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Dedicated to those

intelligence assets denied.

For Marilyn Trubey and Joe Dunlap,

without whose devotion to the defense

of others this book would, at best, have

been written from a prison cell.

T.R.

For Bruce, Sebastian, Katie, Jennifer

and Maverick, the sixth.

J.C.



This book tells how the Central Intelligence Agency coopted the presidency and how
"black operations," like a cancer, have metastasized throughout the organs of gov-

ernment to the point where the malignancy cannot be removed without destroying

the government it was initially designed to preserve.

Harry S Truman, the president who created the CIA in 1947, alluded to this as

far back as 1964, little more than a decade after its creation, when he wrote to

William Arthur, an editor with Life magazine, regarding his concern about what the

Agency was becoming. Never a man to mince words, Truman voiced the fear that

the CIA was out of control and that what it was doing was not what he had intended,

nor what a democracy needed.

HARRY S TRUMAN
Independence, Missouri

June 10. 1964

Mr. William B. Arthur
LOOK Magazine
488 Madison Avenue
New York, New York 10022

Dear Mr. Arthur:

Thank you for the copy of LOOK with the
article on the Central Intelligence
Agency. It is, I regret to say, not true
to the facts in many respects.

The CIA was set up by me for the sole
purpose of getting all the available
information to the President. It was not
intended to operate as an international
agency engaged in strange activities.

Sincerely yours

,
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PREFACE

When I finished writing this book and pondered a title, I reflected on its

contents. My mind executed a sort of instant replay, cover to cover. I saw
myself and the people described within moving in fast-forward, jerky,

almost comical motion. At times, my mental videotape stopped, rewound
and "froze" the action so I could more closely study the scene and analyze
motives and behavior. There seemed to be a common thread that held
together their, and my, motivations, and when I focused on it, what came
to mind was the word COMPROMISE.

I leafed through the weathered pages of my Webster's New Universal Dic-

tionary and found the word so aptly applied.

com-pro-mise: kom'pramiz'

1. a mutual promise, or agreement.

2. to surrender or give up one's principles.

3. to lay open to danger, suspicion, or disrepute; to endanger the inter-

ests of.

Because I compromised my values and principles while working for the

Central Intelligence Agency, I found myself saying "Yes," when I should
have been saying "No."

When Bill Clinton, as a young governor, agreed to a compromise with

the CIA, he not only surrendered his principles for the benefit of a mutual
agreement, he opened the state of Arkansas, and this nation, to danger, sus-

picion and disrepute.

Most certainly, in retrospect, the actions of Clinton, Oliver North,

myself and others were well intentioned but did indeed endanger the inter-

ests of the United States. As has been so adeptly said: I found myself doing

all the right things for all the wrong reasons.

However, when I finally found the courage to say "No," when I could

no longer compromise my beliefs between right and wrong, a chain of events

unfolded that forced my family and myself to flee and to go into hiding. My
wife and I and our three small sons serpentined across the continent, trav-

eling more than 30,000 miles over a period of months, evading the FBI and,

more frighteningly, the CIA.

How had we become fugitives? Why had the FBI falsely labeled us

"armed and dangerous"? Why was Bill Clinton's Chief of Security manipu-

lating government computers to falsely label me a drug trafficker? Why
were my wife and I indicted and the criminal justice system used in an

attempt to discredit and silence me? Why did people in the Reagan/Bush

government want me killed?

IX
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KNOWLEDGE. I have knowledge of deep, dark, dirty government

secrets that compromised individuals in positions of power, people who do

not want my information compromised.

Knowledge, my teachers taught me, was power. They failed to point

out that knowledge can also be deadly.

THIS BOOK IS ABOUT THAT KNOWLEDGE.
John Cummings, my coauthor, is the person responsible for my divulg-

ing this knowledge; to use pen and paper to chronicle the events that led

up to my conversion from being an asset of the CIA to that of a liability.

John came to me in 1991 and attempted to convince me that only within

the pages of a book could I be assured that the truth of what happened

would not be stifled or altered.

He suggested I reveal everything, not only to safely record the events as

they occurred but to relieve my mind of the burden I was carrying. I was
reluctant. I did not want to compromise other intelligence assets and possi-

bly ongoing covert operations. I foolishly felt a courtroom was the only

proper forum to bring a culmination to this ordeal.

However, as John had sermonized and predicted, justice is often just

an illusion.

At least it is when a sitting and former president can be compromised, in

a federal courtroom, from the clandestine activities in which I was involved.

John was right. The government, he said, would make certain that no
mahogany-paneled courtroom ever heard this volatile story.

And so, I'm going instead to the court of public opinion, and you can

be the judge and jury.

As I take my oath for you, the reader, I make one promise: I will not

compromise the truth. I want to set the record straight for my children's sake

so that they will know from reading this book what really happened and
how, hopefully, they and others can avoid the pain my wife and I are still

suffering.

To my surprise and amazement, writing Compromised has proved eman-
cipating and therapeutic. It has evolved into an intense yet wonderful jour-

ney of self-discovery. Capturing this story on paper has enabled me to better

understand my actions, to redefine myself, and to emerge from this night-

mare with my soul and my family intact.

It nearly destroyed me to be ejected from the secret cabal to which
Oliver North and others had granted me membership; to be discarded, dis-

credited, abandoned and labeled a threat.

It devastated my wife and me when TIME magazine in April of 1992
ran a full-page article that branded me a liar.

It hurt to find that in our time of need no one was willing to come for-

ward to help us prove the truth and to clear my name.
We grieved to discover that organizations and individuals who claim to

search constantly for the truth simply turn their backs if the truth doesn't

fit their version of reality.

This book became the vehicle to set the record straight and to redeem
my self-esteem. I'm not a public figure like some of the people who populate
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this book. In fact, it was only recently that I peeled back their code names
and discovered who some of the people I was dealing with actually were,
what their secret agenda was, and what the real consequences of my
involvement with them meant.

I had operated under many mistaken assumptions, in part due to my
own headstrong faith and strict training. And yet, ironically, the same
unyielding constitution that got me into this, got me out.

My intention in life was to combine my love of family and flying with
business success and sense of purpose. Like those I admire—people such as

Thomas Alva Edison, Henry Ford, the Wright Brothers, Zora Arkus-Duntov,
Chuck Yeager, Joe Ida, Harry Truman— I wanted to put back into society

more than I took out.

The type of person I just described would never have envisioned being

sought out by the Central Intelligence Agency, being recruited as an asset,

being compromised and then labeled a liability. Never would I have imagined
that the low-profile operatives I was put into play with at the beginning of

this odyssey would eventually become a modern American folk hero, an
attorney general . . . and even the president of the United States.

Bizarre things happened to me in Arkansas as I and others made our

way carefully through the crack in the Congressional compromise strategically

built into the Boland Amendments for the purpose of allowing secret aid for

the Contras. During this CIA "black operation" in support of what later

became known as Iran-Contra, I unknowingly became a witness to power
. . . and the abuse of it. Because of my knowledge, I became a liability not

only to my government handlers but to some very powerful people as well.

As I sat in a dimly lit World War II ammunition storage bunker outside

Little Rock, Arkansas, I observed the CIA compromise both major political par-

ties. I can attest to something that I, like others, had often wondered about:

does the CIA sponsor candidates to the office of U.S. president?

The answer is yes.

I witnessed the creation of a counterfeit president.

Taken out of context, this is difficuh to believe. But when I stepped back

from the explosiveness of the question and simply considered the mechan-

ics of how a poor boy from Arkansas rose to the highest, most powerful

office in the land, I began to wonder, "How is this possible?"

One answer is ambition, lots of hard work and blind luck. But I know,

from firsthand experience, that is not always the case.

Another answer is CIA conspiracy to elevate the "proper candidates"

to this supreme seat of puissance.

By now you may be thinking I'm a "conspiracist." That is not the case.

I am a realist from Missouri, a place synonymous with demonstrability. Our

founding principle is: Show me.

I've been shown. And, through my experiences as chronicled in this

book, I will attempt to show you.

But why should you give me credence? There have been others who
didn't— initially. The federal judge who sat in my appraisal didn't believe

me at first. But at the end of my criminal trial and ordeal, after discovering
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governmental misconduct after finding that fie fiad been misled and tliat I

fiad been wrongfully charged, he acquitted me.

Having been found innocent in the courtroom, I was then "convicted"

in the media. This disinformation effort to discredit me in order to minimize

the damage to Bill Clinton's presidential campaign culminated in a TIME
magazine article on April 20, 1 992. What an irony to see my face atop a full-

page article calling me a liar, a cheat and a charlatan. TIME magazine, by

making me famous for all the wrong reasons, reminded me of what Lily

Tomlin had once said: "I always wanted to be somebody, but I should have

been more specific."

Why me? What had I done? Why was my credibility called into ques-

tion? These are some of the questions answered in this Byzantine story.

I was not only a witness to power and its abuse; I saw with my own
eyes the hypocrisy of our "war on drugs." I learned firsthand, while work-

ing on an intelligence operation, that our government's stated drug policy

had been compromisedby the CIA, which just couldn't say "no" to the unbri-

dled power derived from illicit drug profits.

When I discovered a government that couldn't say "no," I said "no."

I'm still paying the price for that decision. Since all of this occurred, a lot

has changed for me and my family, who were also victimized and shared

my pain. Most of what has happened was negative. But a positive aspect is

that I rediscovered myself in this crucible.

This experience provided me with a rare opportunity. I was forced to go

back and reassemble the pieces of myself that I had lost along the way, to

recapture the values I had cherished as a young man—values that initially

made me an intelligence asset but ultimately turned me into a liability.

As you read Compromised, I hope you will see me come full circle from
the starry-eyed, patriotic overachiever with Midwestern values to a man
who hits moral bottom while working for the CIA. You will travel with a

man who suddenly realizes he must resurrect his morality, find himself

once again, and fight back against overwhelming odds.

This book is also about redemption. But when I set out to redeem my
values and drew my line in the sand, I was not allowed to return to a normal
and productive life. Instead, I became a disposable asset to the CIA. I had
done nothing wrong, yet I was indicted, simply because I knew too much
and had to be silenced. Neither the CIA, George Bush nor Bill Clinton could

afford to leave me with what I cherished most: my credibility.

For more than two and a half years, the Reagan-Bush Justice Depart-

ment acquiesced in the plot to silence me and strip me of my credibility by
framing me and converting me into a felon. They failed.

And though I was tried in federal court and found not guilty, I've learned

that in this country being innocent is not enough. The stigma remains and,

at best, I have been elevated to the status of "an acquitted felon."

How did I get from "there" to "here"? I am a true baby boomer, born
in 1948 and a product of the Cold War. I grew up in a small town in Mis-
souri and have vivid recollections of my childhood, besides being smoth-
ered with love, include being molded by parents, school and church to
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accept the responsibilities of being an American male: duty, honor, coun-
try. These were not the words of some military academy's doctrine, etched

in stone to be learned later in life . . . they were instilled in me from birth.

The world's most powerful man at the close of World War II, and a

fellow Missourian who helped shape my life, Harry S Truman, embraced
and espoused the principles of freedom I accepted as religion.

The Cold War period was one of such international paranoia, political

unrest and global instability that it fathered such terms as ICBM, super-

power, nuclear holocaust, radiation shelter and the Domino Theory.

Truman, the only man who knew the weight that had to be borne for

making the decision to use "The Bomb," openly feared World War III. In

retirement, as he traveled, delivered speeches, and spoke of the necessity to

counter communist aggression around the world, I listened.

On January 20, 1 966, 1 was a high school senior wrestling with teenage

temptations to rebel and to reject my training. On that same day, a speech

written by Truman was read in Jerusalem, where the Harry S Truman
Center for the Advancement of Peace was being inaugurated. When I read

his words, they became the potion that my youthful soul needed to distance

myself from those of my generation who were finding it unfashionable to

have feelings of patriotism.

We meet at a time in history, in a world beset with troubles and hostilities in

many places. It is a world of evolution and revolution. An unimaginagable cat-

astrophe of a Third World War hangs like a dark cloud over all mankind. What

so many in places of leadership do not seem to realize, that if petty bickerings

and squabbles are not peacefully resolved, the situation could get out of hand

— as it has so many times in the past. But the next time, it will not be a Third

World conflict— it could well be the last folly of man— and likely the last of

man on this earth.

There will be no Noah's Ark to save and repopulate the species— the waters

will be deadly as well— for any life to survive. . . .

[Wars] are made either by power-hungry adventurers, fanatical zealots,

empire builders, false prophets, crusading conquerors, or too often depraved

madmen.
They incite, arouse and provoke their subjects to acts of war. In each case

there is first an act of war by an aggressor. Whenever there is an aggressor there

inevitably has to be a choice for the offended nation— that of either surrender

or defensive action. Then, the fat is in the fire—and the flames usually spread.

Truman's logic on U.S. involvement in Southeast Asia paralleled his

views that America could not ignore its United Nations obligations and that

President Johnson was unfairly criticized for his commitment to the conflict.

But the president is badly served in his task, as is the nation, by those irrespon-

sible critics or sideline hecklers who neither have all the faas— nor the answers.

For my part, I have reason to believe that our presence in South Vietnam,

as in our presence in other places on the globe, has but one purpose, and that

is to help keep the peace, and to keep ambitious aggressors from helping them-

selves to the easy prey of certain newly formed independent nations.
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If we abandon these, to the new marauders and the "Little Caesars," we are

again headed for deep trouble.

If we should commit the grave folly of abandoning the United Nations, or

allowing the defaulters to curb its effectiveness, we will be setting the stage for

a Third World War
Our purpose is honorable. We covet no territory. We look for no special

privileges.

The new imperialists, however, who pose in the guise of liberators, continue

to spread misunderstanding and distortion of our intentions, to obscure their

own designs.

By now, it should be clear to all that attempts at exploitation or subjugation

of other peoples by any power is a threat to the peace and security of all. . . .

For us, in the words of Woodrow Wilson, "there is but one choice, and we
have made it."

With those words, I made my decision. I v^ould do as my elders

requested and serve my country. To me, this was reaUty. Compared to the

rest of the world, my world was worth fighting for. The young males with

whom I grew up had a sense of duty and an obUgation to defend not only

our country but our way of Ufe. They sought to fulfill the mandate bestowed

on the United States as a result of World War II; where a victorious, great

nation that led the world in democratic reform had inherited the responsi-

bility to prevent World War III.

This sense of debt and obligation formed the values I embraced and
cherished, and they set me apart from those who were always looking for

the free or easy ride. I was trained to do things the hard way; there was no
easy way. Life seemed simple. Things were black and white, right and
wrong, worth fighting for or not. Your elders made decisions that you fol-

lowed, and it was not your place to question their judgment until you
became an adult.

How quickly we forget that the future of the USSR could not be pre-

dicted in the 1960s. Nikita Khrushchev, pounding his shoe on the podium
at the U.N. and shouting, "We will bury you," was the topic of social stud-

ies discussions when I was a student in junior high school. Russia was no
wounded giant or decaying superpower in 1967 when I made the decision

to serve my country and help create what Truman referred to as "conditions

of freedom and justice in the whole world."

In 1967, I entered the United States Air Force. My duty and my path
were crystal clear. The world appeared to be on the brink of nuclear melt-

down unless we all did our fair share to prevent it. I would pay my dues to

the nation, and society would repay me by allowing me to live my life in

freedom and in a safer world. I simply planned to follow the yellow brick

road. The lines that separated the highway from the ditches were defined
by reflective tape that not only glowed in the dark but seemed to electro-

cute those who veered off course.

This seemingly simplistic view of life and youth did not mean I was sim-

pleminded. My friends and I simply saw no real alternative. This was the
necessary initiation into adulthood and maturity.
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I felt then, as I do now, that this is still the right way to be reared. Youths
in their teens and early twenties are not programmed sufficiently to ques-
tion their elders. And if a nation cannot rely upon its youth to obey, to pay
the price of freedom, what does it really have? I was taught that if you feel

the values you are asked to defend are not worth the risk, then you should
renounce your citizenship and leave. Simply go elsewhere, some place that

does not levy demands on its citizens.

In many ways, I feel the course of what happened to me is the course

of what has happened to our country. I, like many Americans, feel the

nation has slowly slid from the acme of freedom and self-government to the

complex, fragmented form of governmental gridlock and compromise we
have today. A government that operates long on money and short on ideals.

A government comprised of spin doctors, handlers, lobbyists and talking

heads, instead of the frank and honest Truman.
When I hit bottom while working for the CIA, I compared myself to an

alcoholic, realizing that he either had to quit or die. If I continued on the

course set for me by others, I would compromise my entire code of ethics,

and I might as well be dead. I was learning quickly that life and people dilute

your value system, and it was all so easy to turn my back and give in a little

bit at a time. I suddenly realized it was past time to make a major heading

change or course correction in my life. Somehow I had ended up in the

ditch with nearly everyone else. I needed to get my values and my life back

on the yellow brick road. I'm still paying for that difficult decision. Weak
people—those in the ditch— I have discovered, don't like the strong, the

ones who crawl back to the highway.

Back on the road, I looked around and wondered how I had made this

ill-conceived journey. How had I deviated so far off course and missed my
original destination? One degree of heading change at a time, I realized.

Then, the words of my grandfather came to me, saying: "If ya didn't plan

on takin' the trip, why did ya pack your bags?"

Thus began the process of self-analysis that led to this book.

Oddly, the very same qualities for which the world of military intelli-

gence sought me out, led to my divorce from civilian intelligence operations.

I apparently had more patriotism than the CIA had bargained for. My love

of my country had evolved into contempt for the government, and I refused

to be compromised, as Bill Clinton and others I was dealing with had been.

As Oliver North and I worked on our "black" project for the CIA, we
analyzed America's ills and debated the medication necessary to recoup the

nation. By reviewing the principles this country was founded upon and com-

paring its present condition to those principles, it's obvious that democracy

has failed to insure that the founding principles are maintained. We came

to the conclusion that "democracy doesn't work."

North and I felt that the most paramount threats to our system of liber-

ties had not come from the communists he and I had been programmed to

hunt down and kill. The enemy came from within our own ranks. The decay

of the voice of the people is what threatened us most. We the people were

being bypassed and our representation undermined through a breakdown
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of our built-in system of checks and balances. The budget deficit was to

blame. The breakdown was occurring because each and every one of us was

not made to pay as we went. Credit was an easy, evil siren, and one that

eventually would bring an end to our way of life. But economic collapse

was not all we feared. By not paying for its way of life, by simply being

allowed to "charge it," the American public was lulled into a state of gov-

ernmental nonparticipation that would eventually put the power of the

government into the hands of only a few of the "ruling class." Karl Marx
always said democracy didn't work. We were afraid he was right.

Voter rebellion was what was needed, and that revolution was being

contained by not forcing the American people to be held individually fis-

cally accountable. There was no feedback to those who ruled us. Congress,

we felt, was to blame for allowing the deficit to exist. This had to be

changed. Our first priority was to return this country to its original capital-

istic foundation of "pay as you go."

Financial sacrifice was only one method of personal compensation to

our governing system. There was another method, the draft. It represented

personal sacrifice or, better stated, repayment to America for the privilege

of living here ... a responsibility that should be accepted by all, men and
women alike.

Again, the check and balance, the feedback to political leaders could

only be effective in times of national crisis if the entire spectrum of citizenry

was represented. The Vietnam debacle, whether avoidable or winnable,

would have had a quicker outcome if all the socioeconomic groups were
equally represented and had equally paid the price of enforcing our national

foreign policies.

That's how simply Oliver North and I saw things back then. And I still

believe they are valid solutions to our nation's ills.

North and I did not conspire to overthrow our form of government,
simply to return it to the basic principles on which it was founded. The crisis

of leadership and the sorry state of affairs that produced the Vietnam War,

a war that touched and changed us both, showed us it was impossible to

solve the nation's problems within its present, corrupted system.

Just as a trim tab on an airplane wing can slowly correct a plane's head-
ing, my involvement with the secret cabal, designed to operate outside of

the main body of government, attempted to correct the heading of the

country. Ours was not a plot to replace democracy, just fine tune it and
return it to the state of true democracy our founding fathers had intended.

To me, the Cold War can be compared to a game of Monopoly. Simply
put, the ideology is to control or own all the property on the game board.
In the Cold War, as in the game, if your opponent goes bankrupt, his assets

are liquidated and you win. This is the case of the USSR. The Kremlin is out
of the game ... for now at least.

How do I feel, as a Cold Warrior, about its defeat? I feel both honored
and saddened. I completed my mission, the one for which I was trained. I

destroyed my enemy. But yet the victory is hollow, and I, like others, see the
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present danger of our ways. Now that it's gone, I miss my old enemy, the

USSR. I can now see its qualities. The USSR was, in fact, a stabilizing force

for the world. What has replaced it is more unpredictable than it ever was.

Those now leading this country must deal with this instability and
power vacuum in the world. But these are the same people who denigrate

the principles I learned as a youth. They are the ones who rationalized their

way out of serving their country and now seemingly claim that holding

political office somehow repays that debt they welshed on. They are the elite

cadre of pseudointellectuals who not only evaded the draft but seem to have

disdain for those who served. They view veterans as less cerebral, as lack-

ing the intellectual capacity to understand the subtleties of world affairs.

Having worked in intelligence most of my adult life, I'm acutely knowl-

edgeable of the rules that control classified material. I was, therefore, torn

in writing this book for fear I might compromise classified data and method-

ology. One element I felt compelled to expose is the fact that there is no real

government war on drugs. I feel this, that the American people have a def-

inite right and need to know. Other operations this book deals with, I felt

initially, needed to be protected.

But my coauthor, John Cummings, convinced me otherwise. The

public, he insisted, also has the right to know about the CIA sponsoring can-

didates for the U.S. presidency and thereby compromising themselves and

their values. We wrote this book because, otherwise, there would be no

assurance that the truth would ever be told. I have decided to take the risk

and, hopefully, I am not exposing any ongoing classified projects or

methodology.

Despite what I know about Bill Clinton's involvement with the CIA, I

still voted for him. I, like many Americans, voted for change. This country

had to get rid of George Bush and the outdated, misguided attitudes demon-

strated by his wing of the Republican party. Hopefully, our congressional

leaders will take note and realize the American people will no longer stand

by idly while witnessing the hawking and wholesaling of this once-great

land.

But right now, I have a more immediate problem— larger and more

complex than any with which I've ever attempted to deal— that of raising

three young sons, three young men who may be asked someday to serve

their country, to pay their dues.

What kind of values do I instill in them to ensure this country survives?

At the same time, how can I moderate the code of conduct I seek to instill,

to unselfishly serve for the security of all, and yet alert them that they may

be exploited by this virtue? Do I teach them to obey the establishment and

work for change only within the defined framework of government? Or do

I teach them there is a proper time to rebel and do as the American Decla-

ration of Independence instructs, to take up arms and change what is

wrong?
I fought the Vietnam War, I fought the Justice Department, and now I

am fighting TIME magazine. On April 16, 1993, I filed a lawsuit against
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TIME in a New York federal court under the federal libel statutes.* I am
determined to prevail.

Terry Kent Reed
Somewhere in the U.S.

P.S. Since the publication of the hardcover version of this book in March
1994, I have experienced yet other revelations with which the average cit-

izen is not burdened.

The most distressing is the discovery of the lock-step mentality of the

so-called mainstream media. I have learned professional journalists run in

packs and more often than not only filter the news instead of reporting it.

This defanging of critical news stories is an obvious effort to simply entertain

rather than inform the American public about serious issues affecting the dry

rot spreading throughout our culture. As we now comprehend, this liberal

media that failed us during the election of 1992 is primarily responsible for

giving us Bill Clinton! Why are these overpaid elitists simply sidestepping the

hard-hitting issues that truly define the character of the candidates seeking

the highest office in the land? In my view, they have arrogantly decided that

they know what, or who, is best for our nation— that we the people are

simply the sheep who go to the voting booth and pull the levers—and that

they have an unmandated responsibility to affect that process.

This is dangerous. If it were not for the developing alternative media,

primarily talk radio, this book would have been simply blackballed and left

to collect dust on bookstore shelves. But thanks to courageous talk show
hosts like Chuck Harder of The People's Radio Network in Florida, this book
is no longer a secret— in fact it is a best seller.

Speaking of secrets—that is another shocking revelation. I was trained

by the U.S. government to keep secrets, at any cost, and truly felt that even
whispering about the intricate relationship between the CIA and the political

world would surely bring an immediate avalanche of journalistic questions.

Instead, the shocking truth is that if one chronicles this shadowy rela-

tionship and dares to upstage the so-called mainstream media, one is simply
ignored, or worse, branded an opportunist.

I can proudly say, however, that the backing of the media is no longer

a necessary ingredient for getting your message out. In fact, being shunned
by the media can be an asset; for when the people discover the media is

against you, they are for you. It is the people who made Compromised a best

seller. Thanks.

* Terry K. Reed vs. Time Warner, Inc., Time Inc. Magazine Company, and Richard Behar; United States

Distria Court, Southern District of New York, Case no. 93 Civ. 2249. Exhibit A, TIME article

"Anatomy of a Smear." (See document section at end of Chapter 36.) On January 5, 1995, U.S.

Distria Court Judge Whitman Knapp granted to the defendants a summary judgment with-
out allowing any deposition to be taken of reporter Behar or of any TIME employees. Nor did

he rule on any points of law raised by Reed's attorney. Reed is appealing this decision.
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A word about the quotes in this book. I was a paid

intelligence professional. I was recruited, selected,

trained and compensated in great part for my ability to

organize facts and events, to analyze motives, and to

mentally retain them.

Some quotes in this book are not verbatim.

In some instances, scenes in this book were recon-

structed from notes and memories of the events, meet-

ings and conversations shortly after they took place. All

quotes are expressed in the spirit, intent, tone and

inflection of the person or the participants in the in-

cluded conversation.

Ethnic slurs and profanity are in no way intended

to insult anyone or any particular ethnic group. They
are factual and are included to recreate authenticity in

the dialogue between persons quoted in this book.



CHAPTER 1

Patriotic Time Bombs
As a nation.

You should never test

Your very best,

While at home
You leave the rest.

—Terry Kent Reed, 1971

"Fucking Nixon and Kissinger! They're the real war criminals

here," Oliver North lamented. North and his companion were
talking heatedly about the blame—and guilt— cast upon the

military in the wake of the Vietnam debacle.

Terry Reed replied, "Yeah. If those two bastards were put
on pubUc display in POW cages, maybe history wouldn't re-

peat itself."

At their first meeting on February 24, 1982, in Oklahoma City, Oliver

North and Reed had discovered they were cut from the same cloth. They had
lived parallel lives, served their country in parallel ways and had been the

victim of parallel lies from the nation's leaders who had sent men to die and
then sat back to debate its morality. Both men were seeking the same elusive

thing: A chance to redeem the military institutions and the men they loved.

Although neither realized it at the time, they were patriotic time bombs
produced in the same Cold War factory.

"Us good soldiers seem to be disposable," North said over and over as

he sat under the penetrating view of J. Edgar Hoover, whose portrait hung
in all FBI offices like this one in Oklahoma City. North then professed to be

working for the Central Intelligence Agency and used a cover name. His

code name for this project was "John Cathey."

As the CIA man continued to sermonize, Terry Reed was astonished to

find someone who was articulating the same frustration and anger he felt

about the fate of those who had served their country, put their lives on the

line and were then abandoned. In too many cases men like them had even

paid the supreme price for freedom . . . death. "And for what?" the man he

knew as "John Cathey" asked.

The words stirred images and thoughts of the forces in Terry's life that

had influenced his decision to serve his country.

A lump was forming in the young cadet's throat and his eyes were begin-

ning to well up as he Ustened to Harry S Truman on that spring day in 1 966.
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The former president, then nearly 82 and his voice wavering, exhibited the

spark and determination of the man who had made a decision that affected

the world forever.

The man from Missouri had taken care of his soldiers in 1945. He had

nuked the enemy, gotten the war over with and brought 'em home . . .

victorious.

The speech delivered that day in Carthage, only 20 miles from Lamar,

the Missouri town where Truman had been born, was having a profound

effect on 18-year-old ROTC cadet Lieutenant Colonel Terry Kent Reed, "A"

Company commander. Detachment No. 19, Fifth U.S Army Instructor

Group.

Terry and the other cadets of his elite unit were frozen at rigid atten-

tion on the Carthage Senior High School parade field, preparing to pass in

review to convey respect for Truman, the man responsible for their unit's

creation. The community's leaders were respectfully assembled to pass on
to their youth the principles they embraced, the core of our freedom: duty,

honor, country.

The scene resembled a Norman Rockwell painting. Here was a small

southwestern Missouri town of 10,000 founded in 1842 and steeped in Civil

War history. Named after the ancient North African city, Carthage was the

site of the world's largest active marble quarry, with many capitol buildings

in the North being built of the coveted white marble. Its vast resources of

agriculture and lead and zinc mining made it a major asset to the Union's

war-making capability, causing the North to sacrifice many soldiers in

attempts to keep the minerals out of Confederate hands.

Carthage, the county seat of Jasper County, was the site of the first land

battle of the War Between the States, the location of some of the most
savage guerrilla fighting, and where the North and the South first tested

their full-scale battle resources and abilities. Jasper County was the location

of the war's first extended campaign for the entire length of the war
(1861-1865), which heightened guerrilla warfare tactics as opposing armies

attempted to control this vital Mississippi River transportation artery.

The Battle of Carthage on July 5, 1861, became the focal point of Mis-

souri's struggle over whether or not to withdraw from the Union. For three

years, both sides took turns occupying the town. On September 22, 1864,

Confederate guerillas finally burned Carthage to the ground.^

The bloodshed certainly had an effect on the local citizenry. The census
of 1860 noted the county population as 6,883. By war's end, only 30 full-

time residents were left.

Having to live under ongoing occupation by warring armies made the

citizens of Carthage survivors, and wary of all government authorities.

Reed's great-grandfather was a mule trader and political organizer who
prided himself on being able to buy mules, stolen from both armies, and
then sell them to whichever army was occupying Carthage at the time. He,
like the others left alive, had only survived by clinging to their wits and
making the best of a bad situation. Perhaps this spit-in-the-eye-of-author-
ity attitude was best manifested in Reed's grandfather, who refused
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throughout his life to buy a fishing license, saying, "God put the fish there,

not the state of Missouri." For his antigovernment stance, he ended up
paying fines levied by the game wardens far and above the cost of the

license.

This independent, stubborn and enterprising attitude was captured by
the local newspaper of 1861, The Southwest News. Its motto was "Indepen-
dent in all things, neutral in nothing," creating an environment that turned
this region for a time into a sanctuary for misfits, malcontents and miscre-

ants who became America's folk heroes and, often, its "most wanted." The
list includes Belle Starr, the Dalton, Younger and James gangs, Quantrill's

Raiders and even, in this century, Bonnie and Clyde. And, of course, Harry

S Truman.

By the end of the nineteenth century, Carthage prided itself for having

more millionaires per capita than any other town in America, having com-
pletely rebuilt itself and grown beyond its agrarian heritage by establishing

a thriving, diverse industrial and manufacturing base centered around the

mining industry. The town boasted sidewalks paved in marble and granite,

which defined grids studded with Victorian mansions built by the wealthy

and rivaling anything Eastern cities offered.

This centerpiece of American values, with its marble town square

courthouse, complete with castle-like turrets and a clock that struck with a

frequency that rivaled Big Ben, was where Terry Reed was raised—20 miles

from the birthplace of Harry S Truman.

Truman, besides being a statesman and farmer, was a personal hero of

Terry's, an example by virtue of his common sense attitude toward life and

society. In Truman's mind, things were either right or wrong. Terry shared

that headstrong faith, based on values instilled by his strongly independent

and religious minded parents. It was part of a value system the young Reed

knew was worth defending and, if necessary, dying for.

Consequently, there was no doubt in his mind about his purpose in life

as he stood on the drill field in 1966 at Carthage High School. That day, he

set out on the same path as Oliver North. That day, the field in Carthage

and the parade grounds at North's Annapolis were one and the same. It was

the day the Carthage ROTC unit received the highest award that could be

given. They had been rated the best in the nation and the man who had

fought for the unit's origination and accreditation, Harry Truman, had been

invited to present the award. The cadets had presented the former president

with an engraved Wilkinson saber as a token of appreciation of the man
who immortalized the words "The buck stops here."

This scene of patriotism and duty did not reflect the entire nation's sen-

timent, however. Much of the country was in turmoil. As the former pres-

ident extoled patriotism and honor, Lyndon Johnson was grappling with

the problems of the Vietnam War. More than 400,000 U.S. "advisors" were

on the ground in Vietnam. Riots were tearing American campuses and cities

apart. Thousands carried banners saying "Make Love, Not War," and drah

cards were being torn and burned. America's ally, Canada, was becoming

the fashionable place for many draft-age youth to sit out the war.
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Truman would have none of this, though, as he looked out across the

field to the assembled cadets and crowd, and told them about duty, honor

and country.

In 1792 George Washington, president of the United States, asked Congress to

start a military training program for the safety of this country. He was not suc-

cessful in obtaining it.

President after president has made the same request. We have made
progress, but we still have not integrated universal training programs.

Our government is founded on the principle of the consent of the governed.

We believe that government is the servant of the individual and not his master.

Jefferson, like Washington and Hamilton, was well aware that a strong mili-

tary establishment was vital to the preservation of our liberty. All these early

patriot leaders knew that effective military forces are not possible without

proper training and able leadership. They all remembered Washington's strug-

gle for men and leaders to win the revolution. . . .

The spirit of our people has never been warlike. Our ancestors came to this

country to find peace and freedom. That is what we have always wanted. That

is what we want now.

But there is a great difference between being peaceful and being passive. It's

impossible to have world peace unless we are able and willing to stand up for

our rights and the rights of the free world. . . .

The welfare of the nation and the world is in the hands of its young men.
They must attain the knowledge and ability to carry on. . . .

Institutions such as this great school give young men lessons and leadership

training and the fundamentals of a good education. . . .

Never before in the history of the world has a great nation followed the path

which we followed after the German and Japanese surrenders in 1945. We
helped to rehabilitate the defeated countries just as we did our allies.

Never in the history of the world had that happened before. It comes very

nearly being the Golden Rule on a world basis.

Young men and women, study your history, study the great leaders in his-

tory, and try to live by the Ten Commandments and the Sermon on the Mount.
You will be happy, you will make others happy and the country will be safe

for the future.

Cadet Lieutenant Colonel Reed, Alpha Company commander, with his

Sam Brown belt glistening in the sun and his saber drawn, had to fight back
the tears. The discipHne and challenges of ROTC had been Terry Reed's rite

of passage, forcing him to shed his shyness, build his self-esteem and grow
mentally and physically to levels he had never dared to dream possible. In

Carthage, this haven of Middle-American values, being an ROTC officer and
leader carried the same status as varsity "jock." And here he was, standing
at attention before his company, the group of cadets that he had led and
molded through out his year as their CO. These twenty students were a

product of his undivided effort and most assuredly reflected the pride
instilled in them by himself and the man who had made the monumental
decision to end World War II.

Having risen to be one of only six company commanders, Terry saw
himself as among the elite. Moreover, his company was the best of the six.
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And he was going to do what Harry Truman told him— serve his country.

The draft dodgers and protesters be damned! "The nation can count on us,"

the young Reed and many others in his battalion pledged.

If anyone was as proud as Terry that day, it was his father. In battles

across Africa and Europe, Harry Reed had helped defeat the Nazis, and now
he was passing the torch to his son, the eldest of six children. For eighteen

years, the young Reed had been taught by his father to honor his family,

community and country.

Terry was the quintessential product of Middle America. Sown like

patriotic seed on the plains, his destiny was to be harvested for the nation's

use. He spent laborious nights shining shoes and polishing brass for open-

ranks inspections, and finding it sometimes necessary to study into the early

morning hours to make the required straight-A grade average. It had been

no easy task, but it had been worthwhile, culminating in that proud

moment, one that had a profound and lasting impact on the young Mis-

sourian. He had proved himself capable not only to his parents and teach-

ers, but more importantly, to himself as well.

This new "crop" of dedicated young men, for the most part born of vet-

erans of World War II, was reaped by the government and sent on the fruit-

less and unsupported mission to halt the advance of communism in

Southeast Asia.

By the fall of 1967, Terry was in college but facing the draft, and was

torn between duty and education. As the male enrollment in the school he

was attending began dwindling due to increased draft quotas, he felt pangs

of guilt. Hadn't he, after all, suffered and excelled during those years in

ROTC to prepare himself for military service?

Although intellectually curious and eager to learn, his country needed

him now. Knowing he had no other moral choice, he shopped all the mil-

itary services and decided to join the Air Force, which he hoped would

enable him to acquire valuable skills while fulfilling his military obligation.

Time of war terrifies most mothers, and Terry's mother, Martha Reed,

was somewhat relieved to see that her son was more interested in after-

burners and jet fuel than bayonets and gunpowder. She knew the price that

one can be asked by our country to pay, having lost a younger brother in

World War H. Terry felt that from all the services the Air Force offered the

best continuing college education program available while serving on active

duty. After a battery of tests at the recruiting station in Joplin, Missouri, he

was excited to find that due to high test scores, he was qualified for "any

job the Air Force has."

Further testing at the Armed Forces Induction Center in Kansas City,

and later at Amarillo, Texas, during basic training, indicated to the Air Force

they were dealing with "intelligence material." Terry and one other airman

from their flight of 120 were summoned one day to the base psychiatrist

who told them "The Air Force is considering you for a highly placed, sensi-

tive job . . . intelligence."

After attending basic military intelligence school at Lowry Air Force Base

in Denver, Reed honed his insidious skills at the 2nd Reconnaissance Tech-

nical Squadron at Barksdale AFB in Louisiana. In late summer 1969, he was
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informed that he had been selected for Defense Secretary Robert S. McNa-

mara's top-secret project, code named Igloo White. The hard work and long

hours of studying had again paid off. He had rivaled the Air Force's best.

So, at the age of 21, armed with Midwestern and religious values, a

near-photographic memory and a top-secret security clearance given him

by the Defense Intelligence Agency (DIA), he set out on what he saw as a

patriotic course, built upon his earlier years in ROTC.

With very little fanfare and an overloaded B-4 bag. Air Force Sergeant

Terry K. Reed, AF 169622 57, departed Travis Air Force Base, California, on

Oaober 9, 1969. He and the plane's load of human replacements for the

war headed west, where the action was . . . and where a Marine by the

name of Oliver North had just been promoted to First Lieutenant and was

winding down his tour of duty in I Corps near the Demilitarized Zone in the

northern area of South Vietnam.^

Then came the reality of Southeast Asia.

YEAR: 1969

PLACE: NAKHON PHANOM, RTAFB THAILAND
SUBJECT: TASK FORCE ALPHA
CLASSIFICATION: TOP SECRET, NO FOREIGN DISSEMINATION
CODE NAME: "IGLOO WHirE"

This shadowy, wing-level unit had a brigadier general as its comman-
der and reported directly to 7th Air Force headquarters in Hawaii, bypass-

ing the usual intelligence-reporting channels in Southeast Asia. From there,

the intelligence information Task Force Alpha (TEA) coUeaed went straight

to the Pentagon, where select briefers kept the Joint Chiefs and the secre-

tary of defense informed on the success of the unit's secret mission.

This was the heart of McNamara's pet projea, the so-called electronic

fence that was to manage the interdiction and destruction of North Viet-

namese resupply traffic flowing south along the primitive road complex
known as the Ho Chi Minh trail. It extended over 400 miles from North

Vietnam through Laos and Cambodia into South Vietnam.

The complex task was in the hands of trained military and civilian tech-

nicians operating IBM's latest secret creation— the world's largest com-
puter, code named 360E, the E designating "experimental." Working with

the Department of Defense, IBM had pushed computer technology beyond
the envelope as it was then defined. This project was the centerpiece of the

efforts of the Johnson administration to contain the war to Vietnam. Its pri-

mary mission was to cut off the supply routes cut by the enemy through
the dense, triple-layer jungle canopy of Laos, and to prevent stockpiling of

supplies for another Tet offensive.

