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Author’s Note



The conflict over Kashmir, which serves as the backdrop to North From Calcutta, has its roots in the British departure from the Indian subcontinent in 1947 when the region was partitioned into the independent nations of Pakistan and India. The goal was to provide one country for Muslims and another for Hindus and Sikhs.

At the time of the partition, Kashmir was considered an independent “princely state” and was ruled by Maharaja Hari Singh, a Hindu. The population of Kashmir, however, was predominantly Muslim. Due to circumstance and events in the aftermath of the partition, Singh agreed to India’s accession of Kashmir. Fighting ensued, resulting in the first full blown war between India and Pakistan. It ended in a stalemate with India occupying over two-thirds of Kashmir and the rest of the territory being controlled by Pakistan. Two other wars were to follow in 1965 and 1971.

To this day, Kashmir remains divided between the two antagonistic neighbors. The situation has become even more dangerous with global implications since both India and Pakistan are now armed with nuclear weapons. Additionally, the emergence of Islamic fundamentalism, or transnational Islam as some prefer to say, has further complicated the issue as groups representing this dynamic have become increasingly involved in trying to drive India from Kashmir.

Both parties in this dispute make persuasive arguments supporting their claim to Kashmir, and no side is taken in this book about the rightfulness of either claim.
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Prologue



In a remote valley deep in Pakistan’s Northwest Frontier Province, Abu Shafik sits on the dirt floor of a Lashkar-e-Taiba safe house, his back resting against the cool mud wall. To his left, a laptop computer is perched on a low table. On his right, an AK-47 lies beside him.

Taking a deep drag from his third cigarette of the morning, he listens to the unseasonable winter rain falling outside and wishes he could get a few more hours of rest. He glances down at the black face of his watch and sees it is almost time to meet his subordinate commanders. They are anxious to know what’s going on, and he is anxious to tell them.

Re-energized by the nicotine, Abu Shafik gets to his feet and picks up his AK. Stepping outside the house, raindrops bead up on his parka as he walks across the muddy compound to the building where the commanders wait.

Six bearded men jump to their feet as he enters.

“Sit down,” he orders.

Over the next half hour, he lays out for them what transpired at his meeting in Islamabad with the Pakistani government officials, who said their goal was the same as the LT’s— to expel India from Kashmir once and for all.

“We’ve heard this before,” one of his commanders says after Abu Shafik finishes. “Why should we believe them now?”

Abu Shafik is not surprised by the comment. “These men are not from ISI. They are very serious in what they say. I personally inspected the weapons and equipment they have for us.” He pulls out a handful of photos from a plastic bag and passes them around, knowing the pictures of the weapons and equipment will give the commanders more confidence than his words alone.

Sheik Osman, whom Abu Shafik regards as his best commander, asks, “How do our new-found friends expect to overcome the Indian forces? They have almost twice as many troops in the region as the Pakistani Army.”

Abu Shafik smiles at the question. It was the same question he had asked the officials.

“This has been taken into account and actions are planned that will remedy the situation. However, I gave my oath that I would not divulge the details of how this is to be accomplished until it is absolutely necessary.” He deliberately fails to mention that Sheik Osman himself will play the key role in carrying out the plan to resolve the imbalance of forces problem.

“Commander, if you are satisfied that this has been properly addressed, then I am satisfied as well. I need not know the details,” Sheik Osman says.

The other commanders grunt in agreement.

Abu Shafik concludes the meeting, telling his commanders that they must be patient for the next couple of months until everything is ready. But when the order comes, they must act quickly to infiltrate their forces into Kashmir.

As a final caution, he adds, “There should be no discussion of this plan with the men until our units are in place in Kashmir. Once that is accomplished and the opening attack is imminent, the men can be informed of what is to occur and the role they are to play.”

Abu Shafik bids his commanders a personal farewell as each files out the door, returning to their temporary safe houses scattered throughout the area.

The last commander to leave is Sheik Osman, who pauses at the door.

“Inshallah, all of Kashmir will soon be under the flag of Islam,” he says.

The two men embrace. “Go with God, my brother,” Abu Shafik responds.

Sheik Osman steps through the narrow doorway, Abu Shafik watching him as he crosses the rain-drenched compound toward the main gate.

Just as Sheik Osman disappears from view, the low, gray clouds part and a burst of sunlight illuminates the courtyard.

Abu Shafik has never believed in omens, good or bad, but he knows if he did, the sun’s dramatic appearance would surely be a good one.
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Habits born of war are hard to break, and Tarek Durrani woke before dawn. His breath was faintly visible in the cold air that permeated the small guest room, and it instantly reminded him that he wasn’t in Cairo any longer. His return to Pakistan was not something he had wanted; he was an ISI field officer after all.

Slipping on a heavy robe, he stepped outside into the quiet garden. Only a hint of the approaching dawn could be seen and the dark sky was still punctuated by dozens of shimmering stars. Tarek knew that these final minutes before the sun’s light appeared were the coldest of the day, no matter the season. He shivered, but it wasn’t the cold that provoked the chill that ran through him. Hard experience had taught him that the pre-dawn darkness was also a time for cunning, a time to take one’s foes by surprise—a time to kill or be killed.

Even now, standing in his sister’s garden in Rawalpindi, staring into the black night and feeling its penetrating cold, if he let himself, he could be there again—watching, waiting, listening. Muscles tense, eyes straining, smelling the dew-covered earth, canvas, and leather. And for a moment, he was there again with the Mujaheddin in that bitter place…Afghanistan.

Tarek had once hoped that his memories of the Afghan war would fade with the passage of time. They had not. The memories were too strong, and he knew he would carry them with him for the rest of his life.

Deciding to return to the guest room to prepare for the day, Tarek opened his eyes from his contemplation just as the very first ray of sunlight hit the eastern horizon. Its piercing brilliance seemed directed straight at him, causing his body to flinch.

Some people are afraid of the dark, but I’m afraid of the light, Tarek thought, as the spreading morning light quickly filled the eastern sky. He did not bother to remind himself that he had a right to fear a flash of light from out of the darkness, especially a brilliant stabbing light like the kind that can come from the muzzle of a Russian sniper’s SVD rifle. While the sun’s light might cause temporary blindness, the SVD could make everything go dark permanently. Tarek’s encounter with an SVD that cold morning in Afghanistan many years before had certainly caused his lights to flicker when the 7.62 round creased the side of his head, burrowing a deep swatch through his scalp, cauterizing the wound as it cut its hot path.

