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			Already the silences are easier.

			The light is bright.

			When there’s no road to travel

			there’s no fear of borders.

			And there’s nothing to reveal

			when there’s nothing to hide.

			—Lea Goldberg, The Remains of Life Translated by Rachel Tzvia Back

		

	
		
			A Note on the Text

			THE BOOK YOU ARE HOLDING IN your hands is the true story of what never happened.

			This is the story of a Mossad operative. She and others like her operate alone for extended periods of time, deep in enemy countries. Unlike their front-line soldier counterparts, these secret soldiers are armed with nothing but a foreign passport, a fake identity, extensive training, and inexplicable courage.

			Being an IDF intelligence officer for many years, I came to know these operatives intimately. I assigned them missions; I followed their progress as they lived their strange and dangerous undercover lives; I marveled at the missions they completed; and, anxiously, I awaited their eventual safe return home.

			And I wondered, What is it like to live a secret life among one’s enemies for months and years? I knew what it was like to be in battle and to cross borders in the night to execute military operations; I had no idea what it would be like to live across those borders. How does one deal with the ever-present fear, and the great loneliness? And what happens to the heart?

			This story is the result of those wonderings.

			This book spent many months with the Israeli civilian and military censorship committees; numerous changes and omissions were imposed, until the book was approved for publication.

			And so, this is a true story, of real-life operatives that are wholly made-up, and actual missions that never happened.

			There is one woman, an undercover soldier in the past and a scholar in the present, to whom I owe a special thanks. I take this opportunity to thank her and all the operatives I have known, and those I don’t know; The English Teacher is dedicated to them all.

			BG (RET) YIFTACH REICHER ATIR

		



	
		
			CHAPTER ONE
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London

			IN A DREAM THAT SHE LOVED to remember she’s standing in the kitchen of her house and preparing supper. The window faces the little garden and she watches her son, who sits on the swing and waves to her. There’s no one in the house, and she doesn’t mind waiting. She knows who she’s waiting for. She hears the creaking of the hinges of the old swing, the roar of the cars racing down the road, and the tapping of the knife on the chopping board. The din of a world carrying on as usual.

			Sitting now for the first time in her father’s chair, Rachel closed her eyes to get a clearer view of the child. She wanted to know who he resembled. Every child has a father, hers included. Suddenly this became urgent, as if this was the last time.

			She remembers the dream. Sometimes she wakes up with it in the morning and sometimes she returns to it in the course of the day, and her son, whom she sees clearly amid the darkness that she imposes on herself, looks like her alone, and now he’s standing by the door that opens on the garden, isolated in his orphanhood. Rachel opened her eyes and wanted to get up and lead him to the swing, which was still waiting, rusty and unclaimed, in the neglected garden. But the dream disappears, and with it her son.

			She leaned back, pressed against the thick wooden support, gripped the arms of the chair with both hands, ready to stand up and tackle the business that awaited her, but in the end she nestled in the chair, which was now hers, facing the photograph that the principal of the school had brought in from the faculty room and placed on the mantelpiece. The black ribbon crossed it diagonally, like a mark of distinction that someone had added to it in haste, and her father looked out at her with a severe expression, as he was and as he liked to be seen, with brows and lips tensed. Even the color photograph added no light to him. And suddenly he seemed to be smiling as he looked at her, something in his eyes telling her she was now indeed free, but a different obligation, new and more dangerous than the ones he had imposed, was unfolding for her.

			The house was quiet. The shivah, the seven days of mourning, had passed, and the rabbi explained that his children couldn’t do without their bedtime story, apologized, and left. She closed the door behind him and listened to his footsteps that pounded the pavement like tom-tom drums. There was no need for a codebook or for psychological insights to tell her that this time she was really alone. There was no one left in the world whose criticism might upset her, whose angry silence would make her obsess about what she was doing, or not doing, whose smile could light up her day, from whom a compliment was the thing that she longed for in vain.

			She stood up and approached the artificial hearth. Her father thought it was a waste of time and money to fetch logs and light fires in the house, and he made do with an electric heater with coils disguised as flames. Rachel didn’t switch on the heater despite the cold permeating the room, because it still seemed to her that she was in his sanctuary, in a place where she didn’t belong, and from which at any moment she might be expelled. On the mantelpiece there was also a picture of her, standing between her parents on her eighteenth birthday; it was the last photograph of the three of them together. Beside it someone—her father, perhaps—had placed a portrait of her mother, in a black frame. Half a year later the cancer defeated her, and Rachel remembered, as if it were yesterday, how just a few days after Mother was gone she told him that she too was leaving, and going to Israel.

