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David Yallop’s previous book, In God’s Name, was translated into nearly forty languages, sold more than 4 million copies worldwide, and won the Crime Writers’ Gold Dagger
         Award for the best non-fiction book of the year in 1984. It was an investigation into the death of Pope John Paul I. His other
         books are To Encourage the Others, which has twice forced the British Government to reopen the Craig/Bentley murder case; The Day the Laughter Stopped, a biography of Fatty Arbuckle that posthumously rehabilitated him and solved a 50-year-old murder mystery; Beyond Reasonable Doubt?, which led directly to the release from prison of a man serving a life sentence for double murder; and Deliver Us From Evil, an investigation that established the truth about the Yorkshire Ripper seven months before Peter Sutcliffe was arrested.
      

   



      
      ‘Read it as a thriller or reference book’

      The Bulletin

      ‘Fascinating’

      Christopher Dobson, Mail on Sunday

      ‘Extraordinary … reads like a thriller’

      Sunday Express

      ‘Assiduous attention to detail’
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      ‘Explodes the “myth of a cold-blooded, highly professional killer” … Yallop maintains the pace and heightens the drama’
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      ‘Yallop is a diligent researcher, an avid pursuer of truth and his book is a testament to this . . . compelling.’ 
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‘The book paints a devastating picture of intelligence services acting in complicity with the terrorists they are supposed to be hunting, and a credulous media which swallowed and perpetuated the myth of Carlos as a super terrorist.’ 
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PROLOGUE

      The world is full of men who personally know Carlos, until you ask for an introduction.

      By late 1983 I knew what the subject of this book would be. I wanted to examine certain aspects of two major world problems.
         One was terrorism, the other was the Palestinian issue. Research indicated a correlation between the two. Research also presented
         me with a powerfully dramatic catalyst – the world’s most wanted man. Real name Ilich Ramirez Sanchez, better known as Carlos,
         or Carlos the Jackal. Here was a man inextricably linked with both issues. All I had to do was find him, interview him, tell
         his story.
      

      Some said his birthplace was Santiago, Chile. Others claimed it was the Colombian capital of Bogotá. Several National Intelligence
         agencies recorded his country of origin as Israel. Other intelligence experts disagreed and quoted a score of homelands ranging
         from cities in the USA to the USSR.
      

      Appropriate that the man should have so many homes – for many years now he has seemed to be everywhere. Simultaneously. A
         gun in one hand, a grenade in the other.
      

      He has as many names as places of origin, but the man has one name that has only to be murmured down a telephone for an entire
         country’s security forces to go onto full alert – Carlos.
      

      I began by creating a curriculum vitae for him, based entirely on published sources.

      At the age of fourteen Carlos was head of the Communist youth movement in Caracas, Venezuela. He was recruited into the KGB
         before his fifteenth birthday.
      


No man in the entire history of the KGB has apparently achieved a more successful record of spreading death and terror throughout
         the entire world.
      

      May 30th, 1972. Twenty-seven people are killed and sixty-nine injured when three members of the United Red Army of Japan open
         fire with automatic weapons at Lod Airport near Tel Aviv. The attack was organized and planned by Carlos. Two of the attackers
         were killed in the exchange of fire with Israeli security. The third was captured and imprisoned. Carlos escaped.
      

      September 5th, 1972. With the Munich Olympic Games in progress, Carlos leads the Arab group Black September in an attack on
         the Israeli team. Twenty-four hours later eleven Israeli athletes are dead. Though some of his colleagues are killed and others
         injured and captured, Carlos escapes, unhurt.
      

      September 28th, 1973. Two Arab guerrillas board the Moscow to Vienna train, the ‘Chopin Express’, at Bratislava in Czechoslovakia.
         When the train arrives at Marchegg on the Austrian side of the border they produce automatic weapons and hand grenades and
         seize four hostages. They demand that Austria closes Schönau Castle, the transit camp for Jews leaving Russia. Austria submits
         to their demands and the two Arabs are flown to Libya. The decision by the Austrian Chancellor Bruno Kreisky to agree to the
         demands causes an international uproar. The man who planned and organized the attack was Carlos.
      

      As he acquired more clients it became increasingly difficult for the rival secret services to establish exactly who he was
         working for. If the massacres at Lod and Munich had been on behalf of the Palestinians, who gained when the Yugoslavian Vice
         Consul was hit by ten machine gun bullets in Lyons in March 1974? Who was Carlos working for in Paris on December 19th, 1974,
         when the Uruguayan military attaché, Colonel Ramon Trabal, fell dying in an underground car park with six bullets in him?
         By mid 1975 counter-terrorist experts were publicly asking, with increasing urgency, ‘Is Carlos the Jackal a Moscow-trained
         terrorist who has broken out of control?’
      

      In December 1975 he walked through the glass doors of OPEC headquarters in Vienna at the behest of the Libyan ruler, Mu’Ammar
         Qathafi. The experts were puzzled as to why Carlos should have held the oil ministers of OPEC hostage. For Qathafi the fear
         and embarrassment suffered by the ministers was clearly all that he desired. He rewarded Carlos with a payment of twenty million
         dollars.
      

      Carlos, the man with safe houses, guns and bombs and women in a dozen cities throughout the world, had need of every refuge
         as the hunt for him got ever hotter. A report that he had been definitely seen in Southern Chile vied for attention with another
         that placed him at exactly the same moment in Bogotá, a third that had him in London, a fourth that had him in Cuba, a fifth
         that had him in Libya, a sixth that had him in Beirut and a seventh that had him back in Israel.
      

      Reports of positive sightings were only equalled by reports of his death. No man has read his own obituary so frequently.
         Few men by their actions, either real or imagined, have provoked such fear.
      

      Carlos began 1976 by walking away from the Austrian Airlines plane at Algiers that was packed with kidnapped oil ministers;
         he ended the year by vanishing in the afternoon winter mists at another airport in Frankfurt. Between those two events he
         had not been idle.
      

      March 23rd, 1976. Egyptian sources assert that Carlos is now in charge of Libya, with Colonel Qathafi continuing to function
         as token leader. The young KGB-controlled Carlos concerns himself with exporting not oil but sabotage, kidnappings and murder.
      

      May 8th, 1976. The Royal Canadian Mounted Police distribute thousands of ‘Carlos’ posters throughout the country. Underneath
         three photos is a cryptic two-word biography – ‘Extremely dangerous’. It is Olympic Games year in Canada and there is visible
         fear that what Carlos did in Munich 1972 he may wish to repeat in Montreal 1976.
      

      June 27th, 1976. Air France flight 139 from Tel Aviv to Paris with more than two hundred and fifty passengers and crew is hijacked soon after leaving Athens. The hijackers, led
         by German Wilfried Böse, describe themselves as the ‘Che Guevara Force of the Commando of the Palestine Liberation Forces’.
         The entire operation has been masterminded and planned by Carlos. In a military action that electrifies the world, the Israeli
         Government launches a rescue operation that achieves astonishing success. Israeli paratroops land at Entebbe airport in Uganda
         where the hijacked plane and the hostages are being held. They storm the airport buildings and release the largely Jewish
         group of prisoners. Only one Israeli soldier is killed, their leader, Lieutenant Jonathan Netanyahu. Only one hostage remains
         captive, Dora Bloch, an elderly British woman. All the terrorists lie dead on the Entebbe tarmac. Except one. Again Carlos
         the Jackal escapes.
      

      In September the news breaks that Carlos has taken delivery of a small nuclear bomb. In November US officials express fears
         that Carlos has now also acquired a quantity of Tabun, a deadly nerve gas. The four horsemen of the Apocalypse have a fifth
         companion.
      

      It was all very bewildering, not least to the security forces of many countries. They had at their disposal budgets running
         into millions, the most sophisticated equipment that man could devise, unlimited fire- and man-power, yet one man continued
         to prove that he was unstoppable and uncatchable. As the 1970s drew to a close he continued to give astonishing examples of
         his unique and deadly skills. In 1979 his name was linked with the now deposed Shah of Iran. Ayatollah Sadegh Khakli announced
         from the city of Qom that the fundamentalists were negotiating with Carlos to have the Shah killed. Carlos was quietly advised
         by the CIA that the Shah’s murder in his Mexican haven would be an embarrassment to them. The Shah was permitted to die a
         natural death.
      

      Deposed Nicaraguan dictator Anastasio Somoza was less fortunate. Carlos caught up with him in the centre of Asuncion, in Paraguay,
         on September 9th, 1980, and shot him dead. In that strange way in which media morality interlocks with political expediency, many hailed this particular killing. They were less enthusiastic about Carlos’s next
         target. Newly elected President Ronald Reagan.
      

      Before Reagan’s election Carlos had virtually single-handedly ensured that President Carter would not be elected for a second
         term of office. He had planned the seizure of the American Embassy in Teheran and the capture of the hostages, reducing the
         most powerful nation on earth to complete impotence. Public opinion in the United States reacted. The hostage crisis and President
         Carter’s inability to resolve it were crucial to Reagan’s election. Now, having materially assisted in Reagan’s election,
         Carlos, acting on behalf of Libya’s Qathafi, planned to enter the United States from Mexico in December 1981 accompanied by
         a small elite assassination team and kill Carter’s successor. Mossad and the CIA leaked details of the plot to the American
         media and the resulting publicity persuaded Carlos to abandon the assassination.
      