It had been Tarek’s first mission for Pakistan’s Inter-Services Intelligence Directorate, and the shot he took proved to be the opening round of a pre-dawn raid by an assault element of a company of Russian Spetnatz on a base camp of Mujaheddin fighters that he was traveling with. During the night, the crack Russian unit had patiently maneuvered into assault position without being detected. They were very good at what they did.

Tarek struggled to shake off the stunning shock from the round’s impact, which had spun him around and knocked him flat. He heard the machine guns from the Spetnatz fire-support element open up on the camp. By knocking him down, the sniper probably saved his life; most of the Mujaheddin near him were killed or wounded by the machine guns that raked the camp seconds after he was shot.

Lying on his back on the rock-strewn ground, Tarek slowly came to his senses. He had never been wounded before and was surprised at how much it hurt. Despite the pain, he probed along the wound with his fingers and quickly determined it was not life-threatening. He knew, however, the same was not true of the tactical situation he and his Mujaheddin companions now found themselves in.

The Spetnatz commander had done his planning well, achieving complete surprise. Tarek and his comrades were pinned down by the fire pouring from two RPK light machine guns located on a small rise some 400 meters to the east of their encampment. The Mujaheddin had left three men on the elevated spot the night before to guard against the possibility of an enemy force occupying this key piece of terrain; these men now certainly lay dead, throats slashed ear to ear. Tarek knew that within a few seconds they could expect a barrage of small-arms fire from the assault force he suspected lay hidden among a thin line of boulders at the base of the rise. The assault force would likely begin its advance on the camp in teams of two with one man providing covering fire while his partner rushed forward a few yards before seeking cover.

Surveying their defensive situation as best he could, Tarek assessed that 50 or so men who had survived the initial machine gun burst had taken cover among the rocks. They were not returning fire. Tarek knew it was critical that once the Russian raiders began their advance, they be met by a storm of return fire. Lacking that, the camp would be quickly overrun. He and the Mujaheddin would be finished.

Tarek unfortunately had just run out of time to come up with a tactical solution. A burst of fire erupted from the boulders, the rounds tearing the air around him. Looking left, Tarek could make out the silhouette of Faruk, the Mujaheddin commander, crouched behind a boulder.

Tarek crawled toward him through the crackling gunfire. “Faruk! Get your men to start firing. They will be coming from the boulders by the hill.”

Faruk nodded, reached over and grabbed the shoulder of a teen-aged boy lying next to him. Gesturing and shouting, he ordered him to move around the perimeter to tell the men to direct their fire toward the boulders. The boy didn’t move. Seeing that he was dead, a bullet hole through his temple, Faruk grabbed the next closest fighter, this one alive, and repeated the order.

He turned back to Tarek, “We must take out those guns on the hill or we’ll be dead before the sun rises.”

Tarek nodded. “Where are your RPGs?”

Faruk pointed to two men kneeling behind a boulder about 20 meters away. “Alim and Omar have the new ones,” he said. “I don’t know where the others are.”

“Keep the men firing,” Tarek said. “We’ll take out the machine guns.”

Faruk shouted at the two men, signaling them to go with Tarek. Nodding to Tarek, he pointed his AK-47 toward the Russian soldiers and began spraying them in long bursts of automatic fire. The return fire from the Mujaheddin began to pick up, keeping the Russians from advancing, at least for the moment.

Tarek signaled for Alim and Omar to follow him, working their way around the right flank of the assault force. Somewhere ahead in the dark there had to be a Spetnatz security element posted to guard against just such a flanking movement, but Tarek hoped his small force would be able to slip by undetected.

As the men skirted past the right end of the line of boulders, Tarek saw a slight movement in the shadows a few meters directly in front of him. He raised his AK to his shoulders and fired a three-round burst into the shadow, instinctively compensating for the tendency to shoot high in a night-firing situation. He heard the distinctive thuds of rounds impacting a solid meaty object.

The sound of Tarek’s gunshots were lost in the overall din of the pitched gun battle. He and his companions quickly moved around the right flank of the assault force that was still stuck in the boulders, pinned down by increasingly effective Mujaheddin fire.

Reaching the bottom of the hill’s southern slope, Tarek stopped, knelt down, and signaled for Omar to pass him an RPG.

Alim and Omar dropped to their bellies while Tarek prepared the rocket launcher for firing. Checking that the grenade was fully seated in the muzzle of the launcher, Tarek insured the percussion hammer was properly aligned. He removed the protective grenade nose cap and extracted the safety pin. The RPG was ready.

He turned to the two Mujaheddin, their faces shining with sweat despite the cold morning air. “Wait here. When you hear me fire, move up the hill and attack the machine gun closest to us. I’ll take out the far gun.”

Both men nodded and continued to point their rifles toward the RPK’s located somewhere in the dark, further up the rise.

Crouching low, Tarek headed across the hillside. As he moved between the RPK’s and the assault force, he used the slope of the rise and a few scattered boulders to provide concealment from the chattering RPK’s that continued to rain death on the Mujaheddin.

As he maneuvered across the rock-strewn hillside, the sound of battle raging around him, Tarek glanced up at the early morning sky and realized the sun would be up soon. If the Mujaheddin were still pinned down when the sun rose, the Spetnatz would almost certainly call in a HIND-D helicopter gunship. There was likely one already orbiting on the other side of the mountains, waiting. It might have been called in already had the Spetnatz force not been so close to the Mujaheddin. In the darkness, with only a small miscalculation, the HIND’s awesome firepower could just as easily wipe out the Russian force as the Mujaheddin camp.

Lower down the hillside, Tarek could make out some of the soldiers as they fired at the Mujaheddin. Although tempted to open fire on them, Tarek knew his priority was to take out the RPK machine guns. Then he could worry about the assault element.

Finally Tarek arrived at a spot where he could see the leftmost RPK. It suddenly ceased firing. Out of ammunition? he wondered. He saw the reason for the pause: the gunner, aided by another soldier, was changing the barrel, the first one apparently so heated that the gun had begun to misfire.

Tarek did not have a clear view of either man, just an occasional glimpse of heads and shoulders bobbing up and down over the rocks, a pair of gloved hands twisting the new barrel into place. But he could see a small rock overhang directly above their position.

Placing the grenade launcher on his shoulder, Tarek quickly located the overhang through the image intensifier, but his movement caught the gunner’s attention. Having just finished refitting the RPK with a fresh barrel, the gunner simultaneously chambered a cartridge and swung the gun around, steadying his aim on Tarek.

Tarek squeezed the trigger of the RPG.

