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Nonstop praise for the brilliant,
frightening, explosive

THE DAY OF THE JACKAL

*“It’s an awful cliché to say that ‘you won't be able to
put this book down,’ but cliché or not, it’s the truth.”
—The Wall Street Journal

“Chillingly real . . . rushing along with such passion
that the reader himself seems to be traveling with ‘The
Jackal.” One of the best books of its type in a long
time.”’
—Newsday
“It is a splendid tribute to Forsyth's extraordinary
expertise in plotting that you hold your breath for
chapter after chapter . . . there are snatches, interro-
gations, murders and some titillating bedroom scenes.
Novelist Forsyth plays it cool and serves it up at white
heat.”
" —Saturday Review Syndicate
“If ever there was a book that fits the can’t-put-it-
down category, this is it.”’
—The Minneapolis Tribune
“A first-class thriller, the best chase story in many

seasons.”’
—The Plain Dealer, Cleveland

“This is a stunning political thriller and the most
successful exercise in sustained suspense we’ve en-
countered in years. The Day of the Jackal will raise
hob with the eating and sleeping schedules of those
who encounter it. For to begin it is to remain mesmer-

ized to the end.”’
—Buffalo Evening News

“Cleverly conceived . . . chilling . . . spellbinding.”
—Baltimore Sun

“*Goodbye Ambler, le Carré and Simenon. Forsyth

has outclassed them all.”
o —Detroit Free Press
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PART ONE

- Anatomy of a Plot
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It is cold at 6:40 in the morning of a March day in Paris,
and seems even colder when a man is about to be exe-
cuted by firing squad. At that hour on March 11, 1963,
in the main courtyard of the Fort d'Ivry a French Air
Force colonel stood before a stake driven into the chilly
- gravel as his hands were bound behind the post, and
stared with slowly diminishing disbelief at the squad of
soldiers facing him twenty metres away.

A foot ed the grit, a tiny release from tension, as
the blindfold was wrapped around the eyes of Lieuten-
ant-Colonel Jean-Marie Bastien-Thiry, age thirty-five,
lt)i}otﬂng out tue llixght for the last time. Tltxﬁ mmnc:ll;:g :S

e priest was a helpless t to the cra
twe}:)xg rifle bolts as the wim and cocked their
carbines.

Beyond the walls a Berliet truck blared for a passage
as some smaller vehicle crossed its path towards the cen-
tre of the city; the sound died away, masking the “Take

aim” order from the officer in charge of the squad.
The crash of rifle fire, when it came, caused no ripple on
the surface of the waking city, other than to send a flut-
ter of pigeons or & few moments. The single
“whack” seconds later of the eogp—de-graoe was lost_in
the rising din of traffic from the walls.

The death of the officer, leader of a gang of Secret
Army Organisation killers who had sought to shoot the
President of France, was to have been an end—an end to
further atte:népb on the President’s life. By a quirk of
fate it marked a beginning, and to exal:lm why, it is first
fx;:.;ssary to expl:ﬂn why a ﬁdodf]et(lixe came to hang

its ropes in the courtyard i rison out-
lidel’uisopfsthatMarchmoming.... il

The sun had dropped at last behind th:“galaoe wall,
and long shadows rippled across the courtyard bringing a
welcome relief, Even at 7 in the evening of the hottest
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4 The Day of the Jackal

day of the year the temperature was still twenty-five de-.
grees centigrade. Across the sweltering city the Parisians
piled querulous wives and yelling into cars
and trains to leave for the weeZend in the country. It was
August 22, 1962, the day a few men waiting beyond the
city boundaries had decided that the Presi General
Charles de Gaulle, should die.

Whilé the city’s population prepared to flee the heat
for the relative cool oF the rivers and beaches, the cabi-
net meeting behind the ornate fagade of the El
Palace continued. Across the tan gravel of the t
courtyard, now cooling in welcome shadow, sixteen black
Citroen DS sedans were drawn up nose to tail, forming a
circle round three quarters of the area.

The drivers,, lur?dn in the deepest shade close to the
west wall where the siadows had arrived first, exchanged
the inconsequential banter of those who spend most of
their working days waxtm% on their masters” whims.

