

[image: ]




LAST
INSTRUCTIONS




Nir Hezroni was born in Jerusalem. After studying physics in high school and completing military service in intelligence, he studied economics and business management, before moving to work in technology. He is the author of Three Envelopes and lives in Tel Aviv.


Steven Cohen attended the Hebrew University in Jerusalem. He is a freelance writer, copyeditor, editor and translator. He lives in Ra’anana, Israel.




LAST
INSTRUCTIONS


NIR HEZRONI


TRANSLATED FROM THE HEBREW BY STEVEN COHEN


[image: image]




To all the people who made this book happen
(yeah, you!). You move mountains and
make the world go round.




ACKNOWLEDGMENTS


I would like to thank Jad Abumrad, Robert Krulwich, and everyone at the RADIOLAB team for their show and podcast where I first learned about the Eye in the Sky.




December 12, 2006


“Why didn’t he close his eyes?”


Dr. Weinberg removed fragments of glass from the eyeball of the attempted suicide victim using a pair of tweezers, placing each piece in a small aluminum basin. The blood that clung to the pieces of glass created circular patterns as it came in contact with the sterile substance in the metal bowl. This wasn’t the first time that Dr. Weinberg had encountered a road accident in which the victim’s glasses had shattered into his eyes, but usually the shards penetrated the eyelids first, which closed instinctively to protect the eyeball. This victim’s eyes had remained wide open.


“I’ve never seen anything like it.” The nurse standing beside him handed him an even smaller pair of tweezers. Several doctors were working simultaneously in the operating room on this nameless suicide attempt. He wasn’t carrying any documents, and his face had been smashed beyond recognition. The plastic surgeon next to them was busy trying to piece together bits of his shattered cheekbones.


“How did he manage to do this to himself again?”


“Jumped in front of a bus on Ibn Gvirol Street. Lucky for him an ambulance was in the area. Otherwise he’d be downstairs on the slab by now.”


“I’m not sure if you can call it luck. He may have been better off dead,” said the orthopedic surgeon on the other side of the table. He was cleaning denim thread from two open fractures in the victim’s thighs.


“We still have a good few more hours of work on him. We need to bring in a psychologist for when he wakes up. Make a note of that. I don’t want him jumping again the moment he wakes up.”


“The last thing he’s going to be able to do when he wakes up is jump.”


“If he wakes up.”


Dr. Weinberg made a note in the records and then went back to removing fragments of glass. “We’ll keep him under for at least two weeks; there’s no point in waking him yet.” He started humming the words to the song “Ten Little Fingers” from his young son’s favorite CD.


“Are you familiar with the definition of anxiety?” he asked the nurse beside him.





December 5, 2016


An incessant drizzle had been falling on London since early in the morning. The city’s residents went about their business. It was a Monday and Oxford Street was packed with umbrella-carrying pedestrians. One of them held a white plastic box with a black handle, crossed the busy road coming from the Marble Arch tube station and turned toward the entrance to Hyde Park. She wore a yellow hoodie and black sneakers, walked at a brisk pace, and glanced occasionally to the side. The park was quiet. Squirrels scampered among the trees, and a small group of giggling girls strolled leisurely along an adjacent walkway. She stopped beside one of the trees and placed the box on the ground and looked around. The park was quiet and peaceful. The weather had left most of the tourists on the streets of London to themselves, with the option of fleeing from one store to the next rather than getting soaked in the city’s parks. She lifted the lid off the box and tipped the container over. Dozens of white mice poured out onto the ground.


They froze momentarily in a white pile on the green grass, before scurrying off in all directions, some even hopping with delight. They were free.


Carmit closed the box and walked over to a green garbage can. She placed the box on the ground and left it there.


She then continued walking, breathing in the scent of freshly cut grass. Two people on horseback trotted past and she waved to them. If not for the dreams that plagued her nights, she was almost happy with her husband, Guy, and their children. She’d thought the dreams would disappear once she stopped doing transformations, but they hadn’t.


She’d even tried exhausting herself by going for a run every night before bed.


They continued.


Carmit made her way back to the Underground station. She decided to take the Central line to Notting Hill Gate and then switch to the Circle line to Gloucester Road. The Piccadilly line would take her from there to Hammersmith. She’d arranged to meet Elliot at the Starbucks there. Besides her clients, he’s the only other person who’s aware of her work outside the bookstore. Actually, the bookstore is her only job now. She’d thought that dismantling the laboratory in the back of her store and releasing the mice in Hyde Park, would make her free, just like the mice; but she only felt emptiness. She’d speak to Elliot about her recurring dream.


Maybe he could help.


A hawk hovered above the trees in the park, following the movement of the mice in the grass below.
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/


I WISH TO SUM UP THE EVENTS OF THE PAST 24 HOURS DURING WHICH WE HAVE LEARNED THAT AGENT 10483, BELIEVED DEAD, APPEARS IN FACT TO BE ALIVE AND OPERATING AGAINST US ON ISRAELI SOIL.


BACKGROUND:


IN 2006, IN LIGHT OF INFORMATION RECEIVED FROM MILITARY INTELLIGENCE’S UNIT 8200, WE LEARNED OF EFFORTS BY AN UNKNOWN PARTY, POSSIBLY IRAN, TO GET ITS HANDS ON A RUSSIAN NUCLEAR DEVICE FROM AMONG THE ARSENAL OF 1,400 NUCLEAR WARHEADS RETURNED TO RUSSIA BY KAZAKHSTAN DURING THE LATTER’S VOLUNTARY NUCLEAR DISARMAMENT PROGRAM FROM 1991–1995. (IN ALL LIKELIHOOD, THE DEVICE IN QUESTION IS A 42-KILOTON RDS-3 MODEL, A 62-KILOTON RDS-3I MODEL, OR A MORE MODERN WARHEAD FROM THE EARLY 1960S)