      Within a few months of cancelling the attempt on the President’s life Carlos achieved, even by his own unique record, an extraordinary
         feat. In April 1982 he was in London, masterminding the attempted murder of Israel’s Ambassador Shlomo Argov. The Ambassador,
         though grievously wounded, survived. Israel, in direct response to the attempt, invaded Lebanon. At first they stated that
         the reason was to establish stable and secure borders, but it soon became apparent to the watching world that the real purpose
         was the total annihilation of the Palestine Liberation Organization, whose headquarters were at that time in Beirut. Yasser
         Arafat and his supporters were eventually forced to leave the country in mid September. Subsequently the Lebanese army discovered
         evidence in the refugee camp of Bourj el Barajneh that among the very last Palestinian fighters to leave was Carlos, escaping
         on a boat for Tunisia.
      

      As the 80s progressed, so the reputation of the legendary Carlos continued to grow. On August 14th, 1990, secret intelligence
         reports emanating from a number of countries revealed that Kuwait’s invader, Saddam Hussein of Iraq, was preparing a terrorist offensive masterminded by Carlos. Targets
         included Iraqi exile dissidents based in London and other European capitals. It was revealed that the wide range of weapons
         at the Jackal’s disposal included chemicals. Carlos, it was stated, was attending final briefings from Saddam Hussein in Baghdad.
      

      Despite all the efforts, and contrary to many reports, Carlos continues to pose a seemingly unanswerable threat. While his
         many victims lie dead, Carlos goes marching on and on.
      

      This brief history provoked so many questions, not least the authenticity of these published sources. How could one man perpetrate
         so much and still remain free? Who gained from this seemingly endless list of atrocities? Who protected him? Most importantly
         of all, was Carlos in fact guilty of having committed all these crimes? Was he guilty of any of them?
      

      The hunt for the answers was destined to become an odyssey. Before the journey reached its conclusion and the truths were
         established, other far more important truths and issues were uncovered. Other revelations.
      

      Throughout the eight years of President Reagan’s terms of office there was a deep and total penetration of successive Administrations
         by foreign agents. The information they acquired was continuously made available to, among others, Colonel Qathafi. Successive
         governments of President Mitterrand were also penetrated, again at the highest levels.
      

      Although there is a widely held belief that Qathafi masterminded the attack and multiple kidnappings of the OPEC oil ministers
         in Vienna in 1975, the truth I have discovered reveals that a quite different Head of State was responsible.
      

      Major international airlines that paid millions of dollars of protection money to a Palestinian terror group; a Lockerbie
         disaster that could and should have been averted; a White House obsession that, contrary to United States law, was preoccupied with the murder of a fellow Head of State; the reason for the massacre of thousands of Palestinians
         in the camps of Sabra and Chatila; the reality of the Israeli-Palestinian issue – these and other revelations, which represented
         for me a personal road to Damascus, lay waiting.
      

      One of the first truths to be established was one of the most basic. Ilich Ramirez Sanchez, birthplace Caracas, date of birth
         October 12th, 1949. By 1975, before his 26th birthday, he had become the world’s most wanted man. Where do you go from there?
         So much left-over life to kill.
      

      For a man with such a high profile of activity it seemed to me to be unlikely that Carlos would have permanent residence in
         any of the countries where he was on the ‘most wanted’ list. If that judgement was correct then I could eliminate a substantial
         part of the planet. Great Britain. France. Holland. West Germany. Austria. Switzerland. The list grew ever longer. Italy.
         The United States. Much of the Middle East. A substantial part of Latin America but, curiously, not his native Venezuela.
         I spoke to contacts in a variety of secret services. The trouble was they all offered a different hiding place. Libya was
         a strong contender because of his alleged links with Colonel Qathafi. South Yemen was another favourite because of his alleged
         links with the Popular Front for the Liberation of Palestine, the PFLP. Some secret agents assured me that he was in Iraq,
         living in a sumptuous villa in Baghdad. Others agreed about the villa but placed it in Saudi Arabia, or Algeria, or Iran.
         Many, indeed most, were certain that he was dead, that he had become an embarrassment to his masters. They took the view that
         the KGB had succeeded where every security service in the West had failed, it had eliminated Carlos.
      

      I was sure that Carlos was still alive, that all his obituaries were premature. In November 1984, more than one year after
         I had begun, I got lucky. A contact in the French Security Service, the Direction de la Surveillance du Territoire (DST) introduced
         me to a Lebanese Palestinian, Ibrahim Ahmed Hussein, in Paris.
      

      Over dinner in a restaurant on the Boulevard Saint Germain he asked me a multitude of questions, to establish to his own satisfaction
         exactly why I was looking for Carlos. Eventually he said, ‘You will have to go to Milan.’
      

      My journey had begun.

   



      
PART ONE




      
      
      1

      
      PASS THE PARCEL

      
      Flying to Milan during the winter is like buying a ticket in a lottery. Sometimes you land there, sometimes the winter fogs
         decide that your plane will come down in Turin or Bologna or anywhere. This time the fog stayed away. We were only forty-five
         minutes late.
      

      
      My instructions were simple. Make a phone call and ask for Danielli. One hour and an alarming car drive later Danielli’s wife
         was pouring coffee for two in their apartment.
      

      
      By the time that the coffee had become a full course Italian dinner our conversation had moved on to Carlos and his links
         with Brigate Rosse, the Red Brigades. In view of the fact that Carlos has in the last fifteen years been linked with virtually
         every known terrorist group, freedom fighting organization, revolutionary cell and guerrilla group I expressed some scepticism.
         ‘How can you be sure of those links?’ I asked.
      

      
      Danielli responded quietly. The softness of his tone gave a curious validity to his words. ‘Because I was – am – a member
         of Brigate Rosse and Carlos has sat at this table.’
      

      
      I had heard similar claims before.

      
      ‘Can you lead me to Carlos?’

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      ‘When?’

      
      ‘As soon as you can travel to Paris.’

      
      ‘But I’ve just come from Paris.’

      
      ‘Then you must return. That’s if you want to get to Carlos.’

      
      
      I waited in Milan for a few days while Danielli attempted to make contact with his friend in Paris.

      
      ‘I’ve spoken to Gustavo. There’s a problem.’

      
      ‘I thought there might be.’

      
      Danielli mistook my ruefulness for cynicism.

      
      ‘It’s not what you think. Gustavo’s genuine. He just doesn’t happen to speak English. And from what you’ve told me you don’t
         speak Portuguese or French.’
      

      
      ‘No, I’m still learning English. Gustavo is Portuguese then?’

      
      ‘Brazilian. The French granted him political asylum some years ago. He lives in Paris.’

      
      ‘Where he then met Carlos?’ I asked.

      
      Danielli leaned across the table. ‘Some questions are better left unasked.’

      
      ‘Why is he prepared to help me?’

      
      ‘He wanted to know about you. I told him to go out and buy your last book. He’s spent the last three days reading it. He phoned
         this morning. Now he will help you.’
      

      
      It was agreed that I would re-contact Danielli in January, by which time, he assured me, Gustavo ‘will have overcome the language
         problem’.
      

      
      During the first week of January 1985 Danielli telephoned to say that ‘our friend is ready for you now’. It was arranged that
         I would be met at Charles de Gaulle airport.
      

      
      ‘How will I know him?’ I asked.

      
      ‘When you have come through Customs. Just wait.’

      
      The following day found me doing just that. A man in his mid-thirties approached me.

      
      ‘Mr David?’

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      ‘Gustavo sent me to meet you.’

      
      Without any more conversation he picked up my suitcase and made for the exit. As we drove in a battered estate car through
         Paris I remembered Danielli’s advice that some questions were better not asked. By the time we had reached somewhere in the
         10th Arrondissement, I had established that my driver’s name was Louis and he preferred Gauloises.
      

      
      Somebody, presumably Gustavo, had arranged for me to stay at a small discreet pension. The enigmatic Louis told me that he
         would return that evening at eight o’clock, then departed.
      

      
      In my room I studied a street map of Paris. Perhaps the location of the pension would offer some clues as to the relationship
         of Gustavo with Carlos. The man I was hunting had been very active in Paris in the mid 1970s but my marked-up map showed that
         the attacks he had carried out and his various safe houses had all been on the other side of the Seine. The one fact of potential
         significance was that his close colleague of that period, Michel Moukharbel, had lived in the 10th Arrondissement before Carlos
         murdered him in June 1975.
      

      
      To describe where I was staying as a pension proved on investigation to be flattering. They didn’t even serve breakfast. Rooms
         could be rented by the hour.
      

      
      Wandering the area that afternoon I was struck by its cosmopolitan nature. Algerian restaurants. Turkish cafés. Sweat shops
         peopled by Arabs and Indians. Chinese and Sikhs buying obscure vegetables. The late Michel Moukharbel’s residence was across
         the road from the hospital St Louis. A few doors down was a police station, two doors more an undertaker. Every modern facility
         that a man at war with society might need.
      

