported that the chairman of the Soviet State bank, Vladimir Alkhimov, a man I knew from my time as secretary of the treasury, had called me “a very reasonable man” and expressed the hope that the United States and the USSR, now that I was secretary of state, could “start talking business.” Alkhimov, and perhaps some higher authority, doubtless expected this information to reach me. Was this an early signal that the Soviets were interested in talking business themselves? I didn’t know, but I didn’t rule it out.


As an important part of my preparation for the Gromyko meetings, I focused on human rights practices in the Soviet Union. I assembled lists of people who had been denied permission to emigrate, reviewed the special problems of Soviet Jewry, and expanded my knowledge of the full range of our human rights concerns. I met with Avital Shcharansky, the intense and compelling wife of the famous dissident. Afterward, I was wrung out. The woeful treatment of her husband, his courage, and my inability to provide any real assurance about his release made for immense frustration. Avital’s pleas dramatized the human side of the tension in U.S.-Soviet relations. “The president and I will never give up on pressing the cause of human rights and the case for your husband’s release,” I told her.
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