WE KNOW THAT THE INDIVIDUAL WHO SERVED AS THE GO-BETWEEN FOR THE TRANSACTION WAS ONE OF 12 SCIENTISTS WHO PARTICIPATED IN A CLOSED CONFERENCE IN SWITZERLAND DURING WHICH THE DEAL WAS FINALIZED BY MEANS OF AN ENCRYPTED TELEPHONE MESSAGE. SINCE WE WERE UNAWARE OF THE IDENTITY OF THE DEALMAKER FROM AMONG THE GROUP, WE DECIDED TO ELIMINATE ALL 12 OF THEM (PROJECT CODENAMED “BERNOULLI”). ONE OF THE AGENTS (10483) ASSIGNED TO THE MISSION RECEIVED (APPARENTLY ERRONEOUSLY) 3 TARGETS OUT OF THE 12, INSTEAD OF JUST 1. THE COLLATERAL DAMAGE HE CAUSED IN CARRYING OUT THE 3 ASSASSINATIONS WAS EXTENSIVE:


1. 40 INCIDENTAL FATALITIES IN THE FRAMEWORK OF THE ASSASSINATION OF YASMIN LI-ANG IN GENEVA (YASMIN LI-ANG’S 2 DAUGHTERS, PLUS 38 RESIDENTS OF A BUILDING AT 21 RUE DE DELICES THAT COLLAPSED AFTER 10483 SEALED ONE OF THE APARTMENTS ON THE TOP FLOOR AND FILLED IT WITH WATER, THE RESULTING PRESSURE BROUGHT DOWN THE ENTIRE STRUCTURE)


2. 128 INCIDENTAL FATALITIES IN BARILOCHE IN THE FRAMEWORK OF THE ASSASSINATION OF FEDERICO LOPEZ IN A PARK NEAR THE INSTITUTO BALSEIRO (FEDERICO LOPEZ’S 3 BODYGUARDS, PLUS 125 INNOCENT BYSTANDERS IN THE PARK, WHICH 10483 SET ABLAZE USING A GAS TANKER THAT HE HOOKED UP TO THE PARK’S SPRINKLER SYSTEM)


3. [NEW INFORMATION] SOME 11,000 INCIDENTAL FATALITIES IN MONTREAL IN THE FRAMEWORK OF THE ASSASSINATION OF BERNARD STRAUSS (APPROXIMATELY 11,000 PEOPLE—INCLUDING 53 ISRAELI CITIZENS, 3 OF WHOM WERE OUR AGENTS—DIED IN A STRING OF ROAD ACCIDENTS CAUSED BY THOUSANDS OF DRIVERS SIMULTANEOUSLY FALLING ASLEEP AT THE WHEEL OF THEIR VEHICLES AFTER HEARING A HYPNOSIS-INDUCING AUDIO TRACK BROADCAST OVER A LOCAL RADIO STATION, CBC RADIO ONE)


FOLLOWING THE ASSASSINATION OF BERNARD STRAUSS IN MONTREAL, 10483 RETURNED TO ISRAEL. MEMBERS OF A SURVEILLANCE TEAM ASSIGNED TO HIM FROM THE MOMENT HE LANDED SUBSEQUENTLY FOUND WHAT THEY THOUGHT TO BE HIS BODY IN HIS COMPLETELY TORCHED APARTMENT. DENTAL RECORDS SERVED TO IDENTIFY THE BODY AT THE TIME AND A SUICIDE NOTE WAS FOUND IN THE REFRIGERATOR.


IN LIGHT OF THE ABOVE, THE CASE WAS CLOSED. THE 12 BERNOULLI SCIENTISTS WERE ELIMINATED, 10483 PRESUMED DEAD, AND THE IRANIAN CELLS THAT WERE TRYING TO FIND THE WARHEAD LOST TRACK OF ITS LOCATION.


NEW INFORMATION:


TWO DAYS AGO (12/03/2016), AMIRAM HADDAD, 10483’S FORMER HANDLER, RECEIVED A PACKAGE THAT 10483 HAD DEPOSITED WITH A LAW FIRM WITH INSTRUCTIONS FOR IT TO BE SENT OUT ON THAT SPECIFIC DATE. AFTER READING THE NOTEBOOK HE RECEIVED, AMIRAM WENT TO THE HOME OF AVNER MOYAL, THE HEAD OF THE RECRUITMENT DEPARTMENT, TO DISCUSS THE IMPLICATIONS OF THE MATERIAL IT CONTAINED. THE PACKAGE INCLUDED A LARGE LINED NOTEBOOK ALONG WITH NUMEROUS ADDITIONAL DOCUMENTS—SKETCHES, CALCULATIONS, MATERIAL FROM THE ORGANIZATION, AND MORE. FROM A REVIEW OF THE CONTENTS OF THE NOTEBOOK, THE MAIN FINDINGS ARE AS FOLLOWS:


1. 10483 IS ALIVE. HE STAGED HIS OWN DEATH 10 YEARS AGO USING A BODY HE’D BEEN KEEPING IN HIS BASEMENT ON WHICH HE’D CARRIED OUT THE APPROPRIATE DENTAL WORK TO MATCH HIS OWN (FILLINGS, EXTRACTIONS, ETC.). WHEN HE TORCHED THE APARTMENT, HE KNEW THAT WE WOULD IDENTIFY THE REMAINS BASED ON DENTAL RECORDS BECAUSE HIS DNA IS NOT IN THE SYSTEM (HE MUST HAVE DELETED THIS DATA FROM THE ORGANIZATION’S SYSTEM AT SOME POINT).


2. 10483 IS PERSONALLY RESPONSIBLE FOR KILLING 3 OF OUR AGENTS WHO WERE SENT TO LOCATE HIM DURING THE COURSE OF HIS MISSIONS. ONE IN THE NETHERLANDS (AGENT 6844—PUSHED ONTO THE TRACKS IN FRONT OF A METRO TRAIN) AND 2 IN TEL AVIV (AGENTS 6452 AND 7274) IN THE BASEMENT OF HIS APARTMENT.