      
      That evening I dined with Gustavo and René at the Café de Trocadero. Gustavo looked like an elderly jockey – a few inches
         over five feet tall, mid to late forties, dark skin, small moustache, well-cut suit, no tie. Despite his name, René did not
         look French. An Interpol poster would have described him as of Middle Eastern appearance. They spoke to each other in a mixture
         of Portuguese and Spanish. René spoke to me in excellent English that had elements of a curious accent I couldn’t place. He
         said that his colleague wished to know my views on the Palestinian issue.
      

      
      It was not the easiest of questions to respond to.

      
      
      In the 1960s, the 1970s even, there would have been little difficulty. At that time, like many non-Jews in Europe, I was strongly
         sympathetic to the Israeli position. I saw a small country surrounded on all sides by hostility, its very existence threatened.
         I had been appalled and outraged by the massacre at the Munich Olympic Games. I had applauded the Israeli forces who had snatched
         to safety the passengers from the Air France plane at Entebbe. I had holidayed on a moshav in the Israeli-occupied Sinai desert
         in 1978, toured Eilat, Jerusalem and Tel Aviv.
      

      
      Now, after the Israeli invasion of Lebanon in 1982, and particularly in the light of the massacres at Sabra and Chatila, I
         had been forced to reconsider easily formed opinions. I explained to my dinner companions that I could no longer give easy
         quick answers to the question of Palestine, that the hunt I had embarked upon was not just for one man but an attempt to discover
         for myself the truth of this issue. If they were to ask me the same questions when my research was finished I would have a
         view, an opinion based upon whatever reality I had personally discovered. Until then …
      

      
      Gustavo told me that he wanted me to discover that truth. The first thing I had to do was to go to Algiers. There I would
         meet someone who could put me in touch with the man I was looking for.
      

      
      In March 1985 I was on a plane from London to Algiers. My dinner companions in Paris had asked me if I was prepared to pay
         for René to fly from Paris and I had been happy to agree. I wondered if the whole thing was a con to give René a few days
         at my expense in Algiers. A few hours would give the answer. It had been arranged that René would meet me at Algerian passport
         control.
      

      
      Having collected my suitcase, I approached the queue by the Customs desk. There was no sign of René. As I stood there mentally
         cursing my naïveté, René appeared out of a small office. He motioned for me to join him.
      

      
      ‘Your passport.’

      
      
      I handed it to him and he went back into the office. A few minutes later he reappeared, picked up my case and we walked out
         of the airport. As I walked a few paces behind him I glanced in my passport. There was no entry stamp.
      

      
      As René drove us from the airport the thought occurred that I could vanish without trace in this country. There would be nothing
         to indicate I had ever been there.
      

      
      In Algiers there seemed to be an excessive amount of troop movement. Combat vehicles, troop carriers, military jeeps, checkpoints.
         René’s observation that there were no more soldiers in the streets than usual was hardly reassuring.
      

      
      René had already booked us both into the Hotel El Djazair. That afternoon we had a visitor. After much kissing and handshaking
         René introduced me to his friend.
      

      
      ‘He is happy to help you. He understands who you are and what you want to do.’

      
      I thanked the man for whatever assistance he was planning to give me.

      
      After more conversation in French we stood up. We all shook hands and he left the hotel.

      
      ‘What happens now, René?’

      
      ‘It is all arranged.’

      
      ‘What?’

      
      ‘For you to meet the man you want to talk to.’

      
      There was no-one sitting near us in the coffee lounge.

      
      ‘You mean Carlos?’

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      ‘What, here in Algiers?’

      
      René laughed. ‘No, of course not. He’s not welcome here since Boumedienne died.’

      
      ‘Where then?’

      
      ‘Are you happy to go to Beirut?’

      
      ‘Well I wouldn’t say happy was the word but I’m prepared to go to hell if that’s where he is.’

      
      ‘No need for that. Just Beirut.’

      
      My bemusement clearly showed. René asked me what was the matter.

      
      
      ‘The man we just met. He’s prepared to help me. Without asking me a single question?’

      
      ‘He asked many questions. I gave him the answers, also he and Gustavo are old friends.’

      
      ‘But then why did I have to come to Algiers?’

      
      ‘He wanted to see you for himself.’

      
      Later that day René elaborated. By his standards he became positively loquacious. Having met me in René’s company the nameless
         one now knew precisely what I looked like. There would be no danger of Carlos being duped by someone else. He would have photographs
         of me. Somewhere, sometime since I had arrived in Algiers I had been photographed.
      

      
      Back in London, I began to prepare for my trip to Beirut. I consulted a number of friends who knew the ground rules in the
         Lebanon. Their first responses were disturbingly uniform. ‘Don’t go.’ They ticked off the risks. Arrest, kidnapping and death
         were the three most popular arguments used in various attempts to dissuade me. Then there was the problem of getting there.
         To fly direct into Beirut was high risk unless I was being met and driven into the city by someone I trusted. To enter the
         country from the south, from Israel, and then drive to Beirut was considered even more hazardous. To fly to Syria, then drive
         from Damascus, was at that time not only extremely difficult to set up but also highly dangerous. That left the ferries from
         Cyprus. Assuming the ferry was operating, there was always the chance of it being blown out of the water. If Carlos was indeed
         in Beirut he had chosen one of the safest places on earth in which to hide. Providing he could cope with the anarchy that
         prevailed, it was unlikely that any police or security forces would come looking for him there.
      

      
      René had told me to expect a phone call from someone in Beirut called Samir. ‘He will look after you.’ When it came it caught
         me unprepared. It was nearly two o’clock in the morning.
      

      
      ‘Mr David?’

      
      
      ‘Yes. Who’s this?’

      
      ‘Samir. I will be meeting you at the airport. Please write down this number and phone me when you have arranged your flight.
         I suggest you fly next week.’
      

      
      ‘Samir. I don’t know if I can arrange a visa that quickly.’

      
      ‘You do not need one. I will arrange all of that at this end.’

      
      And he was gone.

      
      It was early May, 1985. Middle East Airlines would be happy to convey me the following week. I requested that my name should
         not appear on the passenger manifest, confined my packing to one walk-on case and carefully monitored all available news of
         the current madness in Lebanon.
      

      
      ‘Welcome to Beirut, Mr David.’

      
      Samir, a handsome-looking man in his mid to late thirties, found me almost as soon as I entered the terminal building.

      
      ‘Am I that easy to recognize as a stranger?’

      
      He laughed. Laughter came easily to this man, as I would discover. He nodded approvingly when I told him that I was carrying
         my entire luggage and took my case from me. The airport, like any on earth, was a seething mass of humanity – with one essential
         difference. It looked like the Beirut Gun Club were holding their annual convention in the terminal. Samir took the passport
         I offered him. Later, when I looked at it, there was no indication that I had entered the country. Again the thought struck
         me – if I vanished, who would know? Perhaps more importantly, who would care?
      

      
      The BMW that Samir drove was only a few years old. I was less impressed with the fact that, having motioned me into the back
         seat and then installed himself in the driver’s seat, he casually locked us both in. He was pressing the horn before the car
         was in first gear. As we moved off he shouted,
      

      
      
      ‘We will talk when we are home. But for now, please keep your head down.’

      
      He handed me a copy of a Lebanese newspaper and for the entire trip, a journey occasionally interrupted by security checkpoints,
         I closely studied a totally incomprehensible Arabic text. He drove with an urgency that I deeply appreciated. The weather
         was cool but by the time we had arrived at his high-rise apartment in West Beirut I was soaked in my own sweat. When Samir’s
         wife handed me a cup of coffee it was only with considerable effort that I managed to stop my hand shaking and spilling the
         contents on an immaculate white rug.
      

      
      Samir explained that this was to be my home while I was in Beirut. Later, when we were alone having yet more coffee at a nearby
         hotel, the Beau Rivage, I attempted to persuade him to accept some form of payment. He refused.
      

      
      ‘You are writing a book on Lebanon, on the Palestinians, is that correct?’

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      ‘And also on Sabra and Chatila.’

      
      ‘That will be part of it, yes.’

      
      ‘Good. Tonight I will take you to Carlos.’

      
      ‘Is he here in Beirut?’

      
      ‘No, first we make a drive.’

      
      And make a drive we did. Out along the Corniche with a tranquil Mediterranean on one side and awesome devastation on the other.
         Point counterpoint. Small vans dispensing mobile coffee; refugees living in the shattered ruins of the US Embassy. Security
         controls checking for bombs, street sellers hustling duty-free cigarettes. Lovers strolling, arms interlocked so that hers
         reached over his shoulder and idly played with the barrel of the gun he was carrying.
      

      
      We stayed on the coast road until we were close to Jounieh then swung inland. It was growing dark. It became impossible for
         me to track where we were or where we were going. I was aware that we were climbing and heading in the general direction of
         the Bekaa, home of the Iranian Fundamentalists, a realization that did my pulse rate no good at all. Eventually we stopped in what appeared
         to be a small village. At the door of a white-washed house were three men dressed in green denims, all armed. To my relief,
         Samir obviously knew them. After a moment we were shown in. If I had been walking any closer to Samir I would have been walking
         up his back. We entered a large living room. Dark, heavily carved Italian-style furniture sat beneath ornate paintings that
         were not to Western tastes, garish, poor draughtsmanship, lacking any subtlety. There were about eight men in the room. Some
         sprawled on couches, others leaned on walls. From the cigarette smoke that hung in the air they might have been there for
         days. As we entered one of their number stood, then moved forwards with his hand extended. The others were staring at me.
      