With a roar, the grenade blasted from the launcher and raced to its target, striking the low rock overhang, detonating immediately above the two-man position. Shards of jagged steel ripped through the heads and upper bodies of the Russian gunners.

The noise of the explosion drew the attention of the other machine gun position. Its gun swung toward Tarek but was immediately taken out by fire from Omar and Alim.

Tarek sprinted up the rise and dove into the destroyed gun position. It took only a glance to determine the two soldiers were dead. Pushing the bloodied bodies aside, he quickly checked over the RPK and determined that, other than a cracked rear stock, the gun appeared functional. His heart pounding, Tarek took a prone position behind the gun and looked down on the scene below.

The dawn’s first light had finally come over the peaks of the Hindu Kush revealing the Spetnatz force arrayed below him like toy soldiers on a sand table. Circumstances could not have taken a more favorable turn. The RPK now had a fresh barrel and a full 75-round drum magazine with the first round already chambered, courtesy of the now-dead Russian gunner. The tide of the battle was about to change.

Tarek quickly scanned the line of Spetnatz, looking for the leader. He soon spotted him talking on a radio hand set. Probably calling in a HIND, Tarek thought to himself.

Tarek drew down on the commander and opened up with a seven round burst, killing him and the radio operator kneeling beside him. He proceeded to systematically search out individual soldiers hiding among the rocks, eliminating them with short bursts from the RPK.

After killing 20, possibly more, he ran out of ammunition. Tarek replaced the empty drum magazine with a full one and resumed his bloody work.

The Spetnatz troops realized they were being hit badly from the rear. They readjusted their positions as best they could and returned fire in Tarek’s direction.

The Mujaheddin force saw what was happening. Wild with excitement, some of the less experienced fighters began to charge toward the Russians. In seconds they were cut down by Spetnatz rifle fire, causing the remaining Mujaheddin to be more cautious in their advance.

Being caught between Tarek’s deadly enfilade machine gun fire and the close-range fire of the Muj, the effect on the Russians was devastating. Within minutes they ceased to exist as an organized fighting force. The remnants of the unit began an unorganized retreat, trying futilely to get away from the area.

In a few more minutes it was over. The Spetnatz force had been wiped out, its dead and dying littered among the blood stained rocks. The only gunfire to be heard was the sound of the occasional shot as a wounded Russian took his life to avoid capture by the Mujaheddin. Better a sudden death than what he knew waited for him at the hands of his enemy.

The battle had been Tarek’s first blooding. It had changed him forever. It had made him a hero and was the foundation on which his legend in the ISI would be built in the ensuing years.

As he returned to the guest house to prepare for the day, Tarek did not feel like a hero, but he did feel, as he had many times in the past, the eyes of the Russian dead upon him.
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Tarek sat in the waiting room at ISI Headquarters, staring at a portrait of Mohammad Ali Jinnah, the founder of Pakistan, and considered his plight. He had avoided a headquarters assignment for the last 15 years but his good fortune had now come to an end, and his Cairo days were over. He hoped his impending meeting with Major General Mohammad Seyed Ali would reveal why he had been suddenly recalled to Islamabad and exactly what his new assignment would be.

Despite not wanting to be in Islamabad, Tarek was looking forward to seeing General Ali again. He had known the general for many years and had high regard for the man as both a soldier and intelligence officer. They had first met during the war against the Soviets, when Ali was in charge of ISI’s Afghan operations and Tarek, as a young lieutenant, had been detailed from his commando regiment to the ISI. The eventual retreat of the Soviet forces from Afghanistan testified to the effectiveness of ISI’s work during those uncertain and difficult times. Ali’s key role in the effort proved to be an important stepping stone to his later selection as Director of Operations, overseeing all intelligence activities carried out by the ISI, Pakistan’s most powerful intelligence organization. Recalling his own experiences in Afghanistan, Tarek knew his reward was in coming back alive.

“Major Durrani, the General will see you now,” announced an office aide. “Please come this way.”

Tarek followed the aide into a spacious office, where he found the General working at his desk. Military awards and framed photographs of men in uniform adorned the walls—mementos of a long and successful career. Seeing Tarek, Ali removed his reading glasses, rose from his chair, and moved around the desk quickly, greeting Tarek with a strong embrace.

“Welcome back, Tarek! If I recall correctly,” Ali said, “the last time we met you had just returned from your Qandahar trip. By the way, the Brits are still thanking us for that one.”

“I’m always ready to be of help to her Majesty, Sir, especially when her service doesn’t know how to get in touch with one of its own agents,” replied Tarek. Ali chuckled. It was always a good laugh when done at MI6’s expense.

Ali walked over to a seating area in the corner of the room. He motioned Tarek to a sofa and sat down in a chair across from him. A young corporal in starched khakis, white gloves, and spit-shined boots entered the office carrying a tray of tea and biscuits. After gently placing the tray on a low table between the two men, the corporal carefully poured two cups of steaming tea. Dismissed by a nod from Ali, the corporal left the room, closing the door behind him.

As Tarek picked up the tea cup and took a slow sip, Ali studied him for a moment, remembering the uncommon courage and soldierly skill this man had demonstrated while on missions for the ISI. These attributes, taken along with Tarek’s intelligence, easy yet confident manner, and understated style, made for a remarkable and highly capable intelligence officer. Ali could not think of another ISI officer he respected or liked more.

“Have you obtained suitable quarters, Major?”

“For the moment, Sir, I am staying at my sister’s home in Rawalpindi. I hope to have something more permanent arranged within the next week or two.”

“I see,” Ali said. “Well now, Major, tell me—how is Cairo these days?”

Tarek placed his cup on the tray and sat back in the sofa.

“Sir, the extremists continue to gain ground with their attacks and internet propaganda campaigns. I’m afraid the concept of Islamic revolution has found an audience in Egypt and many points beyond.”

Ali shook his head and smiled. “It’s classic is it not, Major? Extremists have been gaining power no matter if they are godless communists or wild-eyed Islamic fundamentalists. The principles are the same. Attack the economic structure of the country and terrorize the population, while making sure their actions are cloaked in some ideological or religious doctrine that provides a guise of legitimacy—Cuba and Iran being cases in point.”

Tarek nodded. Seeing Ali’s cup almost empty, he asked, “More tea, General?”

Ali shook his head.

“Major Durrani, I know you are anxious to learn of your new assignment. Unfortunately, I cannot tell you any details except that you are to be temporarily assigned on deputation to the International Relations Executive. Tomorrow you are to report directly to the IRE’s Director, Ambassador Salim.”