There was more desultory grumbling at the unusual
length of the Cabinet’s deliberations, until a moment be-
fore 7:30 a chaned and bemedalled usher appeared be-
hind the plate glass doors at the top of the six steps of
the palace and gestured towards the guards. Among the
drivers, half-smoked Gauloises were dropped and ground
into the gravel. The security men and guards stiffened in
their boxes beside the front gate and the massive iron
grilles were swung open. :

The chauffeurs were at the wheels of their limousines -
when the first group of ministers appeared behind the
plate glass. The usher opened the doors and the members
of the Cabinet straEgIed down the steps exchanging a
few last-minute wishes for a restful weekend. In order
of precedence the sedans eased up to the base of the
steps, the usher opened the rear door with a bow, the
Ministers climbed into ‘their msslecﬁve cars and were
driven away past the salutes of the Garde Républicaine
and out into Faubourg Saint Honoré. ,

Within ten minutes they were gone. Two long black
DS 19 Citroens remained in tb?rﬁ'“d' and each slowly
cruised to the base of the steps. The first, ﬂ{iing the
nant of the President of the French Reg;l:nc, was -
en by Francois Marroux, a police driver the training
and headquarters camp of the Gendarmerie Nationale at
Satory. His silent temperament had kept him apart from
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6 The Day of the Jackal

for an August weekend, and no advance warning of the
President’s departure had been given. Only the whine of
the my cle sirens told traffic cops on utyoftheli
ach of the convoy, and they had to wave and whi
tically to get the traffic stopped in time.
The convoy picked up speed in the tree-darkened
avenue and erupted into the sunlit Place Clemenceau,
heading straight across towards the Pont Alexandre IIL
Ridins in the slipstream of the official cars, the scooter-
ist had little difficulty in following. After the bddgmMar-
roux followed the motorcyclists into the Avenue General
Gallieni and thence into the broad Boulevard des In-
valides. The scooterist at this t had his answer—the
route de Gaulle’s convoy would take out of Paris. At the
unction of the Boulevard des Invalides and the rue de
arennes he eased back the screaming throttle and
swerved towards a comer cafe. Inside, taking a small
metal token from his pocket, he strode to the back of the
:ﬁe where the telephone was situated and placed a local

Lieutenant-Colonel Jean-Marie Bastien-Thiry waited
in the suburb of M He was married, with three
children, and he worked in the Air M . Behind the
conventional fagade of his professional and y life, he
nurtured a deep bitterness towards Charles de Gaulle,
o e s B B e
who in 1 to g
Algeria to the Algerian nationalists.

He personally had lost nothing through the loss of
Algeria, and it was not personal consideration that moti-
vated him. In his own eyes he was a patriot, a man con-
vinced that he would be serving his d by
slaying the man he thought had betrayed her. Many
thousands shared his views at that time, but few in com-
parison were fanatical members of the Secret Army Or-
gmhaﬂons,whichhadmntokmdecaulleand g

own his government. Bastien-Thiry was such a man.

He was sipping a beer when the call came through.
The barman passed him the phone, then went to adjust
the television sfet at fthe otherdsend of thg’ b‘;a‘r’. Bastien-
Thiry listened for a few seconds, muttere ery good,
thank you,” into the mouthpiece, and set it down. His
beer was already paid for, He strolled out of the bar onto



Anatomy of a Plot 7

the pavement, took a rolled newspaper from under his
ann,pa:xd carefully unfolded it twice.

Across the street a g woman let the lace cur-
tainofherﬁxstﬂoormnand,mmin to the twelve men
who lounged about the room, she said, “It’s route number
two.” The five youngsters, amateurs at the business of
killing, stopped twisting their hands and jumped up.

The other seven were older and less nervous. S
among them in the assassination attempt and second-
in-command to Bastien-Thiry was Lieutenant Alain Bou-
?enet de la Tocnaye, an extreme right-winger from a
amily of landed gentry. He was thirty-five, married, with
two children.

The most dangerous man in the room was Georges
Watin, - aged thirty-nine, a bulky-shouldered, square-
}owled OAS fanatic, eriginally an agricultural engineer
rom Algeria, who in two years had emerged again as one
of the OAS’s most dangerous trigger-men. From an old
leg-wound he was known as “the Limp.”