      
      ‘My name is Carlos.’

      
      We shook hands.

      
      ‘I’m David Yallop.’

      
      ‘Yes, I know.’

      
      He turned to the others and spoke in Arabic. They left the room, still staring at me. Carlos motioned me to an armchair and
         we both sat down.
      

      
      ‘No problems in Beirut?’

      
      ‘Apart from the war, no, none at all.’

      
      ‘You must forgive me, if sometimes I do not find the right word. My English is …’ he groped for a word, ‘rusty.’

      
      A manservant came in with a tray of coffee and glasses of water. Carlos smiled and then, as if to show off his knowledge of
         me, remarked:
      

      
      ‘I know you don’t drink alcohol but I understand you like café Arabi.’

      
      ‘Did your people also tell you why I have been looking for you?’

      
      ‘Of course. After thinking it over for some time I decided to help you. You know of course that many many lies have been written
         about me. I think it is time for truth to be told. Without all the bullshit.’
      

      
      
      His accent was curious, Spanish yet not Spanish, elements of other cultures. Soft spoken, occasionally rising to a higher
         register. Particularly when he became animated. There was no evidence on the face of any plastic surgery. He looked very much
         like an older version of the photos in my briefcase – photos taken before he was known to the world in general – except that
         now he had a thick heavy moustache. He had also put on weight. I judged him to be about fifteen stone. He still had a full
         head of hair, much lighter than I had imagined. His brown eyes stared at me as we talked. Sometimes they were full of life,
         at other moments expressionless. He could pass in a London or Paris street without attracting a second glance. He frequently
         had. For five minutes, possibly ten, we chatted in a desultory manner. It was very Arabic. Many times in the future when I
         would find myself talking to somebody in the Middle East – Arafat in Tunisia or Qathafi in Tripoli or a Palestinian refugee
         in a camp – I would recall those first ten minutes. There is a ritual quality to such meetings. Pleasantries are exchanged.
         Compliments paid. The small change of such relationships carefully counted. Coffees are sipped, positions weighed and attitudes
         gently explored in this social foreplay. Eventually …
      

      
      ‘I assume you have many questions.’

      
      ‘Yes, a great many.’

      
      ‘In your case, apart from your files, you have a tape recorder?’

      
      ‘Yes. It’s not on though.’

      
      ‘Of course not. You are not a foolish man. I am afraid I cannot allow you to record our conversation. But make whatever notes
         you wish.’
      

      
      Again he displayed his knowledge of me.

      
      ‘You can write in shorthand. It will be easy for you.’

      
      ‘I understand that. You do however leave me with a problem. I’m going to need proof that you are Carlos.’

      
      ‘What I will tell you about myself could not come from anyone else.’

      
      ‘I’m glad to hear that but it still leaves me with the same problem. I don’t want to leave myself vulnerable. The last interview that Abu Nidal gave was denounced by the Israelis as a hoax.’
      

      
      He roared with laughter. ‘Any truth that does not suit the Israelis is denounced. You know that. They claim to be the chosen
         people. They also claim a monopoly on truth. I am sorry, Mr Yallop. No tapes and no photographs.’
      

      
      ‘Fair enough, but I must have some form of definitive proof. In the past when you have claimed responsibility for a particular
         action you have sometimes put your fingerprints on a letter. That will do for me. No-one will call your fingerprints a hoax.’
      

      
      Again he laughed.

      
      ‘I will make a deal with you. You want me to tell my life story?’

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      ‘I think we will need more than one meeting. On our last meeting I will give you my fingerprints.’

      
      He leaned forward across the small coffee table that was between us and continued:

      
      ‘If I give them to you before our last meeting – please do not be offended – I have no way of knowing who might appear with
         you.’
      

      
      ‘That’s fine.’

      
      ‘Good. Some more coffee?’

      
      While he was out of the room I took the opportunity to look around. There were no books in evidence, in fact nothing to indicate
         that the house was a permanent residence for Carlos. Just another of the many safe houses that he had known in his life. On
         a table at the other end of the room were some photos. I crossed quickly to look at them. Staring back at me were images of
         myself, including my passport photograph. I had reseated myself by the time he reappeared.
      

      
      ‘I sleep little and usually not well. That means we can talk for many hours. Now would you like to begin?’

      
      That first meeting, lasting until dawn, was followed by a second in the Lebanon in September 1985. Again I was driven north
         of Beirut, and again we talked throughout the night. I attempted as far as possible to progress my questions in a chronological manner, but inevitably we both digressed.
         For the sake of clarity what follows has been placed in a chronological sequence. It also includes material that I had researched
         prior to these meetings.
      

      
      At that first meeting Carlos observed:

      
      ‘I am prepared to place my story, such as it is, in your hands. I do not intend to hide anything from you but you must understand
         that you may ask me questions that I cannot answer for a number of reasons.’
      

      
      I asked him why he was prepared to trust me. He leaned back in his chair and smiled.

      
      ‘To place my story in your hands is not much. You are placing your life in mine.’
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      HIS STORY

      
      Ilich Ramirez Sanchez was born in Venezuela on October 12th 1949.

      
      It is supremely apt and fitting that a man who has become known worldwide solely through acts of violence should have been
         born at that time and place.
      

      
      His birthday is the anniversary of the ‘discovery’ of Venezuela by Columbus. A discovery that led to the wholesale slaughter
         and enslavement of the indigenous Indians by the Spanish. Invasion may be a more accurate term. Within one hundred years the
         population of what was to become Latin America and the Caribbean was reduced from 100 million to 10 million. October 12th
         is now a national holiday in Venezuela.
      

      
      Ilich was born into a family that he described as belonging to ‘the petite bourgeoisie’. Whatever its precise sociological
         label it certainly by First World definitions contained some unusual elements.
      

      
      Both parents are Venezuelans from the town of Michelena in the State of Tachira. The area, which is close to the Colombian
         border, forms part of the Andes. Traditional characteristics of the people from this region include a deep religiosity, the
         prudence normally associated with people from the mountains, and some other more unusual traits. It is for example an area
         that has given the country many of its dictators. His mother, Elba Maria, grew up in a highly politicized environment. Her
         grandfather led groups of guerrillas against a succession of Venezuelan rulers. In 1899 his group fought their way virtually
         from the Colombian border to Caracas and seized power. Later, after another coup had placed the Vice President in power, the grandfather again led a number of attacks
         on the ruling junta. In one of these he attempted to assassinate the Governor of Tachira, was caught and imprisoned in chains
         for seven years.
      

      
      Ilich’s father, Jose Altagracia Ramirez Navas, was, at the time of his son’s birth, a very successful lawyer. Indeed, Ilich
         proudly told me that in thirty-four years of law practice his father never lost a case. His professional success has brought
         by Latin American standards considerable wealth, not the millions that the media have talked of, but enough to ensure a good
         living standard. Possibly journalists have been tempted to describe him as a millionaire because it gave them an immediate
         alliteration with Marxist as well as providing an apparent contradiction.
      

      
      In Venezuelan society the family are described as middle-class; what distinguishes them from the working-class is the father’s
         profession. In the case of Jose, it was a profession that was second choice. He had originally planned to become a priest.
      

      
      As a young man he was convinced that his vocation was to become a Roman Catholic priest. He joined a seminary in Caracas and
         studied for five years but the comparisons he made between the relatively comfortable existence in the seminary and the squalor
         and poverty that abounded, not only in the capital but throughout the entire country, inevitably produced a range of inner
         conflicts and questions that his superior was unable to answer. In 1939 he was expelled.
      

      
      Deciding to study law, he moved to the Colombian capital, Bogotá. While attending the Free University he became attracted
         to one of Latin America’s great revolutionaries, the lawyer turned politician Jorge Eliecer Gaitan. Recalling this period
         of his life he observed:
      

      
      ‘I became his disciple, his personal friend and an enthusiastic activist in the Gaitan movement. I believe that Gaitan was
         the greatest leader of the non-Marxist left in Latin America.’
      

      
      
      After two years at the Free University and a third at the Javeriana he returned to Caracas and graduated with his law degree
         from the Central University in 1943. He began practising law in San Cristobal near his birthplace and spent most of his free
         time studying the teachings of Lenin. The devout Catholic youth destined for the priesthood had by now become a brilliant
         lawyer committed to the far left. He considers Lenin to be ‘the most important occurrence in the twentieth century until man
         walked on the moon’.
      

      
      His commitment to Lenin does not extend however to the Communist Party. ‘Neither my children nor myself have ever been activists
         of the Venezuelan Communist Party. Neither have any of them ever been members.
      

      
      ‘My independently minded character has led me to behave in relation to our Venezuelan politics through a personal analysis
         of events as they take place.’
      

      
      Jose is very prone to talk in this manner, it is one of his characteristics that his eldest son undoubtedly inherited.