Tarek was surprised. He had assumed he would work at ISI headquarters. What could he possibly do at the IRE, Pakistan’s newest government department, whose job it was to coordinate Pakistan’s propaganda efforts on the Kashmir issue?

“Speaking frankly, Sir, I am not well suited or inclined toward staff work, especially outside the intelligence field. I am sure the IRE position will require experience that I simply do not have.”

Ali laughed. “What operations officer worth his salt is inclined toward staff work, Major? And it is not clear what the nature of your work will be. Based on the criteria included in the request for one of our officers, I have a feeling, an uneasy feeling I might add, that you will be involved in some sort of initiative requiring your well-proven expertise.”

General Ali shifted in his chair. “Tarek, I realize that when you are abroad you are paid to keep track of what is happening in other countries, not your own. You may know that only four months ago, Ambassador Salim was appointed as director of the International Relations Executive, an organization that did not exist until his appointment. The creation of the IRE and Salim’s appointment as its chief are significant developments, in my estimation. Salim has held a number of important portfolios, most recently as ambassador to Tehran, where he is credited with reaching a modus vivendi with Iran on the thorny problems our erstwhile Taliban friends were causing at that time.”

Tarek nodded. “Yes, I’ve heard he is an effective diplomat.”

Ali continued. “And Salim’s influence has been further enhanced with the appointment last month of his brother-in-law, General Kamal Huq, as the deputy defense minister. They have a close relationship and have formed a powerful informal alliance that includes a number of other important officials throughout the government—even within the ISI. Their influence in foreign and security policy has been growing daily. Prime Minister Bahir is still in charge of things, but I’m nervous about the situation. Both Salim and Huq are decidedly anti-Western in outlook and have strong empathy for some of the more extreme Islamic governments and jihad movements. Considering the current political instability in the country, not to mention our nuclear weapons, the rise of these men to prominence in the government is worrying.”

Tarek had listened intently. “Sir, I understand your concern, but I am not clear on how any of this relates to my deputation to the IRE.”

Ali leaned forward in his chair, his eyes had narrowed into a piercing stare. “It may have nothing to do with it, but I can tell you that Salim went to extraordinary lengths to get an experienced ISI officer assigned to him, and I initially refused his request. However, under pressure from General Huq and ISI’s new civilian administrator, I was forced to comply.”

“But, Sir, what do you think is behind the request?”

“Unfortunately, Tarek, I don’t know.” Ali relaxed a bit and sat back in his chair. The piercing stare was now gone, replaced by a wry grin. “And that is why I have recommended you for this assignment.”
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As Mohammad Abdul Salim rose from his prayers, the light of the early morning streamed through the arched windows of his airy office suite. The sunlight pierced the interior of the room in large shafts, illuminating the finely woven detail of the many Persian carpets that decorated the room. The rich tones of the carpets on the sand-colored tile floors and the gracefully arched windows had a striking effect.

Salim had a passion for Oriental rugs, and he was considered to be something of an expert. His specialty was tribal carpets, of which he owned 50 or more. Many had been presented to him as gifts during his posting as Pakistan’s ambassador to Iran. In addition to the tribal collection, he also had acquired a number of exquisite Persian carpets from Tabriz, Esfahan, and Qom. The carpets from Qom were silk, masterfully colored with vegetable dyes using techniques that had been passed down for generations. The center piece decoration of his office, however, was not silk; it was a simple, although beautiful, kilim made of wool. He had bargained over half a day for it and he had it mounted on the wall like a trophy for all to see. At times Salim would simply stop what he was doing to gaze about at the loveliness of his surroundings.

Sitting down at his desk, Salim opened his leather-bound calendar and noted with satisfaction that later in the week he was scheduled to meet Major Tarek Durrani, the officer being detailed from ISI.

Salim had been waiting for weeks for Major Durrani and two officers from Pakistan’s Intelligence Bureau to report to the IRE. Waiting was not something Salim did well. In his mind, the widespread unresponsiveness and ineptitude of the government bureaucracy was unacceptable. How his government had managed to produce a nuclear bomb was beyond him, although he was ecstatic it had. The bomb meant everything for Pakistan’s future and some credit had to be given to the government that had created it, though Salim knew the real credit for such a wonderfully powerful tool belonged to Allah alone.

Salim reached across the desk and picked up a green folder with the words “CONTROLLED DOCUMENT” stamped across the cover. Opening the folder, Salim’s eyes fell on an 8 by 10 black and white photograph of Major Durrani—a head and shoulders shot of him in full uniform, taken the previous year. Even if the Major had not been in uniform, Salim knew he would recognize him as a soldier. More than the rugged features, the eyes reflected the nature of the man. Studying those eyes, Salim knew without a doubt that this man was a warrior, yet there was something else, something more difficult to decipher. Intelligence, inquisitiveness perhaps? Salim wasn’t sure, but he was intrigued and determined to find out. What was planned was far too important. The role he hoped Major Durrani might fill in that plan could not be left to an unknown quantity.

As Salim’s manicured fingers lightly leafed through the Major’s file, he was reminded why he had been so impressed with this operative’s record the first time he read it. The Major possessed a most unique combination of talents—a mechanical engineer by education, a soldier by experience, and an intelligence officer by profession, not to mention an interesting combination of language skills thrown into the mix. And he would need all of them in his assignment. Salim knew he would be lucky to have such a man serving under him.

Putting the file aside, Salim replaced it with a gold-embossed Qur’an, and he began to read.
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Sitting in the flowered garden of his sister’s home in Rawalpindi, Tarek watched the late afternoon sun slip behind the hills to the west. The red hues along the horizon reached a purple crescendo, then faded into the early evening darkness. Tarek relished such displays of nature’s beauty, viewing them as potent reminders of the cosmic forces always operating but so rarely noticed as people go about their daily lives.

He had enjoyed too few of these peaceful moments. His profession required that he live in crowded cities like Cairo, Khartoum, and Jakarta, where there was little of nature to enjoy but plenty of agents to be found. And it was in recruiting agents that Tarek excelled.

Even before joining ISI, Tarek recognized he could be a manipulative person, subtly and deliberately using his influence with people to help him accomplish what he wanted. Women, more accurately girls, had first helped him learn that. Due to his father’s postings in Western countries as a military attaché, Tarek grew up abroad and had far more contact with the opposite sex than most Muslim males. As early as high school in Washington, D.C., he knew he had a natural charm with girls. Later, studying engineering in London, Tarek fully realized the power he seemed to hold over women.