3. THE HYPNOSIS INCIDENT IN MONTREAL—BELIEVED UNTIL NOW TO BE A NONNATIONALISTIC ATTACK CARRIED OUT BY A PSYCHOPATH—WAS ORGANIZED BY 10483. THE NOTEBOOK CONTAINS MATERIAL THAT INCRIMINATES BOTH HIM AND US.


4. 10483 ACQUIRED ADMINISTRATOR ACCESS TO ORION. HE KNOWS ABOUT THE BERNOULLI PROJECT AND HIS ROLE IN THE ASSASSINATIONS. HE SUFFERS FROM PARANOIA AND BELIEVES THAT THE ORGANIZATION BETRAYED HIM. HE ALSO MANAGED TO GET ACCEPTED TO THE ORGANIZATION DESPITE THE VARIOUS PSYCHOLOGICAL DISORDERS HE SUFFERS FROM BY HACKING INTO OUR SYSTEMS.


5. 10483 HAS EMBARKED ON A REVENGE MISSION AGAINST THE ORGANIZATION THAT BEGAN 2 NIGHTS AGO.


EVENTS OF THE PAST 24 HOURS:


AVNER SPENT THE NIGHT READING THROUGH THE NOTEBOOK, THEN BROUGHT GRANDPA UP TO SPEED. GRANDPA CALLED IN ROTEM ROLNIK, HEAD OF THE PERSONALITY AND PSYCHOPATHOLOGY RESEARCH DEPARTMENT, WHO ALSO REVIEWED THE MATERIAL. AT 09:00 THIS MORNING, A TEAM OF OUR AGENTS—ACCOMPANIED BY POLICE, FIREFIGHTERS, AND A SWAT TEAM—WAS SENT TO THE BASEMENT TO FIND OUT WHAT WAS THERE AND TO RETRIEVE THE REMAINS OF THE 2 AGENTS THAT HAD BEEN THERE FOR 10 YEARS. BECAUSE 10483’S NOTEBOOK DESCRIBES HOW THE BASEMENT WAS BOOBY-TRAPPED, ALL THE BUILDING’S RESIDENTS WERE EVACUATED, AND THE STREET WAS CLOSED TO TRAFFIC.


FOLLOWING A BRIEFING THAT INCLUDED WARNINGS NOT TO TOUCH ANY LIGHT SWITCHES, THE TEAMS ENTERED THE LOCATION. AT 09:40 THE BASEMENT AND THE BUILDING ABOVE IT WAS BLOWN UP. EVERYONE IN THE BASEMENT—THE SECURITY AND RESCUE TEAMS AND OUR AGENTS—WAS KILLED IN THE BLAST, AND THE BUILDING COLLAPSED. THE AREA HAS BEEN CORDONED OFF AND TEAMS FROM THE ORGANIZATION, THE FIRE DEPARTMENT, POLICE, AND THE HOME FRONT COMMAND, ARE CURRENTLY SIFTING THROUGH THE RUBBLE IN AN EFFORT TO RETRIEVE THE BODIES AND ANY OTHER MATERIAL THAT 10483 MAY HAVE LEFT IN THE BASEMENT THAT COULD ASSIST IN HIS CAPTURE.


AT 10:05 THIS MORNING A MESSENGER DELIVERED A PACKAGE TO EFRAT MOYAL, AVNER’S WIFE. HER DESCRIPTION OF THE MESSENGER HAS LED US TO SUSPECT THAT IT MAY HAVE BEEN 10483 HIMSELF. SHE WAS INSTRUCTED NOT TO OPEN THE PACKAGE AND TO GO IMMEDIATELY TO THEIR NEIGHBORS’ HOUSE. AVNER RETURNED HOME AT 10:39. RESTING ON THE KITCHEN TABLE WAS A PAGE THAT HAD BEEN TORN OUT OF 10483’S NOTEBOOK. ON THE PAGE, 10483 OUTLINES HOW HE “DEALT WITH” THE TEETH OF THE BODY LEFT IN HIS TORCHED APARTMENT SOME 10 YEARS AGO; HE ALSO DESCRIBES HOW HE SPOTTED THE SURVEILLANCE TEAM OUTSIDE THE APARTMENT AND ASSUMED (MISTAKENLY) THEY WERE A CELL SENT BY THE ORGANIZATION TO ASSASSINATE HIM, HOW HE SET FIRE TO THE APARTMENT, AND HOW HE THEN WENT TO THE ORGANIZATION’S NEAREST BRANCH WHERE HE RETRIEVED INFORMATION ABOUT THE BERNOULLI PROJECT AND THE MEMBERS OF THE INNER CIRCLE.


THE PAGE ALSO NOTES THAT HE PLANS TO TAKE ACTION AGAINST EVERYONE INVOLVED IN HIS RECRUITMENT AND HANDLING, AND AGAINST THE ORGANIZATION’S MANAGEMENT—THE INNER CIRCLE. PRESUMABLY, THE BLOWING UP OF HIS BASEMENT AND EFRAT’S DISAPPEARANCE WERE THE INITIAL STAGES OF HIS PLAN. ATTEMPTS IN THE PAST FEW HOURS TO CONTACT AMIRAM HAVE COME TO NAUGHT. IT SEEMS LIKE 10483 HAS GOTTEN HIS HANDS ON HIM, TOO.