Located on the southern shores of the Mekong River in primitive

northeastern Thailand, this remote Royal Thai Air Force base housed the

DOD's supercomputer system. Proteaed by eanhfilled steel revetments and
a camouflaged steel roof designed to take three direct hits by mortar fire

without penetration, the futuristic, single-story facility extended below
ground. The technology contained within its walls was considered so

advanced for its day that extreme measures had been taken during the con-
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struction phase to prevent it from falling into communist hands. The entire

facility was wired with explosives to be detonated in the event the base was
ever overrun.

The computers' pulse was monitored by teams of Air Force and civil-

ian technicians in the command center known as the plot room or "floor."

This futuristic battle station was dimly lit and sunk into a hemispherical
arrangement resembling a small amphitheater. The back-lit. Plexiglass tar-

geting boards that glowed in the room's eerie darkness gave the appearance
of a high-technology bull ring, comparable to the science fiction flight deck
of the starship Enterprise in the Star Trek series.

The continuous twinkling of the sensor-activation lights mounted on
Plexiglass screens combined with the latest technological breakthrough,

LED (light-emitting diodes) clocks calibrated to read hundredths of a

second, gave the visitor an advanced warning of the technology housed
within Task Force Alpha's facility.

In a nutshell, and if all worked well, an appropriately cleared visitor to

TFA would learn the following: As the "gooks," as the enemy was called,

moved their supplies under the cover of darkness, foliage and clouds along

the road segments in Laos, code named Steel Tiger, they were unaware of

the airborne command post, an EC- 12 IR, high above them at 35,000 feet.^

This predecessor of the present-day AWAC system was armed with the latest

classified electronic wizardry, whose primary task was "monitoring" the

electronic signals from a "string of sensors" that specially equipped aircraft

had previously dropped adjacent to the road segments below. Upon impact

with the ground, the camouflaged sensors buried themselves up to their

plastic antennae, which were designed to blend into the jungle foliage and

make them nearly impossible for the enemy to detect or locate.

When enemy truck traffic passed along these "seeded" road segments,

they unknowingly activated the sensors through seismic or sometimes

audio vibration. This sent an electric signal skyward to the AWAC -style

plane, via which the data was relayed to the "floor," or command center, of

the plot room at TFA. There, the 360E began a series of calculations that

would guide a specially equipped and armed F-4 aircraft to an airborne

point in space to coincide with the moving target. If all went well, a bomb
would fall, seemingly out of nowhere, onto an unsuspecting enemy.

This advanced concept, in theory, would give the Air Force the ability

to "kill" all trucks, day or night and in any weather conditions. It was excit-

ing for Reed to be participating in an operation with such advanced tech-

nology that even the budget for it was classified. The price tag for TFA's

internal operations, not counting aircraft and ordinance, was over $ 1 mil-

lion a day. By early 1971, shortly after Terry left, the official classified ordi-

nance reports showed that over 2.2 million tons of bombs had been dropped

on Laos. This secret air war cost $10 billion a year, and the Air Force was

claiming that up to 12,000 Soviet-built Zil-57 cargo trucks had been "killed"

per year.

The Royal Thai Air Force base, from which TFA operated, was also the

home of another offshoot of the supercomputer. Its code name was Teaball,

Seventh Air Force's special controlling facility that directed air strikes from
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EC- 121 early-warning-radar planes code named Disco.^ Its purpose was to

coordinate air strikes and provide U.S. pilots operating over North Vietnam

with advance warning of enemy fighter intercepts. TFA's computer was so

advanced it could identify Soviet MIG aircraft by model number, track their

fuel burn, and even warn American pilots as to the skill of the individual

enemy pilot. This was achieved by intercepting airborne radio voice com-
munications in TFAs plot room. There they could compare stored enemy
pilots' voiceprints to the one in the plane, determine his name, relay to the

American combatant his opponent's proficiency in flying, and most fright-

ening of all— relay the number, if any, of American aircraft he had shot

down in aerial dogfights.

Reed's job as a target selecter and photo analyst was to focus primarily

on a 750-square-mile road segment known as the Route 23 complex, wind-

ing out of the mountainous and rugged MuGhia Pass from North Vietnam
into southern Laos. The route flowed around, over and through the volcanic

karst formations in the area, which were riddled with caves, affording the

North Vietnamese Army (NVA) subterranean protection from the never-

ending B-52 strikes, code named Arc Light. This key segment of Laotian real

estate was vital to the NVA resupply effort for its troops in South Vietnam.

Without tons of munitions, food and fuel moving south on a regular basis,

the enemy stockpiles in Cambodia and elsewhere would quickly exhaust

themselves, leaving NVA regulars ill equipped to continue their offensive

efforts in South Vietnam. Terry and his team used the telltale records of the

sensor activations to determine where the enemy had hidden truck parks and
storage areas along the jungle-shrouded route. By melding these electronic

"tips" on where the enemy was hiding, with other intelligence provided by
photo reconnaissance and pilot reports. Reed's team was responsible for

selecting the impact point of tons of high explosives delivered by aircraft.

The lives of many American flyers were relying on the thoroughness
with which Reed and his team did their job. The NVA was shooting back
with some of the most sophisticated and concentrated aerial defenses Russia

had ever built. "Flak traps," as they were known, were placed throughout
the MuGhia Pass, and portions of Southeast Asia were actually being more
heavily defended than Moscow. As a group supervisor, Terry briefed Air

Force forward air controllers (FACs) and F-4 jet pilots on not only the sus-

peaed location of North Vietnamese supply convoys but these antiaircraft

artillery (AAA) positions as well. Six hours after a typical briefing, Terry and
the returning pilots would study the bomb damage assessment (BDA)
photos of the previous air strikes. Those retaliatory briefings, given also to

the CIA, were Terry's introduction as to how legitimate covert operations
are misused to disguise black, or illegal, operations. The CIA was "on the
ground" in Laos despite Richard Nixon's public denial. He conveniently
misled the public by making statements shrouded in deceit such as, "There
are no American troops in Laos," the operative word being "troops."

But those weren't the only briefings Reed gave. There were those "spe-

cial requests" that put him into contact with the civilian "spooks" who were
doing secret work for "the customer," the Central Intelligence Agency. These
were men under contract by the CIA, which was fighting its own secret war
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in Laos, and it depended upon Task Force Alpha (TFA) and men like Reed to

provide them with "fresh" intelligence so that they could carry out their own
deadly agenda. The Air Force officially denied any linkage to the CIA.

But Terry knew the truth. At the age of 21, he had come to accept as

routine the heavy responsibility of making life-and-death decisions. He had
also come to accept the fact that the government and the military had to

deceive the American public to accomplish its national security objectives.

The rationale for this deception: The American public would not toler-

ate knowing that the war had spread beyond North and South Vietnam.
Though supposedly a neutral country, a half-million combat sorties had
been flown, and over a million tons of bombs had been dropped on the

small nation prior to Terry's arrival.

But those massive and relentless air attacks only interrupted the enemy
traffic. The secondary explosions Reed's team was rewarded for producing
on the ground in Laos were reverberating all the way to Washington. All of

this ordinance was being dropped secretly and illegally on a country with

whom we were not at war. Senator Stuart Symington (D, Missouri) would
announce in public hearings, "We have been at war in Laos for years, and
it's time the American people knew more of the facts.

"^

This disclosure was made in October 1969, the month Terry arrived in

Thailand, and it wasn't until five months later that President Nixon
acknowledged for the first time U.S. involvement in Laos.

From the CIA's station headquarters in the capital of Vientiane, Reed
knew the CIA was more than just a little involved. It was pulling the strings

and bribing the ruling right-wing Laotian officials living off the misery of

their own people. For each bombing raid, a "fee" was paid to Laotian Prince

Souvanna Phouma for the "bombing rights." Terry began to think cynically

of the U.S. government when learning that it was literally renting Laos for

its secret and nonexistent war.

And who was coordinating the "nonexistent" effort in Laos for the

CIA?—Air America, the obscure, "humanitarian" airline that secretly shut-

tled lethal and humanitarian supplies along with personnel throughout the

region with "civilian" pilots. The reconnaissance photos these pilots needed

in order to locate their remote jungle airfields and targets came from TFA.

With the assistance of Air America pilots for "target tips," Terry and his unit

applied their deadly skills. From the portable trailer in which he worked,

equipped with the technology to analyze airborne and satellite reconnais-

sance, Terry dug in for the duration of his twelve month stay. Words such

as "Heavy Hook," "56 SOW," "Spookie," "Raven," "Nail," "Bug," "FRAG,"

"HABU," "Black Crow," "Paveway," "Wild Weasel," "KS-72" and "Mark 86"

proliferated in his vocabulary and became the dialogue of his trade.

Though Terry Reed worked in a twenty-first-century space-age envi-

ronment, where he lived was something else. The air conditioning neces-

sary to keep the computers cooled and operational didn't exist in the

airmen's living quarters. Their "hooches," as they were called, were over-

crowded, infested with mosquitos and built on stilts to keep out the cobras

during the sunbaked dry season and torrents of water during the monsoon

season. This stark contrast between living and working quarters, combined
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with the swehcring heat and the relentless noise from day-and-night take-

offs and landings, was draining.

The air was pounded twenty-four hours a day by the rotor blades of

patrolling helicopters trying to prevent North Vietnamese Army (XVA)

saboteurs from penetrating the perimeter of the remote base. Because of its

strategic northern location, 100 miles due west of the Demilitarized Zone

separating North and South Vietnam, the base housed special search-and-

rescue units whose job was to rescue downed airmen. Nakhon Phanom
(NKP) was a perpetual beehive of aaivity, requiring Reed and most of the

other men to work twelve-hour shifts, often seven days a week.

The reality of the human carnage brought on by the war was visibly

displayed to Terry when giant C-130 transport planes landed full of body

bags, which were then piled along the runway en route to the mortuary- in

Saigon. Observing Thai soldiers nonchalantly sorting the corpses by nation-

ality triggered the realization of the fragility of life. W^hile contemplating his

own mortality and sitting in the sizzling heat awaiting personnel replace-

ments from "the world, " Terr\' would first meet a man \\ath whom he would
later bond for life.

It was December 1969, and the man from Erie, Pennsylvania, nick-

named Roger Ramjet by his intelligence school classmates, would walk
down a C-130 loading ramp and into Terr^-'s life. Terr^' was sur\'eying the

group of "jeeps" (new arrivals from the States) who appeared to be simul-

taneously suffering from heat shock, culture shock, homesickness, fear and
jet lag, when he first noticed Ramjet. He behaved differently than the

remainder of the new arrivals wandering across the sweltering flight line.

The other "sheep" were aimlessly followong some imaginary leader. But
not Ramjet. He appeared to be alone, in charge, and more interested in

inspeaing the steel-and-sand-bagged revetments proteaing the F-4 Phan-
tom aircraft. He had a way about him ... an aura that radiated an instina

to survive, and an innate curiosity for these sophisticated instruments of war.

Ramjet had spotted the TFA sign Reed was holding, threw his gear into

Reed's truck, and said in his soft-spoken, monotonal voice, "My name's
John Desko. I'm from Erie, PA. I came here to blow shit up, \\in this war,

and get outta here."

On the trip to the barracks, the conversation shifted from war to the

hidden benefits of serving abroad.

"Is it true that B-52 pilots can smuggle in Jap bikes by hiding them in

the bomb bay? If that's the case, then I'm lookin' for a Kawasaki triple."

Being a motorcycle fanatic himself. Reed and Ramjet hit it off imme-
diately as they dug in for their one-year tour of duty in this outpost from
hell. They became friends for life, and both would later say that their main
task during this time was keeping each other sane. This bond for life was
not forged on some safe and secure college campus. It was deeper and
more serious. Their alma mater would be Task Force Alpha. It was here
they would lose their virginity and naivete about truth, deceit and the way
the world of "intel" really operates, not the way they had been taught in

Denver. They would soon discover that their unit was aaually the "secret
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supermarket of intelligence material" to not only the Air Force but other
"customers" they couldn't mention, particularly the CIA.

The CIA relied extensively upon Air America for logistics support to

conduct their unstated objectives in Southeast Asia. Air America was
described to the outside world as a humanitarian airline with bases in Vien-

tiane, Laos, and Udorn, Thailand. With the majority of its aircraft painted

white and bearing no military markings, Air America and its pilots shuttled

some extremely "sensitive and lethal cargo" along with the rice and med-
ical supplies it air-dropped to friendly forces in the Plain of Jars in northern
Laos. That sensitive cargo included bootlegged intelligence material

secretly provided to the CIA by Task Force Alpha through this "shuttle ser-

vice." Through this operation. Reed met some strange, rogue pilots who
wore solid gold chains and flight suits with no insignia. The gold was for

emergency bartering in case of a shootdown and their sanitized flight suits

were supposed to give them the appearance of civilian pilots.

These pilots knew that if shot down and captured, their country would
deny any knowledge of their mission or existence. By volunteering for this

hazardous and secret duty they received compensation for their "black" ser-

vices far above the going rate for "legal flights." If they survived, they could

go home wealthy. If they didn't, their next of kin would probably never

know the truth about their deaths.

One of these pilots was a man by the name of William Cooper. He was

then in his mid-40s and shuttling C- 123s and DC-3s between TFA and Vien-

tiane laden with, among other things, illegally provided aerial photography,

photography that had been "sanitized" to be used for special CIA bombing

missions to places openly banned by the president and Congress. Cooper

was a nobody in 1970 but would become famous, or perhaps infamous,

when he crashed and died in 1986 in Nicaragua at the controls of a C-123K

filled with guns and gringos. That crash would usher in the era known as

Iran-Contra.

TFA, or the "project" as it was known, would also house another of the

dirty secrets of the Vietnam War— the fact that U.S. servicemen were being

sacrificed to accomplish bombing objectives in Laos.

In a diplomatic chess game. Air Force decision making had been

"neutered." Instead of a "flying armada" that could have destroyed North

Vietnam's industrial capability, it had been turned into an instrument to

achieve Nixon and Kissinger's political agenda, which included detente

with the Chinese. Instead of raining fire nonstop on North Vietnam until

the enemy quit. Air Force firepower became the diplomatic "stick" in

Kissinger's carrot-and-stick policy.

The "carrot" was the curtailment of bombing in the North in exchange

for an "honorable peace," which meant a prearranged American with-

drawal before the political and military collapse of South Vietnam. The

"stick" was the punishment side of the equation, which Nixon would use

to force the Vietnamese to negotiate like gentlemen at the bargaining table

in Paris, showing the Americans back home that he couldn't be bullied by

the likes of Le Due To and Ho Chi Minh.
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Caught in the middle of this political chess game were men like Reed.

His job at TFA was to select the impact point for the bombs the Air Force

was "allowed" to drop. In compliance with the Geneva Accords and the

rules of engagement, Terry had to ensure that the bombs did not fall on

humanitarian targets, such as hospitals, or POW camps built by the North

Vietnamese along the trail network of Steel Tiger.

Hanoi, in a cold-blooded attempt to keep the road network open, had

placed clusters of POWs in concentration camps at key junctions in the road

network. Intelligence reports indicated that many of these POWs, who were

being used as human shields, had been transferred from camps in the

Hanoi-Haiphong region to augment the captured American flyers shot

down over Laos. By this time nearly 400 airmen had been downed while

flying over this neutral nation.

By the spring of 1970, this human-shield tactic was effectively pre-

venting the Air Force from bombing those critical road junctions, allowing

the North Vietnamese to build stockpiles in the south in preparation for a

another Tet Offensive.

Hanoi was insidiously exploiting America's compliance with the

humanitarian constraints placed on its Air Force. Largely due to the effec-

tiveness of TFA's interdiction efforts, the NVA could not stockpile sufficient

fuel to launch a mechanized or tank offensive in the South. They had
become so daring in Laos, however, as a result of the success of their "Amer-
ican Human-Shield Program" that they initiated a daring program to con-

struct a POL (petroleum) pipeline, which would supply fuel to the

Soviet-built Zil-57 supply trucks, thereby allowing them to haul container-

ized fuel to depots in the south. Reed's team and the Air Force sat helplessly

watching the construction of pumping stations down Steel Tiger, normally

protected in karst caves and in close proximity to these POW camps.

Major decisions affecting the war were in many cases influenced by
political events in the United States. One such event was the killing of four

Kent State students by National Guardsmen in the spring of 1970. Kent
State had erupted on May 4, 1970, in response to the U.S. invasion of Cam-
bodia, a sign that the war was spreading. The political backlash and the

public outcry from the Cambodian invasion forced the cancellation of a

planned military ground invasion of Laos to destroy the petroleum pipeline

under construction there, and to free the POWs.
The bullets that killed the students in Ohio had symbolically ricocheted

all the way to Terry's trailer in Thailand. On a fateful day in mid-May, an
Air Force captain walked into Terry's targeting shop and ordered that com-
puterized "fail safes" that prevented inadvertent bombing of the POW
camps be removed.

"Pull the map tacks," the captain commanded. Terry and the other
enlisted men were shocked and appalled when the officer told them a policy

change had been made and that the POW camps would no longer be pro-

tected from bombing operations.

A small mutiny ensued and ended shortly thereafter, with the stunned
airmen standing at rigid attention while a full colonel read them the Uniform
Code of Military Justice, specifically the section about the consequences of
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refusing to obey a direct order. They were guaranteed immediate lodging in

the federal penitentiary at Fort Leavenworth, Kansas, if the orders were not
obeyed immediately, and were told that replacements from Hawaii would be
there within twenty-four hours. The replacements would follow the lawful
orders being given. It was going to happen, with or without their cooperation.

Hadn't the American prisoners taken an oath, after all, and signed a

service agreement to pay "the supreme price" if necessary? This was the
logic the colonel applied. And who were the men paying the supreme price?

Young men like Terry Reed and Oliver North were seeing the nation's very
best slain needlessly to avoid upsetting geopolitical goals that only Richard
Nixon and a select few could secretly articulate.

The red tacks came down and so did the bombs.
In retrospect, Terry came to understand how the military had appealed

to his logic, to accept sacrificing the few to save the many. But, in the

process, they had also exploited his sense of duty. The result was that he
went home missing a part of himself, much like those who returned miss-

ing limbs. Except no one could see what he had lost.

No one except Oliver North, who ten years later would return with that

missing part—honor—and offer to graft it back on.

This heinous decision to bomb the POW camps, haunted Terry, and he
could not and would not talk about for years for fear of violating his secrecy

oath and being sent to prison. He learned firsthand that day that "national

security" could be successfully used to mask the crimes committed by his

own government.

Terry tried to rationalize what he had been forced to do since his

brother, Gary, was an enlisted man still in harm's way and serving with the

U.S. Army at a fire base near the uninhabitable and dangerous Demilita-

rized Zone. Maybe the action had prevented another Tet and had likewise

saved his brother's and other soldiers' lives. It was time to block the inci-

dent from his mind and go back to "the world," the name GIs gave to Amer-
ica. Terry returned home on leave to no parades or welcoming bands at the

bus station. "Where is Harry Truman now?" he thought.

Dressed in his Air Force blues and wearing his Accommodation Medal,

National Defense and Vietnam campaign ribbons, Terry suppressed his

anger out of respect for his father. It had been four years now since that day

on the parade field; the cheers had faded, and the flags now were wrapped

around the caskets of the KIAs (killed in action). Reed had grown to sus-

pect that his Midwestern values had been exploited by the government.

Worse yet, he felt that his elders had let him down. Why were the youth

being forced to rebel and bring attention to the injustices brought on by our

own government? Why were the adults not in the streets instead of the

youth, protesting the inequities of the draft and the lack of a stated foreign

policy? Why were the young paying the price both abroad and in the streets

of America? It saddened him deeply.

It was like a scene from All Quiet on the Western Front when the young,

battle-scarred German soldier returned home, realizing that the flag waving,

the martial music and the heroic speeches did not prepare him for the real-

ities of comrades dying in agony.
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As Terry looked around, he came to the unthinkable realization that pos-

sibly those who had stayed at home were the smart ones. They, at least, were

intact, and not finding it necessary to defend the actions of their country

abroad. How easy it was for them to rationalize their opposition and inaction.

At that time, news was focusing on all the negatives spilling out of the

bloody conflict. An Army lieutenant named William Calley had become the

measure of military morality. His actions in a village called My Lai later

became known as the My Lai Massacre. Just coming home was turning into

a battle of its own.
"Why can't those hippie soldiers kick their asses like we did the Nazis?"

the elder Reed asked as they sat in the front porch swing that spring day in

1971. "I think this proves our society lacks any real values. And it's all my
generation's fault. We gave you too much and you don't appreciate what
you have. You're all soft. This must be how Rome decayed. You guys have

been over there too long. Besides, the papers say you're winning. I don't

understand."

"Not true," Terry replied. "The papers are lying; the government is

lying. You can't know how bad we're losing. If it were up to the Air Force,

we'd nuke 'em and be home by the Fourth of July."

The young Reed knew that body counts of enemy dead and bomb
damage estimates were being "cooked" to keep the American public from

knowing the truth of how badly the war was going. General William West-

moreland, the military's supreme commander, would later pay a price for

perpetuating these battlefield myths.

Terry, now a staff sergeant in Air Force Intelligence, had grown up
believing in what Superman had called "truth, justice and the American
way." Those beliefs had been shattered. There was no truth in this war.

Where was the justice in it all? Was this the American way? He couldn't tol-

erate the thought of being considered a warmonger for his efforts to serve

his country. He did not blame the military for what was happening; it was
the political leaders who were at fault. The elders, they were the ones who
were wrong and should be held accountable.

"It's a different war. Dad. The people aren't behind us. Our government
won't let the military win. To tell the truth. Dad, I've grown to admire the

determination of the people we're fighting. They're dedicated survivalists

and in this thing for the long haul. They aren't going home until they're

victorious or dead."

Terry's disillusionment only grew after being reassigned to stateside

duty. He found a country gripped in a generational war with students riot-

ing on the campuses and the older generation wrapped in an Orwellian orgy
of denial and self-deception.

He had not told his father, who had returned from World War II to

cheering crowds and congratulations from his neighbors, that military

authorities had warned the young airman not to wear his uniform in the
Los Angeles airport because of the harassment he would encounter. His

father had never had to wipe spit off his uniform.
His aging father had been sired by a different America and still believed

that America always fought on the side of right. "You're so lucky to have
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been born an American," his father repeatedly said during Terry's youth.
"This is the greatest country in the world."

Believing that, how could the older man now accept that the country
they had both loved and now served had become mired in a minefield of

lies and deception? The answer, Terry decided, was impossible to convey to

those of his father's generation. He wouldn't attempt to destroy his father's

illusions. Some myths should be sacred.

He simply told his unimpressed father that he shouldn't always believe

the newspapers, what he saw on TV ... or his government. Victory in

Southeast Asia, the young man knew, was not only not at hand, it was not

even on the horizon.

As the two Reeds sat on the porch and tried to span the generation gap,

many of the troubling revelations of America's secret agenda were yet to

surface. And the young sergeant was forbidden to talk about the terrible

secrets he was carrying inside him. Laos, he knew, was the place his fellow

soldiers were being discarded wholesale.

The reality of men being put needlessly in harm's way and a war being

fought without public support while Congress debated its morality was a

stark contrast to what his father had known and what the son had come to

expect. It changed Terry's life forever.

It was a bitter and disillusioned man who left the Air Force five years

later and went about his life. He considered the whole experience as some-

thing perverse, a kind of "national masturbation" where the best seeds are

needlessly ejaculated. Gone forever, they will never bear fruit.

But Terry thought as he embarked on civilian life that at least he had

put government duplicity behind him. He would find, however, that one

never really gets out of intelligence. He had attained the knowledge and

self-discipline that made him an asset, literally. His Air Force file, high-

lighting his patriotic efforts and honorable discharge, now went to the Cen-

tral Intelligence Agency, to be held for future use.

If you can't call it a war,

Then don't call me.

—Terry Kent Reed, 1976
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A. L. TSCHEPL, COL,

Dir of Admin
USAF

»«Bv««u« aoiTiOMa or tnw poim aa* <

Air Force orders assigning Terry Reed with Top Secret clearance to Task Force Alpha,

code named Igloo White, in Thailand. This operation, known unofficially as "McNa-
mara's Projea," after the secretary of defense at the time, was one of the nation's

most secret units.
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CITATION TO ACCOMPANY THE AWARD OF

THE AIR FORCE COMMENDATION MEDAL
(FIRST OAK LEAF CLUSTER)

TO

TERRY K. REED

Staff Sergeant Terry K, Reed distinguished himself by merltorioua service as
Imagery Interpretation Specialist, Day Shift, Targets Section, Exploitation
Branch, 432 Reconnaissance Technical Squadron, Udom Royal Thai Air Force Base,
Thailand, from U February 197^ to 23 January 1975. During this period Sergeant
Reed displayed outstanding initiative, professionalism, and technical ability
which contributed immeasurably to the completion of assigned reconnaissance
projects and intelligence collection efforts. His work in the development of
Target Intelligence Kits, prepared in airport of IMlted States Support Activities
Group contingency planning, contributed significantly to the accomplishment of
the mission of the 4,32 Reconnaissance Technical Squadron and the mission of the

United States Air Force in Southeast Asia. The distinctive accomplishments of

Sergeant Reed reflect credit upon himself and the United States Air Force.

This citation and the Air Force Commendation Medal were awarded to Reed at

Udom, Thailand, headquarters for Air America.
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^.:gt, ssqt and sgt performance r^-^
1. lOCNTlFlCATION DATA
1. LAST NAMI • ri«IT HAMC • Ml

KEEL, TERKT K. .SAN. FBii91-52-8l96

S. 6BA0C

Sergeant
4. OMAMIZATIOH. LOCATION, AM C0M«AM0

Task Force Alpha
Hakhon Phanom RTAFB, Thailand .

(PACAF)

1. aisiavc aAaaAMT oa commission cbaoc
AMD ArSM

None

•. RCASOM roa atroar

a "0 atroai i riAB

Q CMAMCt or etPOBTIHC
ornciAL

2] NO acrOBT • MOMTMS

n OIBCCTta BT _

T. rcaioo Of RtroaT • surcavisioa

18 Sep 69

tHBU

17 Mar 70

Na OATS

158

M. DUTIES. r*rsc 20650 oAric 20650 cAftc 20650 Current Duty: Shift NCOlCf Photo
Sxploitation Branch.for Task Force Alpha (Named USAF Unit, Wing Lerel). Sup^irviees
daily interpretation by designated shift personnel of photography essential to tinit

aisaica and preparation of resnlting intelligence reports. Additionally responding
to requests for targeting actions and aiding in the preparation of briefing aids and
special intelligence products as required*

III. PERSONAL QUALITIES

1. PtSroniAMCX or DVTT: C**«i4«r lb*
«a*Mtity, oalltf. aa^ tiaallaast ml kla
Mtk la tfta 4atitfa 4aacrlka4 km Sacttaa
II.

1

acrosTiiie orriciAi
N/O

I
e 1 t S 4 • • T S t

INOMSIMt orriciAL X

a. Wmum ULATIONt< Caaai4ar baa vail
ka aaa^ kla aklllty ta caaaaalcata (aral
aa4 wltlaa) aa4 ta gat alaat vltk atkara
ta lavrava kla avarall parfaraaaaa.

acreaTiR* ernciAL

«/e

X
• 1 t S 4 * • T • t

iNoeasiac err icial I

1. TmAimNO: Caaii4ar kaa wall ka 41*.
ekavfaa kla raayaaalklilt laa aa aa OJT
aa»ar*taar. traiaar. ar tralaaa aa4 la

kaa«la4(a aa4 a^acatlaaal laval.

ac^eaTiM err icial

N/e

I
1 t S 4 S • 7 1 1

iNooasiN* erriciAL 1

4. SSmritlOMt Caaaltfar kaa aall ka
awarvlaaa. laa^a, aaaa avallabla ra«
aaarcaa. aa4 aalatalaa gaa^ ar4ar aatf

41act»ll*a.

acfo«TiN« erriciAL

N/O

I
1 I S 4 s • 1 • (

meoatiM •rriciAC X

1. MxtrtAHa or nco itsKmsiiiLirr:
Caaai«ar kla aceaytaaca af raaMaalkll Itr
far kla actlaaa aa4 tkaia a( kla
aakat«laataa.

airoaTiH* erricui

N/O

I
1 t S 4 s • 7 • t

iNoeaiiae orricuL X

1

•. BtAllNO AMD BtBATIOl! Caaaldar tka
dttraa ta aklck lila kaarlag aa4 kakavlar
aa a«4 aff 4uty la»rava tka laa|a af
Air Farca ICOa.

atreaTiR* orriciAL OH

N/O

•a

•M

X
X

1 t 1 4 • • 7 • t

-
I
X

IV. OVERALL EVALUATION |

aa tfaaa k« eaa^ara allk atkara af kla
(ra4a aarf Atr Faraa araalalt|r» PraMtla*
»a«aatlal la o aaaaatlal caaal4aratlaa
la Ikia ratla*.

1

atreaTiMe erriciAL
1

X
- e 1 t S 4 • • 7 • t

iMooatiMe erriciAL X

iNooasiNe erriciAL |n,o|
1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 i;H

One of Terry Reed's military proficiency reports, written while hie was serving at Task
Force Alpha.
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V. OM^EWTS OF REPORTING OFFICIAL (•» f«ct—i irf tpmtltu: A44 mr tf which Inerff th» •4/«cliyitr •' »»« r»H»t.)

FACTS AND SPECIFIC ACHIS7B^£2ITSt Oaring this ratiag period, Sgt Baed has perfonaad
hiB duties in an outstanding Banner. As a shift saperTisor, hs eagerlj assumed nu-
merous responsibilities and directed the vork of his photo interpreters with great
efficiency. As a photo interpreter himself , Sgt Beed performad in a truly outstanding
manner. His high quality vork resulted in the pro<kiction of many lucrative targets
which were subsequently struck by aircraft yielding lapressiTe bomb damage statistics
and disrupting major sections of an opposing forces* logistical coi(>lex. Outstanding
as a supervisor and as a photo interpreter, Sgt Beed also excelled as an organiser.
When his branch vas tasked with scanning a large quantLty of special aerial photo-
graphy, he set up the operating procedures and then undertook a major portion of the
scan himself. His efforts were largely responsible for the location of major zmw
sections and the update of max7 older sections of hostile lines of ccBBminication.
Because of his Tersatllity, Sgt Beed was often given a variety of special pxojects.
His production of graphics for presentation to hi^ ranking civilian and military
officials won him frequent praise and recognition. STBENQTHSt Uncotmon intelligence
and efficiency combined with excellent leadership ability make Sgt Beed an outstanding
NCO. OTHER 00I4MENTS: I recommend that Sgt Beed be promoted to Staff Sergeant at the
earliest opportuni"^. This duty performed in Southeast Asia.

VI. REP0RTIN6 OFFICIAL
HM«, MAOt AMD OMMUZATIOM

LADBENCE J. ZIMMERMAN, Capt,
Task Force Alpha (FACAF)

DUTY TITLK

OIC, Photo Exploitation
Branch

INATU^C

25

VII INITIAL INDORSING OFFICIAL

Based upon flrequent observatlan of his work, I concur with the above raters. Sgt
Beed has continually proven himself to be an outstanding NOO. Beliance upon his
abilities, and personal knowledge have been rewarded repeatedly with the production
of Intelligence outstanding in quali'fy and quantil7. His graphics are some of the

finest ani most professional materials I have ever seen. Each one presents the

infoxnation clearly and simply, insuring that the information is conveyed to the

viewer. I hi^y recommend him for promotion to Staff Sergeant.

/>Xi.^WcVLW^
HM«, CIIAOC AM* MftMltATIM

JAMES D. TTJBINETTI, Capt,
Task Force Alpha (PACAF)

DUTY TITLt

Chief, Photo Interpre-
tation Division

25 Mar 1970

ADDITIONAL INDORSEMENT

I agree with the rating official. I have observed Sgt Reed often, and he is clearly an

outstanding NCO. Difficult tasks could always be assigned to him %d.th the assurance
that they would be completed successfully. «His in-depth knowledge and versatility
earned him the respect of every man he %rorked with. I highly concur with the recom-

mendation that Sgt Reed be promoted at the earliest opportunitv
UWK, MAOK «N0 OMANItATieM

HAROLD A. BELLES, Col,
Task Force Alpha (PACAF)

DUTY TITLC

Director of
Intelligence

•^;:>^/^/g/^
25 Mar 1970

ADDITIONAL INDORSEMENT

An unclassified description of Reed's activities at Task Force Alpha. The majority of

this work was performed in support of the CIA and Air America.
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CHAPTER 2

The Sooner Connection

J. Edgar Hoover continued to glare from his ominous portrait

in the Oklahoma City FBI office.

"Fucking Nixon and Kissinger!" Oliver North said once

again.

"Yeah," Terry Reed replied.

The first meeting between the two Vietnam-era veterans

had been arranged by Edwin Enright, the SAC (Special Agent in Charge) of

the Oklahoma City FBI regional headquarters. But this was no ordinary

meeting, and no ordinary FBI office.

The leased federal office complex was located in the building housing

Sooner Federal Savings and Loan, whose logo was a pig outlined in neon,

on a giant sign that sat astride the roof above them. The FBI offices, con-

sisting of the entire two floors situated atop the high-rise structure, had
leaded walls to interdict electronic eavesdropping. The restricted basement
floors below were a giant SWAT-team arsenal and a secret motor pool.

Terry did not know that the man he was dealing with was Oliver North.

He had used the cover name "John Cathey." When they had been intro-

duced, Cathey had flashed government "creds"— Central Intelligence

Agency credentials— with, as Terry recalled later, "the photo, the eagle and
the whole nine yards."

This was not a chance meeting, of course. Terry and North had been
brought together by Enright for a reason. The Oklahoma City office had a

reputation of being run by men sympathetic to White House policy and
their SACs were willing to intervene on its behalf. Prior to Enright's tenure,

this office was headed by Oliver (Buck) Revell, who became the FBI's Exec-

utive Assistant Director and their liaison with Oliver North, who would
later solicit Revell's help in limiting the Iran-Contra investigation.^

Enright had arranged for both men to have lunch earlier at Cap-
puchina's, an up-scale hangout favored by the agents, because Cathey and
Enright believed that Terry could be useful to both agencies. Enright was
pleased that both men appeared to have hit it off. And with good reason,

for they discovered that day that they both had carried back from South-
east Asia the same emotional scars.
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The lean, neatly dressed man in the business suit with the boyish grin

and the gap between his teeth reminded Terry in some ways of Mad maga-

zine's Alfred E. Newman. Cathey told Terry that he was reporting directly

to the National Security Council on matters dealing with defense-related

espionage.

Terry felt honored that he was being put into play with someone who
reported to the level of the White House. He had dealt extensively with the

CIA through Air America during his Air Force Intelligence days in South-

east Asia, but now he was being put into a new and more significant loop

involving the dark side of civilian intelligence gathering.

Terry caught himself reminiscing about the events and turns in his life

that had led to this eventful meeting. As he looked back at the six years

since his discharge from the Air Force, he could barely believe the rapid and

successful transition he had made to civilian life. The time from his Janu-

ary 1976 separation until now seemed a blur.

The first entry on his checklist of "must do" items after discharge had

been to enroll in civilian flight training. The Air Force had reneged on its

promise to send Terry to flight school. They had told him if he would reen-

list and finish his college degree, he would be guaranteed a slot in pilot

training. But due to congressionally imposed manpower reductions as a

result of the termination of the Vietnam War, the Air Force had an over-

abundance of pilots.

But flying had become his obsession. For this reason, his first objective

had been to exhaust his entire entitlement from the GI Bill in a civilian pilot-

training curriculum. After shopping around to find just the right flight school,

he discovered Mizzou Aviation in Joplin, Missouri. What drew Terry like a

magnet to Mizzou wasn't necessarily that the school offered an FAA-approved
training curriculum that was licensed to stria government standards, but

rather the fact that Mizzou 's manager and chief pilot examiner, John P.

Browni, had a reputation that preceded him. Brown was known as the hard-

est, toughest, strictest, most demanding, professional, son-of-a-bitchin' flight

examiner in the entire Midwest—causing most student pilots to flee to

schools beyond his authority and that adhered to less demanding standards.

Being a person who enjoyed doing things the hard way, and getting

his money's worth, Terry zeroed in on Mizzou and Brown. After all, if he was
going to go to all this effort and expense to learn to fly, he wanted to be good.

Terry was successful in attaining his flying goal and spent his last dollar

of entitlement on JP-4 (jet fuel) in pursuit of his advanced jet rating. He had
made it at last. He had his wings. He had his commercial / instrument pilot's

license, which included his "torch" (jet) rating and all instructor certificates

to boot.

Terry worked full-time during the two years he attended flight school.

Besides providing him cash to attend school and support himself, the job

did something else equally as important. It introduced him to the world of

American business. His job as a manager of an industrial equipment rental

firm put him into contact with building contractors, finance people, and
heavy equipment manufacturers and suppliers.
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This awakened his entrepreneurial spirit.

Terry was seeing firsthand the invasion of Japanese and other foreign

tools and implements into the American workplace. Companies like

Makita, Kubota, Mikasa, Bosch and Stihl were looking for a toehold in the

American economy from which to launch major competitive assaults

against American manufacturers. This both excited and saddened him. He
identified what he thought to be tremendous opportunity in the marketing

segment of the foreign onslaught, but what interested him the most was the

comparison of this activity to warfare.

Surely, he thought, the American manufacturers would have to fight

back. If not, they would obviously be overrun and destroyed. Surely this

great nation wouldn't allow that to take place. He could easily see that

Japanese products were far superior to America's. After all, his company in

Joplin, Missouri, utilized many different makes and models daily in the

worst possible battleground— the rental market. Without a doubt, tested

side by side, the foreign tools were vastly superior. They performed more
reliably and, most importantly, needed less maintenance. Surely, he

thought, American firms would have to retool their factories, redesign their

products, and fight back!

Factory automation, he had thought back in 1979, would be the

coming thing. American firms would be forced to automate and upgrade

their facilities in a major way— for the first time since World War II. That

would be it. He would combine his newly documented flying skills with the

world of manufacturing. He set out to find an aggressive young company
that would offer him the opportunity.

First, he hired on as a flying salesman for an aluminum extrusion com-
pany in Kansas. The company president, Joe Ida, himself a pilot and one of

America's originators of the technology of "squirting" heated aluminum
through a die, immediately took note of Terry's industrious, disciplined

work ethic. Ida took Terry under his wing and introduced him to his thriv-

ing and growing customer base.

This brought Terry into contact with all the major aircraft builders,

many of their subcontractors and their machinery builders. This world of

metal, computer technology and industry, he discovered, was exactly what
he had been searching for. He instantly took root and began to mature and
grow in this newfound environment. With the skills and freedom to pilot

himself between sales accounts, Terry normally had the jump on the com-
petition, who were left wondering "How does a person actually get to Hays,

Kansas?" after finally locating it on a road map. He simply flew there, got

the order, and flew on to other "strategic targets." It seemed so simple.

And he was noticing something else: the lack of discipline of his

"enemy," the competition. For the most part, he was discovering civilians

were lacking in skills that the Air Force had not only instilled in him but
had demanded.

He was normally more organized, better prepared, and, in most cases,

better trained than his foes. Simply, they seemed to be "inferiorly equipped,"
as they used to say in Air Force Intelligence.
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It reminded him of debriefing USAF F-4 Phantom crews who were

making air raids in North Vietnam. Those who engaged the enemy in MIG
dogfights toward the end of Linebacker II ^the last authorized bombing of

the North) normally reported "no contest— they're inferiorly equipped."

Reed was beginning to enjoy the world of business when he met Emery
West, president of Northwest Industries in Oklahoma City, in November of

1979. West had been shopping for a corporate pilot to fly the company's air-

craft. The firm expanded its computer-controlled machine tool sales activity

beyond Oklahoma and into Texas, Louisiana, Kansas, Missouri and Arkansas.

What had made Terry's resume stand out among the other 600 appli-

cants for the flying job was "Air Force intelligence" and his nearly three

years living in Asia. West figured Terry's familiarity with Asian customs

would be advantageous in negotiating with the Asian machine tool suppli-

ers he was courting. And his intelligence background made him instant

"mentor material," since West himself had spent most of his adult life inter-

facing with the CIA, the FBI and the KGB.
Emery West was an escapee of the 1956 Hungarian revolution, who

then emigrated to the West and later received asylum in the U.S. He was
still drawn to the world of intrigue masked within intelligence operations.