      
      The father’s ‘personal analysis of events’ led him in the early 1940s to assist in the foundation of a new political party,
         the Accion Democratica, headed by Romulo Betancourt. In October 1945 a combination of the military and Accion Democratica
         overthrew President Medina Angarita. During the short period of de facto government that followed, Jose objected strongly
         and actively against what he saw as a continuation of corrupt government. In May 1946 his fellow founder members decided enough
         was enough and he was imprisoned. Being imprisoned by hateful dictatorial right-wing tyrants is perhaps to be expected if
         you are of the far left persuasion in Latin America; to be imprisoned by the left-wing party you have helped to create is
         not unique but a shade more unexpected. When Jose Ramirez was told that he would be tried by a Military Court he protested.
         Demanding to be charged under the correct procedure and tried by a Civil Court, he spent over two hundred hours on hunger
         strike. The government released him.
      

      
      
      Disenchanted by the actions of his former colleague Betancourt, now ruling the country largely by personal decree, Jose returned
         not only to his legal practice but to his study of the Russian revolution. His admiration of Lenin’s philosophies led him
         to a deep appreciation of the work of Gustavo and Eduardo Machado, two key figures in the history of the Venezuelan Communist
         Party. These two men, apart from deeply influencing the father, were destined to play an unwittingly significant part in the
         Carlos story.
      

      
      In 1948 he married Elba Maria Sanchez, an attractive young woman from his home town. The same year his friend Jorge Eliecer
         Gaitan was murdered in Bogotá. Gaitan had been walking with a group of his youthful supporters to a political meeting when
         the attack occurred. Among those supporters was a young Cuban called Fidel Castro. The murder plunged Colombia into a crisis
         from which much of the anarchy, violence and lawlessness that has bedevilled the country over the past forty-odd years can
         be directly traced.
      

      
      There was a widespread protest by the ordinary people of Colombia at Gaitan’s murder. When the army attempted to subdue the
         crowds with extreme violence the protest erupted into extreme violence on all sides. Mob rule prevailed in Bogotá for a number
         of days. If the Colombian Communists had seized the opportunity, supreme power was theirs for the taking; instead its leaders
         became a potential government not in exile but in hiding as the violence spread. The uprising in the capital became known
         as ‘Bogotazo’. It left the city in ruins and led directly to a vicious five-year civil war that brought with it the deaths
         of hundreds of thousands of people and evil repression.
      

      
      Life in Venezuela in 1948 was also full of turmoil. In November of that year another coup took place. Betancourt and his colleagues
         were ousted and replaced by a military junta headed by Delgado Chalbaud. Within two years Chalbaud would be murdered to be
         replaced by a pig-faced dictator called Perez Jimenez.
      

      
      
      Venezuela was at that time a country in which half the adult population was totally illiterate. A country without television
         that relied on the heavily censored press and radio for its information. A country of such extreme poverty that for many the
         only way to survive was to sell your body. It was estimated that in Caracas alone there were four thousand brothels, but this
         excludes the prostitution that was practised in the city’s nightclubs, cabarets and bars. Abandoned children were estimated
         as numbering half a million. These were the have nots. The haves, as always, had it rather better. Within a few years Christian
         Dior and Yves St Laurent opened boutiques in the capital. Venezuela earned the reputation of being one of the world’s greatest
         consumers of imported Scotch whisky and champagne. There were more Cadillacs than Fords in the wealthy San Bernardino section
         of the city. Elegant restaurants, bars and nightclubs appeared in the smart Sabana Grande section of Caracas. When the students
         at the newly opened University protested at such obvious contradictions Perez Jimenez promptly closed it down.
      

      
      This was the climate of Latin American violence, injustice, exploitation and corruption into which Ilich Ramirez Sanchez was
         born.
      

      
      As the young boy developed, his features closely resembled his attractive mother, Elba. The dark hair and brown eyes are two
         very noticeable similarities. His youthful views and attitudes, however, were very much shaped by his father’s perceptions
         of the world.
      

      
      The birth of Ilich was followed by a second son, Lenin, in 1951, a daughter, Natasha, who died aged three months in 1955,
         and finally a third son in September 1958.
      

      
      Jose remarked that he wanted a three-syllable Russian name for the new-born. The nine-year-old Ilich responded.

      
      ‘You shouldn’t have to look for long. We’ll call him Vladimir. Then the full name of the greatest man in history will be complete.’

      
      The two eldest boys already enjoyed an environment as unusual as the names they carried. Although they lived in a modest part of Caracas they did not attend local primary schools,
         instead the father paid for teachers who were also personal friends to educate the boys at home. They never went out alone,
         they were always accompanied by one or both parents. When looking at the subsequent career of their first born it would be
         difficult to plead lack of parental guidance, care or love in mitigation.
      

      
      Despite the closeness of their relationship with their children, by the time of the birth of Vladimir the parents were having
         serious marital difficulties. Divorce for the devoutly Catholic Elba was difficult to contemplate, so a curious form of separation
         began. As is clearly indicated by the use of private tutors, Jose Altagracia Ramirez was unimpressed by the standard of education
         that was then available in Venezuela. Elba expressed a desire to travel. The parents evolved an answer that satisfied them
         both.
      

      
      On October 25th, 1958, Elba and the three children flew to Kingston, Jamaica. After a short stay they moved on to Mexico City.
         It was the start of a nomadic existence. Five months were spent in Mexico, followed by six months in the West Indies. Then
         Caracas for a few months. Then a year, this time complete with father, in Bogotá. There was also an extended stay in Miami
         where Jose became so enraptured with the American way of life that he entered into negotiations to buy a home, presumably
         one with separate bedrooms.
      

      
      A Protestant school in Jamaica; Professor Llinas Vegas in Bogotá; a private school in Mexico City. It certainly made for variety.
         The constant upheavals inevitably disrupted any friendships that the children would form. They relied on each other more and
         more. Ilich and Lenin became inseparable and both over-indulged the much younger Vlad. Lenin recalled:
      

      
      ‘We loved him like a toy. We both pampered him. Even though he’s a grown man now, he still gets that treatment from the family.’

      
      While the negotiations to buy a home in Florida were in progress the value of the Venezuelan currency collapsed. Currency restrictions concerning the export of capital brought the
         family back first to the West Indies and then to Venezuela. They returned on February 23rd, 1961. The Caribbean safari was
         over.
      

      
      In 1958, when Elba Sanchez and her children had left Venezuela, they left a country which had recently deposed the dictator
         Perez Jimenez. They left a country where opposition parties had been outlawed. Strict press censorship applied. The imprisonment,
         torture and murder of political opponents were a regular occurrence. Labour syndicates and peasants’ unions were abolished
         and democracy was buried six feet down.
      

      
      In 1961, when the family returned, the country was ruled by the democratically elected Accion Democratica, the party that
         Jose had helped to form in the 1940s. It was also the party that had imprisoned him when he began objecting to their concept
         of democracy. President Romulo Betancourt favoured a multi-class party: a government that reflected a wide body of opinion
         but not too wide a body. By 1961, the groups that were acceptable to Betancourt included political parties that broadly shared
         the aims of the President: the business community, particularly the economic elite, the armed forces, and the Church.
      

      
      Among those excluded were students, the Communist Party and the unorganized masses; they had no official channels either to
         exercise power or to affect policy. Most of the benefits from the increasing oil revenues were channelled to peasant groups
         and labour associations that met with Presidential approval, to the military and to the already wealthy industrialists.
      

      
      Power was centralized in Caracas; local decision-making was null and void. Betancourt frequently suspended all guarantees
         of personal and civil liberties. He censored or closed newspapers that were critical of the Government or showed any sympathy
         towards an ever-growing guerrilla movement. He closed the University, ordered the arrest of political opponents, had parties declared illegal and their members arrested, and outlawed the freedom of groups to assemble and demonstrate. Illegal
         imprisonment, torture and the murder of political opponents were now carried out by a new national police force, Direccion
         General de Policia, known as Digepol. This was the democracy to which Elba and her children returned.
      

      
      At first Ilich and Lenin attended a private school in the San Bernardino area in Caracas, the Colegio Americano. After they
         had completed their first year of secondary education there, Jose moved them in early 1962 to a state school, the Liceo Fermin
         Toro. Fermin Toro is co-educational and teaches up to University entrance level. Against the background of national unrest
         and armed guerrilla movements it also functioned as a fertile breeding ground for young revolutionaries.
      

      
      During these years the parents were reconciled and the family lived in an old part of the city called El Silencio. Even then
         it was a poor run-down area. Their apartment, number seven in Block One of a huge estate, is very reminiscent of the soul-less
         council estates that litter Europe. The building looks down on to O’Leary Square. In the 1960s the square was regularly transformed
         into a battleground. The students would meet there to express their support for the guerrilla movements and chant anti-government
         slogans. With equal regularity the police and the army would arrive and attack the crowds with batons and tear gas. The Ramirez
         family had a grandstand view of the proceedings. Based upon what Ilich Ramirez Sanchez told me it was far more likely that
         he would be in the square below rather than the balcony above.
      

      
      ‘I got my first combat experience in Venezuela. I took a very active part in the confrontations between students and the police
         forces. I remember well the Molotov cocktails, the guns. Setting fire to cars. Stone throwing at the troops. Our school was
         in the centre of the city. I took part in many demonstrations. In fact I was one of the leaders. Again and again we paralysed
         the city. I got my training for all this at Fermin Toro. Sometimes we operated with the guerrillas. We would draw the police attacks to us so that the guerrillas could mount an operation.
      