WE CLEARLY MADE A MAJOR MISTAKE AND RECRUITED A PSYCHOPATH WHO SUFFERS FROM AN ENTIRE RANGE OF MENTAL DISORDERS. HE MANAGED TO PREPARE HIMSELF VERY WELL FOR ALL OUR TESTS (INCLUDING A POLYGRAPH) AND WAS ACCEPTED INTO THE ORGANIZATION. THEREFORE, IN ADDITION TO THE IMMEDIATE ACTIONS WE NEED TO TAKE IN ORDER TO APPREHEND 10483 AND LOCATE EFRAT AND AMIRAM, THERE ARE ALSO THINGS WE NEED TO PUT IN PLACE TO SERVE US IN THE LONG TERM:


• A REVIEW AND ADJUSTMENT OF OUR RECRUITMENT SYSTEM IN ORDER TO PREVENT THE HIRING OF INELIGIBLE CANDIDATES IN THE FUTURE (LESS DEPENDENCE ON FORMAL TESTS AND MORE WEIGHT ON PERSONAL INTERVIEWS, GROUP BEHAVIOR UNDER PRESSURE, AND INTERVIEWS WITH FRIENDS, FAMILY MEMBERS, TEACHERS, AND NEIGHBORS.)


• CLOSER COLLABORATION WITH THE ARMY WHEN IT COMES TO ITS SCREENING PROCESS FOR CANDIDATES FOR SENSITIVE POSITIONS.


• MAINTAINING CONTACT WITH THE DISTRICT HEALTH OFFICES IN ORDER TO GAIN ACCESS TO INFORMATION ON PSYCHOLOGICAL PROFILES / PSYCHIATRIC TREATMENTS CONCERNING FUTURE RECRUITS, ALONG WITH A REVIEW OF OUR ENTIRE NETWORK OF EXISTING AGENTS + RETIREES. (DOCTOR-PATIENT CONFIDENTIALITY DOES NOT APPLY IN THIS REGARD.)


• THE MECHANISMS IN PLACE TO RESTRICT ACCESS TO THE ORGANIZATION’S SYSTEMS ARE SORELY LACKING—WE NEED TO IMPLEMENT INTERNAL ENCRYPTION MECHANISMS AND AUDIT SYSTEMS THAT CAN IDENTIFY SYSTEM ADMINISTRATOR ACCESS. IMPLEMENTATION MUST BE CARRIED OUT EXTERNALLY BY A DATA SECURITY GROUP, WITHOUT THE INVOLVEMENT OF OUR INFORMATION SYSTEMS UNIT.


IN CONSULTATION WITH ROTEM AND AVNER, WE MUST PUT TOGETHER A TEAM CHARGED WITH APPREHENDING 10483. I REQUEST YOUR AUTHORIZATION TO APPROACH THE SHIN BET FOR ASSISTANCE TO THIS END.


SINCERELY,


MOTTI KEIDAR


OPERATIONS DIVISION CHIEF


/





Avner reviewed the document circulated via the Orion system. It looked a lot better than the version he’d written during the night.


After spending part of the morning looking for Efrat, Rotem asked him to return to the Ganei Yehuda Base, where she’d spent the night. Unaware of the device that had been attached to the underside of his car during the night, he drove back to Ganei Yehuda and contacted his connection at the police on the way, asking him to arrange for a forensics team to examine his home in an effort to find something that 10483 may have left behind and could assist in his capture. The man asked Avner if he wanted to blow up another one of his teams because the last one he’d requested was still buried under a building that had been blown to bits. Avner asked him what he would do if a psychopathic killer had abducted his wife.


Even though Avner knew his body needed sleep, his state of mind wouldn’t allow it. His head was filled with thoughts of Efrat in the clutches of that psychopath. Where could he have taken her? What had he done to her? He couldn’t bear the thought of Efrat in his clutches. The shock she must have felt when he abducted her.


He assumed Grandpa would try to take him off the case. But he wasn’t going to let that happen. He had to be there when they close in on him. He had to make sure that they go in carefully so as not to harm her.


Avner listened to the sounds at the satellite base—Rotem speaking to the guard, the rattle of an air-conditioner compressor, soft and muffled music coming from the house upstairs that served as a cover for the activities taking place below, someone flushing a toilet. His weariness was fading. He would find her and rescue her even if it’s the last thing he does.
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RE.: REAPPEARANCE OF AGENT 10483


/


HI GRANDPA!


FURTHER TO MOTTI KEIDAR’S REPORT FROM EARLIER TODAY: THERE IS NO WAY THAT AGENT 10483 WAS ABLE TO PASS THE ORGANIZATION’S TESTS. IT’S SIMPLY IMPOSSIBLE. REGARDLESS OF HOW WELL HE MAY HAVE PREPARED HIMSELF, AFTER READING THE NOTEBOOK, I AM ABSOLUTELY CERTAIN THAT SUCH AN INDIVIDUAL WOULD NEVER HAVE MADE IT THROUGH A COMBINATION OF MINNESOTA, MYERS-BRIGGS, DSM-5, AND VARIOUS OTHER SUCH DELICACIES, AND THEN A POLYGRAPH FOR DESSERT.


SOMEONE WANTED HIM IN THE ORGANIZATION.


THAT SAME SOMEONE WAS ALSO THE ONE WHO MADE SURE HE WAS GIVEN 3 TARGETS AS PART OF THE BERNOULLI PROJECT, AND NOT JUST ONE LIKE THE OTHER ASSASSINS.


HIS 3 TARGETS WERE ALL NUCLEAR SCIENTISTS. THAT, TOO, IS NO COINCIDENCE.


WE NEED TO TALK.





Rotem sent the mail to Grandpa, locked the computer screen, and went to find the satellite base’s security guard, who was reading a thick book.


“Is there a shower here? I stink like a skunk,” she said.


“No, we’re all about the bare necessities here,” the guard responded. “And the aboveground areas of the building are off limits.”