While part of the attention paid to him by women no doubt came from his dark good looks, Tarek was convinced his real draw was his ability to make women feel comfortable with him. This came naturally to Tarek. He liked women, both their bodies and their minds, and he learned that if he simply paid attention to them and treated them as his equal, they were usually responsive to him. He was later to learn these same human-relations truisms could be used outside romance, in his chosen profession. He had a strong suspicion there was a direct correlation between an intelligence officer’s history of sexual conquest and his success in recruiting agents to commit espionage. Tarek thought the ISI could benefit greatly by incorporating his theory into the screening and hiring practices for operations officers, but he had the good sense to keep that idea to himself.

The last light of the setting sun had faded and the night air was quickly turning cool. Tarek decided it was time to rejoin his sister, Meena, and her family inside the house.

In truth, Tarek had been delaying an interaction with his brother-in-law, Jashem Bhatti, a mid-level administrative official and a man he had little in common with. At Meena’s insistence, Tarek had agreed to stay with her family for a few days while he got settled into his new posting.

He was about to go inside when Meena opened the door and stepped into the garden. “Aren’t you ready to come in?” she called.

“Sorry. I was just admiring the beautiful sunset,” he answered.

“I knew you would notice it. I’ve spent many evenings out here, and I’ve often thought about you. I can see you haven’t changed. You’re still a dreamer.”

“A dreamer!” Tarek said in mock surprise. “I’ve been called a lot of things, but a dreamer is not one of them.”

Meena walked over to him and took his hand, “That’s because most people only see one side of you. I’m your little sister, remember? You can’t fool me with uniforms and secret missions and all those things you hide behind.”

Marveling at how much Meena had grown to look like their mother, Tarek said in a feigned whisper, “Well, don’t tell anyone. Pakistani Army officers are supposed to be warriors, not dreamers, and if the truth gets out about me, I’ll be looking for a new line of work.”

Meena let out a soft laugh and led Tarek into the house. Passing through the side foyer, Tarek stopped to look at a collection of family pictures hanging on a wall. He smiled when he saw one of his favorites—himself and Meena as children, playing in the garden while his father and mother looked on.

Then he saw another photo he had not seen in many years. His smile disappeared. The photo had been taken on his wedding day. He was in full dress uniform and Farida was beside him, beautiful and radiant.

“I just put it up the other day,” Meena said. “I hope you don’t mind.”

“No, of course not.” Tarek managed a slight smile. “We were so very young—too young really. But what choice did we have? Our parents said it was time and in those days, well, no one questioned these things.”

“But they were right, Tarek. Think about it. If you had not married, Farida would never have known the happiness she had as your wife.”

Meena’s words cut Tarek like a knife, though she had no idea they did. Only Tarek knew what their marriage had been. Happiness was not part of it. Neither was love, and only he was to blame. Farida would have been the perfect wife for most men, but Tarek had wanted something more than a wife, something Farida, with her traditional upbringing and limited exposure to the world, could never be. He had been in the West too long.

Sensing that Tarek did not intend to answer, Meena said, “Come on. Let’s eat before our dinner gets cold.”

In the dining room, their meal waited on a large wooden table Meena had inherited from their parents. Seeing the old table covered with steaming bowls of rice, lentils, mutton and chicken kabobs, and smelling the enticing aromas, brought Tarek sweet memories of warm evenings when his family would sit down to a dinner his mother had spent the day preparing.

As Tarek seated himself, he could see Meena was carrying on the mealtime tradition of their father by listening closely to her ten-year-old son, Hamid, and her-eight-year old daughter, Sarah, as they told of their day’s activities.

Jashem paid no attention to the children. His attention was focused on the mutton kebab and other dishes spread out before him. Finally, after consuming two plates of food, Jashem seemed to become conscious there were others present at the table, and he began to involve himself in the conversation.

Jashem and Meena knew Tarek was an ISI officer, but it rarely came up as a topic of conversation. Tarek preferred it that way. Little of what he did could be shared with outsiders— not that an outsider would really be able to understand. Jashem, like most others, had little understanding of intelligence work, and he regarded Tarek’s profession as something akin to service in the Mafia. To keep peace in the family, however, he did his best to conceal his suspicions and doubts about Tarek.

“Tarek, I must say it was a surprise to learn you were coming back for an assignment in Islamabad. Is it something you wanted?” Jashem asked, mostly in an effort to break into the conversation.

“No. I was as surprised as you. I was expecting to stay in Cairo for another year and then move on to another foreign posting.”

“Well, then,” Jashem muttered as he reached for a bowl of dark olives, “Why did they bring you back?”

Not wishing to be drawn into a discussion of his assignment, Tarek answered, “The assignments people felt it was time I returned and did my penance. So, here I am.”

“How long will you be able to stay in Islamabad?” Meena asked. “I do hope it is for a while.”

“Well, these things are always subject to change, but I expect to be here for three years, which is a normal tour. I should have a better idea tomorrow after I meet my new boss.” Tarek did not mention that he would not be working at ISI.

Meena beamed. “I think it is wonderful that you will be here. I couldn’t be happier about it.”

Tarek smiled across the table at her. “I also am glad. It will give me a chance to spend time with my favorite sister and her family and to get back in touch with Pakistan.”

Tarek had missed Pakistan. He had missed its vivid landscapes, blue skies, and the peaceful villages found deep in its mountain valleys, nestled alongside clear flowing rivers and streams. As a boy, Tarek had spent many weeks at his father’s village home in the mountains near Murree where his father took his home leave from foreign postings. Tarek had loved the Spartan lifestyle, and he longed to experience it again.

“I think you’ll find your tour in Islamabad to be time well-spent,” Jashem opined. “You need to get reacquainted with your government and the new direction it is taking.”

“I suppose there is some value in my being here, but I’m not sure what you mean when you refer to a new direction.” Tarek said.

His hunger subdued, Jashem slumped back in his chair and said, “I simply refer to our government’s realization that the solutions to Pakistan’s problems can be found here and among our brethren Islamic nations. The government is at last coming to the realization that the US can no longer be counted on to provide the kind of help our country needs.”

Tarek reflected on Jashem’s words for a brief moment. “Well, you are right that our relationship with the US is different than it was during our collaboration driving the Soviets out of Afghanistan and when the US used us as a counterweight to the Soviet-Indian alliance. Although still, some parallels to the current relationship can be drawn.”

“How so?” asked Jashem.