Reed's hiring offered him a chance to interact with someone from the

shadow world once again.

Terry's assets, combined with his understanding of manufacturing tech-

nology, love of flying and ferocious business acumen, made him an instant

success at Northwest Industries (NWI) and within the machine tool indus-

try. He proved himself time and time again to West, and ultimately he was
made the company's executive vice president and became West's protege.

Together they embarked on building a high-technology manufactur-

ing/marketing firm with offices in five cities and dealers in four more. They
were involved in the expansion of this endeavor when Terry flew Emery to

the Chicago machine tool show in the new company plane in September of

1980. There they discovered that Hungary had a machinery display and was
soliciting Western trading partners.

As West and Reed chatted with the Hungarians that day, the ground-
work was laid for Northwest Industries to become a communist bloc trad-

ing partner, and Terry's life had suddenly veered back into the world of

intelligence gathering. West had "offered Reed up" to the FBI as point man
to monitor the KGB moles "planted" within the Hungarian trading com-
pany and operating in the U.S. This relationship with Reed had proved so

successful for the FBI that they stayed in touch with him even after he left

Northwest Industries in 1981 to start his own machine tool and automation
consulting firm. As fate would have it, Terry's first order of business in Jan-

uary 1982 had been to become a dealer for Toshiba Machine Tool, Inc.,

headquartered in Chicago. He was not aware that Toshiba was under inves-

tigation by the FBI and the CIA for selling American defense technology to

the Russians. But he was about to find out. Someone at the CIA had
retrieved his Air Force file, and he was now being interviewed by a repre-

sentative of the Agency.
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"I've reviewed your military record," Cathey continued intently, "and con-

sidering your technical knowledge, you'll have the perfea cover for help-

ing us nail this dirty Jap company you are brokering for."

The world of high-tech spying was nothing new to Terr^^ He was
already an FBI asset and had just spent the last sixteen months spying (he

preferred to call it "monitoring") on a KGB-infested Hungarian machine-

tool company for his FBI handlers.

"Barlow tells me you're good at this," Cathey said to him. "Barlow" was

a reference to one of Enright's counterintelligence agents, Wayne (Buzz)

Barlow, who had been Terry's prime handler in the Hungarian project. Their

relationship had grown into something more personal as Barlow and his

wdfe, Cecelia, had become intimate friends with Terry and his wdfe, Janis.

It was clear that Cathey had already familiarized himself with Terr^^'s

militar^^ service record, something not available to ever^'one. Cathey had
also been impressed with Terry's background in aviation, high-technology

manufacturing and international trading.

Prior to continuing his conversation, Cathey turned his attention to

Enright. This bulldog-jowled J. Edgar Hoover clone, both physically and
mentally, sat staring at them from the far end of the conference table through

his puffy, bloodshot eyes. He gave the appearance of a man near bum-out.
"We're getting into a sensitive area here, Ed," Cathey said to Enright.

"I'm sure Terr>' is aware of the problem of a CIA agent operating within the

CONUS (referring to the Continental U.S., where laws bar the CIA from
operating) . Let's not create any needless problems. I'm sure you'll agree you
should excuse yourself before I continue."

After Enright grudgingly left the room, Cathey's briefing centered on
information developed from foreign agents who had uncovered something
highly disturbing to the U.S. government. From the evidence available, it

was obvious that Toshiba Machine Tool a division of the giant Japanese

elearonics conglomerate, was illegally exporting restriaed technolog^^ to

the Soviet Union. But beyond that, Cathey said, the company had also

stolen secret defense information and apparently provided it to the Soviets

along with the equipment to use it.*

"We about shit when Barlow informed us you had become a Toshiba

dealer," Cathey continued, in a much more relaxed tone. "Talk about luck!

We've been watching Toshiba for quite some time but have been unable to

nail them in the act. And Barlow tells me we're getting two agents for the

Five years later, the U.S. government would reveal that Toshiba Machine Tool had pro\ided

the Soviets with technology- to produce silent submarine propellers that could elude sonar

deteaion. The KGB orchestrated, between 1982 and 1984, the purchase by the USSR of four

machine tools and associated computer programs direaly from Toshiba. The scandal resulted

in the indiament of Toshiba executives in Japan. Toshiba's president did the "honorable thing"

and committed suicide. Sales of Toshiba Machine Tool produas were banned in the U.S. for

five years. Secretary of Defense Casper Weinberger said the illegal expons "caused significant

damage to the security of Japan and the United States."
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price of one. It's not very often we find an asset who has a cooperating wife.

She really gets into this, huh? That's great."

Based on Cathey's comments. Barlow must have thoroughly briefed

Cathey prior to the meeting. Barlow, in essence, had "sponsored" Terry into

the intelligence club, a prerequisite for membership.

Wives can be a problem for assets. Some spouses can never adjust to a

world of deceit, where things are never quite what they seem. Barlow had

passed on to Cathey Terry's wife's excitement over being part of the cloak-

and-dagger world that the Reeds had been drawn into.

As Terry and Cathey reminisced and traded war stories, Terry told him
about how his relationship with Barlow had started and realized that Buzz

had become more than a handler. They were now friends, or so Terry

thought. The bond between them had flourished initially because of their

common interest in flying. Although Barlow had been a carrier pilot in the

Vietnam years, his first bonding with Terry came in the cockpit of a 1 980 twin

Cessna 414, N2693F, in October 1980, high above the plains of Oklahoma.

Even though the temperature outside at 10,000 feet was below freezing,

perspiration was beading on Barlow's balding head. Barlow, in the left seat,

was, in pilot's jargon, clearly "behind the airplane" as he attempted to deal

with the "emergency" Terry had created.

"Goddamn it, I don't know what you did, but please give me back the left

engine! I'm rusty at this! It's not fair to do this on our first training flight!"

Terry was evaluating Barlow's flying performance and, in flight instruc-

tor's jargon, was conditioning him to become "receptive to learning." In

order to test Barlow's responses to an in-flight emergency, he secretly had
shut off the fuel valve to the left engine and was now watching this ex-hot

dog carrier pilot lose his cool over Duncan, Oklahoma. Reed was amazed
that this Annapolis grad was not demonstrating "the right stuff" that pilots

always admired.

Barlow's "cover" at Terry's firm was that of a company copilot, and
Terry, the man in the right seat and a certified flight instructor, was trying

to get Barlow's pilot proficiency up to speed. It would be necessary for Buzz
to demonstrate competency to be added to the aviation insurance policy

covering NWI's plane. It had been a long time since Barlow had flown, and
Terry seized the chance to gently wring out his FBI student.

"You gotta tell me the procedure from your checklist for a restart, or

I'll die right along with you. Keep your mind working. Come on, engage
your brain!"

Slowly, Barlow began to research his data bank of flying knowledge to

find the computer disk in his mind labeled "pilot." He awkwardly but

methodically began prioritizing his cockpit workload and groping with the

procedures to deal with the simulated emergency Terry had created as a

"real-time" test.

"Hey, this thing performs pretty good on one engine," Barlow said after

successfully "caging" the left engine.
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"Don't get cocky," Terry smiled, "or I'll shut down your right one, too."

After restoring power to the engine, and promising no more simulated

emergencies, Terry set the autopilot so they could ease the tension and get

on to the other business at hand, namely, spy work.

The KGB had gone on a buying spree. They had learned that Lenin's

words were quite true: "A capitalist's only religion is money." The Soviets

didn't have to steal the technology they desperately needed and couldn't

produce. They simply had to come to America and buy it. The Japanese

were more than willing to do business, even if they didn't really own what
they were selling. And what the Japanese couldn't provide them, the KGB
was apparently going to "procure" through legitimate business ties they

were establishing in North America.

"Barcorp in Canada is loaded with KGB," Barlow said, referring to a

machine tool trading company that was importing communist-bloc equip-

ment for sale to the West. "You need to keep me informed of all the play-

ers you come in contact with from Technoimpex, and especially be wary of

a guy by the name of Jozsef Bona. He's a card-carrying KGB agent."

Mention of Bona's name caused Terry to give Barlow his undivided atten-

tion. He had already met Bona the month before at the International Machine
Tool Show in Chicago. Terry remembered him as an aging version of James
Bond, a man in his mid- 50s who could drink all day and all night without it

ever seeming to affect him. His suave, European demeanor was highlighted

by his thick, bushy mustache and deep-set eyes. Bona was smooth, witty,

intelligent and articulate. Terry irritated Barlow later when he told him that

he thought Bona was much smarter than the FBI agents he'd met.

Referring to Bona, Barlow said, "He's been in India, Pakistan and Africa

that we know of. He speaks seven languages and is a lovable, cunning son

of a bitch. He's suspected in at least three deaths of foreign agents. I want
to hang his fuckin' head on my wall! Will you help me?"

"What do you have in mind? Just because I'm a pilot doesn't mean I

invite danger."

Reed was a little apprehensive. During his intelligence-school training,

he had been told that, in many areas, the KGB outgunned even the CIA.

He didn't know if the Oklahoma City FBI office could be a match for the

Kremlin's finest.

"I'll back you up and be your shadow in anything I ask you to do," Bar-

low said. "I need your help because I'm technically weak in manufacturing."

Reed agreed to help nail Bona, which would apparently be a big scalp

for Barlow to have hanging from his belt.

The Technoimpex that Barlow had referred to was a Hungarian-gov-
ernment-run trading company, and Barcorp, in Toronto, was its Canadian
trading partner. Bona had told Terry facetiously, "Technoimpex is not the

East-bloc venereal disease it sounds like."

And from what Barlow had said, the KGB's North American operations

were based in Toronto. Cathey would later tell Terry that his CIA oversight

of this espionage operation was also based there.

The prematurely balding Barlow was a linguist fluent in Russian and
Magyar. His remaining hair was thick and graying, his face unlined except
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for the laugh wrinkles around his eyes. Small in stature, he was unpreten-

tious and professional and did not have the usual "cop" demeanor found in

many agents.

The job of a counterintelligence agent is to look for people who work
for hostile intelligence services or people who have access to plans and

activities of those services. The object is to learn the plans of these intelli-

gence services, neutralize their operations, induce defections and under-

mine the credibility of their agents.

Barlow had worked in counterintelligence the majority of his FBI

career. He was placed under cover in Terry's firm when it became one of the

first American companies licensed to market computer-controlled machine

tools and equipment produced in Hungary, then a Soviet-bloc country.

The FBI knew that this experiment in East-West detente would serve

as a possible conduit for the theft of American technology, especially com-
puter technology. Such technology was a specialty of Terry's Oklahoma-
based firm. Northwest Industries, Inc., in Oklahoma City. Northwest's

founder and president, Emery IVeda] West, was no stranger to the world of

East-West intrigue. As a political prisoner, he had escaped from his native

Hungary during the 1956 uprising and was given asylum in the U.S. but

was never completely trusted. The FBI saw every emigre as a possible KGB
"plant," or "mole." Enright had been West's handler for years and conveyed
privately to Reed his concerns about West's true allegiance.

Terry's job for the FBI was to discuss technical aspects of machine tools

and to be aware of the technology the Hungarians wanted. Terry was also

the person designated to travel to Hungary when possible and report on
Soviet manufacturing capabilities.

Barlow's job was to identify KGB agents and eavesdrop on their con-

versations in their native language. His undercover placement at Northwest
Industries and the company's mandatory "cooperation" were U.S. govern-

ment prerequisites for obtaining the necessary State Department licenses

allowing trade with Hungary. To do his job. Barlow had to pose as the com-
pany's pilot. But he hadn't flown since his Navy days, and Terry was
assigned the task of reintroducing Barlow to the cockpit.

The friendship flourished over many emptied bottles of Chivas Regal

in the latter months of 1980. But Terry at that time was still a third wheel
in Barlow's social circle because of Terry's bachelorhood. The two men's
"gray" friendship expanded to a social one when Terry began dating his

future wife, who would later be accepted into the world of "spook" (the

slang term for intelligence operative, or spy) marriages by Barlow and his

wife.

For a man who had professed to need only an airplane, a credit card

and a condom to have a good time, a strange thing had begun to happen to

Terry in late February 1981. He had been a bachelor with a vengeance,

making up in countless rendezvous for the fact that he had been in South-

east Asia during the sexual revolution. His activities had gone far beyond
just selling machine tools in the oil patch.

Terry had not been looking for love when he reluctantly agreed to a

blind date with Janis Kerr. She was an aggressive, attractive and liberated
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woman with a keen eye for business, whose real estate career was flour-

ishing during the oil boom in Oklahoma.

As he pulled into the driveway to pick her up for their first date, a pecu-

liar sensation came over him. From the visual clues he was noting, he began

to get his hopes up that this woman might be "different." Here was a per-

fectly manicured brick home, 1 930s vintage, with an old-fashioned wooden
porch swing on the large, screened-in front porch. There was also a Mer-

cedes 300D in the drive. He liked her taste in cars and decided to forgive her

for buying a diesel.

"Ummh," he thought. "Here's an independent woman who must be

successful in her own right. Maybe this female is different."

As soon as he stepped into her living room that cold February night, he

knew she was different. Not the typical glass-and-chrome furniture with a

Herculon love seat he was so accustomed to seeing in the apartments of his

other dates. Two wingback chairs sat in front of the fireplace, where gas logs

cast a warm glow in the cozy parlor. The vaulted ceilings, hardwood floors,

antiques and Impressionist paintings displayed her distinctive tastes. As he

sipped his scotch and water from the Waterford glass she had just purchased

in Ireland, he surveyed her bookcase— Somerset Maugham, Robert Frost,

Carlos Casteneda, the writings of Dag Hammarskjold, Dickens, Michener, and
Everything You Ever Wanted to Know About Sex but Were Afraid to Ask. The gamut.

"I've got to get to know this woman," he thought.

"So how did you end up in Oklahoma?" Terry asked as they dined at

Sullivan's Restaurant later that evening.

"That's a good question," she said, becoming noticeably distant and
appearing to reflect on distant memories.

"How did I?" she asked herself in a confused tone. "Time certainly has

a way of erasing one's motivations."

But Terry's earlier dinner conversation about the Vietnam War and the

1960s had triggered nearly forgotten images . . . images she would later

share with him . . . images of a key event ... a turning point in her life.

The light green 1966 GTO sat parked on the overlook above the industrial

town of North Kansas City, Missouri, as the smokestacks along the Missouri

River belched out their nightly doses of pollution. The location, known as

Water Works Park, was a popular parking place for local teenagers and the site

of many back-seat conquests. The year 1968 had come to a bloody close for

Americans torn between country, causes, communism and social revolution.

The windows of the vehicle that John Z. DeLorean created during his

stint at Pontiac Motor Division were foggy as a result of the heavy breathing

inside. Much to her date's frustration, Janis Kerr, the 17-year-old passenger
in the car that night in January 1969, was not going to surrender her virgin-

ity for many reasons; not the least of those being the physical barrier knovm
as the four-speed console that separated their naugahyde bucket seats.

But she had a lot more than sex on her mind, much to the dismay of

the "jock" in the left seat hell-bent on adding another notch to his gun. The
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screaming sirens of morality, and religion and the conflict of just being a

teenager in the late '60s were definitely interfering with her date's plans

that January night.

The Tet offensive in Vietnam had turned the war around a year earlier.

Some of her older male schoolmates had already been drafted or had vol-

unteered in order to fight enemies that she only read about in newspapers,

which the United States government coldly referred to as "body counts." But

the war for her, as well as for most of the citizens of the industrial commu-
nity north of the Missouri River where she had been raised, was little more
than a nightly abstraction beamed electronically into a secure living room.

But now that she was on the threshold of womanhood and experienc-

ing the biological instincts of motherhood, she began to question, even

rebel, at the thought of needless death on both sides— classmates had
already returned from Southeast Asia in body bags.

"So what's wrong? You're so distant, Janis. Why can't you just let go

and have fun with this? Everybody else is! These are the '60s! We're the

love-and-peace generation, right?"

She straightened her rumpled clothing. "We're supposed to be, I guess.

But right now our love-and-peace generation is either hiding out in the

education system to avoid the draft or plain old hiding in Canada. Most are

either burning buildings and protesting or being shot at in Vietnam. I want
to get involved . . . you know . . . organize, protest. This war is wrong. Look
at this Tet offensive. It's obvious our government is lying to us. We're not

winning over there. We need to bring our soldiers home."
"You can't protest! Your parents won't let you," he said mockingly.

"They're so strict they would throw a fit if I didn't have you home by 10

o'clock. Christ, you don't have the guts to even tell them about me. Some
protester!"

This angered the girl raised in the affluent Baptist church in North-

town. Just being with him, she believed, was a sign of protest. Her parents

didn't even know about Dan. He was older— 23 years old in fact—and from
her parents' viewpoint would have represented the Devil himself. She could

only imagine what they would have thought had they known what he was
trying to accomplish that winter night.

Janis's mother, a strict Baptist and fifth-grade schoolteacher, would
never have allowed her oldest daughter to date an "older man." This occa-

sional clandestine date with Dan was probably the most rebellious thing this

straight-A, straight-laced student had ever done.

"You'd better take me home. I wouldn't want you to get in trouble for

taking someone out who's underage," she snapped.

Even as the two silent occupants headed to her best friend's house to

drop her off, she was still smarting from his comments. She had to admit to

herself that he was right. She had to get out from under her parents' thumb
to mature and to find herself. A plan was formulating in her mind. She
would escape! She would leave home! She would no longer be smothered
by her restrictive parents and the church she was forced to attend three

times a week. Janis would later laugh about how she never got to see more
than just the beginning of The Wizard ofOz, which aired on a Sunday night
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each year. She had to leave for church just as Dorothy's house crashed on

top of the wicked witch and the movie turned to Technicolor. She grew up
believing the entire movie was in black and white!

But built within this religious system to control the minds of their youth

was a basic flaw. And this flaw, lying right under the noses of the deacons of

the Baptist church, was a product of their own doing and support: Oklahoma
Baptist University.

OBU, 375 miles southwest of Kansas City, was a place she had learned

about from the church's "underground youth network." It was a place that

the products of strict Baptist rearing could "flee" to with the consent of their

parents, who believed that their young adults were receiving the very best

education, conducted in a rigid religious environment.

If they only knew! As most males living near a parochial college can

attest, the annual shipment of freshman female arrivals into these institu-

tions are a bundle of hormonal time bombs, just ticking away waiting for

someone or something to activate the detonator. The influx of teenagers

who were convinced they had been suppressed their entire lives made for

a formidable student body, determined to make up for lost time now that

they were out from under the daily monitoring of parental guidance.

"Dan, I won't be seeing you after tonight," she said as the car pulled up
in front of her friend's home. "I think you should date someone else. I've

made a decision to get out of here and go to college in Oklahoma. I'm going

to get involved with the movement against the war and try to make a dif-

ference. You're right, I just can't let go and have fun, at least not in this

town. Maybe Kansas City is a good place for you, but not for me."

As the 389-cubic-inch engine caused the rear tires to spin, leaving dual

black marks, the driver "went through the gears," breaking the silence of

the quiet residential neighborhood. Janis Kerr felt more at peace.

She was going to do things her way! 1969 was the eve of America's

second revolution, and she wanted in on it— head bands, granny glasses,

bell bottoms, birth control pills. The sex, drugs and rock 'n' roll generation

was upon her.

She was realistic enough to know, however, that she needed a sec-

ondary education to effectively compete heads up in a male-dominated
society, and she was determined to attain one. She was already beginning

to feel like a second-class citizen, noticing how society was placing demands
on only the male population. Why wasn't the government demanding she

register for the draft? Women may have come a long way, but they still had
a long journey ahead of them. She wasn't going to handicap herself by stay-

ing here and limiting her goals and ambitions.

After retreating to her friend Merrillyn's bedroom that night, she out-

lined her life strategy and how she would explore the world before settling

down and having children with Mr. Right.

"What kind of person do you think you'll marry?" Merrillyn asked.

"Well, if I do ever get married, all I know is, he'll have to be exciting!"

she said. Little did she know.
As she arrived home the following Sunday morning to dress for church.
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her mother opened the door, giving her the once-over to see if there was

any external evidence of wrongdoing.

"Mom, Dad, I've made a decision," Janis said. "I'm going to go to OBU
with Merrillyn and get a degree in education." She knew her mother would
approve, considering her own profession.

"Oh, Janis, we're so glad. We knew our prayers would be answered,"

her mother said as she hugged her.

The plan had worked! Her life was finally just beginning!

"Sorry if my question disturbed you," Terry said, somewhat confused by

Janis's long silence. "I was just curious how you chose Oklahoma City. I

thought maybe we shared some acquaintances, since I have old friends that

moved here to attend Bethany Nazarene College."

Their first few encounters after this pleasant but uneventful blind date

centered around conversations on a variety of subjects. Janis had just fin-

ished Margaret Truman's book about her father, Harry S, and told Terry how
much she admired the man from Missouri.

"You know, he was so unpretentious and pragmatic. I feel a real affin-

ity for this man," she said. "Maybe it's because when I grew up there was
an aura about Truman. You know, having been raised in Kansas City, all of

us school kids went on a yearly field trip to the Truman Library. Oftentimes

ole' Harry himself was there and would play the piano for us. He was just

so down to earth and amiable. Plus he was so much more intelligent than

most people gave him credit for. Did you know he loved to read the clas-

sics? I mean the real classics, like the writings of Sophocles and Plato. And
Chopin was his favorite composer. He's not the hick from Missouri as all

those arrogant, blue-blooded politicians tried to portray him."

As Janis continued her book review and analysis of Truman's politics

and his marriage, Terry was becoming more and more intrigued. Here was
an intelligent female he could really talk to.

She wasn't desperately searching for a husband. It struck him that so

many of the women he went out with were seeking a stepfather for kids of

theirs from a "previous commitment" as much as a husband.

By late February they had both decided to take their relationship

beyond the conversation stage and into the Ramada Inn, next door to the

Crash and Burn Club in New Orleans, famous for its aviation architecture,

meaning that the building was constructed to partially incorporate a giant

old Lockheed Constellation four-engine passenger plane. He invited her to

spend Mardi Gras week with him in New Orleans, where he was attending

a machine-tool show. Terry had carefully selected a room overlooking the

club, which had the plane's left wing and the three-ruddered tail jutting

from the building. He was big on symbolism.

But more than electricity was generated between them, and strange

things began to happen inside his head that weekend. Caught up in the energy

of Bourbon Street and the madness of the Mardi Gras crowd, something
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struck him. For the first time in years, he was totally oblivious to the hordes

of attractive women around him. "But why?" he asked himself.

And Janis, an independent woman who was determined to stay that

way, was having the same, frightening revelations. Here was a handsome,

successful man, a pilot with airplanes and sports cars at his fingertips who
seemed oblivious to all those trappings. He was so unlike the "oilies" she

had dated in the past with their gold chains and Rolexes—men too

impressed with themselves. She had found them generally to be insecure,

shallow and hedonistic. Here was a man with a mind. That's it. That's what
she was falling in love with. The first time she had ever called him at home
she was surprised to find him there. When she had asked him what he was
doing he had said, "Actually, I'm reading Pythagorus. I need to brush up on
the Pythagorean theorem so I can apply it to the project I'm involved in."

What a change from the jocks she had been seeing, whose only knowledge

of theories involved the "Split T" or the "Quarterback Shuffle."

And that first Saturday morning she spent with him in New Orleans

she felt a childish delight and warmth as they lay in bed and laughed at Wile

E. Coyote-and-Roadrunner cartoons. This man was so unpretentious. And
as they talked about their goals she realized that they both had the same
basic, intrinsic values.

Sunday night rolled around, and while Janis slept in the right seat

beside him in the twin-engine Piper Seminole heading back to Oklahoma
City, Terry's mind returned to what the Air Force had taught him about

developing a battle plan for any contingency. His "target," he decided, was
sleeping right beside him.

"Goddamn!" he thought to himself, "I'm falling in love!"

As their relationship developed, Terry found his head filled with

strange and new thoughts. Up until the point he had met her, he had been
able to bond mentally only with other males in a true team environment,
where words were not always necessary— a world where ideas and atti-

tudes are shared without the usual excuses required between men and
women. It was all no-fault. No facades or veneer existed. He had never met
a female he could relate to and still not feel constantly accountable.

When he was with Janis, he sensed that somehow together they were
greater than the sum of their two identities, that together they became a

critical mass, explosive and lethal when joined together. He saw the poten-

tial power within the relationship and knew that it could be harnessed in a

positive way, or it could run loose and become destructive. This both fasci-

nated and frightened him.

Together, he believed, they were capable of anything—both good and
bad. The negative aspect of this type of relationship, he realized, was that

there was no brake. He believed that the combination of their personalities

could prove fruitful or fatal, since she was not only with him but ahead of

him in some respects. They both yearned to walk on the wild side, something
mandatory for a life in intelligence, but a quality not especially practical when
it comes to evaluating risk. Two-and-a-half months later, on May 16, after a

whirlwind courtship, they were standing at the altar in Golden, Colorado.
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They knew they were making a decision based not on lust but on logic and

love. Each had gone though a previous marriage, and both had been part of

the lonely singles scene for years. With tears in their eyes, they were hoping

that this commitment was forever and, this time, for all the right reasons.

After exchanging the traditional vows, as the sun streamed through the

skylight in the chapel ceiling, he put the ring on her finger, kissed her softly

and made one personal vow. He made her a promise: "It'll never be boring."

The words proved to be prophetic. In the years ahead, as she sometimes lay

awake crying at night, fearful for her safety and that of her children, she

often wished for boredom. Much to her chagrin, he had kept his vow.

But, from the moment they were married, she became a willing par-

ticipant in the world of international intrigue, never dreaming then that the

government would in the future define this to mean "accomplice." They
enjoyed a brief weekend honeymoon at the Brown Palace in Denver, know-
ing that they were going to have a truly one-of-a-kind June honeymoon

—

behind the Iron Curtain.

After Terry and Janis were married, Cecelia and Wayne Barlow threw

a party for the newlyweds at their home in Edmond, Oklahoma. Cecelia

embraced Janis and, in a reference to the incestuous spook world, whis-

pered, "We're so glad to have you in the family." It became a spy-wife's sup-

port group where women like Cecelia could share their feelings openly,

without violating security. Cecelia and Janis were both petite, vivacious,

intelligent women—always ready for a good time—and stimulated by the

lives their husbands led.

A great deal of trust is required of couples in such situations. Some
questions have to go unanswered. They are different in many respects and
often gravitate to a world of their own. They cannot easily mix with "non-

spook" couples, since they must always be guarded.

Cecelia Barlow had identified in Janis the qualities she would need to

maintain her marriage, namely, the ability to totally trust your mate, to ask few
questions and to still find the dark side of the intelligence world intriguing.

And now, Janis had become the wife of a spook, a secret title that excited

her. This new circle of friends her new husband was exposing her to were
definitely different. The Barlows, she thought, seemed normal enough on
the surface, but underneath was something else that fascinated her.

Janis immediately liked Buzz. She saw a soft side in him and liked the

influence he had on her husband. He was always sharing his latest literary

discoveries with Terry, who tended to be content reading technical manu-
als. Aviation Weekly or Car and Driver magazines. She would often find them
in intense discussions about Buzz's most recent book, from Siddhartha and
The Prophet to Illusions. His choices were all indicative of a man who had
advanced beyond the world of covert activities and who, in reality, was torn

between the life he had chosen and that of a simple, intellectual, nonvio-

lent existence. His privately stated goal, in fact, was to move back to Port-

land, Oregon, and open a candle shop, hardly the contentious quest one
might expect of an undercover agent.

On the horizon was an important espionage trip to Hungary. Terry's
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ostensible purpose as vice president of Northwest Industries was to sign a

corporate trade agreement with a Hungarian machine-tool manufaaurer.

But Enright and Barlow had seized on this as a chance for some spying,

simply because Terry could travel there and they couldn't. He would be

exploring the bowels of the East-bloc machine-tool companies from which

the USSR was buying its most advanced manufaauring equipment. It was
a unique chance to evaluate the USSR's technical capabilities in both hard-

ware and electronics, especially computer technology. Now they wanted

Terry to do what they were trying to pre\ ent the Hungarians from doing in

this country— spy!

TheReedsspent the Fourth of July in 1981 on the "Pest" side of the Danube.

Terry would meet men he would later be put into play with, and under far

different circumstances. Two of these men, George Fenue and Mike Szilag^i,

were people that the Reeds came to enjoy immensely. They entertained the

Reeds royally during their visit to Hungar}^ and Janis was made to feel like

a visiting dignitar\' when they arrived in Budapest. She found herself being

greeted at the airport with bouquets of roses, and she and Terr\' were imme-
diately whisked away to their hotel in a chauffeur-driven car.

Although she had traveled extensively throughout Europe, this was
her first visit to a communist-bloc countr^^ and she was surprised by the

bleakness and lack of color. Ever\ihing appeared gray and oppressive

except the spirit of the people, whom she found to be delightfully charm-
ing with their satirical sense of humor honed to a razor's edge. She was also

impressed with their intellect and their knowledge of American history,

which rivaled what she herself knew of her countrv'.

As she lay awake one night in Budapest, she realized her fantasies w^re
being brought to life. She and Terr\' were both well aware that they were
followed w^herever they went. By whom they were not sure. A cold chill

had sent shivers through her body when, on the day of their arrival in

Budapest, a voice out of nowhere "suggested" she put her camera away.

And now she found herself feeling both apprehensive and tantalized by the

thought of reconsummating their marriage in the Hotel Ol^Tnpia, while

secret cameras and microphones were most likely recording them. Oh well
they both decided, if that were the case they w^ould at least give the KGB
voyeurs something to look at. No paranoia was going to spoil this honey-
moon. She thought then that she had married James Bond. She was unbe-
lievably happy. Kansas City now seemed like someplace on another planet.

But behind this facade was deadly serious business. The FBI had an
agenda for Terr>'. They wanted to know, most of all, the level of the So\i-

ets' manufacturing capability and the t^-pe of computer-memory technol-

ogy being developed.

This memory, known as a bubble memor\', was the state-of-the-an for

that time. Computer-controlled machine tools shared this memory technol-

ogy with advanced weapons systems. By Terr\'s analyzing a machine-tool
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capability, it would be possible to evaluate the level attained by the Russians

in advanced memory design for cruise missile weaponry. The FBI believed

that this missile technology had not yet been perfected by the Soviets. Or

had it?

Terry's "investigation" discovered that the Soviet bloc did, indeed, pos-

sess a rudimentary design, but it was still experimental and far too large for

weapons applications. The Soviets definitely lagged far behind the West in

this weapons-critical technology. But the Soviets could make rapid

advancements if they pirated the technology from the right trading partner

in America. This was what concerned the FBI.

Back home in Oklahoma, Cecelia Barlow didn't want to know about Hun-
garian technology. She wanted to know about the Danube, the shops, the

food, the clothes and the people Janis had met.

"So tell me about the men," she said. "What are they like? Are they all

just obnoxiously macho? Did you really meet Joe Bona? A real KGB agent?

I've heard so much about him!"

As the women drank Hungarian wine and discussed the trip off in the

corner of the Barlows' den, Janis told Cecelia, "You would not believe the

road crews there. I about died when I saw them. The men wore only their

bikini bathing trunks. That's it! That and their combat boots. And these guys

are not petite. Most of them look like professional wrestlers! And my, do

they have good tans!"

Oblivious to the giggles in the corner, Barlow debriefed Terry about the

technical aspects of the trip. It had been highly productive for the FBI to

have someone moving freely within Soviet manufacturing circles. Barlow
felt he might soon get his long-awaited opportunity to nail Bona.

By Octooer of 1 98 1, Barlow still didn't have Bona's head, but Terry's

attention was off of communism and onto capitalism. While working on a

manufacturing project, Terry had come to know some Japanese executives

of the American division of Toshiba Machine Tool. One of them, Takashi

Osato, who was based in Houston, was impressed with Terry's marketing

abilities and offered what Terry saw as a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity

—

a Toshiba dealership for Oklahoma and northern Texas if Terry would leave

his job at Northwest Industries and start his own company.
"Buzz, I've got good news and bad news," said Terry over lunch at Cap-

puchina's in early November. "The good news is I've been offered a chance

to start my own company, and I'm going to. The bad news is I won't be your

eyes and ears on the Hungarian project any longer. I'm resigning from
Northwest Industries."

Barlow was visibly upset. The departure meant that he would be losing

his key asset, but Terry had spent many hours making his decision, and
Barlow was not going to stand in his way, no matter how much he

protested. Within the ensuing weeks, however, KGB superspy Bona let

Terry know that he wanted to retain their relationship, regardless of Terry's
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employment status with NWI. For this reason, and others that would later

become clear. Barlow wanted to stay in Terry's shadow. He wanted to be

kept informed of all requests and movements by his KGB adversary.

By December, Barlow had undergone a complete turnabout. He was
ecstatic about Terry's career decision to link up with Toshiba. The reason

didn't become clear until February 1982, when Enright called Terry and

said, "I've got somebody in my office you need to meet. Why don't we all

have lunch at the usual place."

Oliver North, alias John Cathey, came into Terry's life during lunch that

day over cups of cappuccino and talk of their mutual enemy. "Fucking Con-

gress," Cathey kept saying. And Terry nodded his head in agreement.

As the day wore on—through the meeting with Enright and the brief-

ing taking place under the neon pig—Terry sensed something hauntingly

familiar about the well-groomed man from the CIA who looked out of place

in a business suit. He had a GI knot in his tie.

They had met before, Terry was sure. But where? And when?
Suddenly it came to him, as the day was winding down. He turned to

Cathey and nearly shouted, "NKP! That's where I saw you. You were a

Marine, right? And your name isn't Cathey, right?"

NKP was Nakhon Phanom Royal Thai Air Force Base, where Terry had
served with Task Force Alpha, the elite and top secret unit. It had hosted

many visitors from other services, the CIA and Air America. The Marines

had, in fact, been the major force behind the sensor-development program.

Chagrined but smiling, the CIA man nodded and said, "Damn, you do
have a good memory. But I'd just as soon you forget about that for the time

being."

He was glad to forget it. Thinking of Task Force Alpha was not his

favorite thing. Too much scar tissue. His service there became the timer tick-

ing away, the catalyst that armed the patriotic time bomb inside him.

"How about it?" Cathey asked. "Can I factor you in on this? Help me
hit a home run on this Toshiba thing and there may be a big promotion in

it for you down the road."

Terry could still hear himself saying "Yes" to the man from the CIA as he
drove home that evening to tell his wife about his abnormal day. Not just

anyone could be handed off to the CIA on such an important project as this.

He recapped for himself the major events in his life that had led to this point,

where he was the right man in the right place with the right credentials.

Maybe his pain and dedication had not been in vain after all.

Notes
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(2E)bl

DO NOT SERIALIZE

MAINTAIN AS TOP SERIAL

b1<^
ALL mrORMATIOll COHTAZBa
rfEREIM IS UKCLASSrilBJ •'

CX:£FT VHSSiL 5H0KS

/
FBI memorandum cover sheet from a Freedom of Information Act request (FOIA)

initiated by Oklahoma City investigative reporter Jerry Bohnen in an attempt to gain

data on Terry Reed's company. Northwest Industries, the technology trading company
he worked for when he began his civilian intelligence aaivities. Redaction begins!
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FD-36 (Rev. i-2>78l

TRANSMIT VIA:

CD Teletype

I I Facsimile

Xa AIRTEL

PRECEDENCE:

Iramediate

Priority

Routine

TO:

FROM:

SAC, CHICAGO

|AC, OKLAHOMA CITY

CLASSIFICATION:

TOP SECRET

D SECRET

CONFIDENTIAL
.

a UNCLAS E F T

UNCLAS
2/27/81

(p)

k

NWI is currently negotiating with Technoimpex to
modify General Numeric computers to operate with Technoimpex machine
tool centers and thereafter market the centers in the United
States. (Sn t4

LEAD : y-r^iAnoscr-mi.'.':* v..^.. .-. ffdS^^^^^ ^^^
Ji'suiJCiAiiir:/ .

"
.

CHICAGO • xKTTi s-vV- - •-' '/^l^»-

Approved

Heavily redacted FOIA document, which clearly shows FBI interest in the business

relationship between Reed's company (NWI) and the Hungarian firm Technoimpex,
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n
«s)V)\

LEADS
C*^bl

OKLAHOMA CITY

AT BETHANY, OKLAHOMA. Will determine the following: \-

2. Furnish Chicago the name of the owner of Northwest
Industries for search. -through Chicago indices. ^0^

COKflDEJrrTff

SE|)^t

The heavy redaaion of this secret FOIA document provided to Bohnen proves by

default that NWI was heavily involved in counterintelligence activities.
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i^
36 (R.y. V2a-78)

TRANSMIT VIA:

D Teletype

I I Facsimile

FBI

PRECEDENCE:

I I
Immediate

Priority

I I
Routine

r5)bi

CLASSIFICATION:

TOP SECRET

SECRET

CONFIDENTIAL

UNCLAS E F T

UNCLAS

Date

PACE r.JO OC/^^^HSL^^T

FOR i::Forj'/.Tio:; or DirrAU ^mid Chicago ir.'i's civil suit acai::s'

ti:ci:::oi:tz::, jozsz? ro::A a:::: oi^r?. Trci'i:oi:T-i:: offici/j.s settle:: i:

L'. £. DISir.ICT C0l?v7, '.JT.STE?^; DIS'JRICT OF Or.L/i-:Oil^. ON JANUARY 12,

19:3. AS PA?.! OF T'.'E SETTLE: T.iT :7.11 V.'AS ORDERED TO TUR.N OVER TO

t:ie ATTORiiEY FOR tec-;;::oi:.te;:, iee::tified as tiie lat' fipj: of r.;i::ER

/-.D ::c ::eneie of Chicago, five coituter doards giving the tiiphe

ku::gari/-; iLi.cr.iNiNG ce.;tere si:jJLTaneous 3 an.is operation /-.*">

/iso containing PRocrj^j:'AELE CNirs. T!:e attopjiey for tecn:NOi:?en

IS TO hold the doards as an oeficer of te.e court until tecnnoinpen

C/-1', liAI-LE application TO HAVE TN.E DOARDS EXPORTED TO HrNGARY. TN.E

ATTORNEY HAS BEEN ORDERED BY TilL COURT TO DEirY ACCESS TO THE

DOARDS TO TECN.NOIITEX UNTIL APPROVAi HAS BEEN PvECEIVED FOR EXPORT.

IF APPROVAL TO EXPORT IS NOT OBTAINED FRO! I THE DEPART? INT OF

COI!:tERCE, THE DOAPJ)S 'JILL BE RETURNED TO IV.ll

.

bl

Approved: Transmitted Per
(Number) (Tina)

us. G0VCIl>O1tKT PRINTING OmCE : HI? - 169-695

Note line 3 of this FOIA document. Jozsef Bona is the KGB agent whom Special

Agent Barlow was shadowing. The discussion of the computer boards shows FBI

concern that U.S. weapons technology contained within the memory circuits of the

boards may fall into Soviet hands.
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Nmr NORTHWEST INDUSTRIES, INC
CNC MACHINE TOOL SALES

405/721-5266 - 1460 • TWX 910-830-6875 • BETHANY. OK 73008 . 6900 N.W. 63rd

June 16, 19S1

To Whom It May Concern:

I Terry K. j^eed, SS# 491-52-8196, was honorably dis-
charged from the U.S. Air Force on January 5, 1976,
from Griffiss Air Force Base, Rome, New York. Prior
to my discharge, I worked within the USAF intelligence
community and possessed a top secret security clearance.
Upon discharge, I was given a travel restriction which
limited the foreign countries that I could visit for a
period of two years from date of discharge. I realize
that that restriction has expired but I feel it is in

the best interest of everyone concerned to inform you
of the following:

I am presently the vice president of Northwest Industries,
Inc., 6900 N.W. 63rd, Bethany, Oklahoma. My corporate
duties ore taking me and my wife, Jonis, on a business
trip to Hungary beginning late June to early July of this
year. Besides Budapest, my business will take me to
several other cities within Hungary for the purpose of
evaluating the manufacturing capacity of several foreign
plants. I am traveling with the full knowledge and
approval of Mr. Edwin Enwright, the acting chief of the
Oklahoma City FBI office.