“Okay then, I’m off to the home base. When you see Avner, send him there, too. I’ll shower there and take a nap in my office. Tell him to wake me when he arrives. I need to get hold of Grandpa in the morning.”
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GOOD MORNING,


FURTHER TO OUR MEETING YESTERDAY, AND IN THE WAKE OF EFFORTS BY THE HEAD OF THE PERSONALITY AND PSYCHOPATHOLOGY RESEARCH DEPARTMENT TO GET TO THE BOTTOM OF OUR REASONS FOR USING 10483, I INTEND TO FILL HER IN TO A CERTAIN EXTENT IN ORDER TO ALLOW HER TO BEGIN SEARCHING FOR HIM. FURTHERMORE, AN ADDITIONAL TEAM FROM THE OPERATIONS DIVISION HAS ALSO BEEN ASSIGNED TO HUNT FOR 10483. ITS MEMBERS ARE WORKING WITH THE SEARCH AND RESCUE PERSONNEL AT THE SCENE OF THE EXPLOSION IN TEL AVIV, THEY’RE LOOKING FOR CLUES FROM THE VIDEO FOOTAGE CAPTURED BY THE TEAM THAT WAS IN THE BASEMENT AT THE TIME OF THE BLAST. THE CAMERAS WERE DESTROYED BUT A DATA FORENSICS TEAM IS TRYING TO RECONSTRUCT THE MATERIAL FROM THE MEMORY CARDS.


APPREHENDING 10483 IS A MATTER OF THE UTMOST URGENCY. WE NEED TO ASSUME THE WORST—THAT HE IS IN POSSESSION OF THE NUCLEAR DEVICE THAT DISAPPEARED DURING THE COURSE OF HIS ACTIVITIES SOME 10 YEARS AGO, AND THAT HE INTENDS TO USE IT. ALL NECESSARY RESOURCES FOR THE PURPOSE OF LOCATING AND CAPTURING HIM WILL BE AT OUR DISPOSAL. IN DEALINGS WITH OUTSIDE ENTITIES (THE SHIN BET, IDF, PRIME MINISTER’S OFFICE), OUR COVER STORY IS THAT THERE’S A TERRORIST / ISLAMIC STATE CELL. PLEASE INFORM YOUR RESPECTIVE TEAMS. I BELIEVE THAT THE HEAD OF THE PERSONALITY AND PSYCHOPATHOLOGY RESEARCH DEPARTMENT CAN OFFER ADDITIONAL INSIGHTS THAT MAY HELP US TO LOCATE 10483. I PLAN TO TELL HER IN GENERAL TERMS ABOUT THE TRANSFORMATIONS AND THE TRANSFORMATION CONTENT (THE FINAL ONE ONLY) THAT 10483 UNDERWENT, INCLUDING THE IMPRINTED EXPIRY DATE, SO AS TO GIVE HER A LEAD TO WORK ON. I ALSO INTEND TO SHARE THIS INFORMATION WITH THE HEAD OF THE TEAM THAT IS CURRENTLY AT THE BLAST SITE.


I WILL ALSO INFORM THE AFOREMENTIONED ABOUT THE SECONDARY OBJECTIVE (ONLY) OF THE BERNOULLI PROJECT—THE ELIMINATION OF THE SCIENTISTS. THE PRIMARY OBJECTIVE OF THE BERNOULLI PROJECT WILL OF COURSE REMAIN CONFIDENTIAL.


YOU SHOULD BE AWARE, TOO, THAT THE SUBCONTRACTOR WHO CARRIED OUT THE TRANSFORMATIONS ON 10483 DURING THE COURSE OF HIS BERNOULLI PROJECT ACTIVITIES HAS SEVERED TIES WITH US AND WE HAVE NO WAY OF LOCATING HER.


I WILL ARRANGE A FOLLOW-UP DISCUSSION ON THE SUBJECT IN KEEPING WITH THE DEVELOPMENTS IN THE INVESTIGATION.


REGARDS,


GRANDPA


\





The parched orange earth appears to stretch on forever in every direction. Cracks cut through the ground and a fine orange dust rises up with my every step. Fossilized crustaceans are scattered about, red and pinkish hollowed-out crab legs and black and empty sea urchin shells with long spines.


I tread carefully to avoid them.


I don’t know which way I’m supposed to go, so I head in the direction of the sun that’s casting a bright orange light over everything. A smaller white sun is rising on my right and my shadow is split into 2—1 behind me and 1 to my left. Once every 16 days the 2 suns are aligned and then I have just a single shadow for a few minutes.


I retrieve a somewhat battered metal water flask from my backpack, unscrew the top and take a sip of warm water that tastes like sand. I screw the top back on, return the flask to my backpack, and continue walking.


In the distance, I see a black dot. I walk toward it. My steps kick up orange clouds of dust. That’s where I need to go.


As I move closer, I can see that the black dot is a large black rock, like the dome of a mosque buried in the ground with only the very top protruding from the earth. The portion of the rock protruding from the earth looks about 3 meters in diameter and it’s dotted with small holes the size of a coin on all sides. Scattered around the rock are the remains of those who got here before me. I refrain from stepping into the kill radius and slowly circle what’s left of those who were here before me at a safe distance. Some of them are nothing more than whitened skeletons, while some are still partially covered with bits of clothing, their dried-out skin still stretched over their bones. It’s extremely dry. It never rains here. They’ve probably been here for a very long time. I sense something I haven’t felt in years.


Fear.





01/25/2016–6 weeks and 3 days since waking


I wake at 3 in the morning and do a few sets of stomach crunches and push-ups.


6 weeks and 3 days are 45 days since I opened my eyes in the Lowenstein rehabilitation hospital and my body is recovering fast from the 9 years coma. 45 is the sum of all the decimal digits. 0 to 9.


I drink some water from the tap in the basement, get dressed, and wait.


The family above me wakes up and leaves the house. I ascend from the basement into the apartment through the opening in the floor of the closet in the master bedroom that was once my bedroom and wander through the rooms. The 2nd bedroom contains 2 children’s beds. Lying on 1 is a stuffed purple dinosaur. I climb through the window into the backyard and shut it behind me. I have several errands to get through today.