When the girl announced the news, the twelve men
trooped downstairs via the back of the building to a side
street where six vehicles, all stolen or hired, had been
parked. The time h::ls 7:55. i

Bastien-Thiry personally spent days p!gming
the site of the assassination, measuring angles fire,
speedofand distance of the moving v:&iclaﬁzd g:e 1&

firepower necessary to em. e
E:iecbsen was a long straights?o?ad called thepAvenue
de la Libération, leading up to the main cross-roads of
Petit-Clamart. The plan was for the first group containing
the marksmen with their rifles to open fire on the Presi-
dent’s car some two hundred yards before the cross-
roads. They would shelter d an Estafette van
parked by the roadside, beginninci’their fire at a very
shallow angle to the oncoming vehicles.

By Bastien-Thiry’s calculations, 150 bullets should pass
through the leading car by the time it came abreast of
the van. With the presidential car brought to a stop, the
second OAS group would out of a side road to
blast the security police vehicle at close ran&le. Both
foups would :Eend a few seconds finishing off the i-

ential party, then spring for the three getaway vehicles
in another side street.



never liked such ostentation sitting out in and dis-
pensed with them whenever he could. In this manner

e convoy entered the Avenue de la Division Leclerc at
Petit-Clamart. It was 8:17 p.m.

A mile 13 the road Bastien-Thiry was cing
the effects of his big mistake. He would not learn of it
until told by the police as he sat months later in Death
Row. Investigating the timetable of his assassination, he
Rad aasea.lendartodisooverhtbntduskfel]o;

292 at 8:35, seemin en te enough even
d:gust Gaulle was late on hisglyusualpl stc)lvaednle, as gehi;deed he
- was. But the calendar the Air Force colonel had consulted
related to 1961, On August 22, 1962, dusk fell at 8:10.
Those twenty-five minutes were to change the of
France. At 8:18 Bastien-Thiry discerned the convoy hur-
tling down the Avenue de la Libération towards him at
seventy miles per hour. Frantically he waved his news-
w%g%madng&mwwﬁm%

angrily throu gloom at

e bus stop.-“Has the colonel wavedhispaper)i‘;tu;'he
- asked of no one in particular. The words were hardly out
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of his mouth when he saw the shark-nose of the Presi-
dent’s car flash past the bus stop and into vision. “Fire,” he
screamed to the men at his feet. They opened up as the
convoy came abreast of them, firing with a ninety-degree
lay-(t)l_ at a moving target passing them at seventy miles
per hour. :

That the car took twelve bullets at all was a tribute to
the killers’ marksmanship. Most of those hit the Citroen
from behind. Two tires shredded under the fire, and al-
though they were self-sealing tubes the sudden loss of

ressure caused the speeding car to lurch and go into a
ront-wheel skid. That was when Frangois Marroux saved
de Caulle’s life.

While the ace marksman, exdegionnaire Varga, cut
1:{ the tires, the remainder emptied their magazines at

e disappearing rear window, Several slugs passed
through the bodywork, and one shattered the rear win-
dow, passing within a few inches of the presidential
nose. In the front seat Colonel de Boissieu turned and
roared, “Get down,” at his parents-in-law. Madame de
Gaulle lowered her head towards her hus'b;ed's cllap. The
General vent to a frosty “What, a and turned
to look ogv:f the back window. 5

Marroux held the shuddering steering wheel and gen-
tly turned into the skid, easing down the accelerator as
he did so. After a momentar of power the Citroen
surged forward again to the intersection with the
Avenue du Buis, the side-road where the second com-
mando of OAS men waited. Behind Marroux the. security
car clung to his tail, untouched by any bullets at all.

For Bougrenet de la Tocnaye, waiting with engine
running in the Avenue du Bois, the speed of the ap-
proaching cars gave him a clear choice: to intercept and
commit suicide as the hurtling metal cut him to pieces, or
let the clutch in a half-second too late. He chose the
latter. As he swung his car out of the side road and into

line with the tial convoy, it was not de Gaulle’s
car he came lede, but that of the marksman body-
guard d’Jouder and Commissaire Ducret.

. _ Leaning from the right-hand side window, outside

_the car from the waist up, Watin emptied his submachine
at the back of the lg in front, in which he could see-

e Gaulle’s haughty profile through the smashed glass. '

“Why don’t those idiots fire backP” de Caulle asked
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querulously. D’Jouder was trying to get a shot at the
OAS killers across ten feet of air between the two cars, but
the police driver blocked his view. Ducret shouted to the
driver to stick with the President, and a second later the
OAS were left behind. The two motorcycle outriders, one
having nearly been unseated by de la Tocnaye's sudden
rush out of the side road, recovered and closed us. The
whole convoy swept into the roundabout and road-junc-
tion, crossed it, and continued towards Villacoublay.