      
      ‘It was during these years [1963 to 1966] that I had my first real contact with the poor who would come rushing down from
         the barrios, the squalid shanty towns that encircled Caracas. From those days I identified with the poorest of our people.
         The first real attack that I took part in was on the offices of Pan Am. We threw a petrol bomb. Later our group split into
         two, some went to the mountains to join Douglas Bravo and the other guerrillas, others, including me, stayed in the city for
         our training courses. I became chief of our group at school. I became head of the Communist Youth movement at Fermin Toro.’
      

      
      In 1966 Ilich and Lenin successfully passed their final examinations at Fermin Toro and qualified for the University of Caracas.
         If Fermin Toro was a hotbed of unrest then the University was a furnace. Jose Ramirez saw very clearly what lay ahead if his
         sons stayed in Caracas. Ilich recalled, ‘My father was afraid. Not for himself but for me. He was very disturbed at my activities.
         That I was head of the Communist Youth movement. That I controlled over two hundred students. I had many arguments with him
         over politics. He wanted to get me as far away from the rebels in Venezuela as he could. He decided to send the family to
         London.’
      

      
      As Carlos began to tell me how, in mid August 1966, he had flown to London with his mother and brothers, I pointed out to
         him that we had not covered his trips to Cuba and the training that he had received there.
      

      
      ‘The reason that we have not covered them is because they did not happen. I have never been to Cuba.’

      
      I protested that this aspect of his career had been written and commented upon for many years, that TV programmes, literally
         hundreds of newspaper articles, a number of books – all had recounted how, in 1966, the Venezuelan Communist Party had sent
         him to Havana for special training.
      

      
      
      ‘And you? You believe all this?’

      
      ‘Are you telling me that this whole aspect of your Cuba training is false? That it’s disinformation?’

      
      ‘I’m telling you it is bullshit. In January 1966 I was at school, working hard. My finals for the University entrance exam
         were only a few months away. The idea that I took off in mid-term to attend this conference is absurd.’
      

      
      ‘And these subsequent visits to Cuba for training?’

      
      ‘I’ve told you already. I have never been to Cuba. Ever.’

      
      ‘You were preoccupied in 1966, preparing for your exams?’

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      ‘Yet you still found time to take an active part in the street demonstrations. The Molotov cocktails. Setting fire to cars.
         You also became head of the Communist Youth movement at Fermin Toro.’
      

      
      ‘Finding an hour here, thirty minutes there. That is one thing. How long am I supposed to have been in Cuba?’

      
      ‘None of the accounts specifies how long, but for that kind of training it would be months rather than days. The most detailed
         of these accounts places the training after you had left Fermin Toro late in 1966.’
      

      
      ‘After I left the school I have already told you where I went. I went to London with my family.’

      
      Mentally I put the issue of his alleged Cuban training in a pending file and moved on. The mood had grown tense during our
         interchanges about the training in Havana. It lightened considerably as Carlos recalled life in London during the swinging
         sixties.
      

      
      Travelling to a foreign country was not a novel experience for the family: but nothing had prepared them for London. The music
         of The Beatles, The Stones, The Kinks and Procul Harum was far removed from the Latin American rhythms of Caracas. The miniskirted
         women, the espresso bars, the boutiques, the street buzz were just a few of the new and exciting things waiting to be discovered.
      

      
      
      By early September Elba Sanchez had the three boys back in school. Ilich and Lenin were sent to Stafford House, a sixth-form
         crammer that also specializes in English courses for foreign students. For the first term the two youths concentrated on English,
         then broadened their studies to include O Level work on English, Physics, Mathematics and Chemistry. Recalling these studies
         Carlos observed with a smile:
      

      
      ‘This is the period of course when I was not only studying all day at Stafford House in Kensington but according to what you
         have read I was also attending training courses in Cuba.’
      

      
      Having passed their O Levels in June 1967, they transferred to another crammer, the Earls Court Tutorial College in Redcliffe
         Square, to study for A Levels. Their lives and their life styles in this period are again full of the everyday. Far from KGB
         training to transform him into a one-man army, the first time he touched a gun was courtesy of a pistol club in Chelsea. He
         asserted that he and Lenin joined the club in 1966. I asked him if the irony of receiving weapon training from the English
         had ever occurred to him. His head was nodding quickly as I asked the question.
      

      
      ‘Indeed, many times. If the East had chosen to mount a disinformation campaign about me instead of the West, just think of
         the fun they could have had with little things like that. I can imagine it. “He was trained by the British Secret Service
         at an elite school for killers in the heart of London. When he first went there he could not hit the target. When he had completed
         his training he was a crack marksman, ready to kill for his British masters.”’
      

      
      Back in Venezuela in 1967, the Central University in Caracas was subjected to an invasion from the armed forces. Douglas Bravo
         and his fellow guerrillas were still mounting attacks from their mountain hideouts but for Ilich, now fully engrossed in London
         life, it was another world, another time.
      

      
      The on-off marriage of Jose and Elba moved back into a positive phase in late 1967 when the father joined the family in London. Over the Christmas celebrations in their Earls Court apartment the family discussed future plans for the
         three boys. The Sorbonne in Paris was one of a number of possibilities. The father was impressed when they visited the University,
         but was less impressed with the price of property in Paris, and that idea was abandoned. Early 1968 saw them back at the crammer
         studying with the future unresolved.
      

      
      Before their departure from Caracas, Ilich and Lenin had sat an entrance examination for the Patrice Lumumba University in
         Moscow and applied for a grant. Scholarships were normally awarded only to Party members. Neither Jose Navas nor his sons
         were or ever would become members. To the father, being an admirer of Marx and Lenin was quite different from joining the
         Communist Party, particularly after Khrushchev’s speech to the 20th Party Congress revealed some of the true monstrosity of
         Stalin. However, he had maintained good relations with two founding members of the Venezuelan Communist Party, Gustavo and
         Eduardo Machado.
      

      
      The VCP agreed to sponsor scholarships to Patrice Lumumba University for the two boys. While the official applications were
         being made Ilich and Lenin dropped their A Level studies and began taking Russian language lessons.
      

      
      Elba Sanchez located a seventy-year-old nun, Alexia Haxel, who gave Russian lessons in Holland Park.

      
      Miss Haxel was undoubtedly reasonable when it came to fees, but in view of the fact that she had emigrated from Russia soon
         after the overthrow of the Tsar the language that she taught the two boys was of little use to them in the modern world. When
         they arrived in Moscow in September 1968 and began to show off their expertise in the native language eyebrows were raised
         and much laughter was heard. Two Latin Americans with the unlikely Christian names of Ilich and Lenin speaking in pre-revolutionary
         Russian were considered a wonderful joke. Girls would approach Lenin just to ask him his name; when he responded they would
         roar with laughter.
      

      
      
      To judge from the writings and statements made by a wide variety of self declared ‘experts on terrorism’ very little academic
         work was done at the University. It has been referred to as ‘School for Terrorism’, ‘Killer College’ and other similarly colourful
         labels. It has been described as a processing plant in which Third World students were trained for the future world revolution.
         The truth was more prosaic.
      

      
      The University was founded in 1961, the same year that its namesake, the first Prime Minister of the Congo, was murdered by
         the CIA. At the time the Ramirez brothers attended there was a teaching staff of approximately 1,200 lecturers; nearly eighty
         per cent of the staff held Master or PhD degrees. For many years it was the Soviet Union’s principal contribution to education
         in the Third World. Two thirds of the 6,000 or so student intake came largely from Asia, Africa and Latin America, the other
         third being Soviet students. The staff–student ratio of one to five compared favourably with many Western universities. Unlike
         many of its Western counterparts it was well funded. To ensure that all students had an adequate grasp of Russian they followed
         a preparatory language course throughout their first academic year. The bias was towards the sciences and many students subsequently
         went on to take higher degrees. Students from more than ninety countries were selected through Soviet friendship societies
         overseas, irrespective of their political backgrounds. Membership of the Communist Party was not a pre-requisite.
      

      
      Education at the University was strictly disciplined with tightly defined steps and regular examinations. Student committees
         imposed severe punishments for fighting and drunkenness. Physical education was compulsory for all. The rector, Professor
         Vladimir Stanis, did not see it as part of the University’s function to produce committed communists although he considered
         that ‘it would be nice if they did become communists’.
      

      
      Nevertheless, there was of course a heavy KGB presence within the University. All Heads of Academic and Student Departments were members of the KGB. Overseas students were billeted on the campus, three to a room, the third
         student always a Russian. Upon arrival each student was discreetly evaluated by a member of the KGB, and those who were considered
         to have ‘potential’ were activated straight away. The rest were merely monitored, usually by that third room member. Periodic
         reports were made and the students also continually ‘reassessed’.
      

      
      Into this curious world in the autumn of 1968 came the Ramirez brothers – not from Third World poverty and backwardness but
         from swinging London. Unlike many of their new peer group Ilich and Lenin had no first-hand experiences of the refugee camps
         of the Middle East. They had never known the hunger or deprivation that had been the lot of their colleagues from Africa,
         nor had they experienced the sort of life under totalitarian rule that their new-found friends from the Warsaw Pact countries
         knew all too well.
      