Terry K. Reed
Vice President
Northwest Industries

cc : Emery West

TULSA OFFICE

3828 S. 79111 East Avenue

Tulsa. OK 74145

9^a-622-0460 664-6666

DALLAS OFFICE

360 Place. 1201 N. Waison fld.

Arlington. TX7C010
817/640-1738

Odessa. TX 915-333-1591

HOUSTON OFFICE

410 3. Trade Center, PKY Suite A-

Conroe. TX 77302

713-273-1523

TULSA. OK
CONROe.TX NSi

AHUNOTON. TX

ODESSA. TX

NORTHWEST INDUSTRIES, INC.
CNC MACHiN€ TOOL SPEOAUSTS
ENQMEERINQ. SALES. SERVICE

TERRY REED
VICE PRESJOENT

aSOO N W B^d
BETHANY Oklahoma;

405^21-1460

405/721-5266

Terry Reed's letter to Northwest

Industries President Emery West, in

case anything untoward happened to

Reed during a trip to Hungary. West

secretly forwarded the letter to

Edwin Enright, the FBI's top man
in Oklahoma. Reed's business card

is shown as well.
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Evidence of Reed's trav-

els behind the Iron Cur-

tain. This particular trip

to Budapest, Hungary,

was to determine if the

USSR possessed advanced

computer memory tech-

nology.
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Hungarian business cards Reed collected on his trip. Reed was told by the FBI that

the director, Matyas, was a KGB chief.
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TOSHIBA MACHINE CO. AMERICA
9219 KATY FREEWAY, SUITE 206

HOUSTON. TEXAS 77024

TELEPHONE:
AREA 713 932-8850

August 31, 1982

Reed, Kerr § Associates
1117 Northwest 63rd Street
Oklahoma City, OK 73116

Attention of Mr. Terry Reed

Dear Mr. Reed,

I am deeply grieved to learn of the death of your father,
and I wish to express to you my heartfelt condolences. I

share your sorrow in this sad event.

Sincerely yours,

Takashi Osato

Letter of condolence from Takashi Osato of Toshiba Machine Tool Company to Reed

at the time of his father's death. It shows the closeness of the relationship between

Reed and Toshiba during the time Reed spied on the firm at the request of his FBI

and CIA handlers.
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CHAPTER 3

Project Donation

"This is a hell of an opportunity. Finally we have a president

who understands we gotta fuck Congress and take care of our

obligations around the world. We've got goddamn communists

taking over countries in our hemisphere. We're gonna kick

their ass this time."

As John Cathey spoke, he and Terry Reed were in a world

of their own, oblivious to the yuppie crowd of Oklahoma City's elite, sip-

ping their drinks under the shade of Cappuchina's forest green awnings.

The empty demitasse cups on their table had been pushed aside as the two
men studied a napkin that Cathey had turned into a makeshift diagram.

Even someone watching from afar would have realized, from the men's

body language and posture, that they were having an intense and intimate

conversation.

It was March 11, 1983, and a typical Oklahoma City spring day

—

sunny with gusts of wind from across the prairie. It was only midmorning,

but the early lunch crowd was already starting to gather.

Cathey's voice, though low-key, radiated excitement and enthusiasm.

Cathey had just been promoted to head what he told Terry was "Project

Donation." This would prove to have dire consequences later for Terry,

who, at the time, realized that Reagan was digging in for a major battle with

Congress over supplying the Contras and was preparing to find the aid he
needed from any source necessary.

For Terry and Cathey, it was deja vu. Their old festering wounds were
starting to bleed again. Congressional on-again, off-again whimsy, so rem-
iniscent of Vietnam, angered both of them. This they would not and could

not tolerate. This they would put right, they agreed, given a chance and the

right leader. Once again, people were being put in harm's way without the

backing they needed.

Cathey had informed Terry that highly placed people in Washington
had decided to pull him out of the high-technology espionage operation

that had brought them together originally. Although Cathey considered the

work important for national security, like most people not fully versed in
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the world of technology, Cathey personally found it boring and somewhat
intimidating. Technology transfer, he confided, was not his true calling.

He had been a Marine combat officer in Vietnam, and, with this new
assignment, Cathey considered himself back in the action he longed for.

Over the course of the past year, while tracking illegal Toshiba exports, the

two men had exchanged many war stories. But Reed still only knew his CIA
handler by his alias, John Cathey.

North's activities during this period, from 1982 to the spring of 1984,

have been highly classified and kept totally under wraps to this day.

Researchers have had little success uncovering his activities during that

period. They have been told through leaks that North worked on some
"bizarre," highly classified projects for FEMA, the Federal Emergency Man-
agement Agency.^ No witnesses have come forward to reveal what North

really did under this cloak of secrecy.

Whatever he might have been doing for FEMA, North was busy run-

ning Agency errands and using the FBI as a conduit. During that time,

Terry's method of contaaing North was through the FBI. North had told

him, if he needed to talk, to call collect to an FBI office in Buffalo, NY, ask

for a "Mr. Carlucci," another North code name, and leave a telephone

number where he could be contacted. North would then call him back after

the message was relayed to him.

Terry had assumed that the reason for Buffalo was its geographic: prox-

imity to Toronto, where North had said he was based because of KGB aaiv-

ity there. Lake Ontario would provide the deniable link between Agency
and FBI collaboration. It also meant that Terry could have no record of tele-

phone communication with North. It was built-in deniability, and Terry

understood how that worked. "No paper, no trail" was the rule pounded
into his head in intelligence school.

The Cathey-Reed meeting in Oklahoma City that March day came at a

critical time for the Reagan administration. Six months earlier. Congress

had passed the first Boland Amendment barring the use of funds "for the

purpose of overthrowing the government of Nicaragua." And as Cathey and
Terry spoke, thirty-seven congressmen were drafting a letter to the presi-

dent, warning him that CIA activities in Central America could be violating

the law.^ A month later, reporters visiting Contra training camps in Central

America wrote that the U.S. "secret war against Nicaragua's leftist Sandin-

ista regime has spilled out of the shadows."^

Because of the setback in Congress for his Nicaraguan policy, Reagan
was going over the lawmakers' heads directly to the people. He was plan-

ning a dramatic appearance the followdng month at the Orange Bowl in

Miami on the anniversary of the Bay of Pigs invasion as a major public rela-

tions gambit to rally support for his Nicaragua initiative. North and others

had hoped to use this appearance for massive fund-raising, lobbying and
propaganda purposes. Their targets were wealthy benefactors who hope-
fully would supplement the Contra 's secret foreign assistance and establish

an underground supply network.
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The formation of this underground supply network was what North

had referred to at the beginning of this meeting as his "opportunity." With

his Alfred E. Newman grin from ear to ear, exposing the gap in his front

teeth, Cathey looked up from the napkin sketches.

"Ain't this great? Nobody loses. I found a secret source of not only

money, but hardware, too. Wouldn't you know it, it'd be available through

fucking insurance companies. Only in America!" Cathey exclaimed.

On the napkin before them was a blueprint for the "money pump"
Cathey had discovered. If Congress wouldn't appropriate tax money for the

Contras, then the CIA would have to become creative, think like business-

men, and provide a way for the Contras' backers to write off their "contri-

butions" as business expenses.

Money was always welcome, but there were problems with the cash

donations North was seeking. Most people he had approached for mone-
tary donations were only interested in contributing if they could take a tax

deduction. But "questionable" tax deductions were not only highly trace-

able, the preferred cash contributors were in short supply and the money
still had to be converted into hard assets. There was another angle to solv-

ing the problem: go directly after the hardware needed for the Contra sup-

port. The side of this equation that most fascinated Terry was the insurance

angle that North briefed him on.

Through the insurance scheme, a donor could make a contribution of

a hard asset, such as an airplane, a helicopter or a yacht, and the "loss"

incurred by a conspiring or "participating" insurance company could be

offset or underwritten through something Cathey described as "loss bro-

kering."* Cathey told Terry that an amendment to the federal tax laws

allowing this practice had actually been signed into law years earlier but had
recently been strengthened.

Cathey was not totally clear on the mechanics of the brokering but told

Terry it would allow the participating, or in this case CIA-controlled, insur-

ance company to go shopping for the hardware items the Contras needed.

Once the item and donor were located and it was determined which insur-

ance company held the policy on it, the CIA's company could then buy the

"liability" portion of the policy from the unsuspecting insurance company
that was holding it.

Up to this point, it was all done on paper, since no loss had actually

occurred. The CIA knew that no one outside the insurance industry would
ever understand this, as it only pertained to federal liquidity ratios levied

on the insurance industry.

*Net income for the "losing" insurance company would continue to increase because of tax

breaks that were allowed from underwriting losses. Loss-reserve selling allows one insurance

company to sell future claims to another company, giving the first company immediate income
from the purchase, and from the unused claim money. The buying, or second, company, is

provided with instant tax write-offs through mandatory, tax-exempt cash "set-aside" require-

ments.'*



48 Compromised: Clinton, Bush and the CIA

Then, when the "donated" item disappeared, the loss would automat-

ically flow through to the insurance company working secretly with the

CIA. This company would then pay for the loss and take a tax deduction.

The taxpayer— or the federal deficit in this case—picked up the bill. The

complexity of the system required a napkin for explanation.

"Ain't capitalism grand!" Cathey said of the idea as Terry began to com-

prehend the scheme. "It's based on Ben Franklin's principle of a penny
saved is a penny earned."

By reducing tax liability, and therefore reducing the amount of taxes

owed the government, money is saved and therefore earned.

"Yeah, but is all this legal?" Terry asked. "Doesn't the guy donating the

hardware have to go along with all this? Or do your people just go out req-

uisitioning things?" Terry was comparing this to the form of "borrowing"

that is commonly done in the military. Servicemen don't view requisition-

ing as stealing, simply a redistribution of supplies, seeing as "it all belongs

to Uncle Sam."

Cathey assured him there was definitely no need for stealing. Eco-

nomic downturns in the Texas-Oklahoma oil patch had been a blessing for

the program.

"Believe you me, since the oil boom busted, we probably have plenty

of people right here in Oklahoma, and especially Texas and Louisiana, who
want to donate all kinds of things they now don't need and can't sell,"

Cathey speculated. "I'm sure there'll be lots of 'oilies' just lined up trying to

give us Lear jets, helicopters, yachts, all kinds of crap. No, we won't have to

steal. The mother lode is right here in the Sooner State. To be a donor and
to profit, all you have to do is have insurance on your donation, look the

other way, and don't come looking for it."

"That's interesting. But why are you telling me all this?" Terry asked.

"I know the circles you travel in," Cathey said. "You rub elbows with

lots of fat cats in the oil patch. I was thinking maybe you could steer me to

possible donors. And you could tell them there's no danger in all this. We
'own' the insurance company, so no flat-foot investigators are going to

come around asking questions. We've already thought of that."

Through the Toshiba affair Cathey had become aware of the affluent

manufacturing circles Terry moved in. He realized that Reed was on a first-

name basis with many of the wealthy, right-wing businessmen who owned
the manufacturing companies. He had sold many of them expensive com-
puter-controlled manufacturing equipment, transactions valued in the mU-
lions of dollars. A lot of them, risk-takers by nature and profession, were
now caught in a cash crunch because of the collapse of their local economies
and the banking industry that had underwritten their ofl-drilling opera-

tions. They needed cash from any source. Why not get it from their own
insurance company by "trading off" a high-value luxury item they could
easily get along without?

Cathey did not know these men, and he needed someone who could

approach them on a personal basis. He hoped Terry would be a channel
to them and act as a kind of fundraiser for the donor program. This was
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obviously an early effort by Oliver North to find big-money people, an effort

that went full-blown in ensuing years and resulted in the private contribu-

tions of such fat cats as Adolf Coors, the brewing magnate, and Helen Gar-

wood, a wealthy Texas widow who ended up donating more than $2.5

million in cash and stock. These contributions and others were made avail-

able through the private fund-raising efforts of men like Carl (Spitz) Chan-

nell and Richard Miller.^ North sought out these and other conservative

minded business men to form the nucleus of a "private donation" network

to solicit tax exempt contributions for the Contra causes. One such organi-

zation controlled by Channell, the National Endowment for the Preserva-

tion of Liberty (NEPL), raised more than $10 million from private

contributors^ (see documents at end of chapter). It was a true capitalistic

operation, with the blessing of the CIA, to thwart the wishes of Congress.

Terry told Cathey he was fascinated by the whole operation, approved

of the concept, and wished him well. But it was not a good time for him to

get involved; he already had too many irons in the fire. He and Janis had a

six-month-old son, Duncan, their first child. In addition to the other

demands on his time, he was trying to keep Janis happy by completing the

construction of their new nursery. Being anxious, first-time parents, they

had shared their bedroom with Duncan until now, but the baby needed a

nest of his own so that his weary parents could get a full night's rest. Terry

would definitely have no time for fund raising, and he had to admit to him-

self that he doubted its legality, no matter what financial manipulations the

CIA had devised.

"And in addition to all the other irons I have in the fire," Terry added,

"we're going to Florida tomorrow to an ultra-light fly in. I've decided to do
a little market analysis, and if things go well, I may be buying part of a ultra-

light manufacturing plant located near Kansas City."

As of late. Reed had become very involved with a manufacturing firm

in Olathe, Kansas, that was building one-man sport planes, the latest craze

in aviation. Ultra-lights did not require a pilot's license to operate and were
quickly becoming a new industry within aviation. A flying event held annu-
ally in Lakeland, Florida, called Sun 'n Fun, was being billed that year as a

major ultra-light marketing event.

Terry informed Cathey that he would be flying his private, four-seater

Piper Turbo Arrow, N2982M, to Florida the next day and would be taking

with him, along with Janis, an old attorney friend and his wife from Joplin,

Missouri.

Cathey expressed a desire to go along, since he had always wanted to

see a major ultra-light event, and he thought ultra-lights had a definite mil-

itary application. But five adults can't fly in a plane designed for four, so

that was out of the question.

But Cathey wasn't yet finished with the sales pitch for the donor pro-

gram. "Hey, maybe you want to get in on this. You have an airplane. Per-

haps you want to donate it?" he asked Terry.

Terry was perplexed. Yes, he had an airplane. But for a donor to profit

under Cathey's formula, he would have to have considerable equity in it.
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Otherwise, the donor would simply be losing something that he needed.

This made no sense in his case.

"Hey, my plane is financed at the bank. I don't think I have any equity

in it at all. For your plan to be attractive to a donor, doesn't he need equity

in the asset? Besides, I need my plane. I use it continually in business,"

Terry said.

Cathey was confused. His grin was gone as he pondered Terry's words.

Apparently his plan was flawed. It wasn't for everyone. He picked up his

pen and wrote "equity" on the napkin.

"I hadn't thought of that," he confessed. "I see why you're a business-

man and I work for the CIA."

Throughout the Toshiba affair, Cathey had appeared to be impressed

with Terry's business acumen. He saw there an aggressive business style that

mirrored military thinking. Terry's take-no-prisoners attitude had come
from his military training, which he was realizing had a definite business

application. All those hard days and nights in Southeast Asia had not been

for naught. Not only did his military days give him the discipline and atti-

tude necessary to succeed, but more importantly his "wild oats" were
already sown. While most of his competition, or "enemies," cruised the sin-

gles bars and nursed hangovers the next day, he was home working late

into the night getting ready for tomorrow's battles.

The talk then turned to social topics. Cathey said he was going to stay

over and suggested that Terry and his wife join him for dinner. "I'm sorry,

John," Terry said. "This thing about having a baby is putting a cramp in my
social life. Janis and I have added a new term to our vocabulary . . . baby
sitter."

"Yeah, the last time I saw your wife . . . when was it ... in October,

right?" Cathey asked, then adding without waiting for an answer, "She was
all wore out. Hope she liked the roses I brought her. Too bad she couldn't

have held off a little longer so that your son could have shared my birth-

date. ... Oh well, at least we're both Libras."

Cathey was referring to his visit to Oklahoma City on October 5, 1982,

the day after the Reeds' son, Duncan, was born in Mercy Hospital. That day
he accompanied an ecstatic new father to Janis's hospital room, where she

lay recovering from twelve hours of natural childbirth. Terry had learned

over the course of "interfacing" with Cathey that his birthday was October 7,

1943. Oliver's and his son's birthdays would be celebrated three days apart.

The primary purpose of Cathey's visit that October day was to see what
he could do to repair the disintegrating relationship between Terry's firm

and Toshiba Machine Tool, since Reed's information was apparently more
valuable than Terry had realized. Terry had been "monitoring" Toshiba for

ten months and, as common practice, the "handler," that is, Cathey, did not
inform the "asset," that is. Reed, the true value of the information Terry was
passing on. This is done for security reasons and to keep the asset calm and
in character so that the significance of his role remains unknown to him.

Toshiba had proved it not only had the ability to screw up the balance
of power in the world, it had also been screwing its dealer network and had
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reneged on its contract with Terry's new firm. This had put Terry in a posi-

tion of having to file a state lawsuit against Toshiba to force it to honor its

contract.

Working with the Japanese had been quite an education for Terry. He
had learned that they were exploiting the American legal system by trying

to apply Japanese customs to American business practices. Their insistence

on keeping written contracts to a minimum and focusing instead on the

Japanese custom of shaking hands to seal agreements was becoming a

major area of litigation in American courts.

"We no need paper, only word," they customarily said. This had forced

him to defend his position as a dealer with Toshiba when they attempted to

violate his oral contract with them.

Terry's duties as a Toshiba dealer gave him free access to the company's

bonded warehouse in Houston, a place where neither U.S. Customs nor any

other federal agency could go. Armed with the FBI and the CIA's "shopping

list" of questions, he would visit Houston twice a month for sales training and,

most importantly, inspect the conditions and specifications of equipment
shipped from Japan, still crated and awaiting release to the American market.

Cathey had told Terry that agents in Japan were tracking the crating

and shipping of certain key models of machine tools that were capable of

manufacturing highly classified defense-related parts. The KGB had
expressed great interest in one particular model of machine and was trying

to purchase it anywhere—and any way—they could. What bothered the

CIA was that at least two of these $1 million machines had been built and
shipped from Japan to bonded warehouses within the U.S. and then had
"disappeared." They had been tracked going into the warehouses, but they

had never come out.

Considering the value of this equipment, logic dictated that they would
not be warehoused for long periods of time and had probably been some-
how pirated out of these facilities.

What the Agency needed Terry to do was actually quite simple. The old

formula of "who, what, when, where and how" had to be applied and
solved. Terry's eyes and ears were critical to relaying inside information

about how these machine tools were "vanishing" and, if possible, where
they were being shipped.

Terry's lawsuit initiated against Toshiba due to the unexpected business

rift had, in effect, brought his involvement with Toshiba to an end, and with

it, his work for the FBI.

At this meeting, Cathey was forced to disclose to Terry the importance

of the information he had been passing on. Without him, Cathey said, they

were "blind and deaf" and the States-side portion of the operation was in

jeopardy. It suddenly became apparent to Terry just how important an asset

he had been. Cathey was grasping at straws and began looking for a way

—

any way— to repair the business rift.

Cathey had surprised Terry at the earlier October meeting by display-

ing his seeming lack of business acumen. The CIA handler sought to mend
the break by offering to pay Terry for the damages Toshiba had inflicted.
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This had made no sense whatsoever, forcing Terry to point out, "Hey,

money doesn't solve these kinds of problems. Business relationships are

based on contracts and trust. They've fucked me, and your money can't

change that. This is about honor. You should understand that."

From Terry's viewpoint, John Cathey's Project Donation had started

and ended with that March meeting. And he had been of no real value to

the Agency since the prior October, due to the Toshiba rift. Terry felt he was
simply out of the spook business, for now, and was in no position to con-

tribute further.

Instead, Terry spent the balance of the time that afternoon sharing with

Cathey his newfound high, the exhilaration of a Vietnam comrade finally

doing what he wanted: getting another shot at the commies, and Congress.

At that time, Terry was not interested in getting directly involved with

Cathey's new war. He had a living to make, and all the past spook work had
been voluntary, with no real compensation for his time and effort.

But times and circumstances change.

"What do you mean, my plane's not there?" Terry questioned. "Is this some
kind of a joke?"

Terry was in the Olathe County Courthouse in Kansas, a short distance

southwest of Kansas City, researching some incorporation files. It was
11 A.M. on March 24, 1983. At the other end of the telephone was the

receptionist at Mizzou Aviation in Joplin, Missouri.

"No, it's not here. It wasn't here this morning when we came to work,

and we figured you had picked it up."

"Well, I didn't, so, if you're sure it's missing, call the police." He was
upset.

Twelve days previously, Janis and Terry had begun their planned trip

from Oklahoma City to Florida by way of Joplin to pick up his friends. That

was the day Janis had learned her husband was in fact made of "the right

stuff" when he calmly and skillfully handled an in-flight emergency. Their

single-engine plane had suddenly decided to deposit six quarts of oil on the

windshield, the result of three broken pistons.

Terry had been able to nurse the ailing plane to Joplin, "change under-
wear," and pick up his waiting friends. He rented an aircraft for the remain-
der of the trip and turned his plane over to Mizzou Aviation, the fixed-base

operator at the Joplin Airport, to be repaired. Mizzou was where Terry had
gone to flight school, and had later worked as a flight instructor. The plane
had remained in Mizzou's custody until the morning of March 24, when he
called to see if the airplane was repaired and ready to be picked up.

As he hung up the pay phone in Kansas, the haunting recollection of

the "donation" sales pitch from Cathey, a few days earlier on March 11,

came to mind. But he had certainly not agreed to any donation— or had
he? There had been a subsequent conversation with Cathey after their ini-

tial talk. A week and a half later, on March 2 1 , Cathey had telephoned Terry
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at his office in Oklahoma City for what had seemed to be a purely social

conversation.

Cathey asked about the ultra-light show, and Terry casually chatted

with him about the near catastrophic plane incident and the fact that his

plane was at the Joplin Airport being repaired.

"Are you sure you don't want to donate it?" Cathey had asked in a

joking manner after considering the sizable repair bill that would be forth-

coming. Terry shrugged it off as a bit of friendly banter.

After leaving tfie Kansas courthouse, he drove to Joplin in a borrowed

car to find out what had happened to his plane. What he learned there

proved to be very unsettling. On the afternoon of March 23, the aircraft had

been repaired and then tied down beside the airport beacon tower. For

some unexplained reason, the mechanic in charge of the repair put the

engine and airframe log books on the pilot's seat but did not bother to lock

the cabin.

This perplexed Terry, since even student pilots are trained early on
never to carry those log books in the airplane. The reason? Doing so is an

added invitation to theft, since it's almost impossible to sell an aircraft with-

out its log books. It would tip off a buyer that the plane is probably stolen.

It's like trying to sell a car without the title.

When questioned later why he had been so careless, the mechanic
answered that he had no excuse and that it was simply inadvertent. But

Terry was more upset over the way the theft was being handled, since no
one could assure him that anyone in law enforcement was actively search-

ing for the plane.

Terry decided to take matters into his own hands and called his FBI

handler. Buzz Barlow, at his home in Edmond, Oklahoma, to ensure that

the theft was entered in the FBI's National Crime Information Center com-
puter in Washington. Barlow assured Terry that he would confirm the entry

of the theft, and Terry returned home by commercial airliner from Kansas

City, upset and suspicious.

This plane was more than utilitarian to Terry. In addition to its impec-

cable maintenance, Terry knew its complete service history since its deliv-

ery from the factory. He had flown it during his training as a commercial

and instrument student, and he felt like he had lost an old friend, one he
would probably never see again.

To add to his mounting problems and inconveniences from the theft,

his irreplaceable, original pilot log books also were gone. He had left them
in the plane when he turned it over to Mizzou for repairs. These books
reflect a pilot's credentials, and without them it is difficult, if not impossi-

ble, to prove flight time and ratings history. Terry set about the difficult and
time-consuming task of trying to reconstruct his flying history.

He eventually sent an insurance claim to his carrier in Wichita, Kansas,

and, after much foot-dragging, finally was awarded $32,950 on June 13,

1983. for his loss. The insurance company's bank draft was made out to both

Terry and Lakeshore Bank of Oklahoma City, which held a $27,000 lien on
the plane. After deducting the amount of the lien, the accrued interest, the
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monthly payments he made after the plane was stolen, and rental bills for

other aircraft used while awaiting payment from the insurance company,

he netted approximately $1,500 in "revenue." He had been fortunate, but

he was still without his log books.

Three days after receiving and signing over the check to Lakeshore,

Terry got another unexpected social call from Cathey. In that conversation,

which he peppered with humor, Cathey theorized that the plane was prob-

ably "south of the border and being put to good use by now."

Cathey expressed a desire to stay in closer contact with Terry because

his new project, he said, was getting exciting and "taking on new dimen-

sions." Terry, he thought, might be i-n-t-e-r-e-s-t-e-d. Cathey said he would
keep his friend posted.

By August of 1983, Terry had decided to acquire partial ownership of

the ultra -light company in Kansas and, along with two other partners, move
it to Little Rock, Arkansas. His old boss, mentor and friend from Kansas, Joe

Ida, had propositioned Terry with an offer that was hard to refuse. Ida and

an old friend from Little Rock, Seth Ward, were interested in bidding on the

now-defunct company in Kansas and moving it to Arkansas, where Ward
lived. He said Terry could have equity in the company if Terry would for-

give the $35,000 debt owed him by the firm and be willing to manage the

new company being formed from the deal.

Terry not only saw this as a fair deal and an opportunity but as a way
to relocate his machine-tool company. Reed, Kerr and Associates, Inc., to

Arkansas, where a more diverse manufacturing economy was developing.

And it was less centered around the oil industry.

Much to his wife's initial dismay, Terry felt it was in their best interest

to uproot the family and sell their restored Victorian home in Oklahoma
City, which had been their labor of love.

Throughout this "Sooner connection" phase of intelligence "handoffs"

in Oklahoma, Terry believed that he had made only one true friend, Buzz
Barlow. By now, their relationship was a close, personal one, and Barlow
and his wife voiced regret repeatedly that the Reeds were planning to leave

Oklahoma.
By late August, Terry and Janis finally sold their house, and the Bar-

lows hosted a going-away party for them. On August 23, Cathey unex-
pectedly called Terry at home.

"I hear through Enright that Buzz says you guys are moving to

Arkansas," he noted. "I really can't talk about it on an unsecure line, but

we've got an exciting project in the works down there, and I think there

may be a slot for you. One that'll maybe even pay you this time."

Terry was interested. The money would certainly be nice, especially

since Janis would not be working for a while after their move to Arkansas.

She was hoping to be a full-time mother to their son.

"Hey, if you're interested, it's best I just put you into play with the guy
that's going to be running the operation for me. I'll make the introduction

and have him look you up. I'll tell him you're a good guy."

"How do I know who he is and where to find him?" Terry asked.
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"He'll find you . . . and his name is Barry Seal."

Terry had just been handed off to a man whose name would come to

haunt those who worked with him.

It was another step closer to the abyss.
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- CHAPTER 4

Into the Loop

^k^w^

As the Lear 23's jet engines spooled to takeoff rpm and the tur-

bine-temperature needles rose to the red-limit markers, Barry

Seal assumed the flight instructor's position in the right seat.

Terry had been in Arkansas less than three months, and the

man Cathey had said would find Terry had done just that.

With his arm around the back of the pilot's seat occupied

by Terry that late-December day in 1983 at Mena, Arkansas, Seal told Terry,

"Now release the fucking brakes, and let's have some fun." Terry appeared

tense.

"Relax, you're gonna like this," Seal assured him. "A Lear jet behaves

similar to the Citation that you're rated for, except things happen faster."

Terry had always wanted to fly what pilots call "the businessman's

fighter plane." And now he was getting his chance as he and Seal started

their return trip to Little Rock. On the way back they continued to develop

the friendship newly found in the cockpit of N13SN.
The while jet accelerated abruptly to V-1, and Seal reminded his "stu-

dent" that it was "time to fly." Terry gingerly pulled back the pilot's yoke,

and much to his amazement, the plane leaped skyward. He had flown a lot,

but this was truly fucking fun, with twin capital F's.

Seal knew flying. But he was also a renaissance man, multitalented and
multifaceted, something that had enabled him to survive the many other

troubles then besetting him. By the winter of 1983, as they headed back to

Little Rock, Seal had begun to recognize that Terry shared some of those

multitalented traits. And, more importantly, besides flying, he knew man-
ufacturing as well.

And Terry also began to realize something. He was beginning to sort

out from among Seal's talents his intriguing ability to handle the govern-

ment handlers who thought they were handling him. It was clear that Seal

was not impressed with these men who worked for the government, people

Seal looked down on as having limited ambition. "Fucking GS suits (slang

for General Salary Schedule)," he had called them. "No balls, and very little

brains."

59



60 Compromised: ClintOxN, Bush and the CIA

In six words. Seal had articulated what Terry had come to realize since

the days in Oklahoma when he realized that he had foolishly allowed the

government to use his talents over and over, monopolizing his time and

knowledge with no compensation and no apparent appreciation of a busi-

nessman's necessity to generate cash flow.

As the jet assumed a heading of 077 degrees and soared through 1 5,000

feet, Terry turned to Seal and said, "Maybe we can trade off services. I'll

teach you about manufacturing if you'll train me to handle these GS bean

counters so I can have a plane like this."

Seal smiled. "It's a deal," he replied.

In short. Seal knew his business, and Terry saw him as a mentor in deal-

ing with "the suits." But what did Seal really see in Terry? Clearly, Seal had

many ventures going and was shopping for reliable "subcontraaors." But,

until this trip to Mena, Seal had not appreciated Terry's in-depth knowledge

of manufaauring techniques, or simply how things are made.

From childhood Terry, the oldest of six children, had been the "weird

kid" who always wondered how things were made. While his friends swung
baseball bats in Little League, Terry was pondering machines. He was more
curious about the type of machinery required to manufacture bats than he

was in learning the art of swdnging.

Terry's curiosity as a young man was a gift from his father, who, in addi-

tion to being a schooled jeweler, worked on top-secret research-and-devel-

opment projects for rocket engines at the Rocketdyne Division of North

American Rockwell in Neosho, Missouri. Dinner conversation in the Reed
house in Carthage, Missouri, was often about thrust requirements needed
to orbit payloads in outer space and the machinery needed to manufacture
rocket engines.

In fact, instead of sports, what had "tripped his trigger" as far back as

grade school was the wail of an internal combustion engine at red-line rpm.
Young Terry's fascination with all things mechanical would accelerate him
on a course of building backyard and garage motorized inventions that

would astound adults.

Friends recalled him winning a debate with his seventh-grade science

teacher concerning the inner workings of a car starter. His love of speed,

engines and aluminum was what direaed his attention to airplanes.

And now here he was, at the throttle of "Bill Lear's orgasm," a Lear-

23! As Seal demonstrated a series of aileron rolls while still maintaining a

heading, it didn't take Terry long to become addicted to the smell of

kerosene that was powering Seal's jet, instead of the high-octane fuel Terry

was used to.

After the Air Force had reneged on its promise to send him to flight

school, he had eventually attained his type-rating in Cessna Citation jets at

Flight Safety International in Dallas, a very expensive education, and had
amassed more than 2,000 hours flight time.

All the money Terry had put into his aviation studies now seemed
worthwhile as Seal cancelled the IFR flight plan, handed over the controls
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of the craft streaking through the Arkansas skies, and said, "It's your air-

plane. Wring this bitch out and show me what you're made of."

With a "shit-eatin' grin," Terry met the challenge, snapping the air-

plane into a left-banked wing-over maneuver, fighter pilot-style. He
brought the plane's heading to north and rolled, wings level, while diving

toward his "target," the airport setting atop Winthrop Rockefeller's Petit

Jean Mountain. The airspeed indicator was now at VMO . . .306 knots indi-

cated. He held the Lear approximately 100 feet off the ground as they

buzzed the runway and then slowly began pitching the nose skyward

beyond 45 degrees of pitch-up attitude.

Reed nursed the stick rearward, forcing the craft and its occupants to

pull an estimated four Gs in order to catapult the plane into a complicated

chandelle maneuver.

Seal cautioned, "Watch out for the compressor stall! Push it over the

top and recover this thing. I'm overweight, and these Gs are gettin' to me."

After Terry recovered from the maneuver and leveled off at 17,500 feet.

Seal turned and said," Guess I'm too old for this shit. OK, hot dog, let's take

it back to base. You got the right stuff."

By the time Seal and Terry landed at Little Rock's Adams Field, a bond
between the two men was developing so strong that Seal violated a cardi-

nal rule of intelligence. He would now tell Terry something he didn't "need

to know."

They went directly to the coffeeshop inside the building housing Cen-

tral Flying Service. There Seal began by telling Terry the real reason why
they had just made the trip to Mena in the rural, mountainous area of west-

ern Arkansas and to a small metal-casting company. Seal had told Terry he
held an interest in the firm that was, as far as anyone knew, an aluminum
foundry and machining company that was slated to expand into something

new and secret.

"It's time I let you know the truth about what we want to do," Seal

said. "Let's have some coffee, and you can tell me all you know about the

investment-casting process."

Terry was puzzled. "Investment casting is normally for close-tolerance

precision steel parts," he replied. "I just came from an aluminum foundry.

What's your interest in the application for steel?"

"Guns, what else?" Seal replied as he peered over his coffee cup.

Without either man saying it. Seal and Terry had just crossed the Rubi-

con. The lives of both men were then changed forever. That day a chain of

events was set in motion that would lead Terry to learn eventually what was
really going on in Arkansas: The state was going to be the secret source of

weapons for the Contras, as well as a major training base and transshipment

hub for weapons. Seal, because of the mutual trust that was being developed,

had divulged to Terry information that he had not been cleared to reveal.

"I'll have to talk to our friend on this (a coded reference to John
Cathey), but I need you in on this project. It's more difficult to make
weapons parts than they led me to believe."
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Seal explained that a New Jersey gun-manufacturing company had

been purchased— lock, stock and barrel—and was being moved to

Arkansas to quietly and discreetly produce weapons components for the

Contras.

This was clearly another facet of what was later described in the con-

gressional hearings on the Iran-Contra Affair as CIA Director William

Casey's plan to have CIA-owned proprietaries, or front businesses, become
the bypass conduit around a whimsical Congress. The director saw these

flip-flopping congressional attitudes as obstacles to the Reagan administra-

tion's controversial and unpopular foreign policy initiatives.

Continuous on-and-off congressional bans on American military aid

to the Contras was creating a shortage in the arms supply for the

Nicaraguan operation. This "drought" was depleting the level of arms in the

reservoir to a critically low level. Firms that normally supplied the Defense

Department had been barred by Congress from supplying the Contras

because of those congressional bans. Casey wanted to establish a continu-

ity to the supply effort, hopeful that the White House objective of over-

throwing the Sandinistas could be attained through eventual armed
internal rebellion.

Terry, having seen unnecessary loss of life in Southeast Asia, put him-
self in the shoes of the Contra soldiers. How could they, he thought, even
have a chance of survival without at least a minimum stock of weapons? In

Vietnam, he had been put in harm's way while Congress debated the moral-

ity of the conflict. Now, it was happening again, only this time to a group
of "freedom fighters," as President Reagan called them, in a country very

close to his own. The congressional jockeying continued to rage on.

The recent moving of a New Jersey arms-manufacturing company to

Arkansas was not merely the result of vigorous recruitment by the Clinton

administration, as the state would claim. It was instead. Seal said, the result

of behind-the-scenes CIA decisions to make Arkansas the equivalent of a

"proprietary." But, nonetheless, it would help Bill Clinton deliver on his

campaign promises to provide jobs for Arkansans.

Iver Johnson's Arms, the firm brought to Arkansas from New Jersey,

was one steeped in American history. Established in Massachusetts during

the American Revolution, it had helped arm the colonial soldiers to fight

the British. It already had ongoing military and civilian arms contracts that

would allow it to operate openly under the usual scrutiny of the Treasury

Department's Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco and Firearms.

Under federal law, arms companies must create a paper trail for track-

ing and control of all weapons, especially for components that go into fully

automatic weapons. The MI 6, the weapon used by American military ser-

vices, is a weapon requiring this documentation and control. All interna-

tional sales require an End-User Certificate, which traces the weapon from
origin to destination. The Boland Amendments, which banned sales to the

Contras, effectively forced the CIA to find a source of weapons without such
certificates.
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The secrecy required to produce the nontraceable parts posed an

immediate problem for Iver Johnson's. Iver Johnson's was working on a

classified contract with the United States Navy to produce a .50 caliber

sniper rifle. This required government inspectors' scrutiny of the company's

operations in its new location in Jacksonville, Arkansas.

To circumvent this scrutiny, the decision had been made to cast criti-

cal and untraceable, parts at a location other than Jacksonville. Seal

explained, as they sat in the coffee shop, that the Mena firm they had just

visited would contain that casting operation. The trip to Mena was now
beginning to make sense to Terry.

Because Iver Johnson's was an established firm, it provided instant

cover for the clandestine work that was slated to be done in Mena. On
paper, Philip Lynn Lloyd, a wealthy Arkansas businessman with close ties

to the Arkansas bond industry, was listed as a principal in the company and
the man responsible for its relocation to Arkansas.* Terry was learning that

Lloyd was probably just a "cover" for the project.

"So now that you know what we're up to, what will it take in the way
of machinery to cast and machine the lower receiver housing of the Ml 6?"

Seal asked.

"I'll need blueprints, and I'll need to know quantities," Terry replied.

The lower receiver housing is the major part that makes the MI 6 a fully

automatic, military assault weapon, as compared to the ARI5, the semiau-

tomatic version that is sold to the public in sporting goods stores.

Federal law requires that during production each receiver housing be

stamped with a serial number and that documentation be created that will

track it from cradle to grave. Obviously, the CIA did not want serial num-
bers on weapons going to the Contras during a period when Congress had
banned the sales.

Seal and Terry ended their first arms discussion pleased with them-
selves. Seal had found a local confidant who understood machine tools, and
Terry felt honored that he was being entrusted with such important secret

knowledge. He felt that the window of opportunity was opening, and he
decided to leap through it.

Things were going well for the Reeds in Arkansas. They had tem-

porarily moved into an upscale apartment on the west side of Little Rock,

the "in" place to be. Terry's new ultra-light company, named Command
Aire, was getting a lot of good press, representing, as it did, the efforts of the

state to attract new industry.

The Reeds found that being part of this effort was the key to member-
ship in Little Rock society. In just a few months, they had an overview of

the social and political pecking order there. Because one of the principals in

Terry's company, Seth Ward, was a socialite and a Little Rock industrialist.

*Lloyd was convicted in federal court in Little Rock in December 1990 of nine counts of bank-

ruptcy fraud and conspiracy steming from the concealment of more than $500,000 worth of

assets when his personal financial empire collapsed.'
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Terry already was traveling in high social and political circles. This new-
found status led to an introduction to Hillary Clinton, the wife of the gov-

ernor, who worked at the prestigious Rose Law Firm,* the Arkansas law

firm, where Webb Hubbell, Ward's son-in-law and former Little Rock
mayor, was a partner. This firm, which was handling Terry's company's

product liability work, was the unofficial pipeline to the governor.

In the course of taking care of the necessary legalities for establishing

the new ultra-light company, Terry had reason on numerous occasions to

visit the Rose Law Firm. Behind the brick walls of the stately multistoried

building were the offices of lawyers who were most definitely "in the loop."

They spoke for Arkansas's ruling oligarchy, who were being dragged kick-

ing and screaming into the twentieth century.

From Terry's observations, it was apparent that this was not the typi-

cal law firm, whose strict charter kept them primarily aligned with the pur-

suit of civil justice. Deal brokering was the firm's specialty. All that was
missing was Monty Hall screaming, "Let's make a deal!"

The icons of Little Rock's business community flowed through the

firm's front door. Terry realized Seth Ward had taken him directly into the

heart of the beehive, where things were really made to happen in Arkansas.

The "Who's Who" in Arkansas congregated a short distance down the

hall from Webb Hubbell's office. There, Hillary Clinton, the Queen Bee,

anointed her subjects and gave her blessing to meticulously prepared con-

tracts outlining proposed business ventures.

This firm would produce the brain trust that would accompany Presi-

dent Bill Clinton into the White House a decade later until a mysterious

death, indictments and scandal drove them out. Among the starched-

shirted yuppies who most impressed Terry was Vincent Foster, the man
rumored to have been Hillary Clinton's lover. It was Foster to whom
Hubbell deferred on the legal intricacies of Terry's ultra-light company.