			She studied the forced smiles, hers and her mother’s, and the look in her father’s eyes, ranging far beyond the photographer. He seemed to be scanning the skies, as if he were making sure that they too were in good order, they had done their homework. In the picture there was a little shadow on the wall, the fruit of a London sun that probably had put in a special appearance only for him, and Rachel thought that now that he was no more, his shadow would disappear too and she would have light and shade of her own.
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			RACHEL RETURNED TO THE CHAIR AND ran her hands across the smooth wooden arms. She traced with a fingertip the marks left behind by his fingernails. She had the nagging feeling that she was peeping at him, like in the days when he told her not to open drawers. “Nothing here is locked,” he said, “you have to believe me and I have to trust you.” You know, Dad, she answers him silently now, even an open drawer can remain closed. Even something that is clear to everyone can still hide everything.

			The old phone rang. As she picked up the Bakelite receiver she pictured her father sitting in the armchair glancing at an obsolete TV set. He had refused to get a cell phone. “No one ever calls me,” he said, and she knew he meant her, “and I have no one to call,” his words scratching her heart just as he scratched the arms of the chair. The rabbi was calling. He asked if he could do anything for her, and would she be coming to the synagogue on the Sabbath. “I knew your mother too, what a wonderful woman she was,” and he regretted that her parents couldn’t be buried side by side, making no reference to her father’s refusal to pay for a joint cemetery plot. After the phone call, she huddled in the chair as if trying to hide there. “My father died,” she said aloud. The words sounded to her sad and strange, as if someone else were saying them, and at the same time they were so familiar.

			Just three words. Three words that were a wall between her and everything that had been hers. She said them for the first time fifteen years ago. Ehud was sitting beside her then, going through all the possibilities with her, and he guided her when it came to choosing the tone and the words themselves. He insisted on carrying out the exercise, and she contacted him on the internal line and said in a soft voice suffused with tears, “My father is dead.” Ehud played the role of principal of the language school and he spoke English with an Arab accent that at any other time would have made her laugh. He expressed his sympathy and asked when she would be coming back. She ignored the question. Then she said she didn’t know where she would be spending the next few days. He asked for a phone number, and she promised to get in touch again once she had located herself somewhere and would give him the details. She didn’t give him an address either, with the excuse that she planned to travel soon and anyway she would be staying in hotels.

			A few minutes later, when she was ready, it was time for the real phone call. She looked out through the window at the Milan Cathedral, took a deep breath, and dialed a number in the Arab capital. The conversation flowed. The principal wanted to know where she was and expressed his concern at her sudden disappearance. She interrupted him: “Something terrible happened. My father died.” “I’m so sorry, Rachel,” said the principal, and he asked if he could help. No detail was divulged beyond what had been rehearsed from the start. “There are so many things I need to do. Send them all my love, and give my last salary check to the library at the refugee camp.” “Rachel, where are you speaking from?” She didn’t answer him; she knew how to evade an unwanted question, and she turned to look at Ehud, who was listening to them on another extension. “My father didn’t suffer at all,” she said to steer the conversation back on course. She wanted to say more. To ask the principal to pass on her message to him, that she had no alternative, that if it had been up to her she would have chosen something else, that she promises to contact him soon. But Ehud’s expression, and the code she was bound to, made it clear to her that this bridge too had been burnt.
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			RACHEL PUT HER ELBOWS ON THE table and tried to come to terms with the sense of déjà vu that enwrapped her like a fishing net. Once again she needs to contact the school and announce that her father is deceased, again they will express condolences that they don’t really mean, and again she’ll realize that no one expects her to return. There, in the large and yet so homey Arab capital, he was hers, and she abandoned him because she had no choice. And in Israel? In the school where she’s teaching now, and in the nondescript apartment in which she’s chosen to live? Who is waiting for her? Who really knows who she is and what her father was to her? She can’t explain to any of them, not to any of her acquaintances, how profound grief is blending with the feeling of liberation.

			And again there is only one person left with whom she can speak. She looked for Ehud’s number on her cell phone and picked up the old receiver to listen to the dial tone. Once, alert to whether the phone was bugged, she used to listen for other sounds. Once, long ago, ancient history, she would walk into the apartment and immediately think of where the eavesdropping equipment could be hidden. She held on to the receiver until the sound changed from a pleasant and enticing purr to a truncated and irritating buzz, and she wondered what she would actually say to Ehud after so many years and across the sea of disappointment that separates them. Ehud will make an effort to understand her, this she knows for sure. He will also listen to her with the attentiveness that she loved so much, and he’ll suggest solutions that she could have found for herself if she had only taken the trouble to think the way he did. This was another world, a world in which there were people like Ehud. For some of them in the Unit she was just a sophisticated implement nicknamed Fairy. For those who met her in the Arab countries she was Rachel Brooks or any other name that served her purposes at the time.