At the ambush site the OAS men had no time for
recriminations. They were to come later. Leaving the
three cars used in the operation, they leapt aboard the
giataway vehicles and disappeared into the descending

oom.

From his car-borne transmitter Commissaire Ducret
called Villacoublay and told them briefly what had hap-
pened. When the convoy arrived ten minutes later,
General de Gaulle insisted on driving straight to the apron
where the helicopter was waiting. As the car stopped, a
surge of officers and officials surrounded it, G?ulllng open
the doors to assist a shaken Madame de Gaulle to her
feet. From the other side the General emer
the debris and shook glass splinters from his lapel. Ig-
nori‘;lﬁkt::; paniclx solicitude of the surrounding officers,

, round the car to take his wife’s arm.

“Come, my dear, we are going home,” he told her,
and finally gave the Air Force staff his verdict on the
OAS: “They can't shoot straight.” With that he guided his
wife into the helicopter and took his seat beside her.
He was joined by d’Jouder, and they took off for a
weekend in the country.

On the tarmac Frangois Marroux sat ashen-faced be-
hind the wheel. Both tires along the right-hand side of
the car had finally given out, and the DS was riding on
its rims. Ducret muttered a quiet word of congratulations
to him, then went on with the business of clearing up.

While journalists the world over speculated om the
assassination attempt and for lack anything better
filled their columns with personal conjectures, the French
police, headed by the Streté Nationale and backed up by
the Secret Service and the Gendarmerie, launched the
biggest police operation in French history. Soon it was to
become the biggest manhunt the country had yet known,
only later to ie surpassed by the manhunt for another
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assassin whose story remains unknown but who is still
listed in the files is code name, the Jackal.

They got their first break on September 3, and, as is so
often the case with police work, it was a routine check
that brought results, Outside the town of Valence, south
of Lyons on the main road from Paris to Marseilles, a
police roadblock stopped a private car containing four
men. They had stopped hundreds that day to examine
identity papers, but in this case one of the men in the
car had no papers on him. He claimed he had lost them.
He and the other three were taken to Valence for rou-
tine questioning,

At Valence it was established that the other three in
.the car had nothing to do with the fourth, apart from
having offered him a lift. They were released. The fourth
man’s fingerprints were taken and sent to Paris, just to see
if he was who he said he was. The answer came back
twelve hours later: the fingerprints were those of a twen-
ty-two-year-old deserter from the Foreign Legion, who
faced charges under military law. But the name he had
given was quite accurate—Pierre-Denis Magade.

Magade was taken to the headquarters of the Service
Régional of the Police Judiciaire at Lyons. While waitin
in an anteroom for interrogation, one of the police guard-
ing lg_im playfully asked, “Well, what about Petit-Cla-
mart

Magade shrugged helplessly. “All right,” he answered,
“what do you want to know?”

As stunned police officers listened to him and stenog-
raphers” pens scratched across one notebook after another,
Magade “sang” for eight hours. By the end he had
named every one of the participants of Petit-Clamart,
and nine others who had played smaller rcles in the plot-
ting stages or in procuring the equipment. Twenty-two
in all. The hunt was on, aud this time the police knew
whom they were looking for.

In the end only one escaped, and has never been
caught to this day. Georges Watin got away and is pre-
sumed to be living in Spain along with most of the other
OAS chiefs.

The interrogation and preparation of the charges
against Bastien-Thiry, Bougrenet de la Tocnaye, and the
other leaders of the plot were finished by Lecember,
and the group went on trial in January 1963.
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Whﬂe&whhlwum,ﬂnOASgﬂxuod!hﬁmg&
for another all-out attack on the
and the French Secret Service fought back
claw. Under the t norms. of life,
the veneer of culture and civilisation, one of the bitter-:
est and most sadistic underground wars of modem his-
tory was fought out. ,

The French Secret Service is called the Service de
Documentation Extérieure et de Contre-Espionage, known
forshortuSDECE.Itsduﬁumbodxthoseofegz-'
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them loose on the OAS. Some of them enlisted in the OAS
and infiltrated its highest councils. From here they were