      
      Not only were many of those friends highly motivated, they were also inclined to take life in general very seriously and to
         obey University edicts unquestioningly. The Latin American contingent, or at least part of it, had a quite different outlook.
         While most of the Latins were prepared to work hard, they were certainly equally prepared to argue, disagree and disrupt.
         Ilich in particular was drawn to this alternative method of study.
      

      
      ‘My father had always taught us to question our teachers if we felt that any of the opinions expressed were … what is the
         word – dubious. We did a lot of questioning in Moscow.’
      

      
      ‘They must have considered you highly disruptive.’

      
      ‘They considered some of us, me included, a pain.’

      
      We were rapidly approaching another minefield in our conversation. Rather than interrupt the flow I took a temporary detour.

      
      ‘Your father is also a man who taught you that Marx and Lenin were two of the greatest influences in the history of the human
         race. Here you were in late 1968 in the Soviet Union. Did it seem in any way to be a historic homecoming?’
      

      
      ‘Not as significant as that but we were indeed eager to discover the reality. To see first-hand the Soviet way of life. We
         had read much about it, had learned much from our father. Now we had an opportunity actually to experience the Communist way
         of life.’
      

      
      ‘How did the reality compare with the theory?’

      
      ‘Very badly. Life in Russia, certainly in Moscow between 1968 and 1970, had very little to do with the teachings of Lenin.
         I am not talking about the ordinary people. I mean the authorities. They were completely rigid. In Moscow I discovered for
         the first time what that saying about toeing the party line really means. “You will attend a meeting tonight of the Venezuelan
         Communist Party. You will attend a meeting on Saturday afternoon of the Association of Latin American Student Associations.
         You will not leave the city without permission.” And so on …’
      

      
      ‘And what was your response to these instructions?’

      
      ‘Listen, I was nineteen years of age when I went to Russia. Moscow was full of beautiful young women, all looking for fun.
         What do you think my response was? Given a choice between discussing the Venezuelan party line on guerrilla actions and having
         a good time with some music, a woman and a bottle of vodka, the political discussion came very low in my priorities.’
      

      
      It became apparent as we talked that for both Ilich and Lenin the Swinging Sixties truly began not in London but in Moscow.
         Liberated from the family home, they became like children let loose in a sweet factory. Both were studying for engineering
         degrees. They worked hard but played harder. When the Venezuelan Communist Party, the VCP, sent instructions that none of
         the students they had sponsored should socialize with Cubans, Mexicans, Colombians or Panamanians, the Ramirez brothers and
         a number of their fellow countrymen put two fingers in the air and went out of their way to make friendships with people from
         those countries.
      

      
      
      When the VCP stated that the official line was to advocate political change by peaceful means through the domestic ballot
         box the students split. Some went to the right of that position and wanted the democracy to start right there within the group,
         others went to the left and supported the Venezuelan guerrilla Douglas Bravo and his followers who continued to reject the
         possibility of change by peaceful means and were still fighting the Government from their mountain camps. Secretly Ilich began
         to organize a pro-Bravo cell within the group that espoused the democratic path.
      

      
      The definitions ‘right wing’ and ‘democratic path’ are, like any other labels, flexible, depending on individual interpretation.
         What the right-wingers within the student groupings were aiming for was not the sort of democracy found in the USA or Great
         Britain. This was a group that would have had nothing in common with the cut and thrust of Western parliamentary debate. They
         espoused strict unquestioning conformity to a pre-ordained position. A conservative position. While continuing his studies
         and his carousing, Ilich and the other rebels, numbering some twenty-five, infiltrated this group to monitor and report back
         to the pro-Douglas Bravo guerrilla sympathizers. Student politics. In this instance, the undergraduate games were destined
         to have extremely far reaching consequences.
      

      
      Despite the fact that the Ramirez parents divorced during this period, the curious half-marriage continued. Senor Ramirez
         Navas still maintained the monthly payments to his wife, and still took a deep interest in his three sons. For both parents
         their children were perfect creations.
      

      
      While the majority of students at Patrice Lumumba University managed on monthly Soviet grants of ninety roubles (at that time
         approximately ninety pounds), the Ramirez boys regularly received additional cheques for two to three hundred dollars from
         their father which they generously spent on a dolce vita life style not just for themselves but for all their friends. When
         the authorities frowned and the VCP remonstrated, Jose ignored the danger signs, brushed their objections to one side and continued sending
         money to his sons.
      

      
      In March 1969, the University authorities booked two hundred students for demonstrating and rioting outside a foreign embassy.
         Among them was Ilich who was also accused of an ‘Act of hooliganism. Damage to private property.’
      

      
      It all started when some thirty Iranian students were advised by their embassy that their passports would not be renewed.
         A number of them had their old ones seized. To all intents and purposes they had been stripped of their citizenship by the
         Shah’s officials and abandoned in Moscow. A demonstration was planned and organized at an emergency student meeting and on
         March 11th over two hundred students clashed with the Russian police and the KGB outside the Iranian Embassy. By Western standards
         of the period – this was the time of the riots of ’68, anti-Vietnam crusades and the murder of Martin Luther King – the confrontation
         was mild. No-one was shot. No-one was beaten senseless. By Moscow standards of the time it was hot stuff. Tramcars packed
         with students were stopped before they reached the Embassy area and many, including Lenin, were unceremoniously pulled off
         and rounded up. Ilich, with his pink complexion and fur hat, was mistaken for a local resident and allowed to go. As he hurried
         towards the centre of the demonstration there was a great deal of scuffling. When a fellow student was grabbed by the police
         a large bottle of black ink fell out of his bag on to the snow. Before anyone could stop him Ilich picked it up and hurled
         it. His target was the Iranian Embassy. He ruefully recalled the moment.
      

      
      ‘I missed the embassy. The bottle of ink went straight through a window of a private residence.’

      
      Ilich was lifted by the arms right off the ground by security police and thrown in the back of a police van with other arrested
         students. He had bruises on his upper arms for several weeks. The security police eventually released the students with a severe warning which was repeated by the University authorities.
      

      
      ‘Of course many of those who have written about me have said that my arrest at that demonstration was just a little game played
         by the KGB. That it was all part of a clever disinformation exercise.’
      

      
      ‘Was it?’

      
      He shook his head slowly, there was a faint smile on his face, then, standing up over me for a moment, he turned and walked
         a few paces across the room. His head was still shaking from side to side when, turning to face me again, he continued.
      

      
      ‘I do not know where they get this crap from. The Shah’s people withdrew the right to return to their own country of thirty
         students. Without that action there would not have been the meetings and the demonstration. The Shah was on the payroll of
         the CIA not the KGB. Does anyone seriously believe that the KGB deliberately organized this demonstration, then arrested hundreds
         of students just to give me some kind of cover story?’
      

      
      ‘Judging from what I’ve read a great many people appear to believe exactly that. As you know many of those who have written
         about you insist that you are a KGB agent. Just as they insist that before going to Russia you were trained by the KGB in
         Cuba.’
      

      
      ‘And you. What do you believe?’

      
      ‘I believe that you want to convince me that you are not and never have been either a Cuban or a Russian agent. Before you
         ask me if you have succeeded I’ll tell you that it’s too soon. I’m not given to rushing to judgement.’
      

      
      For a moment he considered this and then smiled again.

      
      By the end of their first academic year Ilich and Lenin had successfully completed their general course in preparatory Russian
         and were attending lectures for their degree courses. Both clearly felt it was time for light relief.
      

      
      ‘We caught the Moscow to Copenhagen express and from there travelled to Amsterdam. Lenny had his guitar and I had a lot of fun.’
      

      
      Then, as now, Amsterdam had much to offer its visitors. Some were attracted by the Van Goghs or the Rijksmuseum, others by
         the canals that interlace the city. Ilich and his brother were in search of other diversions.
      

      
      ‘Sex, drugs and rock’n’roll. I remember the night we arrived going into the Paradiso to hear the music. I cannot sing a note.
         Lenny is the one with the voice and he plays the guitar really well. Someone gave me a joint to smoke. I do not remember much
         about the rest of the evening, except that we slept in Dam Square. We looked worse than the characters in Rembrandt’s Night
         Watch. The next night I went window shopping in the red light district.’
      

      
      ‘Did you buy anything?’

      
      He laughed. ‘Those girls do not give credit.’

      
      Eventually the brothers caught a ferry to England and rejoined their mother and their younger brother Vladimir for a summer
         holiday spent quietly in England. In the light of the pace at which they were living in Moscow the two eldest boys probably
         needed all the rest they could get. Returning to the fray for the autumn term they redoubled their efforts, outside the lecture
         rooms. Ilich met a Cuban woman named Sonia Marina Oriola and began an affair. There were also the vodka and guitar parties,
         and the intrigue of University politics. In the late autumn the divisions between the opposing sections of the Venezuelan
         Communists attending the University became open hostilities. The secret cell that Ilich had created to infiltrate the conservative
         element opposed to Douglas Bravo and his guerrillas was discovered. The Ramirez brothers were ordered to follow the party
         line, but they were disinclined to take orders, particularly from fellow Venezuelans. Ilich considered they needed some parental
         advice, not from the sweet and charming Elba, but from their father many thousands of miles away in Caracas. He went to the
         medical department complaining of severe stomach pains and, in view of his well known predilection for alcohol, the examining
         doctor concluded that he was suffering from a stomach ulcer. When Ilich asked that he be allowed to return to his London home so that his mother
         could supervise his treatment the request was granted. Having spent Christmas with his mother in London he flew to Caracas
         to see Senor Navas.
      