1st I throw away the garbage bag I brought up with me from the basement, then I take a cab to the Seven Stars Mall in Herzliya and purchase an HP laptop at the computer store. It’s nice to see how far technology has come over the past 9 years. The laptop is superfast and has an SSD drive that allows for close to 9 hours of work time without having to recharge the battery. I also discover that Internet connections are wireless now and available pretty much everywhere. I walk around the mall to give my legs a bit of a workout and then I sit down at a table at Café Greg and order a large green salad and a big bottle of mineral water. I turn on the laptop and attempt to log into my bank account. I enter my password and receive a message that says the account has been locked and that I need to call the bank to reactivate it. I call the bank’s customer service line. A call service operator by the name of Yoel picks up. He tells me the account was locked 8 years ago following 12 months of inactivity. I explain to Yoel that I’d been living in an ashram in India for an extended period of time and am now back in Israel again. He asks me for the 1st letter of my maternal grandfather’s name and the 4th letter in the name of the elementary school I attended and also my ID number. He lifts the restrictions and grants me online access to my account. “We’ve emailed you a temporary password,” Yoel says. “You’ll be prompted to change it when you log into the account for the first time.”


I thank Yoel and log in with the temporary password. I replace it with a new 1 and access the account I opened under an assumed identity while still working for the Organization. I open a 2nd tab. I log into my Gmail account and open an old mail with the subject line, “Investments.”


The email reads:














	Aug. 2006:

	 






	Canadian Dollars

	102,000 * 0.91 = 92,820 USD






	Swiss Francs

	30,000 * 1.09 = 32,700 USD






	Argentine Pesos

	130,000 * 0.12 = 15,600 USD






	Total = 141,120 USD

	 







$141,120 / $9.6 = 14,700 Apple shares


I return to the bank account page and access my investment portfolio. The current Apple share price as quoted this past Friday stands at $101.42.


14,700 * $101.42 = $1,490,874


The 14,700 shares I purchased almost 9 years ago are now worth $1,490,874. I have enough money to carry out my plan. That’s good.


I continue browsing the Internet.


I buy and download Russian and Spanish language tutorials.


I check where I can get an international driver’s license. There’s a branch of the Automobile Association on Raoul Wallenberg Street in Ramat HaHayal.


I pour myself another glass of cold mineral water and drink it slowly. After years of enteral feeding, my throat has yet to grow accustomed again to the passage of food.


The salad is very good. I eat all of it and turn to the right to look at some children playing on an inflatable castle. Their parents are sitting across the way and drinking coffee.


I buy a mobile phone. I learn that the leap in cell phone technology far outstrips the advances made in the field of laptops. The phone, for all intents and purposes, is a minicomputer, with Internet access and a high-resolution screen. It’s an Apple device, too. When I lost consciousness 9 years, 1 month, and 13 days ago, cell phones were only good for voice conversations and text messages.


I buy a prepaid SIM card from Cellcom. The representative at the cellular service provider’s booth in the mall shows me how to insert it into the phone. He also shows me how to use the phone for browsing the Net via my laptop. That’s very good.


I go into the large supermarket at the mall and buy fresh vegetables, some beef, and chicken liver and place all items in my backpack. Nutrition is important.


At an electrical appliances store I buy a small hot plate, a frying pan, and smart-power kit with which allows you to turn on an electric device remotely via the Internet. That’s very useful.


I buy a bicycle. You don’t need to show your ID or complete any paperwork to buy 1 and it will allow me to work on my fitness while riding from place to place. Besides, it’s almost impossible to find parking in Tel Aviv. It was terrible before I jumped in front of the bus and it’s even worse now. They’ve started digging up the city for the Light Rail and entire roads look like open trenches. They say it will take 6 years for the train line and stations to be ready. When they started work on the Jerusalem Light Rail, they said it would take 3 years—it took them 10 instead.


I buy a 2nd mobile phone at a different store, together with an Internet package and webcam that I’ll install later in the basement.


I open the laptop and search for an airline ticket to La Paz in Bolivia. There’s no direct flight. I’ll have to fly to Madrid, then to Lima, Peru, and to La Paz from there. I buy the ticket at a travel agency and pay in cash that I took from my basement.


I pay for everything in cash so as not to leave a credit card trail.


I leave the mall and ride my bike to the Aharoni-Shamir law firm’s offices. I watch a tricolor cat—black, white, and ginger—walk past the entrance to the building. Sitting in the lobby on the ground floor is a security guard whose job it is to screen the people entering the building. I chain the bicycle to a lamppost nearby and go inside.


“Hi,” says the guard. “How may I help you?”


“Where will I find the offices of Aharoni-Shamir?”


“Third floor. Who do you need?”


“No one in particular. I just wanted to make sure they’re still here in this building.”


“Yes, they’re here.”


I leave the building. The Aharoni-Shamir law firm is still here and the notebook I gave them 9 years, 1 month, and 21 days ago will be released and will make its way to Amiram in 10 months and 10 days. I could break in during the night and remove the notebook but I choose to leave things as they are. I’d rather stick to the plan’s original timetable. 10 years would have been an adequate time for planning how to bring down the Organization. Since I spent most of this time unconscious in bed I need to revise the plan to fit into the 10 months and 10 days I got left. The execution date must remain the same.


I get on the bike and begin riding toward my apartment. Soon I’ll have to part ways with the basement. On December 4, it will serve as the opening shot in my retribution against the Organization. Well, not actually an opening shot. But more like an opening salvo. A shot is the conversion of the chemical energy of gunpowder into the kinetic energy of a small piece of metal. That doesn’t describe what’s going to happen in the basement when it’s filled with Organization officials looking for clues concerning my whereabouts. Amateurs. The body I removed from the aquarium in the basement and placed on my bed, complete with the thorough dental work I performed on it, kept them away from me for the 9 years in which I, too, was unaware of my existence. The empty aquarium with the layer of cooking oil that remained at the bottom is crying out for a new creation—but I remain focused on the task at hand.


My phone vibrates and I read the text message that informs me that the RAM R-200 device I ordered has arrived and is waiting for me at the post office. I’ll collect it on my way home. The device is a sensitive Geiger counter that can detect a wide range of gamma radiation. It runs on a standard 9-volt battery that provides 100 hours of operation and can be easily replaced in Bolivia.