Foster would die mysteriously from a single gunshot wound to the

head in July 1993— a suicide, authorities said—while serving as Deputy
White House Counsel. From Terry's observations and discussions with
Foster back in the early 1980s, Terry is convinced that Foster was a man
whose integrity was not for sale and a man who would have refused to lie

just to protect a president from scandal. The speculation surrounding

*From the time of Clinton's successful presidential bid in late 1992 and the publication date of

this book, the Rose Law Firm has surfaced repeatedly in the news as having been the "bull

pen" for up-and-coming Washington influence peddlers and people who used their prior rela-

tionships, professional and personal, with Bill and Hillary Clinton as a conduit to positions of

power in Washington. The list, so far, includes:

1. Vincent Foster— the now deceased former law partner of Hillary Clinton, who moved to

Washington to serve as White House counsel and then allegedly committed suicide in a sus-

picious way after not properly handling some rather minor scandals that erupted at the onset

of the Clinton administration.

2. Webster Hubbell— now serving as number two man in the Justice Department and
rumored to be the man running interference for the Clintons as the brewing Whitewater scan-

dal develops.^ He is rumored to be the man actually running Justice.
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Foster's death raises it to a level surpassed only by the John R Kennedy
assassination.

If there is anyone alive v^ho knows what was stored in Foster's head

when the bullet pierced it in that remote Potomac park outside Washing-

ton where his body was found, it would have been his close confidant,

Webb HubbelL

Hubbell himself became the number three man in the Justice Depart-

ment in 1993, but he resigned nearly a year later under a cloud. In Decem-
ber 1994 he pleaded guilty to tax evasion and mail fraud indictments

stemming from the theft of almost $400,000— mostly from the government
—by submitting fake legal bills. He is now cooperating with the indepen-

dent counsel, or special prosecutor, investigating the so-called Whitewater

scandal. Is Hubbell, Bill Clinton's "best friend," but the first of the "domi-

nos" from the Rose Law Firm to fall?

Seth Ward's insight into the incestuous relationships that existed

within the Rose Law Firm provided Terry with a rare insider's window.
"Webb's office is right next door to the governor's," Ward joked, referring

to the proximity of Hubbell's office to that of Hillary Clinton's.

As the two men rode the mahogany-lined, private elevator to the

exclusive restaurant atop the Union Bank Building, Ward confided to Terry:

''She wears the pants in the family. And she's a stone-cold son-of-a-bitch,

kicking ass in a man's world. I wish I had a daughter like that. Hell, for that

matter, I wish I had a son like that." The last reference was to Ward's only

male offspring, Skeeter, a somewhat passive and foolhardy yuppie type who
already had left a string of business failures in his wake.

Terry was finding that in 1984 Arkansas's young governor. Bill Clinton,

was no hero to a lot of these people. Ward and others often spoke con-

temptuously of Clinton behind his back, calling him a wimp and referring

to him as their "token politician." They made it clear they had no respect

for any man whose wife was the major bread winner and often referred to

him as the "boy governor." It was clear from the back-stabbing comments
made by Ward and his cronies that Clinton was viewed as a political light-

weight who was long on promises and short on delivery. They said he lacked

true political finesse, was too damned wishy-washy, and never cut a deal

with anyone that he wasn't forced to compromise on later.

Terry figured their distaste for Clinton had more to do with his "pro-

gressive attitudes" and his quest to attract out-of-state businesses, which
were a major threat to the established powerbase. Clinton just didn't fit

their mold of what a consummate politician should be. Their political hero

was still Wilbur Mills, once a powerful Congressmen who grabbed the

nation's attention when he drove drunk into the Potomac tidal basin with

his mistress, a former stripper named Fannie Fox.

But Mills's wife had never worked. Instead, she had spent her time

attending meetings of the Daughters of the Confederacy. These elite and
pretentious southern belles of Little Rock, who retrieved their fur coats

from storage at the first sign of a frost, viewed Hillary Clinton as a social out-

cast because of her "uppity, liberated, northern attitudes," the fact that she
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had a career and her audacity, when she married Bill, to not take her hus-

band's last name. After his only political defeat, she apparently realized this

was something to be reckoned with and promptly became Hillary Clinton

rather than Hillary Rodham. Now she's both.

To Janis Reed it seemed as though she had driven accidentally through

a time warp on her trip to Little Rock. Although the distance from Okla-

homa City to Little Rock along 1-40 was only 270 miles due east, she found

it was like going back 100 years in time. She discovered that the average

male in Arkansas believed that—next to Appomatox—Arkansas' blackest

date in history was the day women won the right to vote. Not only were

women's rights barely acknowledged but civil rights in general barely

existed. Janis was astounded by the racial prejudice she encountered.

"You won't believe the discussion I had today," she remarked to her

husband one night during dinner. "Some people at my real estate seminar

asked me which school Duncan was going to attend. I told them I had him
in a Montessori school part-time and I was happy with it. Oh, they said,

that's not what they meant. They meant when he goes to kindergarten. I

said, 'He's only a year-and-a-half old!' Then they proceeded to tell me that

I'd better get him on the waiting list for certain private schools. 'So what's

wrong with the neighborhood school?' I asked. They said, 'Oh, honey, you
don't want your child going to school with colored children.' Terry, some of

the women are my age and younger. It's not like they're old ladies who
remember the Civil War. I asked them why they were so prejudiced. And
you know what? Everyone responded with a look of disbelief.

"'Honey,' one said, 'what do you mean prejudiced? Why, I even let my
maid's husband wait for her in the parlor in my house last week. I thought

at that time my dead mama would be rolling over in her grave. We're not

prejudiced. We just think it's best for all of us not to have our children com-
mingling. And we know a lot of Negroes who feel the same way.'"

Education was the issue that continuously dominated the newspaper
headlines while the Reeds lived in Arkansas. The need to improve their edu-

cation system—which ranked nearly dead last in comparison to other states

—came down to a supposed lack of qualified teachers. Clinton took a polit-

ical lead on the issue, pressed hard, and finally got the legislature to pass

mandatory teacher testing, despite the outcries of the teachers. The Reeds
were infuriated, however, when, the day before the test was to be admin-
istered, the previously sealed and secret test was leaked to the media and
printed in its entirety in the local newspaper. Despite outcries that the entire

test had been compromised, it was administered anyway, and, needless to say,

the vast majority of the teachers passed.

Arkansas's movers and shakers, the sons of the Old South, hated car-

petbaggers and Yankees like Clinton's wife. (Hillary claimed Chicago as

home.) For them, the Civil War still was being fought. This pervasive reac-

tionary attitude precluded any real economic advancement for the state,

unless, of course, there was something in it for the good ole boys. True status

was reserved usually only for people whose grandfathers had traded slaves

and cotton at the Peabody Hotel in Memphis 150 years before.
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Despite these obstacles, Terry was moving up. He had even shared the

men's room with Governor Clinton at the segregated Little Rock Country

Club. Anybody who was anybody urinated there—provided, of course, he

was white.

And it was often in the men's room where many of the back door deals

were struck while a black man held the cologne and soap and towel for the

Arkansas "Bond Daddies" who did their insider trading and got the advance

word on what would be the most lucrative, "politically wise" investments.

Old South protectionist attitudes had put in place usury laws that

capped interest rates in Arkansas. To get around this cap, and make their

money perform, the municipal bond industry was developed as a vehicle to

give the Arkansas elite a way to invest their money outside the state, where
higher rates were legal. As a result, a small "Wall Street" had sprung up in

Little Rock, and the people who operated it were called "Bond Daddies."

One of them was Dan Lasater, a man very close to Bill Clinton and

whose firm, Lasater & Co., was handling more than $300 million annually

in preferred state bond activity. The state was using the Rose Law Firm as

its bond counsel for much of this activity. It was one big happy family.

Terry reminisced about the first time he had met Lasater, a man in his

mid-30s who delighted in flaunting his wealth. Lasater hadn't been travel-

ing alone that day. He had been the person who formally introduced Terry

to Barry Seal.

Lasater was also displaying a "trophy" that eventful November day in

1983 when he walked into Command Aire's ultra-light factory unan-
nounced. The trophy was Roger Clinton, the governor's trouble-prone half

brother.

"I'm Dan Lasater, and this is my driver, Roger Clinton. He's the gover-

nor's brother," Lasater said, referring to the hyperactive young man next to

him. As Lasater started to swagger into the factory area as if he owned it,

Terry's eye shifted to a rather large man standing in the doorway. Unlike

Lasater, this man was behaving like a guest and demonstrating some
manners.

"Oh, yeah," Lasater continued. "I guess I should introduce a client of

mine. This is Mr. Barry Seal."

Terry shook hands with the neatly dressed man who appeared robust

but overweight. As the entourage walked into the factory, Lasater and Clin-

ton ran off to look at the colorful ultra-light on static display. As they walked
slowly together. Seal turned to Terry and spoke in a slow and cordial south-

ern drawl, "We have a common friend who says you have some talent I

need."

"Does this common friend have a name?"
"John Cathey."

Terry had just been handed off, again, into a new loop.

In using Adler Berriman Seal, Cathey and the CIA were turning in des-

peration to a "hidden" asset with automatic deniability ... a man with a

handle. Seal was a man with a past, a man with a criminal record and a man
the CIA could do business with when they needed performance.
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Nicknamed "Thunder Thighs" because of his size. Seal was the type of

man about whom movies are made. In fact, a movie about Seal, Double

Crossed, was made in 1991, though it minimized the extent of Seal's true

connections to the intelligence community, portraying him as a drug traf-

ficker turned informant who was assassinated after the White House blew

his cover. True as far as it went. But Terry would learn there was much more
to Seal than just that.

Seal was considered by those in his inner circle as the consummate
pilot. At the age of 26, he had been the youngest 747 pilot in the nation.

But his commercial aviation career with TWA was brought to an early and
abrupt end in 1972 when he was arrested in New Orleans for alleged vio-

lations of the Mutual Security Act of 1954, which bars the export of explo-

sives without approval of the State Department. A DC-4 owned by Seal and

loaded with 13,000 pounds of C-4 explosives, primer cord and blasting caps

was seized in Shreveport, Louisiana. The government contended these

were explosives earmarked for anti-Castro groups operating in Mexico. But

the charges were never fully tried, and the case was later dropped without

any real explanation. During Seal's trial, two key government witnesses

failed to appear. A mistrial was declared, and the charges were later dis-

missed by an appeals court. A CIA source revealed to coauthor John Cum-
mings that the Agency, in fact, aborted the case because it feared that CIA
assets' names might be revealed in court.

At this first meeting with Reed, Seal described himself this way: "I'm a

contractor. I specialize in transportation. Whatever there is to transport, I

transport. I have certain connections within the government, and I presently

have a contract that you may have interest in. I'll talk to you later, privately."

Terry knew to press no further and accepted Seal for what he appeared

to be: a wealthy businessman with high intelligence connections. After all,

look who had brought them together, Oliver North, aka John Cathey.

Seal would later refer to himself as a "calculated risk taker" who
"needed excitement" in his life. The CIA apparently knew he also had the

talent, organization and the cojones to get the job done. But a lot more was
going on in Seal's life at the time that Terry was unaware of.

Seal was one of those hidden assets who had been kept on the shelf for

years, a kind of black reserve force. But Seal was already isolated, beyond
the normal arms-length relationship for built-in deniability. This would
become a problem. The lack of professional intelligence leadership within

this cut-out would result ultimately in critical mistakes being made.
As Lasater tested the suspension of the ultra-light in the showroom by

bouncing up and down in it in his $1,000, three-piece business suit and
high-priced Gucci shoes, Terry and Seal agreed to meet again later, when
they could talk privately, without the presence of company that was
demonstrating such boorish behavior.

"So Barry tells me you don't need to be a pilot to fly one of these

things," Lasater said, referring to the ultra-light.

"That's not what I said, Dan," Seal said, shaking his head in disgust. "You
have to be a pilot; you just don't need a license. There's a big difference
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between the two. Hey, I think this is a surefire way for you to kill yourself.

Let's get out of here. I need an investment banker that's alive."

Roger Clinton ran in a state of high excitement to open Lasater's lim-

ousine door and the uninvited entourage departed.

Later that same month. Seal returned to Little Rock for "banking pur-

poses" and took the opportunity to invite Terry to dine with him. At that

dinner meeting, which was much like a job interview. Seal thoroughly

debriefed Terry about his Air Force Intelligence background and other

special qualifications.

As Terry was talking about his second tour in Southeast Asia and his

unit's support of air drops in Cambodia, Seal interrupted, "Stop right there!

What exactly did you do? Were you involved in that? I mean in a hands-

on capacity?"

Terry told him that selecting drop zones for supplies delivered by air

was part of his job as a photo-intelligence analyst in Thailand, which was
only one facet of his highly specialized training at Air Force Intelligence

School at Lowry Air Force Base in Denver. At Udorn, Thailand, he said, his

team had been in charge of many aspects of C-130 aerial delivery, includ-

ing crew training and ground support. Also of great interest to Seal in this

conversation was the revelation that Terry's Air Force unit. Task Force

Alpha, supported Air America, the CIA's airline.

"So, besides being a flight instructor, you speak Spanish and you know
how to coordinate air crews in order to put the shit on target?"

Terry nodded.

"You're hired. But I got a more pressing problem right now. When can

you go with me to Mena?" Mena was not only the site to which Seal had
moved his aircraft operations from Louisiana, but he now co-owned a man-
ufacturing facility there as well.

The more pressing problem for Seal at that moment was not finding

someone who was a flight instructor with knowledge of aerial delivery;

rather, he needed immediate manufacturing advice, which Seal knew was
Terry's profession. Seal needed to set in place several things in Arkansas,

one of which was an underground arms-manufacturing network.

Throughout the month of December, the two men became better

acquainted through repeated telephone conversations, and by personal

visits whenever Seal showed up in Little Rock to make his numerous
"deposits" at Lasater's firm.

At that time, Terry was wearing two hats, one as a principal in Com-
mand Aire and the other as president of Reed, Kerr & Associates, an
automation consulting and marketing firm. In Oklahoma, he had been
instrumental in starting an ultra-light air park, which the Federal Aviation

Administration viewed as an airport requiring licensing under Part 157 of

Federal Aviation Rules (FARs). Seal was drawing upon both the manufac-
turing and the aviation talents that Terry possessed.



70 Compromised: Clinton, Bush and the CIA

By January 1984, a month after visiting the foundry in Mena with

Terry, Seal needed to get something else underway. He had to find a site in

a remote area around Mena that would serve as a secret base to train Contra

pilots in air-delivery techniques.

At this time, a restaurant named SOB's (Shrimp, Oysters, Beer), situ-

ated on the north bank of the Arkansas River in Little Rock and close to

Terry's factory, had become their hangout. Seal, who lived in Baton Rouge,

Louisiana, liked the Cajun atmosphere and the restaurant's resident ragtime

band.

"Christ, Cathey didn't tell me we gotta teach these fuckers to fly, too!"

Seal said, referring to the Contras. "It was my initial understanding these

guys would all be skilled pilots and all we had to do was teach them how
to hit the fuckin' target with a palletized load of supplies. I guess the truth

of the matter is the fuckin' Nicaraguans don't have any pilots. Some fuckin'

freedom fighters!"

Seal had unforeseen problems because the Agency had suddenly dis-

covered that, like it or not, the CIA would have to create a "Contra Air

Force" with people who had motivation but little else. And Cathey, a former

infantry officer, either hadn't recognized this or he had kept the fact from
Seal. These crews were needed desperately to reduce the CIA's exposure in

case one of the supply planes was shot down. If that happened. Seal had
warned, the crew "had better be beaners," so the world would not discover

the Boland Amendment was being violated.

Seal desperately needed someone who knew FAA requirements for

setting up an airport.

"Tell me about this airport you started in Oklahoma City," Seal said as

he built his salad from the ice-filled bathtub that served as SOB's salad bar.

"Especially the part about FAA licensing if you're near a vector airway."

From his conversations with Terry, Seal was now aware of Reed's prior

involvement with a group of Oklahoma businessmen who had sought an
FAA permit to build a private airstrip north of Oklahoma City. Seal had
become concerned about FAA notification requirements and didn't want to

be in violation of any FAA rules, because this would bring immediate and
unwanted attention to the training site.

"Better yet, why don't I just put you on board officially as an aviation

consultant while I figure out exactly how you fit into all this," Seal suggested.

"Sounds good to me. What do I need to do?" Terry replied as he loaded

his plate with radishes.

Notes

1. Arkansas Business, Dtcember 17, 1990.

2. Newsweek, January 24, 1994.
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- CHAPTER 5

Getting Off the Ground

"Bank tighter to the left. More! More! There it is, offa my left

wing. What do ya think?" Barry Seal asked from the right seat

of his Lear jet, N83JA.
It was a clear, cold January day in 1984 as Terry Reed and

Seal circled a remote area of western Arkansas at an altitude of

5,000 feet MSL (mean sea level). Terry, still somewhat uncom-
fortable piloting the high-performance jet, was concerned about the plane's

stall speed as they exceeded 45 degrees of bank in order to bring the field

Seal was referring to into view.

"Okay, I got it now. It's definitely remote, and I like the surrounding

terrain. But does the topography look similar to Nicaragua?" Terry asked.

"Yeah. They'll love it. They'll think they're home," Seal answered,

"Now, if we can just teach 'em to stuff an airplane into 2,500 feet without

killing themselves, maybe Uncle Sugar will give us a big r-e-w-a-r-d! Let's

go land at Mena and drive back up here to see how it looks from the ground."

Maps of the area refer to it as the town of Nella. But only Rand-McNally
—and God—know where it is for sure (see documents at end of chapter).

It is not now, and never was, a town. In its best days it was only a wide spot

in the road, a road house, a stagecoach stopover point, a watering hole

before entering the Oklahoma territory. The area reminded Reed and Seal

of the movie Deliverance, where Burt Reynolds and a group of city slickers

discover the beauty and danger of backwoods rural living while on an all-

male canoeing and camping trip.

The nearest town, about 12 miles to the south, is Mena, population

5,000. In describing Mena, a local law enforcement officer told one of the

authors, "If ya wanna pick up girls here, you gotta go to your family

reunion." Seal had earlier selected this heavily wooded location, along with

two others, as the possible site of the Agency's clandestine bivouacking and
training area.

Terry had officially been on board the operation only two weeks. He
and Seal were flying to Mena that day in order to have an engineering dis-

cussion with the president of a metal-casting firm, and, on the way. Seal

had wanted to show Terry the primary site he was considering. After the
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meeting at the foundry', which was to outline the computer-controlled

machine tools necessary' to produce the needed weapons parts, Terr^' and

Seal attempted without success to drive to the Nella site. One thing they

discovered: Security would not be a major problem if they chose the Nella

site. It was almost impossible to find it on the ground, even with a map and

a compass.

But the two did eventually survey the area and concluded it would be

a perfect training base, serviced only by primitive dirt roads maintained by

the United States Forest Service for fighting forest fires wdthin the Ouachita

National Forest and accessible safely only by four-wheel-drive vehicles.

They immediately identified that the mountainous terrain within the

region would not only add realism to the flight training but danger as well.

Terry was instruaed to return later to do a more thorough survey of all

three sites, not only to evaluate ground conditions but—more imponant to

Seal— to consider the stria FAA rules governing the airspace above the

land. If the site was not seleaed properly, commercial aviation could be

adversely affeaed and bring about unwanted FAA licensing requirements.

Of concern to Terry was the ability to use ground-based navigation aids

already in place in western Arkansas as a way to locate the field in

inclement weather and at night. Seal initially had not paid enough atten-

tion to this.

It was now clear that the problems to be dealt with were increasing.

On the flight back to Little Rock, Terry noted, "As I survey these sites, I

should take into consideration the proficiency level of the pflots who'll be

using the field. That surrounding terrain could be pretty dangerous, espe-

cially in bad weather. They still peel about half a dozen flatlander pilots off

of Rich Mountain every year."

Chuckling, Seal replied, "I got some good news and some bad news.

The good news is Cathey says the beaners know hov^ to fly single -engine

airplanes. The bad news? Barely."

This was becoming more and more like Richard Nixon's "Vietnamiza-

tion" program, Terr^^ thought. His mind drifted back to Thafland where, in

1973, the U.S. Air Force was tasked with trying to teach Vietnamese pilots

not only to fly Mach 2 but to use such advanced Western technology as the

toilet. All wdthin one lifetime. It was simply impossible to do, Terry had dis-

covered firsthand.

Seal's headquarters in Arkansas was based at Rich Mountain Aviation,

situated in a brand-new building at the southwest end of the Inter-Mountain
Regional Airport in Mena. From there. Seal said he had based his aircraft

refurbishing and retrofitting activities, another facet of his business aaivities.

Terry, familiar with the aviation world as he was, was impressed not

only by the building but by the quality of the major airframe repair and
modifications going on there. This was no backwoods operation, even
though it was located in the backwoods.

Terry completed the surv^eys over the ensuing month, during which
time he met Seal's Mena "network," consisting primarily of Fred Hampton,
Joe Evans and Emile Camp. Hampton, he was informed, was a second-gen-

eration, fixed-base operator who hved in the area and had operated Rich



Getting Off the Ground 75

Mountain Aviation prior to Seal's arrival. But Terry could tell by Hampton's

demeanor that, although he was the purported owner, he was not the man
calling the shots. Seal called the new facility "my new building" when he

toured it with Terry.

Evans, Seal had said, was an Air Force -trained, "cracker jack" aviation

mechanic and the only man Seal truly trusted to work on his personal air-

planes. It was clear that they went back together many years.

Camp was a pilot and a business associate of Seal's. Camp said he was
involved with Seal in the purchase and sale of airplanes in Baton Rouge.

Later Terry would learn that Seal and Camp had met originally in a Hon-
duran jail, where they had both been incarcerated for drug trafficking. Both

were from Louisiana. Neither seemed at the time to be anything other than

prosperous businessmen. Terry and Camp were about the same age and
immediately took a liking to each other.

By the following month, February 1984, the first Boland Amendment
was in effect, and the Contras in the field in Central America were begin-

ning to feel its impact. The little money that Congress had appropriated for

them was running out. National Security Advisor Robert (Bud) McFarlane

would assign Oliver North the job of "holding them (the Contras) together

in body and in soul."^ The CIA was obviously under tremendous pressure

by the Reagan administration to get things going in Nella.

This was evidenced by Seal's demeanor at SOB's when he and Terry

met that month. As the ragtime band played its last few bars of "Dixie" and
the roar of the patrons died down, the two men at the corner table finished

their dinner. Seal wolfed down the last of three dozen oysters, washed them
down with a gulp of soda, belched, lifted himself slightly from his chair and
passed gas.

Now for business. He pushed the plates aside and grabbed a paper

napkin to use as stationery. He turned to Terry and said, "Okay, you're the

high-powered aviation consultant; where the hell are we gonna build this

goddamn airstrip? It's time for a decision. Our friend (the way Seal always

referred to Cathey) says we gotta come on line sooner than planned. So

what's your decision? Adjacent to the federal land to the west or under the

Hog-2 MOA?"
Reed and Seal had spent several laborious hours scanning the aviation

charts, taking into account all the aeronautical considerations for site selec-

tion. The protected airspace above the Nella location, known in pilots cir-

cles as an MOA, made this site ideal. That, combined with the ability to

pinpoint the area's location from inside a plane's cockpit by use of a LORAN
(long-range navigation) receiver, made the Nella location the best of the

three potential candidates for the clandestine airfield.

Terry was prepared for Seal's question. After hours of research and field

work, he had made his selection. "Our main considerations," he said,

"should be security, a 'real-time' training environment and the logistics of

bivouac. I vote for Nella."

Barry agreed that more rural than Nella you couldn't get. He took the

napkin and drew a diagram of general runway alignment and said, "You

work up the LORAN (map) coordinates and I'll relay the info to Cathey."
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With the decision on site location now made, the black operation "Jade

Bridge" could begin. Prefabricated chickenhouses would be erected in order

to blend in with the countryside and to serve as makeshift barracks for the

Contra trainees who would be brought in. Headquarters would be located

in an old farmhouse already existing on the north end of the property. Con-

struaion would begin to greatly improve a grass landing strip that already

existed and that would ideally serve as a landing field and practice DGZ, or

drop zone.

Terry knew that this would meet basic Air Force standards designated

as the Bare Base Concept. He had, in fact, been attached to the Fourth Tac-

tical Fighter Wing in North Carolina that perfected the concept of operat-

ing a fighter wing unassisted in an extremely remote location.

The heavily forested site at Nella provided shelter, water and enough
level ground for aircraft operations. Seal was pleased with Terry's work, and

he said he was passing the good word up to Cathey about his newfound
friend and asset.

During this period, Oliver North, who was still known only to Reed as

John Cathey, was living up to his reputation for being "aaion-oriented" and
for "bypassing red tape." CIA Director William Casey was by now his

teacher or philosophical mentor, to whom North looked regularly for help

and advice. However, Clair George, then the CIA deputy director for oper-

ations, saw North as a man whose ideas often were extreme, "crazy" or

"harebrained."^

By viewing it through his personal prism. North was continuously

interpreting President Reagan's September 1983 finding (a presidential

decision), which outlined United States policy in Central America.

The finding sought to use military action only as a means to force a

diplomatic settlement, not, as North viewed it, a de facto declaration of war
against Nicaragua. In a memorandum to National Security Advisor Robert

(Bud) McFarlane a month after the Nella start-up decision. North proposed

significant military actions against the Sandinistas, the details of which are

still classified under the guise of national security. The operations being

implemented by Seal in 1 984 were clearly part of North's scheme to win the

conflict militarily.^

Several of these harebrained schemes of North's may have been what
Seal was getting Reed involved with in Arkansas. Seal would later confide

to Reed that there were going to be two separate, compartmentalized oper-

ations based in the Mena area. The one Terry was becoming sucked into,

involving flight training and aerial delivery techniques, was code named
Jade Bridge. Its aircraft call sign was designated Boomerang. The second
was the ferrying of large quantities of arms and munitions from Arkansas
to staging areas in Central America. This tributary to the Agency cut-out

was code named Centaur Rose, and its aircraft call sign was Dodger.

During March, Terry was working night and day. He had a business to run,

but his heart was in the spook world. He worked late into many nights
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preparing a training outline similar to the one used in the Vietnamization

program and based upon the anticipated skill level of the pilots that were

to be trained. Often Janis would wake up in the middle of the night to find

her husband at work at his desk. She marveled at his ability to exist on three

or four hours of sleep a night and his high, ceaseless energy level.

Seal knew that there were at least two other pilot training sites in place

in the continental United States. His knowledge led him to inform Terry that

the students the Nella facility was to receive would be recent graduates from

the other two sites. They would have basic piloting skills that would allow

them to fly single-engine aircraft in soft instrument conditions (marginally

bad weather). Once in operation, Nella would upgrade the students to mul-

tiengine status and teach them air-drop techniques.

But all was not rosy for Terry. There were problems developing in the

ultra-light industry. Another company producing these sport airplanes had
just been hit with a major liability judgment running into millions of dol-

lars. As a result, the insurance companies underwriting the liability for this

industry were getting skittish. Terry's backers, like Ward, were becoming
nervous. It was their deep pockets that plaintiffs could reach into if their

firm suffered a similar misfortune.

Until April 1, 1984, Command Aire had taken all the necessary legal

steps to prepare itself for customer-related aviation accidents, but not for

what happened that day. April Fool's day took on a new meaning for Terry

as he lay in the dirt and rubble next to his totally destroyed ultra-light. The
accident had taken place southwest of Little Rock on Seth Ward's Triple-S

Ranch. As an ambulance raced across the field toward him, Terry, fully con-

scious, frantically tried to dislodge himself from the wreckage, fearful of a

fire from the spilled fuel.

While Terry was testing a customer's plane, the brand-new engine had
"seized" in flight and Terry had been unable to glide back to the open field.

He crashed in the woods among 60-foot-high pine trees. His right foot was
crushed on impact. He was taken to St. Vincent's Hospital in Little Rock,

where he underwent emergency surgery lasting more than eight hours.

After the surgery, doctors informed Terry that if circulation did not

properly return, the foot might have to be amputated. Due to his stub-

bornness and overly cautious attitude toward addictive drugs, he refused to

take any painkillers and lay awake suffering miserably in a cold sweat, reliv-

ing all the dangers he had faced in his life. He brought up memories of his

childhood, when he built and raced go-carts, of his teenage years, when he
had grown into motorcycles, and of his two years in Southeast Asia when
he logged more than 2,000 hours of flight time without a scratch. He had,

he thought, been a lucky man. But now he had almost "bought the farm"

from a freak accident while doing something unimportant. As he writhed

in agony, his life took on a new meaning, and he began to philosophize

about life and death and about the Contras, who were willing to lay down
their lives for a cause.

Janis stepped softly into his room and found her husband semideliri-

ous from the pain. "You know you made aU the local news shows," she

whispered. 'T guess when they called the ambulance, someone said there
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had been a plane crash. The news dispatcher envisioned a 747 rather than

a single-engine plane. The place was swarming with camera crews."

He grimaced even more. The last thing a good pilot wants is to see

"plane crash" in the headlines.

"How's Duncan? He saw me crash?"

"I think he's a little upset. He's telling everyone his daddy's foot has a

boo-boo. He's got his doll, Archie, in a cast. Actually, poor Archie is in a

body cast, and he looks a lot worse than you do. When I called my parents

to tell them about the crash, my mother about fainted, she was so upset.

But when I called your mother, do you know what she said? She said, 'Well,

he's been too lucky too long.' Of course, she caught the next bus out of town
and is on her way down to take care of you. Can you believe the difference

in mothers? Mine raised two daughters and yours raised six kids. . . . Listen

to me," she said abruptly as her voice broke. "I'm just rambling. Dammit,
I'm so mad at you. I was so scared."

Janis started sobbing as she laid her head on his chest. "Do you know
you almost got killed? You could be dead right now. Duncan almost lost his

father. I had to sit in that waiting room all night, not knowing how you
were, or if they were going to cut your leg off."

Terry interrupted. "Janis, listen to me. Calm down. I have to talk to you."

He told her he had made a decision, that he wanted her to be part of it

and to understand— to try to understand—what he was trying to deal with.

He finally realized that he was mortal. And he wanted to use his life for

something significant, something more than money. The most significant

thing he could think of was getting deeply involved in the Contra cause. If

he had to die, he wanted to die for a cause.

The military cadet from Carthage had been resurrected.

Two days later, Terry looked up from his bed and saw Seal standing

beside him. "Hey, partner, you almost bought the fuckin' farm, huh? Janis

tells me your heart's bruised and almost dislodged. Did ya go down makin'

decisions, or did you freeze?" This is what pilots always want to know, won-
dering what they will do when the time comes.

"I got an opportunity to sorta prove myself ... to myself, Barry. Yeah,

I was thinkin' all the way down all right. But most important to me was
that I was flyin' all the way to the ground instead of freezin' ... or prayin'

to God. I was analyzing my options and acting on them all the fucking way
to impact. I think my old instructor, John Brown, would be proud, if he
knew. Don't laugh, but I'd like to think I performed as if I had 'the right

stuff.'"

Seal sat down next to the bed, and the two talked seemingly for hours
about life and death, causes and the rest. They even discovered something
more that they had in common but had not realized. They both had the

same birthday, July 16.

"Barry, I've come to a decision. I want in. Full-time. This may sound
stupid, but if I die, I want to die for something important, and I think the

Contra cause is important."

"You're hired . . . again."

Terry had made his pact and he was at peace with himself.
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Over the course of the next three months, Terry underwent two more
operations and rehabilitation, and he even designed and built his own cast

support from ultra -light parts.

"What's that noise?" Janis wondered as she walked in the door from

work one afternoon. In the kitchen she found Duncan sliding around in his

Big Bird house shoes amidst a cloud of white dust, "Snow Mommy. It's

snowing in the kitchen. Watch me skate in the snow! " he shrieked.

She was flabbergasted by the sight of her husband with his foot propped

up on a chair and a saber saw in his hands. He was cutting his cast off.

"You're supposed to leave it on six more weeks. What's Dr. Blanken-

ship going to say?"

"Hey I know how things work," Terry barked. "Our bodies are like

machines, and I know machines. The way I have it figured, if I saw the top

part of this cast off and put this rubber tip on my heel I can exert my full

body weight on my heel, and, by constructing the foot support properly, I

will exercise my damaged foot muscles each time I walk. I'm getting rid of

my crutches and building this brace. It makes perfect engineering sense."

"All right. Dr. Reed, its your foot," she answered. "But you'd better not

bitch about pain or come to me for sympathy. I'm tired of hearing you moan
in your sleep. I think you're a terrible patient. I'm going to start taking your

pain pills if you don't, just to make living with you more tolerable."

"Come on, it's not so bad," he joked. "At least we get to park in hand-

icap parking, don't we? The orthopedic surgeon told me I'm his first sur-

vivor of a foot injury of this magnitude. He wants to send my X-rays on a

nationwide tour to all the medical schools. Maybe we'll get royalties."

"You are the eternal optimist," she said, unable to hold back a smile.

The crash had temporarily removed him from his uhra-light business,

but Terry had spent most of his recuperation time working on the Contra

flight-training outline. He had made his decision to divest himself of the

ultra-light company, something that did not make Seth Ward and his other

partners happy. But the spook world again had his interest, and the acci-

dent would be the perfect excuse to extricate himself from the business.

June 1 1 was Janis's birthday, and Terry's gift to her was making it his

last day in the ultra-light business. She was happy about this because she

didn't like her husband working with Ward.
She had grown to dislike the man intensely, due to his overbearing ways

and his tendency to siphon off the desperately needed company cash flow to

satisfy his insatiable greed. He was a millionaire, but inside his head, he was
still the poor boy from "Dogtown," or North Little Rock, who needed to rein-

force his ability to get the best of people in business deals. This was the way
some Little Rock businessmen said Ward had made his fortune, by screwing

his business partners. Janis considered him the ultimate bigot and sexist.

He had been a Marine fighter pilot in World War II and said he had
flown with the famous "Pappy" Boyington and his "Black Sheep" squadron
in the South Pacific. His favorite saying was, "Pappy was a pussy."

Ward was tall— 6'4"—and gruff. But he could ooze charm when he
wanted something from you. He would admit privately to Terry that he made
his fortune by suing out-of-state companies for violating Arkansas's usury
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law, or its cap on interest. He had a reputation for using the legal system to

his advantage. He was disliked by his neighbors and had only one true friend

that Terry knew of. And Seth wasn't above trying to take advantage of him
financially. The one running legal interference for him was none other than

his son-in-law, Webb Hubbell, a former Chicago Bears tackle and a member
of the Rose Law Firm, who became a high-ranking official of the Justice

Department. Terry and Ward split with bad blood between them.

On June 12, Seal picked Terry up in Little Rock and flew him to Mena.
Ground work on the field at Nella was about to start, and drainage was a

prime concern. Seal borrowed a pickup truck from Hampton and drove to

Nella, and both men "walked the field" to make one last inspection before

the bulldozers started. Terry actually limped the field.

While photographing the field from a knoll to the east of it. Seal turned

to Terry and asked, "You want to be an instructor? I've hired a guy from

Tulsa, and another's coming down from Nebraska. Between them and
Camp, that'll make four if you're on board. But I shit you not, this is gonna
be dangerous. You told me that you love to fly at night, and I could easily

work you into the night schedule if you're interested. You want it?"

"Does the Pope shit in the woods? Is a bear Catholic?"

Terry had now entered another loop. He was no longer just a consul-

tant; he was now embarked on a course he had set in his hospital bed. He
had committed himself and there would be no turning back.

As they flew back that day, it was briefing time again. Seal began by
saying the job came with some perks. "We'll find you an airplane, and part

of our deal is you can keep it over in Little Rock. Consider it a company car.

Evans will perform all your maintenance at Rich Mountain, and he will have

a secret source of bulk fuel for you to use, so that you won't be running up
traceable fuel bills. The guy from Tulsa will be in charge of scheduling. He
has created a perfect cover, which all the instructors are to use. If anyone
asks you who you're training, just tell them you're a contract instructor

with Ross Aviation and working in their foreign student department."

Ross Aviation was a real company in Tulsa, Oklahoma, about 100 miles

west of Mena. In addition to being a contract cargo firm, it operated a major
flight training program and had a large foreign student enrollment. Its for-

eign student pilots, and those of another Tulsa aviation school. Spartan, lit-

erally filled the skies in this region during training, primarily in Cessna

150s. Many of their students were from the Middle East and Mexico. This

would be a perfect cover for the Nella instructors, since many of the Ross

instructors were hired on a contract basis. Air traffic controllers would
think nothing of hearing a panicky student screaming in a foreign tongue
during a moment of stress.

"Have I left anything out?" Seal asked.

"What about communications? Surely I don't use my home phone for

scheduling, do I?"

"Oh, I forgot. As soon as we land, I'll take you by OSI and introduce

you to Aki."

"Aki? That sounds Japanese."

The fat man grinned. "It is. He's a slope."
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Back in Little Rock, both men got into Terry's car and headed for 1217

Rebsamen Park Road, near the Arkansas River and within view of the State

Capitol Building. The building was a nondescript, single-story building with

rough wood siding, situated next door to a pizza parlor. Aki Sawahata and

his company. Overseas International (OSI), occupied the south half of the

building.

Sawahata, neatly dressed in a business suit, quickly closed a door at the

end of the building as Seal and Terry walked in. Not knowing Terry, Sawa-

hata clearly did not want the stranger to see whatever was in the room.

Terry was surprised and amused when Sawahata handed him a busi-

ness card with his firm's acronym OSI, which to intelligence people meant
Office of Special Investigations, the military equivalent of the CIA.

"Ohio, guizmas. " Terry was mustering up his best Japanese.

"You speak Japanese?" Sawahata asked, amazed.

"Just enough to keep foreign nationals guessing," Terry grinned.

"In that case, I'll correct your Japanese. It's afternoon, so it's konichiwa."

"Well, in Southeast Asia, I always lived for kumbawa (night). That's

when you go to town and play with the girls," Seal chimed in.

Sawahata was smiling. He seemed to be taking an immediate liking to

Terry.

Seal, who made the formal introductions, suggested going to a local ori-

ental restaurant where they could talk without being overheard by Sawa-
hata's two employees. Terry was learning how modern intelligence works.

Real companies, doing real business, are used for cover—just like the Mafia.

The firm had filed its incorporation papers with the Arkansas Secretary

of State's office only three months earlier, on February 29, 1984. The papers

listed as its officers Sawahata and a man identified as James Robinson of

Clinton, Arkansas. Its ostensible business was developing trade for Ameri-

can companies wishing to conduct business with Japan.

Sawahata told Terry that the firm was set up primarily to export bulky

commodities, preferably raw materials, back to Japan. In his words, the

ships from Japan come over full and often return empty. His job was to fill

the returning ships with cargo Japan needed. Arkansas had some of the

resources his company was shipping: pulpwood, bauxite and rice.

Terry later learned that wasn't all Overseas International was ship-

ping.The tea break that afternoon at Fu Lin's, the Chinese restaurant at 320

S. Victory, near the State Capitol Building, centered on communications.

"Now this is a little sensitive, since CIA agents aren't supposed to be

operating in the U.S.," Seal uttered in a guarded tone. "But Aki here is the

Agency's resident guy. All three of us have a common friend. From your

point of view, Terry, Aki's your secure communications link. He has all the

radio gear at his office. We'll all communicate through him. That way, since

he's local, you won't have any long-distance phone charges on your phone
over to Mena."

While Terry was still absorbing all this newly passed information. Seal

added, "While we're talkin' about phones, do not ever, ever, ever use any
of the pay phones in Mena. They're all bugged."

"How do you know?" Terry asked.
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"I had Aki have 'em bugged, for security reasons. . . . Let's just say

we're huntin' for a mole. Get it?"

Terry knew to ask no further about the "mole." He knew what the term

meant and assumed Seal and Sawahata were concerned about having a

double agent in their midst. He cleared his mind of that eerie thought and

got back to what was said earlier about secure communications.

Terry could see the beauty of the setup. He could contact Sawahata by

local phone, and then would have no need to call anyone else. The Agency
had taken care of communications security, it appeared, but he was curious

if they used telephone lines or air waves.