      
      ‘I did have stomach pains, that is quite true, but I exaggerated the pain. I needed to talk to my father. The University authorities
         did not want a foreign student becoming critically ill so they were happy for me to go home to London. They didn’t know that
         I then planned to fly to Caracas.’
      

      
      ‘Your father has been quoted as saying you spent some time in a London hospital. It has been stated that no London hospital
         has any record of treating you between July 1969 and February 1970. It has been suggested that during this period you might
         have been receiving training at the DGI camp at Matanzas in Cuba or in the Middle East, or that you might have stayed in London
         involved in intelligence work.’
      

      
      ‘That is more bullshit. I spent the summer of sixty-nine with the rest of the family in London. In September Lenny and I went
         back to Patrice Lumumba. In October and November the row with the VCP happened. In December the University let me go back
         to London for treatment. It is true that I never had any hospital treatment. That was my invention to keep the University
         happy and also my father. I spent Christmas with my mother and Vlad in London, then flew to Venezuela. I spent about a week
         with my father then flew back to London in early January. I stayed with my mother and Vlad again, just lying about, having
         a good time, chasing some English girls. In about the middle of February I returned to Moscow and the University.’
      

      
      He had paused several times during this recital, staring into the middle distance as he attempted to recall a sequence of
         events that had occurred some fifteen years previously.
      

      
      ‘Those days you spent with your father in Caracas. Tell me about them.’

      
      
      ‘I told him about experiences at Patrice Lumumba. About the demonstration outside the Iranian Embassy. The trouble I was having
         at the University with the authorities and with the members of the VCP, how so many of them had betrayed the guerrilla movement.
         How they had become conservative – a crowd of bourgeois. About the arguments because Lenny and I refused to attend meetings
         of the Venezuelan Communist Youth in Moscow. I asked him if he was with me or the VCP.’
      

      
      ‘How did he respond?’

      
      Carlos smiled as he recalled that reunion with his father.

      
      ‘He responded exactly as I knew he would. My father has never failed me. He said, “I am with you my love.” Then he hugged
         me and kissed me. He was sad that I had come to hate the Soviet version of Communism but his attitude was “You have seen it
         first-hand and reached the same conclusions as I have reached here in Venezuela”.’
      

      
      Back in Moscow in mid February Ilich, secure in the knowledge of his father’s support, became even more active in his confrontations
         with the VCP, with his tutors and with officialdom in general. He was also busy off-campus with Sonia. In early spring he
         was advised that he had been officially censured by the VCP in Moscow which had informed Caracas of the problems they were
         having with him. At about the same time, Sonia told him that she was pregnant.
      

      
      Supremely indifferent to these difficulties, Ilich continued to arrange meetings of his now not so secret cell of Venezuelans.
         Prior to their discovery they had formulated a secret plan to go to the Middle East in the summer vacation of 1970 for training
         in guerrilla warfare. They would return in time for the winter term. After completing their degree courses they would fly
         to Venezuela and join Douglas Bravo and the other guerrillas still fighting in the mountains. They would inherit Che Guevara’s
         legacy and lead the revolution to its ultimate and inevitable triumph. It must have seemed a very exciting prospect, particularly
         after the third bottle of vodka. Ilich, because he was the driving force behind the idea and also multi-lingual, was chosen to go first and prepare
         the way for his colleagues. He had already made some useful contacts among the Palestinian students on campus, particularly
         with a member of the Popular Front for the Liberation of Palestine, the PFLP, an organization headed by George Habash and
         Wadi Haddad.
      

      
      The fact that by spring 1970 Ilich was confronted with an array of obstacles entirely of his own making did not deter him.
         With a mixture of self-assured bravado and arrogance topped up with a good dash of Latin American machismo, the over-indulged
         and self-indulgent twenty-year-old considered the world was his oyster, with beluga caviar to follow.
      

      
      In late June the VCP in Caracas responded to the complaints from the orthodox element among the Venezuelan students and withdrew
         their sponsorship of both Ilich and Lenin. This inevitably led to the withdrawal of their registration and a few days later
         they were summoned to the office of the University Dean. After a seemingly endless list of offences had been read out the
         brothers were advised that they had both been expelled. Fifteen years later, as Carlos recounted that event, the bitterness
         was still discernible. Again his responses anticipated my questions.
      

      
      ‘Of course, if you have read all those lies written about me you will know that they say that my expulsion was all part of
         this clever KGB disinformation nonsense.’
      

      
      I nodded but remained silent, hoping that the silence would provoke him into developing the theme.

      
      ‘Lenny was very upset about being expelled. He blamed me. He was very keen to get his university degree. He planned to go
         back to Venezuela as an engineer, not a guerrilla. I wanted to help the revolution in our country. I told him, before you
         can build the new, you have to tear down the old.’
      

      
      ‘Many have written that you received such training in the Soviet Union.’

      
      ‘Are these the same people who have also written about all this training I am supposed to have received in Cuba?’
      

      
      ‘Yes. They talk of training in Moscow and also allege that you were trained at special camps at Odessa, at Baku, at Simferopol
         and at Tashkent. The identity of the training camp varies depending on the identity of the author.’
      

      
      ‘More fantasy.’

      
      ‘Did you have any contact with Voennaya Kafedra?’

      
      ‘No, I had no contact with them.’ He paused just for a moment, staring at me with unblinking eyes. ‘I did not realize you
         spoke Russian.’
      

      
      ‘I don’t. Just know the odd word.’

      
      ‘The name of the Military Section attached to Patrice Lumumba are very odd words to know.’

      
      He stared at his heavy gold wrist watch, then spoke rapidly in unintelligible Russian. I looked at him uncomprehendingly.
         Carlos smiled.
      

      
      ‘If I had been given training in Moscow or anywhere else in the Soviet Union why would I go to the Middle East to get training
         from the Palestinians? Remember our plan was to return to Venezuela when we had been trained. The Soviets were strongly opposed
         to Douglas Bravo and the guerrillas. That is the reason we needed to go to the Middle East.’
      

      
      ‘But in the event you never did go back to Venezuela.’

      
      ‘That is because of the expulsions. When that happened my plan to come back to Moscow and collect the others for training
         was destroyed. I could not return to the University. Also events that occurred in Jordan set me on another path and when I
         eventually returned to Europe I discovered that my group in Patrice Lumumba had disbanded.’
      

      
      ‘What happened to Sonia?’

      
      ‘She was expelled. She returned to Havana and our child, a little girl, was born there.’

      
      ‘Have you ever seen her since you left Patrice Lumumba?’

      
      ‘No. For a while we wrote to each other. I sent parcels for our daughter through the Cuban Embassy. Then nothing. She would not even tell me the name of our daughter. Perhaps after
         everything that has happened it is for the best.’
      

      
      It was obvious that Sonia was not a passing affair for Carlos. Some fifteen years later she appeared to have become a romanticized
         figure, the perfect woman.
      

      
      The bitterness that Carlos still harboured about his expulsion centred on his relationship with this woman. In his eyes the
         love of his life had been destroyed not by his own actions at the University but because of tiresome factional squabbling
         and the intransigent Soviet authorities. His anti-Soviet activities, his dissolute life, his many absences from tutorials
         – none of these was a relevant factor for Carlos.
      

      
      ‘The PFLP man in Moscow. What was his name?’

      
      ‘I do not remember. He was just a student.’

      
      ‘Was it Mohammed Boudia?’

      
      He looked at me in astonishment.

      
      ‘I never met Mohammed Boudia, not in Moscow or Paris. He was murdered by the Mossad before I began operations in Paris.’

      
      ‘Yes, I’m aware of that. It’s just those writers again. It’s been stated that Boudia recruited you in Moscow.’

      
      Carlos spoke deliberately, as if talking to a small child.

      
      ‘No-one recruited me in Moscow. I took a letter of introduction from a young member of the Popular Front to Ghassan Kanafani
         in Beirut. The letter explained about the plans of my secret group to get training then join the guerrillas of Douglas Bravo.
         Boudia had nothing to do with this.’
      

      
      Before we moved on to discuss his experiences in the Middle East there was something I wanted to know.

      
      ‘Just now when you spoke to me in Russian. I’ve no idea what you were saying to me.’

      
      He stood up and stretched.

      
      ‘I wanted to see if perhaps you are fluent in Russian.’

      
      I nodded and smiled. ‘So what did you say?’

      
      ‘Oh just something like “I think you are an agent of the KGB and in five minutes you will be taken outside and shot”.’
      

      
      I stopped smiling. I stopped making notes. Carlos sat down again. On the table between us was a basket brimming with packs
         of cigarettes. He took a pack of Marlboro, opened it and offered one to me. I had not smoked for nearly two years but I automatically
         reached out and took one which he lit for me. I felt a long way from home.
      

      
      When he spoke his voice was reassuring.

      
      ‘It is all right. I just wanted to see how you would react.’

      
      ‘It’s a good job I don’t speak Russian.’

      
      ‘It is.’
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