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€f have spent the better part of my 
life keeping secrets. State secrets, 

family secrets, emotional secrets. I have 
guarded them, held them close to my 
heart, locked them in my mind. Each 
secret has given me moments of pride, of 
joy, of pain. But there is one that has been 
breaking my heart since 1962. It may 
have saved my country, but it has most 
certainly cost me a piece of my soul. This 
is the secret of Eliahu Cohen, Israel's 
most famous spy. 

Eli has been dead for 40 years now, 
and though I did not kill him, I am fully 
aware that my failure to disclose what I 
knew may have sealed his fate. Like Eh, 
I was a member of Israeli Intelligence, a 
Mossad agent, now retired. It was the 
intersection of our lives in that agency 
that led to my personal hell. I will tell you 
this story, but let me start closer to the 
beginning. 

A FAMILY OF REFUGEES 
In 1914, our father, Shaul, then 12, and 
his parents left their home in Aleppo, 
Syria and immigrated to Alexandria, 
Egypt. Thousands of Jews fled Aleppo 
that year, and our mother, Sophie, seven 
at the time, was among them as well. 
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