“I am speaking of the US war on terror and its heavy reliance on Pakistan’s support. Nonetheless, our relationship with the US is not as close as it once was, though it has still been costly for Pakistan. After all, we lost General Masood as a direct consequence of our cooperation with the US” Tarek shook his head. “The assassination of a president is a high price for any country to pay.”

Tarek noted the dismissive look on Jashem’s face yet continued. “But if by taking a new direction you mean the government is becoming more self-reliant and is educating its youth and developing the resources of the country, then that is good news. If, however, you are referring to the anti-Western rhetoric and calls to cut ties to the West, then I believe this new direction is dangerous for Pakistan’s future well-being.”

Jashem slowly shook his head. “War on terror, Tarek? Let’s call it what it is—war on Islam! You need not look any further than the US relationship with India compared to its treatment of Pakistan. Look how over the years the US badgered Pakistan about its weapons programs. Yet, the US has gone so far as to support India’s development of its nuclear technology. What are we to assume from this? Give me one reason why we should not turn our backs on America and all the Western countries.”

Setting aside for the moment the specifics of Jashem’s arguments, Tarek was surprised at his apparent new interest in international relations. Tarek could not recall having seen Jashem in such an animated state—about anything, except perhaps food.

“You make some good points, Jashem; however, it would be short-sighted and an unforgivable mistake to cut our relations with the West.”

“Tarek, you are forgetting Pakistan’s greatest and only true ally, Allah. Next to Allah, the West with all its technology is nothing. I predict Pakistan and our brother Islamic countries will one day again dazzle the world, perhaps not with technology, but with model societies that provide for the needs of their people.” Jashem shook his head vigorously, “The Western countries are hollow on the inside. They will one day shatter from lack of spiritual sustenance.”

Tarek had heard this line before, but not from Jashem. As Tarek recalled, Jashem rarely went to mosque and had never made a religious statement beyond saying ‘inshallah’ (God willing) when Meena told him dinner would soon be ready. Why was Jashem, of all people, now advocating Islam as Pakistan’s only way to a better life? The theory was familiar; he had heard it in Cairo, Khartoum, and Algiers and had seen the blood that resulted when it was put into practice. Only now he was hearing it at home and from the husband of his sister, no less.

Tarek knew that in one sense, however, Jashem was right. Economic might had not made Western nations into model societies of contented people. The West had problems—big problems—at least a part of which he thought derived from an abandonment of religion. Aside from the American Christian ultra-conservative movement, which Tarek equated to Islam’s jihadists, God seemed to be unimportant in the daily lives of most Westerners.

Meena and the children had long since left the table when Jashem rose from his chair and asked Tarek if he would like to take tea in the sitting room. No further discussion of politics or religion took place, but Tarek sensed that Jashem was proud of himself for having said the things he did. Tarek did not know what to make of Jashem, but decided to withhold judgment until he had spent some more time back in his country.

Shortly after he finished his tea, Tarek said goodnight and retired to the guest quarters for the evening.
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Tarek arrived at the high-domed lobby of the IRE exactly 10 minutes before his 9:00 a.m. appointment. He presented his government ID to the dull-eyed guard seated behind the reception desk, who checked Tarek’s name against a register.

“Please have a seat, Sir. Someone will be with you shortly.”

Tarek did not sit down, preferring instead to walk about the room, admiring the architecture of the stately old building. It had been built during the British Raj era, yet was Mughal in design. Tarek was fascinated by architecture, especially buildings with the smooth curves and colorful inlaid tiles introduced by the early Islamic rulers of South Asia.

The beauty of the room reminded him of Granada’s Alhambra, which Tarek had once visited during a temporary assignment in Madrid. He had spent a sunny afternoon walking through the palace’s cool rooms and intimate gardens, its beauty and quiet majesty leaving a lasting impact. That the Muslims built the Alhambra during their seven-century occupation of the Iberian Peninsula had always been a source of pride for Tarek. The beauty of the building he now found himself in reflected the elegance of the Alhambra, different only in scale.

A short man dressed in a rumpled Western suit approached. “Major Durrani, I am Fakrul Rahim, Ambassador Salim’s personal secretary. I will escort you to the ambassador now.”

Tarek nodded, “Please, lead the way.”

They ascended a circular stairwell, the sound of their steps on the hard marble floor audibly marking their climb. Reaching the third floor, Rahim directed Tarek to Salim’s office.

“Please go in. The ambassador is waiting.”

As Tarek stepped through the door he immediately felt as he had just entered a special place of beauty and reverence. The decor and architecture of the room were stunning.

Ambassador Salim watched Tarek’s arrival and took advantage of his momentary distraction to take his first hard look at this man on whom so much would depend. As Tarek’s gaze swung round to meet his own, a slight smile came to Salim’s lips. Yes, he knew in an instant, Major Durrani was the man for the job.

Salim moved toward Tarek and greeted him. “Good Morning, Major Durrani. I am Mohammad Salim. I am so glad to meet you at last.”

“It is a pleasure, Mr. Ambassador.”

Tarek was surprised at the ambassador’s height, at least 6 feet, 2 inches. His lean well-muscled frame gave him the appearance of an athlete and, in an odd way, reminded Tarek of himself. Salim’s dark clear eyes suggested a strong intellect, but there was also a hardness about them.

At Salim’s invitation, Tarek took a seat on a sofa. Salim picked up a string of emerald green prayer beads from his desk and seated himself at the opposite end.

“Bring tea,” he ordered Rahim, then turned to Tarek.

“Major Durrani, I must tell you that the International Relations Executive would be privileged to have a man of your caliber and experience assigned to it,” His gaze still fixed on Tarek, Salim began to slowly work the prayer beads between the thumb and index finger of his left hand. “I have read your file on more than one occasion and each time I do, I praise Allah that Pakistan has men such as yourself in its service. You have many accomplishments you can be proud of.”

Tarek sensed genuine sincerity in Salim’s praise, but he always suspected the motive behind praise, sincere or otherwise. Still, Tarek gave the appropriate response. “Thank you for your kind words, Ambassador.”

As Rahim delivered the tray of tea the two men sat in silence. Once alone again, Salim asked Tarek about his background—his family situation, where he had lived while growing up, and his education. Salim seemed most intrigued by Tarek’s experiences living abroad, particularly the time spent in the US when his father was posted to the Pakistani embassy.

“I must admit, I have only been in the US once and that was in New York for meetings at the UN I was impressed by New York, at least in some ways, but I know it is not representative of the country at large.” Salim said.