"What kind of communications capability do you have? Just so I'll

know," Terry asked Sawahata. "I mean, is it secure? And can you talk on
aircraft frequencies?"

"Aki can communicate with God and the devil can't even jam him,"

Seal answered. That was all Terry needed to know.

"So, Terry-san, Barry tells me you know quite a bit about manufacturing.

I find that very interesting," Sawahata said. "It is something I do not know
very much about. And the Company has tasked me with some oversight in

this area. Maybe you could assist me if I get it cleared from higher up."

"Aki, I already took Terry to the Agency's foundry at Mena," Seal said.

"And I told him about Iver Johnson's." Sawahata appeared uneasy. This had
been a major breach of security. Seal had revealed the formation of the

arms-manufacturing network without getting approval from Cathey. And
Sawahata, the local man in charge, now was learning for the first time that

Terry had been brought into a loop for which he had not been cleared.

Terry was already realizing that things were being run on the sloppy

side, not the way things were done in Air Force Intelligence. There, no one
was ever brought into a loop for which he was not specifically cleared. And
the person had to have an absolute need to know.

"From an operational point of view, Terry, I will be your primary con-

tact from this point on," Sawahata said. "Mr. Seal is out of state a lot, so

from now on just consider me your boss. I'm glad to have you with us. You
come highly recommended by Mr. Cathey."

What Terry didn't know then—and what Sawahata didn't say—was
that Seal had something else to do for the Agency, something that had
become more urgent and immediate— priority numero uno. Seal, who knew
how to always tell "the suits" what they wanted to hear, had done just that.

Seal had passed on to them that the Sandinistas were dirty, and that

they were providing the Medellin Cartel with safe haven and a transship-

ment point for megaloads of cocaine heading north to America. Just what
the White House needed to convince a recalcitrant Congress to approve mil-

itary aid for the Contras. As Seal spoke that day in Little Rock with Terry

and Sawahata, the CIA was getting ready to equip his C- 1 23K military cargo

plane called The Fat Lady for a sting to ensnare the Sandinistas.

On the way back to Sawahata's office, Terry saw a problem that had
not been discussed. "Barry, when I get my new airplane, where am I sup-

pose to base it? I bring this up because there is no private hangar space avail-

able here in Little Rock."
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"For the time being, I've made a deal with Little Rock Air Cemer. I've

got an old friend over there I can lean on for you. They only have tie-down

space available for now, though. And we will need better facilities, once this

thing is fully operational."

Sawahata injected: "I went out to North Little Rock Airport recently

and saw some private hangars under construction. Maybe you can get one

of those."

"Yeah, that would be great. I still need a place to store my ultra-light,

too," Terry said.

Seal winced. "Wasn't one brush with death in one of those crazy things

good enough for ya?"

"Hey, you know us pilots. Calculated risk takers, isn't that what you
say?"

After dropping off Sawahata, and on the way to the airport. Seal took

the opportunity to give Terry some cautionary advice. "Hey, I know you're

all gung-ho on this. But if I were you, I would go slow," Seal said. "There's

no guarantee here on how long this may last. For all we know, Cathey could

get his way and the fuckin' Marines could invade Nicaragua tomorrow. This

whole Mena thing could come to an end before it even gets started. In other

words, I wouldn't consider this a full-time job. I wouldn't want to see you
and Janis hurt economically."

Terry understood that assets had no GS rating, nor did he want one. He
had cashed his last government paycheck when he left the Air Force and
vowed then never to collect one again.

With that in mind, he told Sawahata he wanted to "volunteer" for the

night shift at Mena and do his training under cover of darkness, always his

favorite time to fly. The other instructors had no problem with that, since

that was the most dangerous time to fly in mountainous terrain.

This would also give him the daytime hours to stay active as a machine-

tool consultant. A good cover, he thought.

Notes
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per his instructions.
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Intelligence Unit
Criminal Investigation Division

Reply of Melanie Tudor of the Arkansas State Police to Investigator Jofinny Cannon
of the Georgia Bureau of Investigation regarding information developed by Russell

Welch about the Mena manufacturing firm.
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CHAPTER 6

America's Banana
Republic

The black C-130 military cargo plane banked into a perilous,

60-degree, descending turn as the pilot maneuvered to align

the giant transport for the final approach to Mena.
The craft went full flaps as the pilot pushed full left rudder,

putting the plane into a right forward slip, descending rapidly

toward its target, the threshold of 5,000 -foot runway 17.

It was an unorthodox maneuver for a plane of that size, and as Terry

Reed kept his vision locked on the approaching craft, he remarked to Joe

Evans, who was standing nearby, "This damn July temperature is just like

Southeast Asia. The hotdog pilot in the 130 better watch the density alti-

tude at this elevation. He's flying like he was trained by Air America!"

Though Terry didn't know it at the time, that was precisely the case. He
did not initially recognize the elderly pilot. It had been fourteen years since

their farewells in Thailand. He was about to be reunited with Bill Cooper.

When the cargo ramp descended and the shrill whine of the turbines

spooled down, neither Terry nor the other three waiting instructors were
quite prepared for the twenty ragtag Nicaraguan "freedom fighters" who
walked down to the tarmac. By this time in the afternoon on July 8, 1984,

the ramp had been heated to frying pan temperatures by the sun over

Arkansas.

Evans turned to Terry. "Yeah," the mechanic with the weather-beaten

face said. "Barry tells me most of these pilots they're gonna use down there

in Central America are ex-Air America cowboys. I guess your job is to lasso

these young mavericks and teach them how to fly heavy iron. I sure don't

envy you guys. Just look at 'em."

Terry was shocked. Somehow, he had expected to see soldiers with

bloused pant legs, combat boots and berets. Instead, what straggled off the

C-130 were men in blue jeans, mismatched colors and Adidas and Nike

sneakers. They looked like they had just left a blue-light special at K-Mart.

The only commonality in their "uniform" appeared to be their Levi

jeans, some stonewashed, some not, and their Sporty's Pilot Shop private

pilot flight kits. Rayban sunglasses adorned their faces, as if they were
hoping to emulate the look of the stereotypical supermacho Latino pilot. It
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triggered in Terry's "stress syndrome" a flashback to Vietnamization, where
Laotian men stood wearing Raybans and brand-new flight suits while pick-

ing their noses up to the second knuckle.

"Fuck," exclaimed Evans. "I don't even have Raybans!"

The arriving students were quickly moved out of the Sunday afternoon

heat and into the Rich Mountain hangar while the plane's other occupants

set about their assigned tasks. Although Terry would not learn Richard Bren-

neke's name— or the purpose of his trip— until later, he appeared to be a

member of the crew and the person responsible for the skid-mounted cargo

that was off-loaded into another Rich Mountain hangar. What the crates

contained was not discussed, but seemed to be important nevertheless.*

Why had they all come to Arkansas?

Because of the Boland Amendment— or to be precise, the three Boland

Amendments passed in varying form. The legal force of these amendments,
attached to congressionally approved appropriation bills that Reagan was
forced to sign into law, is still being debated by scholars. They were intended

to bar direct military aid to the Contras training in Central America by U.S.

government personnel. But by dissecting the fine print. North and Agency
attorneys apparently decided that having the military loan the equipment
to this operation—run by contract employees in the United States—was not

a violation.

Why North and the CIA undertook this operation in Arkansas to cir-

cumvent the Boland Amendment was clearly because they were barred by
law from doing it themselves. But before they could establish when and
where they wanted to set up the operation, they first had to define what they

wanted to do there. They then had to decide who would be their proxy. And
implementing the how would depend on their skewed legal interpretation

that use of nongovernment personnel, or contract employes, would not be

a Boland violation.

The CIA knew what had to be done. The Nicaraguans desperately

needed skilled flight crews that could resupply ground troops engaged in a

highly mobile guerrilla war, where resupply could be accomplished only

with air drops. This was being done with American contract crews who
were at great risk of being exposed if they were shot down and captured.

In deciding where to locate the training base, a map of the United States

was needed. Initially, all perimeter states, or border and coastal states, had
to be eliminated because of the concentration of federal law enforcement

and coastal defense agencies such as the Coast Guard, the Air Force, the

Navy, the FBI, the Drug Enforcement Administration and U.S. Customs.

*Brenneke would later testify that most of the crates contained weapons and other gear to be

used in the training program. He would also say that he found cocaine in some of the crates

and while on the ground at Mena, called Donald Gregg, then-Vice President George Bush's

chief of staff, and complained about the drugs. He quoted Gregg later as saying that it was none

of his business. Brenneke later claimed his role in this affair was that of a money launderer for

the Agency, that he worked out of Panama where the flight had originated, and that he had

just thumbed a ride on the flight.^
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From what was left, a state had to be chosen. It had to be rural, under-

populated and have terrain similar to Nicaragua's. It also had to be a state

with a political mind set similar to the banana republics that the CIA oper-

ated so successfully in. It had to possess the right political environment and
political power base that would view the Agency as a "welcome industry"

and a way to enrich itself while picking up a "political marker" from Wash-
ington for a future favor. In short, an accomplice.

Arkansas was the only state that qualified perfectly in each category.

And the icing on the cake was the fact that Arkansas already had become
the dumping ground for federal facilities no other state wanted, such as the

U.S. Army chemical weapons plant in Pine Bluff and the nuclear storage

area in Pea Ridge.

So here they were, finally, in Mena. As the students dragged their B-4

bags into the sweltering hangar, the whole scene was reminiscent of in-pro-

cessing procedures at Don Muang International Airport in Bangkok, Thai-

land, where all GIs first arrived for their in-country tour of duty in

Southeast Asia. The only thing missing was a bevy of oriental hookers

waving through the fences at this latest load of "raw meat" arriving from

"the world."

The arriving "freedom fighters" dropped their gear and were drawn
immediately to the white Cessna 404 up on jacks, with its cowlings and
inspection plates removed. They were peering with awe and curiosity into

the plane's crevices, realizing that, if they made the grade, this would be the

type of plane they'd be flying.

The sleek, twin-engine craft was exposing its internal engineering mar-
vels inherited from the factory in Wichita, Kansas. The plane was consid-

ered a "cabin class" aircraft since it had an "air-stair" or clamshell door on
the left rear side that allowed passengers to board by climbing the self-con-

tained staircase. The seating arrangement in this particular plane had six

seats in the rear and a "cabin" up front for the pilot and copilot. With the

large internal cargo area and the toilet set back in the aft area, this plane

appeared gargantuan compared to the light, single-engine aircraft in which
the students had trained. It must have made them feel unsure of their abil-

ity to master such a large craft.

The instrument panel, which contained a full set of gauges for both the

pilot and the copilot, housed twin air-speed indicators that gauged a top air-

speed of 237 knots. The fuel-injected, turbocharged Continental engines

could propel the plane to altitudes above 25,000 feet. To them this was the

ultimate challenge.

Terry entered the hangar along with Emile Camp and the other two
flight instructors, pseudonymed "Nebraska" and "Oklahoma."

The man who appeared to be in charge called the wandering group
together for in-processing. It was not unlike that first day in Bangkok, fill-

ing out forms listing next-of-kin and being briefed on such essentials as mail

deliveries from Central America.
The majority of the briefing was conducted by an Hispanic dressed in

fatigues and known only to the flight instructors as Diego, the temporary
field commander on loan from Panama, who had the bearing and attitude
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of an experienced military drill instructor and professed to be an ex-heli-

copter pilot.

"Take tfiose fuckin' sunglasses off, soldiers!" he shouted at the motley

crew of trainees, who appeared to be worn out from their flight. He
informed them that the four men standing behind him were the "contract

instructors" who would teach them advanced flying techniques and, in par-

ticular, aerial resupply procedures they would use in combat— if they mea-
sured up and didn't wash out.

Diego then joined the students as the instructors were asked to intro-

duce themselves and recap briefly their individual aviation backgrounds.

The students were then given copies of the Cessna 414 information manual,

which, for the purpose of their classroom work, would become their "bible."

They were told to memorize it from cover to cover and be prepared at any

time to answer questions based on its content.

A brief outline of the aviation curriculum was presented, and they were
told that it would be the instruaors' job to upgrade them to multiengine air-

craft, giving them the ability to fly safely in the more advanced 400 series

-

style aircraft.

Once that was accomplished, they would be taught aerial delivery pro-

cedures and how to apply these techniques in a hostile environment, mean-
ing when someone was shooting at them from either the ground or air with

a combination of both small arms fire or missiles or, even worse, from inter-

ceptor aircraft.

The four instructors, who by now knew each other fairly well, were
working from lesson plans they had developed that capitalized on their par-

ticular expertise and strengths.

A key lesson learned from Vietnam was that an expert ground con-

troller was needed at the infantry company level, to coordinate the deliv-

ery safely from the ground. In other words, he became "air traffic control"

in the field and in many cases the success of a mission depended on him.

In this first class of twenty, four men were there to become these

ground controllers. The U.S. Army had developed this joint training tech-

nique, in which controllers train with flight crews to learn what a pilot has

to contend with during these maneuvers.

By now, the skid-mounted cargo containing the field equipment and
weapons had been brought into the hangar, and each man was given his

issue and told to board the white, one-ton Chevy grain truck presently

backing into the hangar. The six-foot-high sideboards of the truck would
shield the occupants from view as they headed for nearby Nella. The only

thing that might have seemed odd to the local residents that day occurred

when Ramon Varnados, the truck driver and the man assigned to be the

local "supply sergeant," stopped later at a local fast-food joint and ordered

sixty cheeseburgers and sixty orders of fries
—

"to go."

Terry and the other instructors followed in his S-10 Chevy Blazer as the

truck turned off U.S. Highway 71 9 miles north of Mena and west of what
is called "Y" City. The truck could barely negotiate portions of the narrow
dirt road which was maintained only for the U.S. Forest Service to fight fires

in that area of the Ouachita National Forest.
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The students were being tossed about the truckbed as the vehicle

forded Clear Fork, one of the creek beds running off the Belle Fourche

River. "Oklahoma," one of the flight instructors in Terry's Blazer, noted,

"God, I wish we could take pictures of all this. No one's ever gonna believe

this happened after it's all over. Surely the government's gonna invade

Nicaragua before we get these guys trained, don't ya think?"

Terry answered, "Yeah, I'm sure you're right. Based on what I've seen

we have to work with, we're only gonna need five years to get these guys

up to speed." Everyone laughed. The worst was yet to come.

What is called Nella is nothing more than a wider place in the dirt road,

an interseaion in the woods 6 miles from the highway. About a mile and a

half east from the interseaion, after passing the Shiloh Country Church, was
the 109-acre property to be used for the practice drop zone and training base.

Local property records show that the land had been purchased in Oao-
ber 1982, at about the time Barry Seal first arrived in Mena and set up his

operational headquarters at Rich Mountain Aviation. Though Seal put up
most if not all the money for the land— about $50,000— Fred Hampton
and his wife were listed as the nominal purchasers. Hampton, the fixed-

base operator at Rich Mountain, suddenly began to deposit large amounts
of cash in his bank during this period, after being on the verge of bankruptcy

only a few years earlier.

The land was an ideal training site. It bordered huge reserves of heav-

ily forested federal land to the southeast and the northwest. Just about

anyone could operate with impunity. Forest rangers were told by their

superiors to stay out of this area except in extreme emergencies and to

ignore activities that were military-related. Terry was told by Seal that U.S.

Army Special Forces personnel stationed 30 miles to the north at Fort Chaf-

fee, who were on continuous maneuvers in the area, provided security by
"shadowing" the site. The soldiers, unofficially, would commingle with the

students during maneuvers and war games and would bivouack near

enough to fend off any wandering campers or peering eyes. What Seal had
neglected to tell Terry, but he would later learn, was that the "shadows" had
shadows— in the form of the FBI.

The only thing that would have seemed strange to anyone wandering
into the area was the new and extensive barbed ware fencing, anchored to

steel posts, strung around the site. The poverty-stricken farmers in the area

used only homemade wooden fenceposts that they cut themselves from the

surrounding forest.

There was other "security," too— in many ways the best that money
could buy. Seal confided to Terry that the people who lived in the area had
been "purchased" and would be getting "government subsidies" that didn't

originate from the Agriculture Department. In other words, they were paid

to see, hear and speak no evil of the Agency's operation.

As Varnados's truck made a right turn and headed south into the prop-

erty, it passed the dilapidated old farmhouse that had been converted to

mask a training headquarters and command post. This was Varnados's

home. He told anyone who might ask that he was living there as a caretaker.
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Behind the house was a satellite dish and a steel mast supporting an

antenna similar to what a ham radio operator would use. Via satellite, Aki-

hide Sawahata in Little Rock could talk to this facility on a secure frequency,

as could the training aircraft.

"This is neat. Who would guess this old farmhouse is packed with state-

of-the-art communications gear?" said Nebraska, a former Special Forces

officer, as Terry's Blazer slowly went by and angled down a hill behind the

house toward three brand-new Butler-style, prefabricated chickenhouses.

These weren't your normal, gabled-roof, sheet metal chickenhouses, a

common site in Arkansas, home of Tyson's chicken. However, the scene

captured the image that prompted H. Ross Perot to call it "the Chicken

State" when he was running for the presidency. These were actually high-

tech portable barracks, camouflaged to look like chickenhouses. Two were
living quarters and one was used for a classroom. One of the two used for

quarters also housed the latrine and the mess hall. All consumables, such

as food, were government issue and supplied from Fort Chaffee.

In addition to having plumbing and electricity, they were fully insu-

lated and built on temporary wooden foundations, not the usual concrete.

They were heated and cooled by portable, military climate-control units,

which were mounted externally. An equipment shed behind the farmhouse

sheltered the portable, military generators and lighting equipment that

would be used to guide the aircraft toward the field for simulated night air-

drops. Also housed there was the Ford Cub tractor that towed the military

trailer containing a 400-gallon tank where fuel for the generators was
stored.

Within view of the complex, farther down the hill, one could see that

what had been a pasture was now a usable landing strip. The 2,300-foot,

north-south runway area had been sodded, and additional drainage had
been provided to carry off the water resulting from the expected summer
torrential rains. Varnados had recently mowed the strip with a belly mower
attached to the tractor's undercarriage, and the hay that had been planted

along the edges of the strip was ready to be harvested. On the west side of

the field was a camouflage-netted area suitable for aircraft parking.

Truly, the CIA had thought of everything. The Agency had at its dis-

posal all the modern, air-transportable equipment similar to the type that

the American public would discover years later as it watched Operation

Desert Storm unfold on television. Nothing had been left to chance. They
were bivouacked!

The students had been told to dig in for a four-month intense training

program. It would not only include flight training, which they looked for-

ward to with excitement, but a continuation of basic ground combat train-

ing to transform the trainees into spit-and-polish soldiers. This they hated.

Diego was the drill instructor. His job was to continue basic military

training and discipline. After alighting from the truck's cab, in typical mili-

tary fashion he ordered the men out of the truck and into their barracks.

They were instructed to "return looking like soldiers" for a briefing in the

"classroom."
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The four instructors waiting in the classroom were now somewhat
taken aback, as the students were transformed by having shed their

slovenly civilian attire and replaced it with military-looking, sanitized GI

jungle fatigues.

The students, they had been told, were the children of the Central

American elite, people who had seen their property and businesses seized

by the Sandinistas. To them, the Sandinistas were simply communists

taking orders from Moscow and Havana.

"Boland es un comunista," the students would chant while double-

timing in formation, a phrase to be taught to them by their permanent drill

instructor who had not yet arrived from El Salvador.

It was apparent to Terry that whatever else the U.S. government and
others might have been doing, they had certainly taken the trainees' blind

hatred of communism to a new level. They had gotten their "minds right"

on the issue of motivation. Having studied the psychology of learning in the

Air Force's Leadership Academy and again during FAA Flight Instructor

training. Reed considered them overhyped and, therefore, overconfident

and dangerous, considering the training they were facing.

The first thing he would have to do was, "gain their confidence," just

as the flight instructor's manual said. He realized that in order to accom-
plish that objective he would initially be forced to show them what they

didn't know about flying. He had to convert them from their "overly confi-

dent state" and return them to one of "being receptive to the learning

process." In other words, the instructors decided, they would scare the hell

out of the students once they were in the air.

The trainees seated themselves at the metal tables placed in rows in

front of the four instructors.

What ensued was a classified, detailed briefing of the training program
and what was expected of the students to successfully complete the course.

Each instructor, in turn, told the students what aspect of the aviation pro-

gram he was responsible for and why he had been recruited for this covert

program.

They were made aware of the fact that Oklahoma was actively involved

with an international flight-training school licensed by the Federal Aviation

Administration and would train them from the same FAR- 141 curriculum.

The students appeared elated and honored that they would have to meet
stringent American "airman-check" procedures and would be learning

skills that they could use the rest of their lives— if they lived through the

dangerous multiengine training.

Oklahoma addressed them: "I don't speak Spanish. And I hope that's

not a problem. But my first task will be to test all of you on basic knowl-
edge of single-engine aircraft and FAA regulations in order to determine
your level of proficiency before advancing to the multiengine course. In

other words, view me as your hurdle to flying the twin-engine plane you
saw in the hangar today. I will be your check-pilot as you advance through-
out your training."

It was clear Oklahoma was by-the-book and brought to the program
the necessary FAA "attitude." The students, recently graduated from their
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single-engine instrument curriculum conducted elsewhere in the U.S.,

knew what a check-pilot was. They immediately identified Oklahoma as

"Mr. Chicken Shit." He would allow no deviation from the rules.

Nebraska was next. He produced the training materials prepared for

Phase I of their flight training. A realization of the written work that would
be involved brought a collective groan. As he distributed the stacks of book-

lets, he briefed them in a very military, monotonous voice.

"I taught helicopter flying for the U.S. Army during Vietnam. My style

is to pretty much follow the Army's method of instruction. If you don't stay

up with your ground-school work, you're fucking grounded. Diego will

administer all ground material to you, and I fully expect all assignments to

be completed on schedule or you simply don't fly. If you do not maintain

the required 70 percentile passing grade for each phase, you are perma-
nently grounded, and you will be sent home. Any questions?"

From his military bearing and emotionless style of delivery, he was
readily identifiable. He was Chicken Shit No. 2 in both the air and on the

ground.

Emile Camp was next. His Louisiana drawl wowed them.

"I just want y'all to be good pflots and the kind of students that I'm

proud to sign off as havin' schooled under me. I'm sure ya'U wUl work hard

so we can getcha flyin' that twin-engine Cessna on one engine in bad
weather and full of bullet holes, with proficiency. My job, besides flyin' with

ya and gettin' ya up to multimotor speed, is to keep ya in good airplanes.

And as ya know, we've selected the 400 series Cessna to be the airplane ya'U

be 'type-rated' in for the purpose of graduation. After that, you'll be

upgraded to the Beech 18 if we have one available, and if ya can handle a

tail-dragger."

By his laid-back style, it was obvious that Camp was a likeable guy, a

noticeable dichotomxy between him and the previous two men they had
heard.

Then came Terry. He initially spoke in Spanish, which they clearly

enjoyed.

"La unica cosa que me gusta mas que volar es una muchacha honita sin ropa

con nalgas pequenas." (The only thing I love more than flying is a beautiful,

young, naked woman with a smafl ass.) This evoked cheers and catcalls.

"Do you guys think you have the 'right stuff?" Terry asked, once the

macho commotion settled down. "Well I'm your primary night instructor,

and I'm going to teach you all about the 'fright stuff.'" Some of those who
hadn't yet mastered the subtleties of the English language required a

moment of interpretation from fellow students. Then, again, there was
laughter. Terry continued.

"But in all seriousness, I like flying at night, which is how I trained for

the majority of my ratings. Therefore, I have volunteered to be your night-

time instructor. That does not mean I am loco. Multiengine flying is demand-
ing, but it should also be fun. This course will be very dangerous, especially

the night training, and I will demand nothing short of excellence from all

of you. But it is my style to let you fly the airplane from hour one. You will

learn nothing by me flying the plane for you. I already know how to fly it.
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My job is to teach you. I admire your motivation for volunteering, and I will

do my best to help you liberate your country. Any questions?"

The student nearest the front of the class, who had been focusing on
the prosthesis Terry had built to keep from using crutches, asked, "What
happened to your foot?"

"I crashed an airplane on April Fool's Day and almost killed myself. I'll

try to prevent you from doing the same." They thought he was joking at the

time, but they would learn the truth later. But he had lied about being crazy,

he was a little loco.

It was dusk outside and time for taps. The students had taken note of

the difference in the men who would teach them. A flight schedule was
passed out covering the next two weeks of scheduled activities. From the

looks on their faces, the trainees were aware of the complex task ahead. As

the four instructors left the room, Diego announced. "Reveille is at 0430

hours; fall out in full flight gear behind the barn after breakfast at 0530."

You could hear the moans in the darkness outside over the sounds of

the crickets and the lowing of animals.

After returning the other instructors to Mena that night, while driving

back to Little Rock on darkened Highway 270, Terry used the time to med-
itate upon what seemed like the strange, dual . . . yes, surrealistic, life he
was leading.

How many other "Nellas " are there out there? And how many other guys out there

are living a dual existence?A few? Many? Is this what America has become, having

to go underground to do what its leadership thinks is right? Is this the government

I'm dealing with?Am I working for the government? Or is there more than one gov-

ernment? If so, how many? Should I feel honored or ashamed to he singled out for

this?Am I a traitor or a patriot?

Has democracy broken down, as Lenin said it would? Is it dead? Or is this its

rebirth? Or has it always been like this and I was just never involved? Is the CIA

right? Is Congress right and really reflecting the people 's will this time? Is there such

a thing as the "people's will?" Is this how we got into the Vietnam War, or how we
got out?"

The haunting questions raced through his mind.

Then he thought about the hospital, lying there and talking with Barry Seal.

He had almost died that day, needlessly. He felt he had been given a second chance

. . . a chance to die right. How you die, he then realized, is something a person does

have a degree of control over.

Had the American colonists sneaked off to covert camps where foreigners would
teach them how to fight the British? Had the countries who trained the Colonists

debated the morality of it all? He began to feel like a dog chasing his tail. There's no

place to go for these answers, he decided. You just have to live it out, he decided, and
see ifyou die right. Who is John Cathey, really? How did Barry Seal fit into all of

this? Who is Seal . . . really?

Terry became so engrossed in his thoughts he hadn't realized he had driven

the entire distance back to Maumelle until his headlights lit up the front of
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his house at 8 Ten Tee Circle near the tenth tee of the private golf course.

He turned off the ignition and just sat until his wife approached the car and
said, "You look like you could use a beer. I'll trade you one for your

thoughts."

A sudden surge of pain emanating from his injured foot brought him
around. "Yeah, I'll take the beer, but you don't want to know what I was
thinking."

Notes

1 . Sworn deposition given by Richard Brenneke to the Arkansas attorney general's

office, June 19, 1991, p. 16.



CHAPTER 7

Tail-Numbers Game

"Terry-san, I will come by your house and pick you up," Aki-

hide Sawahata said on the telephone. "We need to meet Barry

at the airport. We will both fly to Mena with him and then you
can fly us back in your new 'Company' airplane."

Hot damn, Terry Reed thought. Maybe he wouldn't have

to answer all those questions that nearly burned out his brain

while driving back from Mena the previous night. The world looked differ-

ent after a good night's sleep. The reality was he wouldn't be driving back

from Mena anymore, he'd be flying. July 9, the calendar said. It was 7 a.m.

He hurriedly finished his coffee and playfully slapped Janis's backside

while she was showering and said, "Aki's coming by to get me. We're going

to Mena to pick up my airplane. Don't forget, communication security is in

effect. Don't ever call me over there. Only call OSI in the event of an emer-

gency. If anyone is curious, just tell them I'm working on an engineering

project at the foundry in Mena."
Janis came out of the shower and gave him one of those T know, I'm

not stupid' looks, and then began assisting him in wrapping his cast in plas-

tic so that he could bathe.

While doing so she lectured, "Terry, you act like I was new at this game.

All that time in Oklahoma with Buzz and then Cathey . . . did I ever embar-
rass you, even one time? I may not have gone to intelligence school, but

I've had a great teacher."

Terry reasoned his instructional attitude must have made her defen-

sive. He hadn't meant to upset her; he just wanted to be certain there were
no spook-related screw-ups originating from the Reed household. He
recalled the conversation with Seal and Sawahata about tapped phones in

Mena and could only conclude that his phone was being "monitored" as

well. One breach of communication security at this early stage of Agency
employment would probably mean instant termination. A lot was riding on
this program, and he assumed it was being shadowed by Washington.

After coaxing Janis to repeat one more time that she would never vio-

late Agency security procedures by calling him at Rich Mountain Aviation

in Mena, and that she would only use Overseas International's local
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number, and only then if it were a matter of life or death, he crawled into

the shower.

Once inside and with her out of reach, he could hear her mimic, "I

know, this is different, this a big opportunity for both of us."

Sawahata was soon parked in Terry's driveway, then both men drove

off toward the Little Rock Airport by way of the Maumelle Highway, as it

was called. On the way, Terry asked Aki to stop at Arkansas Machine Tools,

a company owned by Mark McAfee, one of Terry's business associates in the

machine-tool industry.

'T need to drop off a quotation on a particular machine on the way to

the airport," Terry informed him. Little did he and Sawahata realize then

that this would be a big mistake— for both of them.

Terry had met McAfee during his first days in Arkansas, when Seth

Ward brought him in to Command Aire's facility to appraise their equip-

ment for insurance. From that first meeting, it was obvious that McAfee had
a problem. He wasn't just hyper. He was really hyper! Terry initially didn't

know why but would later learn of his addiction to diet pills. And they obvi-

ously weren't working for what they were intended.

McAfee, a short man in his early 40s, was a person who needed to

accept the reality that designer blue jeans could no longer encompass his

rapidly expanding girth. He needed to get out of The Gap -style clothing

stores, where teenage salesgirls titillated him as they measured his in-seam,

and over to Sear's Big Men's department.

He had big problems in all three categories of life. Categories Terry

called the three M's—money, morals and marriage. Under Terry's theory,

if you simultaneously have trouble with any two of the M's, you had big

problems. And McAfee had major problems in all three.

First, McAfee had big money problems. Like a lot of machine-tool deal-

ers, he had been unable to understand that the oil boom was only a spike

on the EKG chart of machinery sales. This was a very common problem
among equipment suppliers throughout the Midwest who were becoming
insolvent. McAfee had overextended himself financially and was refusing

to properly deal with the fact that he was already in Chapter 1 1 bankruptcy

and court-ordered reorganization. Worst of all, he still deluded himself,

believing he was an astute businessman and financial guru.

Reed observed that McAfee was refusing to deal with the financial

problems he was having. He had opened up secret bank accounts that he

had hidden from his creditors . . . and the bankruptcy court. One secret

expenditure was the $12,000 purchase of a 1982 mist-green Corvette. He
had been foolish enough to take Reed into his confidence and tell him he
was diverting large amounts of cash from his bankrupt firm to a new
machine-tool company he had secretly formed and named ARMCO. In

addition, he had gone into a totally unrelated and losing venture to manu-
facture rowing machines that was also sucking capital from his bankrupt

firm. He was forced to hide assets and used equipment from trade-ins and
moved them across the state line to Memphis in preparation for the time

when creditors would seize everything.
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McAfee had also purchased a $125,000 airplane, a single-engine, blue

Beech Bonanza that was hidden from creditors at the North Little Rock Air-

port. A twin-engine Beech Baron he previously owned had already been

seized. His idea of reorganization seemed to be to downsize to an airplane

he didn't really need.

McAfee had sought out Terry and made him an attractive offer. His

business failure had begun to destroy his relationship with his equipment

suppliers, forcing him to get really creative.

Recalling Seal's earlier admonition that Mena was not necessarily a

permanent job, Terry had kept his business options open. After leaving the

ultra-light company, he had established a limited business relationship with

McAfee that would be beneficial to them both and allow Terry to keep his

hand in the machine-tool industry.

They agreed that Terry would use his company. Reed, Kerr & Associ-

ates, to take over the distribution of machine-tool lines that McAfee was
losing. In turn, McAfee would share his customer base, which Terry would
solicit, thereby attempting to introduce them to product lines that he had
represented before moving to Arkansas. This agreement benefited both

men, enabling them to profit from each other's efforts and, when they

agreed, to share in revenues from business that they otherwise wouldn't

have. Terry viewed this as a relationship of convenience, where his com-
pany simply operated under the same roof as McAfee's. Terry would receive

clerical support and would not have to invest in the overhead associated

with starting a new company in Arkansas.

This arrangement put Terr^^ in contact with the woman who was both

McAfee's secretary and mistress, a shapely blonde named Linda Crow.

McAfee was immediately protective of her and without reason appeared

jealous of Terry. McAfee used her as a punching bag and, at the same time,

a life preserver. He was someone who was barely keeping his head above
water. He wanted her to rescue him emotionally from his failing marriage

so that he could later shed her when he reached the safety of shore, in

someone else's arms, no doubt.

Upon being introduced to Sawahata that morning, and learning of

OSI's international trading connections, McAfee became increasingly

hyper. McAfee urgently needed $350,000 in order to get creditors off his

back and forestall his foreclosure. It was obvious to Terry that McAfee some-
how saw Sawahata as his financial savior. McAfee was having his usual

morning high from his pills, and it was nearly impossible for Terry to pry

Sawahata away from him. Within fifteen minutes, McAfee had in despera-

tion scattergunned ten different business ideas at Sawahata, hoping he
would go for one of them.

Back in the car, Sawahata turned to Terry and remarked, "Holy

Buddha! What is that guy all about?"

Terry laughed. "You just did too good of a sales job, Aki. I guess your
exporting cover just has a way with people, especially people who are des-

perate and going broke."

On the way to the airport, he cautioned Sawahata about McAfee's
financial and emotional condition and told him to stay away from him. But
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the damage had been done. Sawahata unfortunately had given McAfee his

business card.

Sawahata took the journey to the airport as an opportunity to outline

to Terry the scope of his duties. "Terry-san, I talked to Mr. Cathey, and he

spoke very highly of you. It appears you are perhaps the only trained intel-

ligence person involved in the Nella operation. Therefore, I am going to rely

on you completely to keep me informed as to exactly what is going on there,

as well as in Mena."
"What do you mean by 'exactly'?" Terry asked. "Are you referring to

all aspects of the flight training or what?"

"It is just that we have brought in some very nonprofessional people

for deniability, and they must be continually monitored to insure profes-

sionalism in overall operation. So, please, tell me everything you hear or

see or even suspect is going on," Sawahata answered.

"Is there someone you don't trust?" Terry asked. "Tell me now, if this

is the case. My life may be depending on these people."

"It is my nature not to trust. And that has been reinstilled by my train-

ing. But I need to trust you completely. You will be Agency eyes and ears

for this project, and, considering you understand Japanese culture, hope-

fully we can become special friends, too. I like your family."

"Do you trust Barry? Is he the problem?" Terry asked.

"All assets who have freedom of movement, especially internationally,

are difficult to control. Barry is probably in that category of asset."

"So you want me to spy on Barry, too?" Terry was beginning to feel

uneasy.

"I do not like that word 'spy'. Just observe and report."

"How shall I report, in writing? Or some other method?"
"No, we have perfect cover already," Sawahata answered. "You are

businessman and so am I. We will get together at least once a week, maybe
for lunch. That way, government can pay. We call benefit of job." They
laughed as they sat waiting in the parking lot adjacent to the Little Rock Air

Center and near a distinctive gold Mercedes 450 SEL with Arkansas plates

on the rear, and a razorback hog plate on the front.

Seal had already landed his Lear jet, which was being refueled, and
approached the waiting car. "Terry, why are you hanging out with a slope?

Didn't you get enuffa that in Southeast Asia?

"Fruck you, fat man," Sawahata said laughing. "Just for that, I will not

give you keys to Mercedes I have for you."

"Oh, well, in that case . . . whose the fuckin' Chink you're with, Terry?

I think I fucked his sister in Southeast Asia, or maybe it was his mother, or

grandma. ..."

Seal's banter would not have been as lighthearted had he known what
was going on in Washington.

The previous day had been interesting for Terry, but it was becoming a

nightmare for Seal. He was now caught in the jaws of the Iran-Contra nut-

cracker. Although Terry didn't know it. Seal had been working as an infor-

mant for the Drug Enforcement Administration long before they met. But

his DEA handlers were losing control.
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Seal had learned that the Sandinista government was allowing the

Medellin cartel to use Nicaragua as a trans-shipping point for cocaine. To

catch the Sandinistas in the act, the CIA had planted a camera in Seal's C-

I23K* military cargo plane to record the loading in Nicaragua. But a tug of

war had developed between the White House, the CIA and the DEA over

this juicy piece of information that Ronald Reagan just could not sit on. The
propaganda value was so hot that everyone wanted a piece of the credit.

When Seal returned from his successful surveillance mission the night

before, his DEA handlers had received the disturbing news that the con-

servative Washington Times newspaper knew all about his mission and was
about to break the story.

It was clear that the White House, and Oliver North in particular, had
leaked the story after seeing an opportunity to tell President Reagan what
he wanted to hear, to embarrass the Sandinistas and, at the same time, win
some Congressional support for the Contras.

The exposure of Seal's mission posed great peril to "the fat man." If it

were made public, the cartel would know that Seal was the informant who
had set them up. Like the Mafia, they were ruthless and didn't tolerate stool

pigeons. While Terry had been contemplating the meaning of life as he drove

home from Mena the previous night. Seal's life was hanging by a thread.

But if Seal was worried, he gave no indication of it that day in Little

Rock. He gave his new car a "walk around," nodded with approval and
joked, "Thanks, Aki. Now I'll blend in with the bond daddies here in

Arkansas. But let's get goin,' I'm in a hurry! I've got to get down to Florida

on business, and we need to get Terry into his new airplane so he can go

impale himself on the side of Rich Mountain with a load of beaners."

The white Lear jet, three spooks full, flew to Mena, where Seal had a brief

discussion with his chief mechanic, Joe Evans, that centered around prob-

lems with his C-I23, The Fat Lady, the plane Barry had so affectionately

named and the one he had flown to Nicaragua for the drug sting. Seal then
abruptly departed for Florida.

Terry's new airplane, parked in the Rich Mountain hangar, was a 1977
Cessna 404, a twin-engine craft bearing the tail number N36998. After a

thorough inspection, Terry sought out Evans, who was responsible for

maintenance on all planes used for training. It was Terry's practice to talk

directly to the man who had signed off the maintenance log.

"So, is she ready to go? I was hopin' to see something a little better

looking," Terry inquired skeptically. "Is this all you have?"
Evans handed him the necessary documentation on the plane and, in

his West Virginia hillbilly drawl, said, "She may look a little rough around

*The Fairchild C-123 Provider troop and cargo transport is powered by two Pratt and Whitney
2300 horsepower R-2800-99W radial engines. Two additional turbo-jet engines can be

mounted to increase takeoff performance. Length = 76 feet. Wing span =110 feet. Maximum
takeoff weight = 60,000 lbs. Maximum level speed = 228 mph. Maximum range =1035 miles.
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the edges, but, mechanically, I'd bet my life on her. I've been over her with

a fine -tooth comb."

"Good. That's what you're gonna do. Let's go fly it." Terry always

believed that, to assure tip-top maintenance, the mechanic who had deemed
the plane airworthy should ride in it. This practice had kept him alive so far.

"What's the matter? Don't you trust me? Hell, Barry does," Evans

challenged.

"Look at my foot. I got this by trusting another mechanic, and it still

hurts. No offense, but get in the airplane. Come on, Aki, go with us."

Evans, an FAA-certified and -licensed aircraft mechanic and ten-year

Air Force veteran, held the highest rating, A&I, which meant aircraft

inspector, and was Seal's personal mechanic and long-time friend. Evans

was clearly unhappy. But as Terry had just learned back on April Fool's Day,

it's the little things that'll sneak up and kill you. Terry would later come to

share Seal's respect for Evans, but this was the first plane he'd flown that

Evans had certified as airworthy.

Once airborne, and with Sawahata in the back seat, Evans took the

controls while Terry read the maintenance logs. "Shit! This thing has new
engines and propellers on it, and they're near zero time. Where did this

thing come from?"