			She replaced the receiver back in its cradle. Ehud could wait. He’s used to this. “Our job,” he used to tell her when she asked him how he manages to sit in a hotel room day after day, “comprises ten percent activity and ninety percent waiting.” He promised her he would wait, and that she could rely on him, always.

			The clock chimed. Her father wound it every evening before going to bed, and she kept it up through the days of the shivah. She isn’t taking it with her. She isn’t taking anything from here. In the city that once was hers and also in Tel Aviv it’s already midnight. In London only ten o’clock. All that remains is to get through the night, and then . . . then what? Arrangements. Things to be done, things to be forgotten. When she sells her father’s apartment nothing will be left from her past. “You’ll be set up for life,” she was assured by the energetic real estate agent, who mentioned her father’s death only in passing and then talked a lot about how much the house would sell for. And her mother’s grave awaits her at the other end of the cemetery. She hasn’t been to her mother’s grave since her funeral, and she shivered when she thought of the neglect that surrounds death and its aftermath.

			She climbed the narrow staircase, went into the room that was once hers, and turned on the light. The posters were still hanging on the wall, and Jim Morrison and the Doors remained as young as ever. They were the only ones. On the tidy bed was the dust of years, and she realized that her father had never been in here. Rachel went out of the room, closed the door, and approached his bedroom on tiptoe as if afraid of waking him. “Even though he was working as a volunteer, I knew Michael would never miss a day’s work,” the school principal told her, and described in exhaustive detail, which embarrassed her, how he telephoned her father again and again and then took a taxi at his own expense and knocked on the door, in vain, and called the police department, and they found him peacefully in bed, a young seventy-three-year-old and generally in good health. “I’d like to go the same way—a cerebral hemorrhage and passing on to a world that’s all good,” said the principal, and he forced a smile. The cleaning service that she called in and the neighbor from across the way had tidied the apartment, but the bed remained as it was, the depression in the pillow seeming to call out for a hand to plump it up.

			She opened the drawers only with her fingertips. She glanced at the matching socks and underwear that she knew she would never find the strength to put into bags, and inspected the few suits and the bright white shirts still hanging in the wardrobe. Nothing to indicate that he wouldn’t need them anymore. She opened the drawer of personal items and closed it right away, afraid she might find something that would confuse her, that would change what she thought of her father. She told herself there would yet be time for this, that eventually she must sit down and confront the memories and sort them one by one. She moved to the bathroom, but didn’t open the medicine cabinet. On the sink, his toothbrush was in a cup with head uppermost. Like in her apartment, only one toothbrush.

			“Goodbye, Dad, I’m going,” she whispered as she closed the door of his room behind her, remembering that this was what she said then, when she was nineteen, after she packed her bag and was about to go. He told her she needed to stay and finish her studies, find a job, otherwise nothing would become of her, as it had been with her mother, of blessed memory. “So nothing became of me, Dad?” she asked now, louder, and her voice resonated around the house. “I’m not a teacher, just like you?” And as soon as the house was silent again and only the racket of a passing car rattled the windowpanes and reminded her there was life beyond the walls of the house, she thought of the questions she hadn’t asked him, of the simple sentence she didn’t say to him, and he didn’t say to her.

			Through the glass of the back door the little garden was visible, neglected since her mother died. Everything so calm, as if through the silence her father, buried just a few streets from where he was born, from the place where he lived, is trying to tell her: only here can she have a home and a garden and a little boy running around outside.

			Rachel stood in her father’s study, facing the mirror that he hung there to check that his tie was correct and his hair was parted right. A long face, as if not belonging to her, was reflected back to her. The tousled hair, cascading over an old nightgown that she found in one of the closets, reminded her of when she was twelve, dreaming the usual dreams of a girl that age: to be the most beautiful woman in the universe, with a prince on a white horse waiting for her to return.

			Through a skylight window, the early dawn was paling and giving way to morning. She stood, arms folded on her chest, and tried to believe that this was an embrace she had long deserved. Then she dug her nails into her bare arms, tried to make it hurt, tried to open new paths for the sorrow that she could not summon. This was the time to cry, and she couldn’t. This was the time to hold on to memories, and she didn’t want to. Every corner of the house reminded her of something; no corner of the house reminded her of anything that she wanted to take with her. Everything too late. Even forgiveness was impossible to seek. No one left from whom to seek it.