Tarek nodded. “Certainly, that is true. New York is a world to itself.”

Discussing Tarek’s professional background, it was obvious Salim had studied the ISI file well, as he spent little time on the subject of his qualifications. He did question Tarek about his engineering degree and asked if he still tried to keep up with developments in the field.

“Yes, I try to keep up with it, mostly through a couple of professional publications I receive, but certainly I would not be candid if I said I was a technically competent engineer. My career in intelligence has been far too demanding of my time to allow that.”

Salim smiled. “It is your intelligence expertise we are in most need of, Major Durrani, but your grounding in engineering is also a plus.”

Long experienced in eliciting information, Tarek was able to learn a bit about Salim’s background as well. One interesting nugget to emerge was that Salim’s uncle was a well-known Sunni Imam who had received his religious instruction in Saudi Arabia. Salim was the uncle’s favorite nephew, and he wanted Salim to follow in his footsteps by receiving advanced religious training.

In mentioning this, Salim commented, “Uncle once told me he had dreamed I would be a great servant of Allah and the Muslim people. And for a while as a young man, I felt drawn to this calling and studied the Holy Qur’an under Uncle. However, I also had a strong desire to enter civil service, and when I applied and was accepted, I decided it was the will of Allah that I should enter the government, believing that there are many ways a man can serve Allah. I can see now, having achieved this position, that my decision was a correct one.”

Tarek also learned that although Salim had served as an ambassador to Iran, he was not a career Foreign Ministry officer. According to General Ali, it was in this important position that Salim had firmly established credentials as a man with vision and the drive to shape events to his liking. It was clear to Tarek that Salim had come into his own, a man of ambition and self confidence, thinly veiled by polite modesty.

Eventually, the conversation came around to why Tarek was being brought to the IRE. Tarek chose not to raise the question himself but waited for Salim to bring up the topic.

“Major Durrani,” Salim said, “the IRE is a new organization, and I had a personal hand in its establishment following my return from Tehran. The IRE has been established for the express purpose of developing an effective policy on the most serious issue confronting our country—India’s illegal occupation of Kashmir. Our mission, simply put, is to change Indian policy on Kashmir by gaining and leveraging international support and applying other levers as required. To accomplish this, the IRE will work concurrently with the diplomatic, defense, security, and policy apparatus to ensure a well coordinated effort.”

“Ambassador, I’m glad to hear that our government’s approach on Kashmir is being coordinated. As a member of the nuclear club, it is essential that the left hand know what the right hand is doing, particularly regarding issues connected to India.”

Salim smiled briefly. Tarek’s reference to Pakistan’s nuclear capability was an unexpected but interesting comment. Perhaps another one of Major Durrani’s many talents was strategic thinking. A shame perhaps, but this talent would be wasted; Major Durrani’s role with IRE was to be tactical, not strategic.

“You are correct, Major. Pakistan’s nuclear capability makes the goals of the IRE even more important.”

Tarek nodded. Although the on-again, off-again talks with India on Kashmir had recently been restarted after a total breakdown, the fervor of the nationalistic rhetoric once again coming from New Delhi, was alarming. “Yes, Ambassador, the situation with India is worrisome. India will always be our preeminent concern.”

Salim was glad to see Tarek was well-attuned to the challenge India posed for Pakistan. The recently elected nationalist government in New Delhi had made clear its strategic intentions toward Pakistan when it conducted yet another test detonation of a nuclear bomb shortly after coming to power. As had become its policy, Pakistan quickly responded to the provocation, detonating its own bomb—and two more for good measure.

Salim firmly believed that the development of the bomb and a reliable delivery system made Pakistan a military equivalent of India. This put the Indo-Pak confrontation on the same footing as the East-West standoff prior to the fall of the Soviet empire. Salim was certain the balance-of-power dynamics currently at play could be used to Pakistan’s advantage regarding Kashmir, allowing Pakistan to take steps it never could have considered before, without fear of military defeat and possible annihilation.

Salim angrily shook his head, clenching the prayer beads in a tight fist. “How many years must we wait before the people of Indian-occupied Kashmir become a part of the country they have every right to belong to? They have a right to the destiny that was stolen from them by decree of imperialist powers. The Kashmiri people have been waiting more than half a century for the UN to live up to its word to hold a referendum on their status. I believe that is far too long, don’t you Major?”

Tarek well understood Ambassador Salim’s frustration over Kashmir. Although the division of the region had been largely along religious lines, by a quirk of history, a Hindu Maharaja had delivered his Muslim majority territory to Indian control, splitting the area of Jammu and Kashmir between India and Pakistan, thus sowing the seeds of a dispute that continued to produce violence, bloodshed, and war.

Ambassador Salim continued. “I think we must accept that the plebiscite on Kashmir promised by the UN at the time of partition is nothing more than a child’s dream, and will never take place. What we must do is change the equation so that when India does the calculus, it realizes it must make accommodations.”

The tone in Salim’s voice was one of determination, and Tarek simply acknowledged his remark with a nod.

“Major Durrani, our Islamic republic, with the blessing of Allah, will not be intimidated by India’s Hindu extremist government. Pakistan will reassert itself in this region. We must face the Indian challenge and expose it to the world as the arrogant power it is. To do this we need smart, dynamic men who can take initiative and make things happen. I firmly believe you are this kind of man, and you will be a tremendous asset for the IRE. Consider this conversation as the IRE’s formal acceptance of your assignment here.”

Tarek was not surprised at the quickness of the ambassador’s decision to accept him. Men like Salim seldom deliberated long on such matters, trusting their initial instincts to guide them. They were usually correct in their judgments. Sometimes, however, they were spectacularly wrong.

“You will be working exclusively on the India account for the IRE,” Salim said. “No other duties or distractions—period. You should also know that everything you do at the IRE is compartmented and cannot be shared with anyone, not even your colleagues at ISI. I’m sure you are well acquainted with the ‘need to know’ principle. Now, if there are no other questions, I am expected at the prime minister’s office in a few minutes.” With that, Salim stood up, signaling the meeting was over and walked Tarek to the door.

“The India Office Director is Admiral Mohammad Nurullah, with whom you will become acquainted shortly. I suggest that before you report to work, you make sure your personal accommodations are in order, as you will have little time once you start work.”

“No problem, Ambassador,” Tarek responded, “My accommodations are already arranged, and there is little else in my life but my work.”

“Excellent, Major, I can see you have the right attitude. Again, I must tell you how delighted I am that you are here. The IRE needs you, and more importantly, Pakistan needs you.”