"Emile (Camp) delivered it. He said it was one of the fleet he and Barry

were brokering through their business," Evans replied. "He told me to tell

you that mechanically she's in great shape, and they're gonna get a guy
down here from Ohio to put new radios in it for ya. You'll probably fly this

one for six months or so and then, in the spring, we'll put her in Junior's

shop for paint and interior. Then, you'll get a new one. But she'll do for

now. She's a fine airplane."

While Evans was distracted, Terry performed his favorite check-out

proceedure, reaching down to the floor between the two pilot seats and
switching off ihe fuel valve to the right engine. As expensive as flying is,

Terry lived by the Air Force motto that all flying should a continuation of

training. And besides, since he and the other instructors and students would
be putting their lives in Joe's skilled hands, he wanted to see if Evans would
question his own ability as a mechanic during a simulated emergency in a

plane he had recently deemed airworthy.

Moments later, the Continental engine burbled and backfired, and the

propeller went automatically to full increase.

"Crap, what happened?" Evans yelled.

"I don't know, didn't you just sign it off? You did the maintenance."

Terry responded. Evans began to grope with the controls but still had
not identified the problem as fuel starvation. Evans frantically instructed

Reed to switch on the auxiliary fuel boost pumps and became overly

engrossed in scanning the engine instruments for a clue to the powerplant's

demise. Terry rated Evan's performance: It would lead to a fatal flat-spin

condition if he didn't adjust the plane's attitude and regain heading control.

Joe had failed to input proper rudder pressure and manage his airspeed

when the Cessna entered into an abrupt, right-bank, descending turn as a

result of the decaying airspeed and asymmetrical thrust.
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"Can I have the plane? "Terry asked.

Evans gladly surrendered the controls.

Terry input the left rudder, pitched the nose forward in order to gain

speed and get the air-speed needle aw^ay from the VMC red line. Rolling

wings level, he switched the fuel valve to the on position and restored

power to the right engine.

Sawahata, who had just come along for the ride and was not a pilot,

was kneeling on the floor praying to Buddha and probably wondering at

the same time if he should convert to Christianity. After realizing that this

had only been a simulated "emergency," Aki exhaled. "You are fruckin'

crazy. Seal told me that about you."

"Oh, relax, Aki," Terry reassured him. "We're just calculated risk takers.

Didn't Barry tell you?"

Evans did not appreciate the humor, but he came to have an under-

standing of the guy in the left seat of the Cessna. He learned that Terry

understood maintenance procedures, knew how planes worked, and
wasn't afraid to fly them on the ragged edge.

Reed was happy with the plane's performance. Someone had been tak-

ing pretty good care of it before Camp and Evans got it. But who that was
would not be known to Terry until much later. He would find that this air-

craft, and all the others he ended up using in Mena, were apparently stolen,

and very likely part of Project Donation, which John Cathey had sketched

out for Terry on the napkin in Oklahoma City more than a year earlier.

Six years later, investigative reporter Jerry Bohnen of radio station KTOK-
am in Oklahoma City, an expert in aircraft registration, found something

very interesting and unsettling about the planes Rich Mountain maintained

for the training program, code named Boomerang.
By accessing two different and unconnected computerized databases,

Bohnen discovered a highly sophisticated stolen aircraft laundering system

housed within the government that could only have been put in place by
someone with access to government-controlled computers and records. The
cleverly devised system had been created by use of a loophole that

stonewalled aircraft tracking and enabled someone in possession of a stolen

aircraft to launder its registration and give it a new identity, or "N-number,"
which made it appear not stolen.*

The scheme retrieved from the government's computers the tail

number of a clean airplane of the same make and model as the stolen air-

craft. Only personnel having in-depth knowledge and access to government
databases could retrieve the needed make and model to match the stolen

plane. Of key importance was finding a clean plane based in a geographic

region far from the planned operational area of the stolen one. Otherwdse,

*An N-number is the aircraft equivalent of an automobile license plate, except that it is painted

on the plane, not bolted on, as with cars. Terry was given seven different airplanes to use for

the Nella training operation (see end of chapter).
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two identical planes of the same make and model and bearing the same N-

number might have possibly, and disastrously, appeared at the same airport.

The objective was to assure that the stolen airplane appeared legiti-

mate, since its N-number would not have appeared on any law enforce-

ment "hot sheets." The scheme's complexity, like that of Project Donation,

was matched only by its deviousness.

For example, the tail number of the plane Terry had just flown was
N36998. According to what Bohnen found by checking its true serial

number, it was stolen March 1, 1983, from Falcon Field near Atlanta, just

three weeks before Terry's plane had been stolen at Joplin. At the time of

the theft, the plane's registration number was N3241B. The Falcon Field

case is still unsolved.

Based on new information that Bohnen has developed, it appears pos-

sible the federal government has for years been "borrowing" aircraft both

stolen and unstolen, with and without the owners' cooperation, for use in

"sting" operations. Terry learned later from subpoenaed discovery in his

civil rights lawsuit that Rich Mountain Aviation in Mena, Arkansas, had
access to N-numbers that had not even been issued by the FAA. Inside infor-

mation like this could only have come from government sources.

Bohnen found the FAA had no apparent desire to be informed about

"hot" airplanes and had no system to flag them as stolen even if they were
informed of a theft. Since the government controlled both the FAA regis-

tration records system and the FBI's National Crime Information Center

(NCIC), it would be a simple matter to mask something like Project Dona-
tion and any other related government misconduct. Maybe John Cathey

hadn't invented this program after all, and was only using an existing

system to benefit the Contra cause.

Changing N-numbers is nothing new. It's like changing license plates

on stolen cars. Seal required altered numbers while working for the gov-

ernment because it enabled him to move more freely, making it more dif-

ficult for him to be traced or followed. A deputy sheriff in Mena revealed

he had seen tail, or N-numbers of planes inside the Rich Mountain hangar
being taped over to alter them, and in some instances, two planes received

the same number.
The Mena airport, known officially as the Inter-Mountain Regional

Airport, had by this time become well known in aviation circles as one of

the few places in the entire country where an aircraft owner or pilot could

get anything done, legally or otherwise.

Available there, or nearby, were complete overhaul-and-retrofit facili-

ties that offered major airframe modifications and engine overhaul, along

with paint and interior work—very unusual when you consider the

remoteness of this area and the fact that Dallas, the headquarters of Amer-
ican Airlines and a city built on aviation, is only 1 50 to the miles southwest.

A pilot coming to Mena had a reason. And lower repair rates
—

"eggs

are cheaper in the country"— were only part of the reason. First, there are

stringent documentation and reporting regulations requiring mechanics to

file with the FAA a Form 337, which details any alterations made to an air-

craft after it is built and sold. Failure to file this form exposes the mechanic
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to prosecution, suspension of his license and a possible prison term. The
original intent of this reporting was to ensure that no modifications were

made that were not approved by the original manufacturer. This, simply,

was to increase safety.

But the DEA stepped in when the airplane became the transportation

of choice for drug traffickers. Form 337, the DEA found, was the perfea

vehicle to monitor modifications that are normally performed to aircraft

used in nefarious activities. Any modification that extends the range of the

plane or alters the number or size of the cargo doors automatically flags that

aircraft, and its owner, as a possible drug smuggler.

Smart pilots involved in nefarious activities know this and look for

repair facilities and mechanics who will break the law and not file Form
337. Mena was such a place. For a price, anything was possible.

Intelligence agencies share with drug traffickers a need not to leave a

paper trail. That's why the CIA sent Seal to Mena in 1982 and set up its

fixed-base operation there. The government secretly paid to modify several

of Seal's "sting" aircraft there, since the DEA didn't want a paper trail either.*

However, in 1984, all Terry knew was that Rich Mountain was used as

the maintenance facility for the Nella flight-training operation, and that

Seal relied on that company as the source of his retrofitting and mainte-

nance for his airplane-brokering firm in Baton Rouge, Louisiana. Every-

thing he needed. Seal told him, was there, including Goodner Bros, paint

shop across the field, which had a spray booth large enough to hold a mas-

sive C-130 transport plane. Terry was impressed.

Terry and Sawahata departed Mena that day only after Terry repeat-

edly promxised his passenger that there would be no more simulated emer-

gencies. He decided to fly north and try out his new $12,000, top-of-line

ITT McKay high-frequency radio. While orbiting above the Nella strip he
handed the radio to Sawahata and said, "Barry says you can talk to God;

let's see if you can talk to the Devil. Try to raise Varnados and see what's

going on down there."

Once Sawahata had established radio contact, Varnados informed Terry

that Nebraska was at the "pickup" site getting some new "chickens." This

meant he was at Waldron, Arkansas, approximately 10 miles north of Nella,

the airport that the students would be trucked to and from via fire roads for

their daily training. It provided a 4,000-foot runway in a less mountainous
area and was ideally situated for primary multiengine training.

While circling above. Reed could see Nebraska's high-wing, aerobatic

Citabria aircraft parked under the camouflage netting at the Nella field. This

two-place, tandem, STOL (shon-takeoff-and-landing) plane was Nebraska's

personal aircraft, and, weather permitting, he used it for commuting to and
from the field.

"Okay, I guess he's got his hands full, and my passenger and I have to

get back to base, so I'll see you guys tomorrow night at the pickup site at

1900 hours," Terry radioed.

*This was revealed to one of the authors by a DEA source.
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On the way back, Sawahata informed Terry that he had arranged for

his plane to be hangared temporarily at the Benton Airport, 20 miles south-

west of Little Rock. This was the best he could do, he said, until more suit-

able storage could be found nearer Maumelle.

"Shit, you mean with all the assets of the Agency, they can't build us a

fucking hangar?" Terry asked.

Sawahata smiled and said, "We're working on that."

The first thirty days of the training program were dedicated to Phase I oper-

ations, attempting to upgrade the students to a level of proficiency for mul-
tiengine operations with all aircraft systems functional. It had been an
intense month for all four instructors and, fortunately, no one had been
killed yet.

The Latinos were doing fairly well in the air, but on the ground it was
a different story. Nebraska was upset. He was beginning to realize that it

wasn't the U.S. Army he was teaching; he simply couldn't ground everyone.

Diego wasn't measuring up either, and he appeared to be losing con-

trol of the ground school. Terry was putting in long hours at night, on week-
ends and even, occasionally, during the day, and it was paying off. Everyone
was getting used to one another and the "bugs" were being ironed out.

The lesson plan called for a method of training that had proved effec-

tive in Vietnam: putting more than one student at a time in the airplane.

Homer (Red) Hall, Seal's avionics technician from Ohio, had by now
installed a completely new stack of Collins Pro-Line digital avionics in

Terry's plane. He had also wired the plane for multiple headsets, so that the

students riding in back could monitor all cockpit conversations between the

instructor and the student pilot in the left seat. The four-month course

called for 40 hours of dual instruction for each student. Since the students

were being trained in groups of four, this would give each trainee 120 hours

of observation, or "osmosis" training time, and 40 hours of hands-on time

for a total of 160 hours.

A typical training sortie included four students, one instructor and
approximately four hours of tense, sweaty, low-altitude work.

It was "July hot" in Arkansas. From the sound of the massive insects

impacting on the windshield at low altitude, they could easily be mistaken

for birds. Students and instructors alike were taking Gl-issue salt pills and
malaria tablets. To Terry, it was like being back in Southeast Asia. But the

students felt right at home in this near-tropical climate and joked that if they

lost the war in Nicaragua they would come back here and become wealthy

landowners.

By now, most landing training was being conducted out of twelve air-

ports of various sizes in western Arkansas. The majority of the air work, or

dangerous flight operations, were kept within the confines of what is

defined on aviation charts as MOAs (military operations areas). An MOA is

an area of select air space set aside by the FAA and labeled as a high-risk

area for pilot operations. A key reason for selection of the Nella site was due
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to its location "under the floor" of the Hog-2 MOA, whose airspace encom-
passed a range of 100 to 4,000 feet AGL (above ground level). A combina-

tion of the Hog-2 and Hog- 3 airspace gave the instructors an area of about

1,500 square miles of protected airspace in which to train. Terry and Seal

selected this training site because of the MOAs' location within a triangular

navigation area defined by the Fort Smith, Hot Springs and Rich Mountain
VORs (ground-based, radio-navigation aids). It offered not only protected

airspace, but a mixture of all types of instrument and visual approaches.

These MOAs were used primarily for training flights from Fort Chaffee

and Little Rock Air Force Base, as well as simulated F-4 Phantom dogfight

exercises from jets of the Air National Guard unit stationed at Fort Smith.

Use of this airspace for commercial or private use was very limited due to

the dangerous training environment existing within it. This made it ideally

suited for the Nella operation, since their activities were also dangerous, and

it reduced the risk of being detected.

The instruaors had mutually decided in the interest of safety and pri-

vacy that the practice airdrops would take place only in the confines of the

Nella field. The field, besides providing a clear drop zone of sufficient size

to make an emergency landing if needed, would surely be remote enough
to prevent any unwanted FAA investigations, since it is illegal to throw
objects from airplanes.

The best flying times were early morning, late evening and into the

night due to reduced temperatures and improved visibility and because the

skies were less bumpy from thermal activity. After 9 a.m. on a typical day,

flying below the haze layer, normally 5,000 feet MSL, was like riding a

bucking bronco, which added to the stress and strain, especially consider-

ing that the aircraft were not air-conditioned.

All in all, Oklahoma, "Mr. FAA," had found the Hispanic students com-
petent, considering their mission. The instructors didn't view them as

kamikaze trainees but took into consideration that Nicaragua would not

require the same navigation and communications discipline as the TCA
(terminal control area) at a huge commercial airport like Chicago's O'Hare.

At a flight instructor meeting held earlier, Terry voiced concern that

Oklahoma and Nebraska were too much "by the book." By the time the

trainees performed to their standards, he said, the Sandinistas would be

building runways on the banks of the Rio Grande, in preparation for an
invasion of Texas.

The students seemed to really like Terry, sensing that he was giving

them realistic and practical training that they needed to survive.

His best student at the time, Juan No. 1 as Terry called him, was at that

stage where students become dangerous, not through inability, but rather

through overconfidence. It was Sunday afternoon, August 5, and the twin

Cessna sat on the south end of the 6,000-foot runway at Petit Jean Airport,

FAA designator MPJ. With Juan in the left seat, and three others in the back,

they prepared for takeoff. The training plan for the day, as far as Juan knew,
was to practice "touch-and-go" landings on several hard-surface runways
in western Arkansas.
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Terry had just decided to modify the lesson plan without Juan's knowl-

edge. Juan was, without a doubt, the best in the group and reminded him
of the old comic-strip character Steve Canyon, a natural flyer. He had the

potential to be a very good flyer if he could bring his cocky attitude under

control and survive this phase of training. Terry's old instructor had used

humiliation to keep him in line, so, he decided to force Juan to "lose it" in

front of the group. This would be a lesson for everyone.

After conversing with the students sitting in the back via the Dave
Clark intracockpit communication system, he had them compute the short-

field takeoff distance for the plane, taking into account their weight and the

field conditions. When they came up with their answers, he then turned to

Juan and said, "Tell me the numbers and the procedure for short-field take-

off." He knew them all and rattled them off with precision.

Juan, by this time had logged fifteen hours of training with both engines

running. Terry decided it was time to show him the dangerous side of multi-

engine flying. He could recall his FAA examiner asking him during his oral

examination for his multiengine instructor's rating, "Why does a twin-

engine airplane have two engines?" The answer was, the examiner later

explained, "Because it won't fly on one." Juan was about to find that out.

With the brakes locked and Juan bringing the engines up to red-line

manifold pressure, 41 inches, and tachometers to the red-line rpm of 2,700,

Terry called, "Brakes release."

After accelerating to flying speed, Juan deftly rotated at exactly the right

"numbers" and skillfully held back the air speed as the plane climbed steeply

to clear the simulated fifty-foot obstacle. With Juan's attention fully on the

mountain in front of him, Terry grabbed the red engine-mixture knob for

the right engine and pulled it all the way to the rear. The engine quit.

They were now in the realm of flight known as "behind the power
curve." And the young pilot discovered that strange phenomenon the FAA
calls "swimming in glue."

"Heading. Air speed. Air speed! Pick up on the heading, pick up on the

heading! Goddamn it, pick up on the fucking heading!" Terry shouted.

As the air-speed needle descended below the red line on the air-speed

indicator, Terry realized it was time to quit talking and do the thing all

instructors hate to do, take over the airplane. It is a sign of instructor fail-

ure, he had been taught.

But Juan wasn't letting go. Steve Canyon, the throttle jockey, was now
frozen to the controls, and Terry had only one avenue left as the plane

began to buffet, stall and roll abruptly to the right. He had to kill the left

engine, too.

Scrambling for the left mixture knob, Terry shut down the left power
plant, elbowed Juan sharply in the rib cage and shoved the control yoke

forward in order to wrench it from Juan's grasp. He finally let go.

They were now in a 6,500-pound glider heading toward the Arkansas

River Valley, which luckily was 700 feet below the elevation of the field they

had just departed. With the plane now in a shallow, wings-level, stabilized

dive, Terry held his breath as he pushed both mixture knobs forward after
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retarding both throttles to idle. While executing the recovery, he could hear

his No.l student mumbling "madre de Dios. " The windmilling power plants

burbled and returned to life.

Juan later said Jesus had been responsible for the restart of both

engines that day. That really irritated Terry. God and religion had nothing

to do with it, he told them. "Pilots fly airplanes," he said. "God only talks to

dead pilots."

Under the column "Engine-out procedures" on Juan's report card,

Terry, back in Little Rock later that night, graded Juan with a 5: "below

acceptable standards." Somehow that seemed an understatement, since he

too had scored badly that day. He was the instructor and the person respon-

sible for the safety of the flight. But it had been a near-disaster, partially due

to the same trait he was trying to correct in Juan— overconfidence! It

angered him in his silence at his desk in Maumelle.

This time, he thought, they could all have died. Would this have been
a nobler way to die than the ultra-light accident?

One thing for sure, this had been a lesson for everyone. Terry learned

not to drop his guard for an instant. Flying, he was reminded once again,

just had a way of keeping a person humble.

The loud ringing of the phone brought him out of his meditation. It

was Seal and he was in Little Rock. "Come on out to the airport, I've got a

present for you. Something to make your life a little less exciting."

At the airport. Seal produced two Honeywell night-vision systems.

"Where did you get these?" Terry asked.

"I got a friend in GSA (General Services Administration) supply. I can

get anything. Have Red (Hall) wire your plane for these. That way you
won't kill yourself on the side of some mountain and bring this whole oper-

ation to an end. Oh, by the way, I hear we'll be gettin' a new camp com-
mander real soon, and from what I hear about this guy, your students will

definitely get caught up on their ground work. He's supposed to be a real

motherfucker!"
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Z apologiz* for ny tardiness on this infonnantion. It's an election year for us and other
duties are calling.
Anyvay, let's start the rundown on the 7 airplanes Terry Reed says he flew while training
pilots at Mena. As Z indicated in sonts of our telephone conversations, he kept logs on the

planes. Sometimes he had registration or M numbers as well as the serial numbers. It's kind of

unusual for a pilot to keep serial numbers . But Reed says he learned the practice from the

pilot who taught him at Springfield, Missouri. And in actuality, it's a good practice. Because
it's easy to change M numbers, but not serial numbers.

These are the planes he says he flew, their registration numbers as he recorded them, their
serial numbers as he recorded them and the kind of airplane they were:

1) N3699e sn 404-0090 1977 Cessna 404

2) N54250 sn 404-0045 1977 Cessna 404

3) H698e9 sn 421B-0529 1974 Cessna 421 B

4) M5774C sn 402C-0042 1979 Cessna 421 B

5) N9490X sn BA-540 1963 QISS Beech
6) N8275T sn 348170016 1981 Deneca
7) M4677W sn 13-273 1978 Rockwell Comnander

What' s most interesting and pecular is how each of the planes as Terry Reed knew and flew
them and recorded them in his log books was a stolen airplane 'at the time.' By checking the

registration numbers 'at the time' anyone would have learned they were real and legitiinate

airplanes and not stolen, or so it would seem. For instance, plane number one, N36998 in the
tine frame fitting Reed' s use was a 1977 Cessna 404 belonging to the Cessna Aircraft company
in Belgium. But it had a different serial number. Plane number two, M54253 was recorded with
the Faa as Sale reported, out of Winter Haven, Florida. It too had a different serial number. Plane
number three, N69889 belonged to the Coca Cola Bottling ConT>any of Eliiabethtown, Kentucky.
Plane four, N9490T was owned by Rainbow Islands Cargo Inc of Honolulu, Hawaii. Plane number
six, N8275T had a registered owner of Ranger Avxation Enterprises Inc of San Angelo, Texas. And
airplane number seven, N4677W was owned by Rent B. Sands of Bellevue, Washington.
Stay with me. It sounds complicated but it's not' Okay so far the registration nunbers on the
airplanes flown by Reed belong to other planes of the same make, but located in other parts of
the country. And those registration numbers are not listed as stolen. So Reed's planes are
carrying 'false' registration numbers. So his planes 'appear' legitijnate.
Now checking the serial numbers of the planes flown by Reed, we learn they're stolen?

Plane number one again, M36998 ox serial #404-0090 turns out to be a Cessna 404 stolen March
1, 1983 from a Falcon Field near Atlanta, Oeorgia. It was flown at the same time under N3241B.
Its disappearance, which has never been solved, was questionable. I've talked to the Insurance
people. Three guys, including an air line pilot, out of Oeorgia owned the plane. The insurance
conf>any questionfd the theft and there was civil litigation in the Oeorgia courts over the
settlement. An insurance company officer told me the air line pilot later was arrested for
carrying dope on board one of his airliners in Florida. There was a stink over it but the pilot
was later released and either cleared or charges dropped. It was insured by Fireman's Fund
Insurance and Associated Aviation Underwriters

.

Plane Number two, flown by Reed as N54250, was also a 1977 Cessna 404 Titan. But its real
Registration was N54250. It was stolen in November of 1984 from an airfield at Addison, Texas
which is part of Dallas. It was owned by Holmes Leasing conpany of Dallas. Insurance was
carried by Aviation Office of America in Dallas, Texas. Again the theft involved drugs* The
President of Holmss Leasing was a John Holmes. His attorney tells me Holmes' partner was
dealing dope. The plane was apparently missing on a dope flight when two guys cracked it up
loaded with Pot or some such stuff just across the border in Mexico. Turns out there were
several people indicted in the drug operation. Holmes was not one of them. Be and his attorney,
understandably were extremely nervous in discussing the theft etc.

Plane number three, N698e9 turned out to be N5SF, also a 1974 Cessna 421. It was stolen in
January of 1985 from Orlando, Florida. Marshall Boone owned the plane at the time. I inter-
viewed him. He indicated it was stolen after he had just installed a new radar system and other
avionics as well as a new right engine. About 3 weeks later or perhaps a month, he couldn't
recall exactly, the plane turned up crashed just off shore of Rutter Cut Key in the Bahamas.

Letter from investigative reporter Jerry Bohnen to coauthor John Cummings
spelling out the results of Bohnen's research into aircraft used for pilot training in

Arkansas. It shows that the planes were stolen but bore the N-numbers of "clean"

planes (two pages).

109



Th« t«ll was still vlsibl* and • fri«nd of Boone's took pictures, which indicated th«

registration nuiii>er had been changed with tape to resume 5S8 or 5SB. Maps were found In the

plane indicating it had been flown in Colonbia and Venesuela. Be said he first learned of the

crash when a federal law agency called him.

Plane nuH*>er four , M5774C, turned out to be N5779C, again a 1979 Cessna 402C. It was stolen

SeptMtt>er 2, 1983 from Palm Beach International Airport at Hest Palm Beach, Florida. It was

owned by Planeholder Inc, a Florida corporation out of Miami. I've never been able to talk to

anyone about this theft. But notes in the aircraft file indicate the plane was stolen early in

the morning, refueled at Boca Ratan. The passenger seats were removed and the occupants were

believed to be a female and a Jamaican male. The plane's never been found. CAse remains

unsolved.

Plane nuatoer five, N9490I was really N9412 , again a 1963 Beech 18. It was owned by Perkiomen

Airways Ltd of Reading, Pennsylvania and was stolen July 1, 1983. In Puerto Rico, where

Perkiomsn had son« sort of a mail route contract. The insurer was Aviation Office of America.

I could never locate the owner. But a former eitployee told me the conpany filed bankruptcy in

the Spring of "83' and he wouldn't put it past the principal owner to let the plane disappear.

Regardless, the plane has never been found. The case remains unsolved.

Plane numsr six , N8275T, was really M8280D, a 1981 Piper Seneca. Tes , there was a Seneca flown

by Reed. I recall you mentioning Scale's fondness of Senecas . Anyway, this airplane was stolen

January 1, 1985 from Tanpa, Florida where it was owned at the time by Topp of Tanpa Airport Inc

which is now Airofly Tanpa Inc. Jamie Jordan of Topp of Tanpa owned the plane about 5 to 6

months before it disappeared from the Tairpa airport. It was insured by U-S AIO or U-S Aviation
Underwriters. The plane was never recovered.

Plane nuafcer seven , M4 677W was really N4697W, a 1978 Rockwell Coninander . It was reported stolen

in a very bisarre case in September 1983 from Washington State. No insurance on the plane. This
was the only plane of the 7 which was recovered after being stolen. However after its theft in

1983 in an admitted theft by the owner who was in a legal dispute with the bank, the plane
reappeared in January or February 1990. The owner didn't know where the plane was all these

yaars, or so he claims. And by all circumstances it might be the case. He had 2 friends steal

the plane and arranged for them to know where it was to be located but not tell him. The pilot
died several months later and reportedly didn' t tell the owner where the plane was hidden. Very
strange tale.

Suamarising these 7 planes, the registration nunbers belonged to unstolen planes located
elsewhere around the country. But the serial numbers, which aren't routinely checked or
observed easily, proved the planes were stolen.

The FAA no longer maintains files reflecting if airplanes are stolen.
But a check with the International Aviation Theft Bureau, phone 301-694-5444 proved the planes
were listed as stolen.
A Bob Collins handles the bureau and ran the checks for me.

Mow if you take Reed's own airplane, it makes 8 planes which were stolen and flown under
Registration nunbers belonging to legitimate and unstolen airplanes elsewhere around the
country. Further, the planes of the legitimate registration numbers were the same model and
year of the ones actually being flown by Reed in Arkansas . Think about that one' It'd take a
little research to find matching planes .. I could do it. But what kind of drug operation, if
this is what Reed was doing, or as far as that goes a Contra training operation, would take the
time to research the airplane background? Perhaps one with government connections? Think about
it. AMyone who steals an airplane for a few days of drug-hopping missions just tapes over the
N number to make it appear to be something else. They then usually ditch the plane inthe ocean
or abandon it, right? But not Seale and his boys. Mo, they needed the planes for a little
longer. Mow either Seale and his people were extremely sophisticated, or they had the
assistance of sena very well heeled backers.
They couldn' t afford to be snatched or tripped up by the usual tape method of registration
alterations. They had to ao^loy a far more sophisticated method. That's why it seems almost out
of chazactar for the way Reed' s plane was found and observed with taped nunbers . Remenfcer the
private detective who says he 'stunbled' onto the airplane when the wind blew open the door
deserUaed the supposed sloppy job of taping over the registration nuntoers? It' s totally out of
ohazaoter* It doesn't fit Seale' s operational methods. Somebody obviously set up Reed, trying
to make it appear he was sloppy and a stupid crook* I don't buy it.

•y the way, in case you've never known. Reed's airplane had a registration number belonging to
an Identical Piper airplane hangared in Colunbus, Ohio. The plane was sold to a Hest German and
•sported. Interesting point. It vs near Columbus, Ohio where supposedJ.y there might have been
•eaa kind of Contra training operation. And it is near Colxinbus where an avionics firm, with
defense contacts, is located. Seale' s old buddy, Homer 'Red' Hall worked for the avionics firm,
and supposedly received 7S0-thousand from Seale to do avionics work on his airplanes. It proved
so profitable for Rail, he left Ohio and naved to Mena for a while.

Well, enough. If you need more, call or write.
Ilncerely,

Jerry Bohnea
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CHAPTER 8

The Bomber

The training schedule posted on Aki Sawahata's wall in OSFs
secret communications room showed it was a "no-fly day" for

Terry Reed. Sawahata had informed Terry that there would be

certain days—and nights— that he should stay away from the

Mena area. He wasn't told why, but he knew better than to ask.

After all, he didn't have a need to know.
But Terry could not help but notice there was a definite pattern to these

"no-fly days." They normally coincided with Seal's frequent Little Rock
visits to see investment banker Dan Lasater.

Terry used his "stand-down days," days not involved in training, to

concentrate on his machine-tool sales activities throughout Arkansas. The
deal he had struck with Mark McAfee allowed him to use McAfee's office

and secretary to prepare the lengthy and complex quotations that were
required to bid on projects. He was at McAfee's office when Sawahata tele-

phoned him. Unfortunately, McAfee overheard Linda Crow say, "Terry, the

call's for you. It's your Japanese friend, Aki."

It was a bad move on Sawahata's part. McAfee had taken his pills and
was so hyper he could make an inanimate object nervous. Before Terry

could pick up the call, McAfee grabbed the phone and began rattling off ten

new get-rich-quick schemes with which he hoped Sawahata would want
to get involved.

"I've been layin' awake all night, just thinkin' about you!!!!!! Forklifts!

Forklifts! That's it! Forklifts! That's what Japan needs. Let's export rebuilt

forklifts to Japan. I know a company that rebuilds forklifts. We can buy 'em
cheap. You got the ships to ship 'em in. We can make a killing. What do you
think?"

By this time, and since the call was for him anyway, Terry was listen-

ing in.

"I do not think so," Sawahata answered. "You ever hear of Toyota of

Japan? They biggest forklift manufacturer in world. Why they want to buy
used forklifts from you?"

"How about weedeaters? That's another idea I have! Hell, they're made
right here in Arkansas. I know where the factory is. We can buy 'em cheap

and ship thousands over there. What do you think?"

Ill
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"Mr. McAfee, you sound too excited. We Japanese go slow in business.

Maybe I come by someday and we can talk in detail. But right now I need

to speak with Mr. Reed."

"Yeah, Mark." Terry spoke into the phone. "This call's for me. And
besides, you've been to Japan. How many lawns did you see in Tokyo that

would need a weedeater?"

McAfee slammed down the phone, breaking the receiver in half. A
stream of obscenities followed. "I got a sense of urgency here!" he screamed.

"Nobody realizes there's a sense of urgency here! Linda, get your ass in here

and close the door!"

With McAfee off the phone, Sawahata proceeded: "Terry-san, can you
leave that place and call me ASAP? We have em.ergency."

The "emergency" was the mechanical breakdown of a plane with

Nebraska and four students aboard in Hot Springs, a resort city west of Little

Rock. They had to be extricated and returned to Waldron before a lot of

questions were asked. Hot Springs is a very public place and the gambling

hub of Arkansas. It was the height of the horse racing season. How could

you explain a Cessna 404 filled with Latino "freedom fighters" just sitting

in the sweltering sun outside the terminal?

Sawahata wanted Terry to fly a "round robin" to Hot Springs, pick up
the five men, fly them back to Waldron where their vehicle was parked,

then pick up Joe Evans and repair parts at Rich Mountain and fly him back

to Hot Springs for the repairs.

Terry successfully rescued the downed Contras before the "enemy"
found them and began unwanted interrogation. He returned the group

safely to Waldron and then launched immediately for Mena. It had been a

successful SAR (search-and-rescue) mission, failing only to return Evans to

Hot Springs.

When Terry landed at Mena, he noticed that Seal's C-I23 was there,

along with a camouflaged U.S. Army truck parked outside. He had not

known Seal was in town. Terry walked into the hangar and past the secu-

rity guard, who seemed to recognize him. The Rich Mountain clerical

employees were nowhere to be seen. Normally, at least one could be found
wandering around the hangar carrying a clipboard. Terry was looking for

anyone who knew Evans's whereabouts. One of these workers told federal

investigators years later that there were certain days, usually when Seal was
there, when they were not allowed into the hangar area. This was one of

those days.

The unexpected event that day, the breakdown of Nebraska's plane,

had drawn Terry accidentally into yet another loop . . . guns! He wasn't pre-

pared for what he saw. All the overhead lights had been turned on because

blankets covered the windows. Laid out on tables in the corner of the

hangar were weapons parts. Several gun crates, bearing U.S. Army mark-
ings, were open on the floor. Terry could see the military nomenclature
stenciled on one of the crates.

"Stock, M16, 24 each."

At one table, three Army personnel wearing fatigues were busy assem-
bling rifles and putting the now-completed weapons in a new crate. Even

I
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more curious, however, these crates were made of white pine that bore no
markings at all. As he casually approached and looked inside one of the

unmarked crates, he saw layered rows of Ml 6 parts known as lower

receiver housings.

Movement from a different direction caught his eye. Terry saw Seal and
Evans getting out of a twin-ruddered, twin-engine Howard airplane parked

in the hangar.

"You musta been running that plane of yours at red line," Seal said.

"We weren't expecting you quite yet. The slope had called and said he had
a problem. Joe's got the parts boxed up. You better get him on over there

pretty quick."

Seal's demeanor was casual, apparently figuring that what Terry had
seen, he had seen. And he could be trusted. As Terry and Evans started to

leave the hangar. Seal stopped him and suggested, "Hey, I'm spending the

night in Little Rock; let's do SOB's. I'd invite Evans to go with us, but he'd

try to make us take him to Snug Harbor. I got that shit out of my system in

Vietnam."

Seal was laughing as he crawled back into the Howard. Snug Harbor

Tavern and Grill was a North Little Rock dive and strip joint on the Arkansas

River. A prerequisite for the strippers, Terry decided after one visit there,

was to have varicose veins and "low beams"— nipples that pointed straight

down. The girls performed their nude dance acts on sheets of plywood sup-

ported by saw horses. Real class. This is where the true rednecks and GIs

from nearby Camp Robinson hung out. It was the stop of last resort on
payday when all the other women had turned them down. Considering all

the brawls there, the rumor was that the bouncers searched you at the door

to make sure you did have a weapon. It was definitely Evans's kind of place.

During the flight back to Hot Springs, Evans was extremely quiet.

Finally he spoke: "I guess you got an eyeful back there in the hangar." He
paused. "Aw, well, sooner or later you'd have found out anyway."

"What's going on?" Terry asked, sure now that Evans would fill him in.

"Shit, you can't fight a war without guns, you know that," Evans said,

referring to his military experience. He chuckled. "We're just sorta makin'

some. You know how it is; you were in the Air Force. We just sorta 'requi-

sitioned' some parts that were layin' around."

Terry let it go at that. He hadn't expected to hear even that much. As

their plane was being handed off to the Hot Springs tower, Evans

asked, "Have you met the Tasmanian devil yet?"

"Who?" Terry asked, amused at the thought of the Warner Brothers

cartoon character who devours everything in sight.

"The guy Barry flew in. The new camp commander. Boy, he's some-

thin.' I feel sorry for your students with that son of a bitch up there. He
looks fuckin' mean."

Evans was referring to an infamous Cuban exile mercenary, Ramon
Medina. Unknown to them at the time, his real name was Luis Posada Car-

iles, a known terrorist with CIA connections dating back to the Bay of Pigs

invasion. Posada, or Medina, was at that time supposedly serving time in a

Venezuelan prison for planting a bomb aboard a Cuban airliner on October
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6, 1976, that exploded and killed everyone aboard as it took off from

Jamaica.

But, obviously, he wasn't in Venezuela, at least not in the summer of

1984, when he suddenly appeared in Nella. According to reliable accounts,

the CIA helped Posada escape. Felix Rodriguez, a veteran CIA agent and key

player in the Iran-Contra scandal, would later say that elements of the

Enterprise had aided in the escape, and Medina was brought into the Contra

resupply project. By September of the following year, 1985, Medina would
be based in El Salvador managing the day-to-day operations.^

After leaving Evans in Hot Springs to repair the crippled plane, Terry

completed the "round robin" and flew back to Benton.

That night. Seal showed up late in Little Rock for dinner with Terry. At

this meeting. Seal seemed uneasy and preoccupied. He had planned to get

there in time to stop by Dan Lasater's firm, Lasater & Company, before it

closed. It was 8 p.m.

"My plans have changed," he said. "I won't be spendin' the night here,

and I need you to do me a favor in the mornin.' I've got a briefcase out in

the car that's got some money in it to give to Dan. It's for a surefire invest-

ment deal he's turned me on to."

This was the first time Seal, or anyone, had asked Terry to handle

money. Again, without seeking it, Terry was crossing into another facet of

the operation— the money loop.

The ragtime band was playing and they were at their usual comer table.

"I'm gonna need someone I can really trust and I mean really trust. I know
the slope is havin' me watched. Hell, he's even asked Evans to spy on me.

Ain't this a great business? Everybody's fuckin' watchin' everybody else

while Daniel Ortega's gettin' ready to shove a big dick up Uncle Sam's ass,

or should I say, the vice president's ass."

He paused and stared intently at Terry. "At some point, Terry, you're

gonna havta decide who ya really trust, too. So it's time to decide. Me or

the slope. Who ya gonna go with?"

Terry's Air Force training had not prepared him for this allegiance tug

of war— for having to choose between people he had thought were on the

same side. It was obvious that Sawahata was playing everyone off against

the other. But Seal seemed way ahead of him.

"Look," Seal continued, "you told me a long time ago, you wanted to

learn how to handle the suits. Well, I'm ready to teach ya, but I gotta know
you're on my side. Play things Sawahata's way and he'll be using you for-

ever, while he gets promoted from one GS fucking level to the next."

Terry thought for a moment and then said, "Okay, but what's this shit

about the vice president?"

"Oh, that's somethin' I probably shouldn'ta said. Let's just say I came
into possession of certain sensitive information about the Bush family on
my last trip to Central America."

"Okay, but if this is a relationship built on trust, first, what have you
been doing in Central America?" Terry asked.

"Lotsa things. Some of which I can't tell you about. You really don't

need to know, and I guarantee you don't want to know, so you don't become
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a liability, too. But the part I want to talk to you about tonight, if you're in,

is guns and money. You sure you're in?"

"Barry, I'm not totally stupid," Terry replied with some emotion. "I've

pretty much pieced together on my own that you're flyin' weapons down
south. And I would assume that you're doing that with the blessing of the

CIA and the White House. . . . This operation is too large and too well-

equipped to otherwise exist undetected. I would also assume that you are

motivated for reasons other than patriotism. Barry ... I fought a war in

which I was paid nothing. It'd certainly be nice to fight and win one, not

only to heal a bunch of old wounds, but to serve my country and get paid

as well. Yeah, if that's what you're talking about . . . count me in."

Seal then divulged to Terry that he had indeed been flying weapons,

like the ones he had seen earlier that day, from Mena to storage facilities in

El Salvador and elsewhere. He had recently obtained the C-I23, he said,

because the size of the shipments was exceeding the size of his supply

aircraft.

The part that fascinated Terry, and which Seal called the "decoy oper-

ation," involved Seal's ownership or "use," as he put it, of "two of every-

thing." He said there were two C-123s that had the same tail number and,

from all outward appearances, were identical.

"Where in the hell do you get C-123s?" Terry asked.

"Where do you think?— the Agency, of course. They got shit hid all

over the place. Planes left over from Southeast Asia, mostly old Air Amer-
ica stuff." Seal added that he had two Navajo and two Seneca airplanes, two
wives and two girlfriends. From his experience, a spare was always neces-

sary in case something, or someone, broke down. More importantly in this

case, it was for a diversion of attention to distract and send pursuers in the

wrong direction or to have the ability to appear to be in two places at the

same time.

But despite the humor. Seal was clearly worried. And now his dinner

companion was worried, too. He was worried about allegiance. Were Sawa-
hata and Seal really just setting him up to test his loyalty. Should he tell Aki

about this meeting? Was the table bugged? Was this a test of his allegiance

to the CIA?
For the time being, Terry decided to play along. You can't make an

intelligent decision without good intelligence, he had been taught.

"Okay," Terry said. "So you're flying guns down, big deal! I suspected

something was going on concerning weapons, ever since our discussions

back in December about casting Ml 6 parts. What's secret about that?"

"What you walked in on today was a 'donation' of parts by the U.S.