It takes me 20 minutes to ride back to my apartment. I secure the bike to the fence behind the building using 2 strong iron chains and then I dismantle the seat and take it with me.


The parents must be out at work but the children are in the apartment. I can hear them watching TV as I slip down to the basement through the closet in the master bedroom.


I had a few sets of passport photos taken while at the mall. Back in the basement, I replace the photographs in my passports and deal with the official seals using basic forgery equipment. I plug the hot plate into 1 of the electrical sockets and make myself a late lunch. I’ll devote some time afterward to my physical conditioning and then do some online research. I plugged the mobile phone into its charger and left it at the top of the ladder leading up into the apartment. It has reception and will allow me to browse the Net with my laptop while I’m in the basement.





02/09/2016—Afternoon, 8 weeks and 4 days since waking


I’m sitting in economy class on Iberia Airlines flight IB6651 from Madrid to Lima. Earlier I flew from Tel Aviv to Madrid, and later I will fly from Lima to La Paz, Bolivia. A baby is crying in the row of seats in front of me. He’s been crying since takeoff, 46 minutes ago. The number 46 can be divided by 1, by itself, by 2, and by 23 only. The baby’s shrieks are piercing and I’m struggling to focus on my Spanish studies. I can see the baby’s milk bottle through the gap between the seats in front of me. If he continues to cry, I’m going to get my hands on that bottle and mix a few crushed sleeping pills into the milk. I always have sleeping pills on me. I find they come in handy.


After my Avianca Airlines flight lands in La Paz, I’ll have to get ready for my trip to Uyuni, 857 kilometers away. At a speed of 120kph, it should take me about 7 hours and 8 minutes to get there, but according to Google, driving there will take more than twice that. I’ll split the trip into 2 days. I’ll drive to Oruro on the 1st day, where I’ll have dinner and spend the night, then I’ll drive from there to Uyuni. I could fly to Oruro but I’d rather hire a car in La Paz and drive. I need to familiarize myself with the route so I can make the return trip to the Bolivian border with the cargo I collect in Uyuni.


The baby in the seat in front of me has fallen asleep without my help, and the cabin crew is serving lunch. A flight attendant asks what I’d like to eat. “Carne de res y el vino tinto por favor,” I respond. “Por su puesto,” the flight attendant says with a smile.


The parents of the sleeping baby in the row in front of me are arguing. “You shouldn’t have spoken to him like that,” the woman says. “Screw him if he doesn’t like it,” the man responds.


I go back to reading on my laptop. Most of the nuclear devices of the type that were in Kazakhstan before they were returned to Russia weigh between 100 kilograms and 3.5 tons. In general, those designed to serve as warheads weigh between 100 and 600 kilograms and have the capacity to create a blast of 100 to 600 kilotons, depending on the quality of the device and its technological specifications. The 1 I’m on my way to collect is pretty old. I’m assuming its yield-to-weight ratio won’t be very good—a 300-kilogram bomb with a 50-kiloton blast capacity perhaps.


It’s interesting.


I read about the Russian bomb known as the Tsar Bomba, the most powerful nuclear weapon ever detonated in a test. Developed by the Soviet Union, the 3-stage lithium-activated bomb had a yield of 50 megatons, which is equivalent to 50 million tons of TNT, or about 3,333 times more powerful than the Hiroshima blast. It weighed 27 metric tons and the Russians dropped it out of a plane in 1961. The explosion fireball was visible from 1,000 kilometers away and all the buildings, both wooden and brick, in the village of Severny located 55 kilometers from ground zero were destroyed.


Too bad my warhead won’t be as impressive.


My eyes are open, but I can’t see a thing. Only darkness.


The air I’m breathing is cold and dry.


I’m outside.


I can feel something like soft grass under my feet.


I’m startled by the sudden voice of a young girl on my right. “I’ll help you.” I look to my right but I see nothing. Only blackness. I feel a small hand trying to work its way into my clenched fist.


“I’ll take you to meet him.”


I unclench my fist and take her hand in mine. The world around me turns white. Snow stretches all the way to the horizon and appears connected to the white clouds in the sky.


“Come on, let’s go!” She tugs my hand and I start walking with her. We walk for an hour in silence. The flat white ground begins to rise and I’m panting from the effort. The snow becomes deeper the higher we go and my boots get heavier. She presses on quickly as if the ascent has no effect on her. Bare trees border the snowy path. Their black branches are covered with strips of snow.


“Come on. You have to see it. Before the darkness falls.”


We continue our ascent and I try to keep up with her.


We reach the top of the mountain. The peak is flat and there’s a clearing measuring about forty meters across. A wooden cabin stands in the middle of the treeless area. We don’t go inside. We stand at the edge of the clearing and she points down toward the open expanse at the foot of the mountain.


“Do you see it?”


I look down and I realize what she’s talking about and why we had to climb to the top to see it. Far below us on the white surface are the delicately drawn lines of three concentric circles that appear to be the work of an enormous compass cutting through the snow. The radius of the outer circle measures approximately one kilometer, and the other two within it divide the largest one into equal parts. It would have been impossible to see from below.


She retrieves a dark green military compass from one of the pockets of her white fur coat and aims the sight at the center of the circle. She takes a small notebook out of her pocket and jots down a figure. Then she puts the compass back into her coat pocket and pulls out a second instrument. She turns it on and aims a red laser beam at the center of the circle far below us. She writes down another figure in her notebook.


“We’ll go there tomorrow morning,” she says and turns toward the cabin. “Let’s go inside. It’ll be very cold soon.”


She opens the cabin door. We go inside and close the door behind us. It’s very cold outside and the temperature must have dropped a few degrees below zero. There’ll be more snow tonight for sure. It’s freezing inside the cabin. A thin layer of ice covers the floor and the structure’s single window is frosted over. Standing in the center of the room is a wood-burning stove with a large iron kettle resting on its surface. There’s a wooden closet near the front door and two bunk beds stand on either side of the room, with the window between them.