			A first ray of sunlight fell on the bookcase, and it was only then that Rachel noticed something a trained eye like hers should have seen long before. No dust. No dust on the spine of the book that he had touched recently. She turned on the desk lamp and pulled out the book, a volume of an encyclopedia, and saw the box that her father had hidden behind it.
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			SHE READ THE LETTERS THAT EHUD had sent her father. Her mistake blew up in her face. Everything now took on a different shape. Fragments of memory, excerpts from phone conversations. His ostentatious lack of interest in her cover stories, in the lies that she recited to him as if she’d learned them by heart.

			A new feeling was coming over her. Not anger. It was too late to be angry. Not sorrow either. She was too sad to let a new sorrow into her life. Even the sense of grievance, the knowledge that they had spoken to her father behind her back, she deferred for another time.

			Suddenly, clearly, she knew that she wanted no more of this. No more lies, no more cover stories, no more perfectly crafted tales piled high, like fortified walls built to separate her from the world; she wanted to let the outside world in, to let it touch her in a real way. She longed to uncover herself at long last, expose herself, until the truth seared her.

			The small fire in the garden didn’t attract attention, and it may be assumed that no one on the train passing close to the fence took notice of the slim woman sitting on a swing, watching papers burn.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER TWO
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Israel, Two Days Later

			THE PHONE RANG. EHUD COUNTED THREE rings and waited for the answering machine to ask the caller to leave a message. Only then would he decide whether to carry on tending the bushes that he had neglected recently or go into the house and answer whoever was daring to call him before six in the morning. The old machine kicked in but the anonymous caller didn’t say anything and hung up. Ehud shrugged and resumed trimming the recalcitrant branches. His back was hurting, and he reminded himself it was time to pick up the prescriptions from the pharmacy and not neglect the exercises and the diet.

			If it’s important they’ll try again, he thought, then turned the words over in his head and knew why he was thinking they and not he or she. Only they were in the habit of making contact at any hour and in any place, and they always expected him to follow standard procedure—lift the receiver after the third ring and hang up immediately and pick up when they call again only after the fifth ring. But all of that had come to an end many years ago, and it was only back pain and a troublesome bladder that kept him awake at night.

			All the same, he came inside, to be closer, to be ready next time. He washed his hands and watched the mud submit to the water and swirl around the sink and then disappear. The clock on the wall told him it was coffee time. Rina, who rejoiced in his retirement, used to tell him to leave the plants in peace and let them enjoy a little tranquility. But Rina isn’t here, and his sons are far away. His work recedes further from him, the phone no longer rings, and Ehud tries to convince himself that he’s content.

			Since his wife died he has made a point of going out every day to the little garden at the back of the house and working there until breakfast. The habit became a duty, the duty became a pleasure, an intermission, and a time to remember the things he loved. The flowers bloomed in their turn, the vegetation flourished, and life went on in its own way. His grandchildren used to frolic on the lawn, and Ehud loved to hear from his daughters-in-law how gifted a gardener he was, and he waited in vain for his sons to offer their help. The garden was green throughout the year. He would sit beside the bushes with the breakfast tray and watch the insects at work, the shadows that the sun pulls from one side to the other as it moves, the changing colors of the chameleon. Ehud kept quiet when he saw him lying in wait for his prey, admired the use of the long tongue, and couldn’t resist admonishing him aloud whenever he was slow matching his cover to his surroundings.

			Ehud began to prepare salad for one. Tomato, two cucumbers, green onion, a pinch of basil, olive oil, and a few black olives. At lunchtime he will eat soup and in the evening prepare himself something else. And so it is day after day, as retirement demands, as his older colleagues recommended, as his sons insisted. Everything was ready on the antique wooden tray that he bought with Rina in Florence: the plate of salad, a little white cheese, half a buttered roll (the other half he kept for the ten o’clock snack), and a glass of water with ice and lemon. Coffee from the machine that his children bought him for his sixtieth birthday he’ll drink later, when he opens the paper. The phone rang again.

			He recognized the voice right away. The soft accent, the fear that perhaps he won’t remember her, the hesitant mode of speech. It was all there. All those years she had talked to him and he understood what she meant. All those years when he needed to measure every word, in case an enemy was listening, because every word is important, because her life depends on this. And then, after she returned from there, and after she left the Unit, they continued to talk from time to time. He would contact her as if on a casual basis, just to know how she was faring, and he sensed the nervousness in his voice, the anticipation and the hope that perhaps she’ll tell him to come. This didn’t happen—as it shouldn’t have. So long as Rina was alive. So long as he needed to abide by the rules. But the rules say what they have to say, while the heart says what it wants. And when Rina fell ill it was over. And now he’s standing in a corner of his house, holding the receiver with a trembling hand, and listening to her. “My father died,” she said, and before he could answer she added, “He died for the second time. ...
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var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