Salim shook Tarek’s hand and, in what appeared to be an afterthought, said, “Oh, Major. You can expect to spend some time traveling. I hope that is not a problem for you.”

Tarek smiled. “Not at all, Sir. Traveling has always been part and parcel of my occupation.”

“Very good, then. Admiral Nurullah will fill you in on additional details at the appropriate time.”

When Tarek had gone, Salim returned to his desk. A moment later Rahim joined him. “Rahim, I am quite impressed with Major Durrani,” Salim said, again slowly working his prayer beads. “The ISI has certainly filled the bill by sending him to us. He is perfectly suited for the task.”

“I was impressed as well,” Rahim agreed.

“Still, we can’t afford to take anything for granted. I want to continue our due diligence right up to the time Major Durrani deploys. He is an ISI officer after all, and it is not clear which camp he falls into—the old guard, or the new.”

“With a little time, I should be able to determine on which side of the line he stands, Mr. Ambassador.”

“Excellent, Rahim. Stay on top of it and please keep me informed.”
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It had been two weeks since Tarek began work at the IRE. Admiral Nurullah had assigned him to the smallest branch in the India Department. Aside from its small size, it was also distinct from the rest of the department in that it was located in a different building. Tarek was surprised to learn that most of the 15 men in his branch—there were no women—were detailed from the Army, although two were officers belonging to the ISI’s domestic rival, the Intelligence Bureau.

Tarek was given a small office with just enough room for two gray metal desks, a desktop computer on one of them. The white walls were barren and dingy, speckled with the squashed remains of mosquitoes, victims of previous occupants. The office didn’t matter to Tarek—he wouldn’t be spending much time there.

Arriving at work, he found a package containing materials he had requested shortly after being briefed on his project. Most of the information contained in the package was unclassified—a few open-source documents, most from international news publications, along with some Foreign Ministry reports and a series of reports submitted over recent months by Pakistan’s embassy in Bangladesh.

The largest document was a 54-page report produced the previous year by the Pakistani mission to the United Nations in New York. There was also a reference book on environmental studies and several maps covering the border areas of India and Bangladesh, including a 1 to 250,000 scale military version. He was primarily interested in the last item.

Tarek unfolded the map and spread it over one of the small desks. He studied it closely until he located the point where the Ganges River intersected the India-Bangladesh border. Placing his index finger on the spot, he traced the river westward into India. At a distance of 18 kilometers from the border, Tarek saw a thick black line intersecting the Ganges. It was Farakka Barrage.

At the time of his project briefing, Tarek had known nothing about Farakka Barrage and felt embarrassed having to admit this to the briefing officer, a stuffy colonel of the Pak Army’s engineering branch. The colonel, however, was not the least bit surprised at Tarek’s ignorance and showed no hesitancy in saying so. He proceeded to give a standard briefing that included a description of Farakka Barrage and its significance in India’s political relation with Bangladesh.

The 2,250-meter-long dam known as Farakka Barrage had been completed in 1971 with Soviet assistance at a cost of $1 billion. Although the Soviets had provided funding, the dam was still a point of pride for India, as it was designed by the internationally renowned Indian engineer Rabindranath Advani. A related project, the Jangipur feeder canal that connected the Ganges to the Hoogly River, was completed in 1975.

Farakka Barrage was built to divert water south during the dry season, keeping the river navigable and controlling the salinity of the water, particularly for Calcutta to the south. In the monsoon season, the gates of the barrage were raised to allow floodwaters to flow unimpeded eastward into Bangladesh.

In recent years, the Farakka Barrage had become a serious friction point between Bangladesh and India. The government in Dhaka blamed the barrage for the desertification of some parts of western Bangladesh, as well as the loss of vegetation and increased salinity in the Sundarbans, the world’s largest mangrove swamp.

New Delhi held that the desertification was due to natural changes in weather and river patterns. Dhaka insisted otherwise and took its case to the United Nations. In its petition to the UN, Dhaka demanded that during the dry season the barrage gates be raised, allowing water to continue to flow eastward into Bangladesh. India had refused.

Now, as Tarek stood in his office staring down at the line on the map indicating Farakka Barrage, he began to anticipate the challenges he would face carrying out his mission to collect full design specifications of the structure. According to Admiral Nurullah, flow rates of water passing through the dam could be calculated from these blueprints. From that, calculations on the amount of water blocked from entering Bangladesh and the Sundarbans during the dry season could be made. The admiral said the IRE planned to use these calculations behind-the-scenes to support Bangladesh’s case against India in order to embarrass her on the world stage.

Tarek’s mission was a straightforward collection operation, the kind he enjoyed most. Although his target was not military in nature, the fact that it was in India raised the difficulty level by several notches. India’s intelligence and security services were highly professional, and if they were able to compromise the operation, it would add to the growing spiral of political and military tension between the two countries.

Tarek wondered if a mission to collect what could best be described as environmental intelligence was worth the risks. After all, the site had no military value, and it was located on the opposite side of the country, far from Pakistan. Other questions puzzled him too. Why wasn’t the ISI given the job instead of the IRE? The ISI probably already had agents in place that could provide at least some base-line data on the dam.

He had to conclude the reason was a bureaucratic one. The IRE was a new organization, and it wanted to prove its worth and self-sufficiency, even if it was not up to the task. Asking for an ISI officer to be temporarily assigned was a compromise position, probably seen as a better option than asking the ISI to carry out the Farakka Barrage mission, and any others like it. Tarek cleared the materials off the desk, returning them to the cardboard box. Sitting down at his computer, he began to read through the daily diplomatic cables coming from Pakistan’s embassies abroad. He could not read ISI operational traffic at this office; however, once every couple of days he would go to ISI headquarters and read up on developments in India. He didn’t mind; it gave him a good reason to be at ISI, where he could keep in touch with General Ali.

Tarek had not for a moment taken seriously Ambassador Salim’s admonition that he should not discuss his work at the IRE. General Ali was one of the very few people Tarek knew he could trust completely. Above all others, Ali, as the Director of Operations for ISI, needed to know about any intelligence operations being mounted abroad, particularly in India, a hostile nation armed with nuclear missiles, all of which were pointed at Pakistan.

Nonetheless, Tarek was being as discreet as possible in his contacts with Ali, who had cautioned him that he suspected his own movements and activities were being monitored. As a precaution, he and Tarek had agreed there would be no telephone contact between them.

Tarek decided it was time to brief Ali on how he planned to carry out the Farakka Barrage mission.
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