“I’m thirsty.”


I open the closet door. Stacked on one of the shelves are folded woolen blankets and white sheets. On the shelf above it are several cans of corn, a bag of rice, spices, eating utensils, and a large box of matches.


I turn around and she’s standing behind me with an ax.


I jump back, but she hands me the ax. “Hurry. Before it gets dark. Before the wolves come out.” She points outside. I understand and leave the cabin. It’s very cold out now and I’m shivering.


I walk a short way down the path we climbed earlier and chop down a few large branches. The branches are dry and frozen and break easily and I prepare a number of piles of logs about half a meter in length that I carry back to the cabin and stack in a neat pile opposite the wooden closet. All this time she is pacing around the cabin and looking in every direction, as if she’s afraid that someone will show up.


I pick up the last pile of logs and the ax and return to the cabin. She closes the door behind us with a large iron bolt.


I use the ax to chop one of the logs into thin strips, which I then place in the stove and light with a match. The small pieces of dry branch catch fire quickly and I stack a few thick logs on top of them and close the iron door. I take the kettle off the stovetop and go outside to fill it with snow. When I come back inside she bolts the door behind me again.


“Where do you want to sleep?” I ask her and point to the beds.


She shrugs. “I don’t care.”


I rest the kettle on the iron stovetop and make up the two bottom bunks with sheets and clean pillowcases, before placing a woolen blanket on each of them.


The water in the kettle boils and I make two cups of tea with sugar. We stand beside the stove drinking tea and warming ourselves. The layer of ice on the floor of the cabin begins to thaw and steam collects on the window. She uses her finger to draw a smiley face in the condensation.


I ask her name.


She doesn’t respond.


“You should get some sleep,” I say. “You must be very tired.” She lies on her bed and I tuck the woolen blanket tightly around her.


I carefully open the door of the hot stove, add a few more logs and then close it again. I go over to my bed, get in, cover myself with a blanket, close my eyes, and allow my fatigue to lull me to sleep. Then I feel something small and warm creep under my blanket. She presses herself up against my back. I can feel her breathing.


The kettle on the stove continues to spout steam into the cabin air.


The howl of a wolf comes from outside.





December 5, 2016


Carmit woke up and stretched, taking care not to disturb Guy, who was fast asleep beside her. The dream was a new one. She got up and went to the bathroom and then to the kitchen to drink a glass of water.


She put on her favorite tracksuit, grabbed her iPhone and headset, and stuffed a key to the apartment in her pocket. The streets of London were deserted at two in the morning and she played a particularly noisy Prodigy playlist as she inhaled the cold night air and started running.





December 6, 2016


“You brought him in.”


Rotem was sitting on the edge of the desk in Grandpa’s office.


“Why did you do it?”


“Mint tea with sugar?” Grandpa asked, pointing at a flask on his desk.


Rotem remembered she was thirsty. “Do you have Coke?”


“No. It’s not healthy.”


“What you did with your psychopath was unhealthy, too. Why did you allow him to make it through? He clearly wouldn’t have gotten even a foot through the door had he gone through our regular screening process. We are very good at weeding out nutcases. Okay, I’ll have some of that tea.”


Grandpa poured some hot tea from the flask into a thick glass and handed it to her. “Look, Rotem, I’m about to tell you a few things that can’t be passed on within the Organization. I know you know him better than any of us, and I need your brain to catch him. So I’m deviating here from our regular procedures. I can count on you in this regard, right?”


“Shoot.”


“This particular agent was recruited for the purposes of the Bernoulli Project, with which I’m sure you’re familiar. There were twelve assassination targets and he received three of them. Now’s not the time to go into why three and why specifically the three nuclear scientists out of the twelve scientists in total, but he did his job and he did it well. His objectives were eliminated. The fact that he also killed many innocent bystanders is a shame; but in the end, a nuclear warhead that was going to be used against the State of Israel remained hidden in some remote location that no one knew anything about.”


“Aside from him,” Rotem said.


“Do you think 10483 knows the location of the bomb?” Grandpa asked.


“Of course he does. And in the ten years he’s had to plot his revenge—you can be sure that he’s already positioned it where he wants it and that it will explode on the day and at the time he’s determined.”


“Why do you think he knows?”


“Nobody learned the location of the bomb. We know that. It was never used so it remained hidden somewhere. He met three targets, which makes his chances of hearing or seeing something much more likely. We have to go on the assumption that it’s in his possession.”


“It weighs anywhere between one hundred and two hundred kilograms. How could he have moved such a thing all the way from Mongolia to Tel Aviv?”


“Don’t underestimate him. And don’t be sure about Tel Aviv. Maybe he plans to raze the Old City of Jerusalem, or at least something big on a regional scale. You have yet to tell me something I didn’t already know, by the way.”


“We needed someone creative. That’s obvious. But we also messed around with his brain.”


Rotem’s eyes widened. “You messed with his brain?”


“We implanted an expiry date. He was supposed to commit suicide on December twelfth, 2006. Exactly ten years ago. But it didn’t happen.”


“How did you do it?”


“By coloring relevant areas of his brain with a light-sensitive material and projecting behavioral learning patterns at the appropriate wavelengths through his eyes, while playing an audio file through a headset. The manipulation of the primary senses while the subject is unconscious is more effective than hypnosis because the subject doesn’t end up functioning like an automaton.”


“Fuck me,” Rotem exclaimed, rising from the desk and beginning to pace around the room. “Are you fucking crazy? Who does that kind of thing? How come my division knows nothing about this? Fuck! How come I don’t know anything about it? How many other people have you done this to? This will blow up in our faces. It already has. What did you call it? Transformation? You’re playing with fire. Who knows about this besides the inner circle? Who performed it? When did you do it to him?”
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