Army and National Guard to make it all happen," Seal answered. "This is

extremely sensitive. And if Sawahata finds out that you know about it, he'll

get upset. You know these government shits, they don't trust anybody. So

anyway, keep that quiet, will ya? But more importantly, let's get down to

the money. I have need of a shadow, a decoy."

As both men talked, Terry moved closer to Seal. He didn't want to miss

the slightest detail. The band was beginning to drown out the conversation.

It was getting really interesting.
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"There's a lot goin' on here besides patriotism," Seal said in his usual

monotone. "There's big money bein' made offa all this weapons stuff. I'm

flyin' lots of cash back in here to Arkansas, money that a guy would be hard

pressed to explain how he came by, if the FAA ramp-checked him. So, if

you're interested, I got the need for a good pilot who can tuck it tight at

night and not get squeamish when wake turbulence hits him. I've flown

with ya, and I know ya don't get squeamish. Ya wanna do it?"

"Sure, tell me more."

It was napkin time again. Seal sketched out a diagram of how two air-

craft could "join" in flight, temporarily appear as one radar return, or blip,

on an air traffic controller's screen, and then have the primary aircraft "dis-

appear" and be replaced by the rendezvous aircraft. To the controller, it would
appear as if nothing had happened. He still would be tracking only one air-

plane. What the controller would not realize was the aircraft he was han-

dling had been switched with another. Seal even had a humorous term for

this procedure. He called it "piggybacking," appropriate for someone oper-

ating in Arkansas, where the state symbol is a razorback hog.

Seal said this technique had been taught him by the CIA as a way to

penetrate foreign airspace with two aircraft. The second aircraft has the abil-

ity to "drop off" the screen and fly to a secret destination. This was devised

by the CIA as a means of penetrating and exiting foreign airspace while on
intelligence missions.

"So that's real interesting, but what's the application here in Arkansas?"

"The Agency's having me move in large quantities of cash from foreign

sources for 'investments' here," Seal replied. "Lasater's part of that opera-

tion. When we sell the weapons I'm flying down there, the profits in cash

are flown back here for depositin'. Trouble is, the Agency doesn't want
anyone to know about the profits. So, if I'm being followed out of Central

America, and, if someone knows I'm carrying the cash, I need a way
to throw them off my tail." That's where Terry and piggybacking would
come in.

"Okay, so what do I do?"

"I have two Seneca lis that are identical. November 8658 Echo and
November 8049 Zulu," Seal said. "I'll leave one here in Little Rock, at Little

Rock Air Center, for you to use as the rendezvous aircraft. We'll work up
an exact time and altitude to rendezvous above Texarkana. You'll join in

behind me on my tail—and I mean on my fucking tail! I want you to be
able to count the rivets that mount the tail hook. Use your night vision

system. Then after 'you' become 'me' you just proceed on up to Mena and
land. It's that simple."

"Let's go out and practice this somewhere in the daytime," Terry

suggested.

"Sounds good to me. I'll bring Camp; he's in on this, too. And you know
what's great? He and you look a lot alike. At a distance, with you sitting in

the airplane, I've confused you for him."

"Let's go back to the gun deal," Terry suggested. "Is there anything else

you can tell me. I'm just curious. I saw what appeared to be Army person-

nel in there assembling them."
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"Remember those fuckin' M16Ars . . . you know the ones that were

first used in Vietnam, the ones that jammed when exposed to sand? The
Army's got a bunch of that model and wants to get rid of them. What better

place than Nicaragua? And the cool part is we get to sell them to the Con-

tras and the Agency pockets the profits. A little secret source of revenues

Congress don't know about."

"Is this your brainchild?" Terry asked.

"No. I'd like to take credit for it, but this is Mr. Cathey's doing, or at

least he's takin' credit for it. Only problem he didn't think of is we can't

sneak the whole fuckin' weapon outa Uncle's inventory, only the main
components. There's paper tracking on the full-auto stuff. So we build these

guns up from parts inventory primarily and then add some 'home brew,'

you know, the parts the Agency's foundry is casting. The beauty of this is:

no paper, no trail."

Back in the parking lot. Seal went to his Mercedes, opened the trunk,

and handed Terry a locked briefcase. "Do me a favor. Take this by Dan's

place first thing in the morning, and don't leave it layin' around unguarded.

It's a sizable deposit, courtesy of Uncle Sam."

"Can I ask where you're goin'? I thought you were gonna spend the

night." Terry said.

"So did I. Me and The Fat Lady have an appointment down south. See

ya later, piggyback."

Seal needed a new friend. By now. Seal's "sting" involving the Nica-

raguans had become public, even though his name, as of yet, had not sur-

faced in the media. The story, leaked by North and the White House, had
first appeared in the Washington Times, and the cartel was now certain that

Seal was a U.S. government informant. A subsequent headline in The New
York Times read: "U.S. Accuses Managua of Role in Cocaine Traffic."

Seal's name was not in the story, but it didn't have to be. The Cartel

knew who had flown The Fat Lady. Now Seal's cover had been blown, and,

to the DEA's dismay, his usefulness as an asset was coming to an end. Belt-

way politics had done him in. His value as a DBA undercover agent and his

personal safety were traded off in exchange for convenient headlines that

suited the Reagan administration's agenda to make the Sandinistas look bad
... at any expense. Seal had become expendable. His problems were com-
pounded by a turf war not only between federal agencies but within the indi-

vidual agencies themselves. A federal investigation of Seal had been started

in Baton Rouge, and Seal's friends were being hauled before a grand jury.

If the "suits" were turning on him, then Seal could play that game, too.

Seal had, as his earlier cryptic remark about the Bush family indicated,

acquired some "dirt" of his own that he had kept to himself. And now, he

was secretly preparing ways to go on the offensive himself.

As Seal started up the Mercedes, Terry recalled he had one last press-

ing issue. "Barry, you got any pull with the Chink? He's workin' me to

death, and I need a weekend off for something special."

"Sure. You know I know how to handle orientals. I could always nego-

tiate the hookers in Asia down. Two for the price of one, normally. What
do ya need that's so special?" Barry asked.
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"A weekend off to go try to make a baby," Terry replied. "In fact, not

just any weekend. Janis and I have plotted her optimum 'window of preg-

nancy,' and I need a couple of days around the first of the month."

"Consider it done," Seal replied. "I'll take care of the Chink. Surely the

CIA understands an agent has to have time to produce more agents."

Terry's crash and the fears it had engendered focused his mind not only

on the fragility of his own life but his two-year-old son's as well. As he

looked back, he believed that his marriage to Janis at that time had reached

a new plateau and that they needed now to reinforce their family with a

new life. He and Janis had talked quite clinically about another child, the

need for a "backup." Earlier they had thought that one child would be

enough. Like many "Yuppie" couples, the "in" thing was to have a trophy

that they could show off.

That trophy, the product of their generation's need to plan everything,

was their first son, Duncan. They saw him as the perfect child. But, they

wondered, what would happen to them and their marriage if an incident

like Terry's crash suddenly snuffed out the results of their life's investment

in an only child? They didn't want to wait. They were both in their 30s, and
Janis's biological clock was ticking away.

As a result of Seal's handling Sawahata for Terry, and scheduling him
deserved time off, Aki had pencilled in September I and 2 as "undercover

days." Sawahata felt he had outdone himself with the humor of it.

The Reeds put their spook lives on hold for two days and escaped to

Eureka Springs, Arkansas, known as "The Little Switzerland of the Ozarks."

Terry had to bribe his way into the Crescent Hotel, which was jammed for

the Labor Day weekend. The luxury hotel, built by the railroad in 1886, was
designed originally for wealthy Yankees who wanted to soak in the mineral

waters from the underground springs. It seemed like the fitting place to

make a baby.

Suffering the pain of labor nine months later while giving birth natu-

rally to their second son, Elliott, Janis thought about her son being con-

ceived on Labor Day. How fitting!

The phone rang just as Terry was stepping out the door to head for Lasater's.

Seal had told him his contact there for the deposit transaction would be Dan
Mangum, the vice president.

"Terry-san," Sawahata said. "I need to see you immediately. We have
a problem over there. Can you pick me up at my place?"

"Sure, but I have to make a stop on the way."
After dropping off the briefcase, he pulled into Sawahata's parking lot

at OSI. On the way over, his stomach had been in a knot. What, if anything,

should he tell Aki?

Had it been a test?

The flight training had been going on for six weeks, and Terry had been
meeting weekly with Sawahata for lunch at a Chinese restaurant near the

State Capitol to brief him on the students' progress. The instructors were
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concerned. The students' performance in the air was acceptable, but they

were scoring substandard on their written work.

It appeared that Diego was losing control. He just didn't seem up to the

task of whipping them into shape scholastically. As Terry and the other

instructors knew, lack of aviation knowledge can be just as lethal as lack of

flying skills. The training schedule was in peril because they could not

advance safely to Phase II, or airdrop procedures, until they had mastered

all Phase I material. Sawahata was being pressured by Cathey to accelerate

the program, and drastic measures were being taken.

Sawahata wanted to go to Mena immediately. He said the new field

commander had called a meeting, and everyone had to be there. No excuses!

On the flight over to Mena, Terry's instincts were gnawing at him, and
he decided to tell the credential-carrying CIA man about the previous

night's meeting with Seal. He made the right decision.

As the expressionless Japanese sat in the right seat and absorbed the

information Terry passed on, he seemed stoic. "In Japan, we have saying

we call "putting dye in water." It is way of tracking information which you
generate in order to observe how it comes back to you. From this you learn

many things. No. I. You learn conduit of information back to you. No. 2.

You see if information comes back to you distorted. No. 3, and most impor-

tant, you see if information comes back at all. You just passed critical test.

You are now most definitely trusted one. Terry-san, you make me so happy,

and I hope you are not angry at Mr. Seal and me. But we needed to know
of your trust for sure." Terry, however, had held back two important things

from Sawahata. He did not tell him about Seal's veiled reference to the Bush
family and didn't let on that Seal had asked him to keep information secret

from Aki, the CIA boss.

What the full-time spooks had not realized was that Terry had dyed the

water, too, and learned a lot. Namely, the Agency was involved in every-

thing Seal was doing, and Seal was doing everything with the Agency's

blessing.

"Aki, do me a favor," Terry said with a touch of pleading in his voice.

"The next time you doubt my trust, please just read my military file. The
Air Force entrusted me with great secrets that I passed on to no one unless

they had an absolute, operational need to know. Can we please cut through

the bullshit and this continuous moral tug of war of pitting people against

each other. I have to trust you guys, too."

"Okay, this is last test," Sawahata said. "But what kind of sensitive

information did Air Force entrust in you if I may ask?"

"Information about our plans to bomb Japan . . . again! Only this time,

we use superhoy." Sawahata did not respond.

They landed and drove to Nella, where Medina was shaking everyone's

tree. When they drove into the camp, now guarded by sentries, all twenty

students were standing at rigid attention as if facing a firing squad.

There had been a sea change since Terry had last seen the camp.

Medina, a man in his 40s dressed in bloused jungle fatigues with a

maroon beret and wearing a sidearm, was storming up and down, swearing

in Spanish and acting very Hispanic and macho. The other three instructors
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were sitting tensely at a picnic table with Varnados taking it all in. A major

shape-up was underway. Diego, who clearly had been demoted, had

become Medina's adjutant. There was no doubt who was in charge now.

"You pigs are not even worthy of dying for your cause," Medina yelled

at the students in obvious disgust. "People like you come from soft families!

You are soft people from elite families! If you want to stay in this program,

you must become hard like me! The Sandinistas are hard! They train hard.

They have Russian instructors. They are getting Russian helicopters. They
will shoot you down and eat you for lunch! And I will laugh! If you survive

the crash and escape, I will kill you! This is serious business, and I will per-

sonally shoot the next man who scores below 70 percent on any written

test. I take that back; 80 percent!"

As he watched, Terry felt certain that Medina was a man who had killed

before. The emotions that Medina evoked in Terry were mixed. He had
respect for his dedication, but on the other hand, he felt ill at ease that

Medina would threaten his trainees with death in order to motivate them.

Medina had spent the previous day being briefed by Oklahoma about

the slow pace of the ground work, low test scores and the general lack of

military discipline at the camp. To Terry it reminded him of his first night of

basic training at Amarillo, Texas. After landing at the airport, he and the

other Air Force recruits stood at rigid attention in the snow while the civil-

ian air travelers watched the training instructors yell obscenities.

When Medina finished barking at the trainees, he abruptly turned and
focused on Nebraska. "So tell me, what would the U.S. Army do to Special

Forces commanders in Vietnam who compromised classified information?

Stand up and tell me!" he shouted.

Medina had discovered from Evans that Nebraska had left classified

charts and flight information inside the plane that had been forced to land

previously at Hot Springs. Waving them in the air, Medina shouted, "There

are lines on these maps that will direct anyone who reads them straight to

this facility. These maps, coupled with our secret VHF frequencies, could be

the end of this program."

Nebraska had no response.

"I am immediately appointing my adjutant, Diego, as security officer,"

Medina declared. "This will not occur again! This operation will not be com-
promised while I am in charge. If any of you have anything in your pos-

session— notes, diagrams, anything that is a jeopardy to this operation

—

turn it over to Diego immediately for destruction."

He told Sawahata to prepare a report about the security breach and to

"file it with Washington." Medina had made it clear there would be conse-

quences for sloppiness.

To Medina, they all— students and instructors—were soft and needed
to be shaped up militarily.

He ended his speech, sat down, and, as military protocol dictated, let

his adjutant, Diego, take over. Diego marched to center position and read

the new school camp standards. They included new and tightened security

procedures along with schedules for stepped-up overnight field maneuvers
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involving hand-to-hand combat w^ith the Fort Chaffee soldiers. Survival

techniques such as Air Force escape-and-evasion training for downed pilots

would be stressed, along with search-and-rescue (SAR) techniques behind

enemy lines. He had also arranged for the trainees to fire Ml 6s and .45 -cal-

iber weapons at the Fort Chaffee range, using live ammunition.

As the briefing wound down, Diego read from his clipboard. "When
1 call the following names, please step forward. Martinez. Ortega. Lopez.

Gutierrez."

Fear was clearly visible in their eyes as they stepped forward. Had they

failed? Were they really going to be shot? Nobody had a clue until Diego

spoke: "Pack your gear. You four men are going to Georgia to flight-train-

ing school for the Maule aircraft. Your previous instructor in single-engine

training has recommended you all for this job. Fall out."

The Maule aircraft was manufactured in Georgia and later became
Oliver North's primary STOL, or short-takeoff-and-landing, aircraft for in-

field resupply and medical evacuation missions. A high-performance, high-

wing, single-engine airplane, it is renowned worldwide for its ability to

takeoff and land on unimproved airstrips.* North would write the follow-

ing year to CIA Agent Felix Rodriguez, a Bay of Pigs veteran and a man later

recruited by the Enterprise, to expect a shipment of "a number of new
Maule aircraft," which would be flown by "Nicaraguan pilots or other Latin

Americans— not U.S. citizens." The Enterprise's records would show that

they purchased three Maule aircraft and support packages for a total of

$183,238.2

The decision now reduced the class of twenty to sixteen, and the four

instructors initially concluded this would reduce their workload. Emile

Camp was the first to speak as the students dispersed.

"Well that's good. Now that we're down to sixteen students, maybe we
won't have to work such long hours and can slow down the pace a little bit.

That'll mean fewer students per flight or fewer flights, right?"

Medina snapped before the words were barely out of Camp's mouth.
"You see! This soft attitude is coming from you civilian instructors. This is

what's wrong here. 1 need military instructors to get these men in shape.

No, that does not mean fewer flights! You will fly more hours and do what-

ever it takes to get them prepared for combat. Their country needs them
now. Do you understand?"

"Hey, Medina, stick it up your ass sideways, you beaner motherfucker!"

Camp shouted back. "I ain't your goddamn nigger. So let's just get it on right

fuckin' now!"
Sawahata had to step between the two enraged men. "Gentlemen!

Gentlemen! Calm down! The Agency needs to get its money's worth. We
have hired good people. Surely we can all work together peacefully for our

common cause."

*North interceded with Assistant Customs Commissioner William Rosenblatt to stonewall or

at least limit a Customs investigation into the shipments of Maule aircraft to Central America.'
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The two antagonists glared at the small Japanese man standing

between them. They apparently decided that to crawl over their CIA boss

in order to take swings at each other would be counterproductive.

They would bide their time. There would be future opportunities to settle

the vendetta that was building between them. Camp would die six months
later in a crash that would leave behind a lot of unanswered questions.
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CHAPTER 9

Gold Medal
Flight School

Ramon Medina was, indeed, a son of a bitch. On the ground,

flight training became a nonstop boot camp. Medina posted the

scores of daily written tests and each week raised the percentile

required for passing, with 90 percent being the ultimate target.

The price of failure, he implied, was a body bag.

He worked them night and day. Every moment not spent

studying their ground-school texts was spent studying guerrilla warfare tac-

tics, and they were divided into teams for simulated combat and ambush
training. This meant sloshing through streams and forced marches through

the heavily wooded terrain that surrounded them. The dense underbrush,

laden with briars, ticks and the insatiable chiggers, made even walking dif-

ficult in the areas where they concealed their positions while hiding on
maneuvers.

Though Terry disliked Medina personally, he admired him profession-

ally. "The Bomber," as he was called, was quickly turning the students into

lean fighting men from the harsh regimen that he put them through. This

made Terry's and the other instructors' jobs easier.

As they jogged at double time until they nearly dropped from heat

exhaustion, Medina forced the students to shout cadence and chant,

"Boland es un comunista." This part of their mental conditioning again

reminded Terry of his own basic-training experiences.

Medina's twenty-four-hour-a-day regimen was due to the need to

quickly get this class trained and into the field. Congress was preparing to

pass what became known as the "full" Boland Amendment that prohibited

the CIA, the Defense Department, "or any other agency or entity of the

United States involved in intelligence activities" from providing, directly or

indirectly, any military assistance to the Contras.

Their only visitors from the outside world were medical personnel from
Fort Chaffee who came to treat the normal maladies. Their only respite

came on Sunday nights when Ramon Varnados brought in cervezas to com-
plement the occasional weekend barbecue. From the aroma he sometimes

smelled wafting through the camp, Terry figured the trainees had discov-

ered the illegal relaxant that grew wild in the mountainous region and for

123
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which Arkansas was quickly becoming famous. Pot smoking befitted the

Arkansas state slogan at the time, which was: "Arkansas, A Natural High."

It made the Nicaraguans joke that they were fighting not just to drive the

communists from their homeland but to win the war and get back to what
they considered to be the home of the "best weed in the world."

Medina had "frozen" the flying curriculum until the trainees ground

work improved. There would be no airdrop training until the test scores

rose to the nintieth percentile. Terry and the other instructors used this time

in the air to review with the students what they had learned already, name-
ly, that a twin-engine airplane "can really be a handful" compared to the

single-engine types they had originally trained in.

The flight work review now became an escape from the hostile camp
environment created by Medina. The students looked forward to putting on
civilian clothes and being trucked to nearby Waldron for the start of each

flight-training session. Civvies were part of the cover, since the students

were supposed to be flight trainees from Ross Aviation in Tulsa, and wear-

ing camouflage uniforms would have immediately attracted suspicion.

The flight sessions were becoming longer, which required instructors

to work in shifts during a specified scheduled flight-training class. Instruc-

tors would rendezvous at preplanned airports throughout western and cen-

tral Arkansas to relieve each other, thereby reducing the amount of takeoffs

and departures at Malvern. This would also reduce the chance, of being

observed and bringing unnecessary attention to the Malvern/Nella area.

Security was at the top of everyone's list. Especially Medina's.

The Agency had Oklahoma obtain the tail numbers of the multiengine

airplanes being utilized by the Spartan School of Aeronautics in Tulsa for

use as false call signs in radio transmissions to air traffic control in the area.

That way, if local air controllers on the ground decided to check the N num-
bers of the aircraft they were handling, they would trace them to Spartan,

which had a large number of foreign students. All would appear routine.

Terry began to notice that when he was conducting Boomerang flight-

training sorties within the military operation areas (MOAs) and monitoring

air traffic control (ATC) communications, he could hear the controllers

intentionally divert other air traffic away from the area. He knew that ATC
was fully aware of his presence in the area since the transponder lights in

the training aircraft gave indications that they were being "painted" or

observed. Red Hall, Seal's Agency avionics expert, made sure their collision

avoidance equipment was fully operational and it showed continuous

"interrogation" activity by ATC when flying above 4,000 feet MSL within

the MOAs. It seemed obvious that the FAA was providing cover for Jade

Bridge by attempting to keep unwanted aircraft out of the area.

When he asked Seal about this. Seal said, "Yeah, ain't Uncle great? This

is better than operating in any fuckin' banana republic. Here the govern-

ment can use all its 'resources' for cover."

While flying, Terry was observing increased troop movements on the

ground in the Nella area and additional security at the training complex.

The camp's security forces were fully armed Anglos wearing sanitized jungle
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fatigues who walked around with a defined aura of professionalism and
authority. Using late-model. Army-issue communication equipment, these

shadowy security personnel were in constant contact with Medina and his

adjutant, Diego.

The increased patrols were a precursor for the new training phase, the

phase involving actual air drops that would have to be confined to the Nella

strip and adjacent areas. This would mean increased and concentrated air

traffic occurring in the area at the height of the tourist and camping season.

Even though, as Seal had told Terry, a lot of local people had been given

"government subsidies" not to report anything strange they might see,

there were some sightings reported nonetheless. For example, Arkansas

State Police Investigator Russell Welch said that civilians in the area had
sighted a platoon-sized group of camouflaged men crossing the Ouachita

River east of Nella "as if they were on a mission."

One local game warden revealed to one of the authors that he had been
told to "just keep going" when confronted in the area by two heavily armed
men with a military bearing. Another was warned away by someone who
claimed to be an FBI agent and who exhibited federal credentials.

Another such witness was Bill Duncan, a former Internal Revenue Ser-

vice agent who had been sent to Mena to investigate the massive amounts
of cash the Agency was inadvertently transfusing into the area's banks. His

target had become Rich Mountain Aviation, which he did not know had
become a CIA proprietary. During his stay there in Mena, residents told him
and other investigators of "numerous reports of automatic weapons fire" in

the Nella area and of locals seeing "people in camouflage in the middle of

the night, low-intensity landing lights around the Nella Airport, twin-

engine airplane traffic in and about the Nella Airport ..." Duncan said

these reports came from "a variety of law enforcement sources."

And there was increased activity within the hangars of Rich Mountain
Aviation at the Mena Airport as well. A secretary at Rich Mountain, Cathy

Corrigan, told Duncan that employees were often "forced to stay inside their

offices because airplanes would land, and strange faces would be around."

Folks of Spanish origin would be around that they had not seen before.

In a previously sealed and classified transcript of sworn testimony given

by Duncan for the purpose of getting Independent Prosecutor Lawrence
Walsh's office to investigate the Agency's activities at Mena, Duncan
described "great secrecy surrounding the entire operation at Rich Mountain
Aviation." Duncan testified in a June 1991 deposition given to the Arkansas

attorney general that there were "airplanes landing in the middle of the

night, hangar doors opening, the airplanes going in, then leaving out before

daylight . . . numerous, dozens and dozens of accounts like that."

As the training at Nella droned on, the student body was whittled down.
By late September, the head count was down to sixteen possible pilots and
four ground controllers. Terry and the others had already identified about

six of the pilots who were marginal at best. But four of these six potential

wash-outs spent a lot of time alone with Medina, appearing to be his

favorites or "pets." This confused the instructors, since these four mediocre
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aviators were escaping Medina's ferocious wrath, yet they needed it the

most. Soon the gringos would find out why the four were being privately

"tutored" and receiving special treatment.

Making good on his promise to show the Contras what they'd be flying

in Nicaragua, Barry Seal had delivered a camouflaged Fairchild C- 123 to the

Mena Airport. Before landing, and in grand style. Seal buzzed the Nella

field, putting the students into a state of euphoria when they saw the mas-

sive hulk of the "heavy iron" streaking across the field, barely above the

treetops. As an incentive and a reward, the top two students of each week
were taken to Mena to sit in and inspect the plane. "Hangar flying," it's

called. As they sat in the cockpit staring at the massive array of gauges and
daydreaming, it was easy to imagine their thoughts of delivering the "tools

of freedom" to their comrades in the field and being celebrated as national

heroes. Lying about the barracks, dog-eared and mutilated, were C-123

operations manuals. It wasn't difficult to see that they all considered the

Cessna as only a necessary stepping-stone to the "baby C-130" they hoped
to master.

But new problems were looming both for Seal and for the program.

Seal was learning firsthand the truth concerning the joke about the four

biggest lies, one of which is, "I'm with the government, and I'm here to help

you." Seal had learned that, as he put it, "Uncle Sam doesn't shoot straight/'

and that a promise from one part of the government can be completely

meaningless to another.

Though Seal had been working closely and effectively with the Drug
Enforcement Administration in Florida, the same agency was actually

preparing to indict him in Louisiana. John Cathey had tapped Seal because

of his aviation skills and his aircraft maintenance facility in Mena. But the

DEA and the federal agencies in Louisiana, who had "no need to know" and
weren't cleared for knowledge about Nella, were coming after Seal with a

vengeance. All they saw in Seal was his Agency-manufactured drug-traf-

ficker profile and cover. They did not realize that his highly sensitive mis-

sions were being directed by Oliver North and the executive branch of

government. The multitude of agencies of the Justice Department were
simply busy fighting among themselves to see who would be the first to "put

another notch in their gun" by bringing him down.
Seal's problem was that Oliver North and the National Security Coun-

cil could not intervene in his behalf without risking that Centaur Rose and
Jade Bridge might be compromised. If this occurred, an immediate congres-

sional investigation centering around Boland Amendment violations would
be launched, the results of which could spell disaster for the Reagan admin-
istration. The problem that now tied everyone's hands in the White House
was Congress and the stringent language of the newly enacted Boland II, as

it was called. Cathey had alerted Seal to pull out all the stops with training,

so that at least some Nicaraguan pilots would graduate and be sent into

combat as soon as possible. CIA attorneys were busy studying the small

print of the amendment, trying to soften it with their own interpretation,



Gold Medal Flight School 127

not only as it applied to the government but also to "subcontracted" cut-

out operations like the one at Nella.

When Seal returned to Mena that day in late September 1984, he dropped

off Aki Sawahata at Rich Mountain Aviation and drove to Nella to deliver

a new instructor code named Idaho. He w^as a former Air America load-

master for C- 123 aircraft in Thailand. In addition, he was a seasoned aerial

combat crew member whose main flight function had been to jettison air-

borne cargo at precisely the correct second in order to hit the DZ (drop

zone). For this reason, anyone with his job specialty was normally referred

to as "the kicker." His experience was ideal, since the C-123 was the plane

the students would be using once they relieved the CIA pilots who were
conducting the ongoing airdrop operations in Nicaragua.

It was a Sunday afternoon, and the instructors and Medina were
having their weekly management seminar, or "group grope," as Reed pre-

ferred to call it. They had been expecting Seal. When the group heard him
arrive, they came out of the command post to greet him.

These meetings were supposed to be a time of problem solving and
open exchange among the faculty, without the students being present. The
pressure from Washington was to accelerate the training schedule, thereby

adding to the friction already generated by personality conflicts. For the

most part, these meetings were now degenerating into finger-pointing ses-

sions—with Medina being the one doing the pointing. Camp didn't cotton

to the Latino's arrogant approach, which was more often than not causing

more "open exchange" than solving problems.

"John Cathey is giving you guys a present," Seal said as he introduced

the new instructor. "He's an ex-Air America cargo rigger and 'kicker' from
Thailand. You and he should hit it right off, Terry. You guys probably

worked on the same railroad in Thailand . . . layin' Thais."

Barry had a knack of somehow working a sexual reference into most
discussions. He seemed especially pleased with himself over this comment
—he grinned and slapped Terry on the back.

Seal then turned to Medina and told him that Washington was getting

impatient and felt that they were perhaps spending too much time on spit

and polish.

"They want to immediately implement the aerial delivery phase of the

training, regardless of these guys' military bearing," Seal said. "They're anx-

ious to see some product come out of this school. That's why they're send-

ing in Idaho here. They also told me to tell you it's very important for you
to complete your 'extracurricular' activities."

"Extracurricular activities" appeared to be code talk that only Seal and

Medina seemed to understand.

Medina, Seal and Diego then left for a private meeting while Idaho was
introduced to the others. A cargo specialist or loadmaster like Idaho was
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badly needed, and he filled a major void in the faculty line-up. He had

brought all the necessary ballistics tables used to compute the trajectory of

palletized cargo based upon weight and frontal area of drag. He said other

essential training equipment, such as cargo nets, a pallet and parachutes,

would also arrive soon. This signaled to Reed that he was probably a true

professional with extensive knowledge and not some by-the-seat-of-his-

pants cargo jockey. This was welcome news.

Terry later learned that Idaho had worked in the aerial resupply of

Angkor Wat during the siege of the ancient Cambodian city by the Khmer
Rouge. This USAF airlift operation had coincided with Terry's last tour in

Southeast Asia. Idaho had, in fact, been stationed at Udorn in Thailand and
based out of the old facilities built by the Japanese during World War II.

After an extensive exchange of experiences and war stories between

Terry and the cargo man, they agreed Seal was probably correct in his ear-

lier assumption. It was highly probable that they had indeed laid some of

the same Thais.

After Seal, Diego and Medina finished their private meeting. Seal

approached Terry and, referring to Sawahata said, "Our main Chink is back

at Rich Mountain. You need to fly him back to Little Rock. I don't have time

to fuck with him right now. I got pressin' problems back in Washington."

He left alone.

Terry noticed that Seal was not entirely himself. Although jovial, he

seemed somewhat preoccupied and distant. Unknown to Terry, he had good
reason. Seal had decided that he had to go public in order to protect him-

self against an impending Louisiana indictment. Seal had been at the center

of a major turf war not just between different agencies, but within the agen-

cies themselves.

He was alone and discarded by the federal drug agents in Florida, with

whom he had worked closely. They appeared to have abandoned him when
he most needed them to vouch for him and to call off the law-enforcement

dogs of several agencies in Louisiana. This fear of being discarded and tossed

to the dogs had forced Seal to begin taking protective measures of his own.
Though the Feds did not know it. Seal had begun secretly recording all his

conversations with them.*

The secret tapes were highly embarrassing to the government, partic-

ularly the DEA. At one point, DEA agent Ernest Jacobson was asked by Seal

what his office wanted from him. Jacobson replied, 'T don't know what my
office wants. My office doesn't know what my office wants." This kind of

admission demonstrated that the agencies involved were confused and
operated with conflicting agendas.

Seal was in a highly unusual, and compromising, position with the gov-

ernment. Informants and assets like Seal rarely work for more than one
government agency at a time. Through no design of his own. Seal was

*These tapes were made available to one of the authors by police sources who believed that

federal agents would destroy them. Much of their content has never been revealed.
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working with the DEA, Customs, the FBI, the CIA, the Medellin Cartel and

possibly others. None of the government handlers appeared to know
entirely about the other. By the fall of 1 984, Seal probably knew more about

the GS "suits" he was dealing with than they knew about him.

In addition to making the tapes. Seal had devised a plan to make his

own television documentary, something that would be his insurance policy.

He used John Camp, a reporter for Baton Rouge television station WBRZ-
TV, to film the piece, which was later titled "Uncle Sam Wants You." After

it was broadcast on November 20, 1984, Seal told his DEA handlers in

Florida that he had cooperated in the TV documentary because he feared

that the DEA, and the government in general, was preparing to double-

cross him—which it ultimately did. The film basically showed Seal being

"handled" by his "handlers," complete with him receiving $10,000 in cash

as an installment for services rendered. With the agents "entrapped" on the

secretly taped video. Seal figured there was no way they could deny his

existence or his role in their ongoing investigations.

Shortly after Seal left Nella that day, a late-afternoon line of weather

began sweeping in from Oklahoma toward Arkansas. It was the type of fast-

moving cold front that spawns severe thunderstorms and, worse yet, tor-

nadoes. For this reason, the "group grope" was ended prematurely and the

instructors were transported back to Mena in the back of the one-ton gas

truck. The bed of the truck was becoming less useful to haul cargo, since

the tank had been enlarged to allow for the ever-increasing amount of fuel

being used by the training aircraft. Joe Evans was finding it necessary to buy
fuel throughout the area, which he trucked in to mask the large amounts
being used. Terry and the others could only speculate on the magnitude of

the program's fuel bill.

Back at Rich Mountain, Sawahata was talking to Evans about modifi-

cation requirements to two new aircraft the operation had procured. One,

a Cessna 402 bearing registration number N5774C, had already arrived.

Terry was told this Cessna would become their primary training plane for

the practice air deliveries. Hampton and Evans were in the new hangar
having an in-depth engineering discussion about adding a door in the tail

that would allow cargo to be ejected from the rear rather than the side,

giving it the configuration and appearance of a miniature C- 123. This would
be essential for the practice air drops of bags of flour instead of real cargo.

The group of aviators decided not to test their luck against the line of

towering cumulus clouds that were now looming over Rich Mountain. It

was definitely time for some "hangar flying" rather than weather flying.

Evans briefed the group that he hoped he would soon be receiving a

World War II vintage Beech 18 tail dragger that would be modified as well.

This large, radial-engined twin, which had been the primary trainer for most
American World War II bomber pilots, would be used as a final upgrade air-

craft, giving the students some "round motor" experience just prior to their

graduation. The radial engine used in the Beech 18 utilizes the same prin-

ciples of operation as the Pratt and Whitney engines in the C-123, which
would be essential for smooth transitional training in Central America.
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Sawahata assured Evans that the Agency was looking for a Beech 18

suitable for modification and wanted to know how long he needed to

modify it for their mission.* Evans joked that if he had one in his posses-

sion soon, he could have it ready long before the students would be.

As the talk went on, the storm hit Mena, assuring that no one could

leave for several hours. Sawahata, like Seal, began to seem nervous and dis-

tracted. He kept reminding Reed that he needed to get back to Little Rock

in order to use his secure telephone line for an important call. Terry inform-

ed him that no flying could be done safely until the cold front had passed.

He reminded Aki of his once-crushed foot, which now ached severely due

to the change in weather. Sawahata decided it would be prudent to wait.

''Terry-san, all this bad weather makes me think about your Company
airplane being tied down in Benton," Aki recalled. "Have you found hangar

for Company plane yet?"

Terry told Aki that he had discovered there was no available hangar

space to be found at any price in central Arkansas.

"You need to check again with builder of new hangars at North Little

Rock Airport. I do not like to see your plane sitting around so visible. It could

invite problems."

Terry agreed to check again wdth Bill Canino, the developer of the

hangar project at North Little Rock.

It was after dark by the time the storm had passed, and everyone began

to leave.

Oklahoma, Idaho and Nebraska all flew off in their Company planes

headed for unknown destinations. Terry and Sawahata filed an IFR (instru-

ment flight rules) flight plan for the trip back to Little Rock in anticipation

of perhaps catching up with the weather that was moving east.

As they took off, Sawahata immediately got on the ITT McKay radio

and began talking to the Nella command post about whether the ''ship-

ment" had arrived. A new loop was about to open for Terry.

Medina informed Sawahata that the shipment, whatever it was, had
not arrived. Just as Terry was intercepting his flight planned course, Sawa-
hata turned to him and said, "Terr^^-san, I am sorry to make you do this, but

I must ask you to cancel your flight plan and fly me to river at Eon Smith. I

want you to stay at very low altitude and follow Highway 71 on way there."

After canceling his lER flight plan, Terry changed headings, adding,

"Hey, no problem, Aki-san. It's your plane and your gas. Where we goin'?"

*Apparently it was already "on order." Jerry Bohnen, the Oklahoma investigative journalist,

later found that the Beech 18 used there was a 1963 Beech G18S stolen in Pueno Rico on July

1, 1983. At that time, its registration number was N94I2, but when flown in the training pro-

gram, it bore the tail number N9490Y. The 1979 Cessma 402C, aheady in the hangar that day,

had been stolen from Palm Beach, Florida, on September 2, 1983, and was aaually N5779C.
Evans claimed to author John Cummings that he has no records of any aircraft he ever worked
on at Rich Mountain. This was a strange praaice, since aircraft mechanics customarily retain

records of all planes they have worked on, for liability purposes.
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"We need to look dose for U-Haul truck going south on 71. 1 am wor-

ried about its safe passage to Nella. We had near-miss recently and truckload

of munitions was almost discovered by local police. I am just very worried.

Shipment is overdue. It was supposed to arrive by noon today."

Terry slowed the aircraft to minimum controllable air speed and
descended to 1,000 feet above the highway. It was dark and the headlights

from highway traffic were needed in order to locate and track the road . . .

but no U-Haul could be seen. On the outskirts of Fort Smith, Sawahata

asked Terry if he knew where "rock 13" was on the Arkansas River's Kerr-

McClellan navigation way near Barling, Arkansas.

After consulting a road map, Terry was able to locate No. 13 Lock and
Dam, which Highway 59 utilizes as a bridge to cross the river. He flew over

the area and circled in a steep, right-banked turn, so that Sawahata could

look out the right window.
"Aki, what the hell are we lookin' for? If you tell me, it'll make it a lot

easier," Terry asked.

"I need to locate a special barge that should be parked near the dam. It

has our shipment," Sawahata replied.

Terry banked the plane in the other direction, to the left, giving him-

self the vantage angle for viewing the ground. He orbited long enough to

ascertain there was no barge, but a U-Haul was parked nearby. Sawahata

nervously got on the radio and began talking to the driver, who said his last

radio communication with the barge indicated it was heading west just past

Ozark, Arkansas. It had been forced to drop anchor and wait out the storm.

Sawahata was relieved. He asked Terry to remain in view of the river

and fly toward Ozark. Twenty miles up the river, they spotted a lone barge

heading west toward Fort Smith. It was difficult to notice since it was pow-
ering upstream without navigation lights. Aki again got on the radio and
began talking with the barge captain to get their estimated time of arrival

at Lock 13. Sawahata and Terry loitered in the area until the barge and truck

safely linked up.

"What was that all about, Aki?" Terry asked as they headed finally for

Little Rock.

"Terry-san, you know rule. You do not have a need to know."

"Well, it seems the pulpwood you say OSI ships to Japan is heading the

wrong way. It's going west toward Oklahoma. It should be going east toward
the Gulf of Mexico, don't you think?" He could not help being facetious,

remembering that OSl's cover was to purchase raw materials such as those

offered by the timber industry of Arkansas and then export them to Japan.

Terry, again, through no desire of his own, had been exposed to yet

another CIA secret, a transportation system that was obviously hauling

weapons. Where the barge had originated its journey, he did not know
then. But he was beginning to get a pretty good idea of the transportation

route the weapons were traveling.

With what he had witnessed that night, combined with the information

relayed to him by Seal about the Army and National Guard's "donation" of
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weapons parts, Terry had a pretty complete picture of a secret weapons
pipeline and its "outflow valve" in Arkansas. As of that night, he also knew
weapons were being stored, at least temporarily, at the Nella complex
awaiting Dodger flights to points south. Did the Boland Amendment have

a flaw that purposely allowed this, he wondered?
Months later, after he was put into play with people on the next rung

of the good-ole-boy ladder, he would learn that "special barge traffic" car-

rying critical cargo for Operation Centaur Rose had its safe transit assured by

the U.S. Army Corps of Engineers, which controls the whole Arkansas

River. Good idea, Terry thought. No weigh stations, no speed traps, no
prying eyes from local sheriffs. It made him wonder: How long had the

Agency been using the rivers, largely abandoned by American commerce
in favor of the interstate highways? Just like Southeast Asia, he mused.

Everything moves by water.

It was mid-October 1984 and the students were in awe, viewing the leaves

turning color for the first time. The Ouachitas were ablaze wdth color, and

the cockpit temperatures were now considerably lower. Ramon Vamados,

the majordomo of the complex, had to figure out how to operate the sophis-

ticated portable heater units in preparation for cold weather. Army manuals
are designed for a fifth-grade reading level, which was about Ramon's limit.

Though lacking perhaps in formal schooling, Ramon was nonetheless

street smart when it came to making a buck. He had quickly become known
as the source of anything that was either hard to find or officially off-limits

to the students. He had established a major black market in copies of Pent-

house and Playboy, centerfolds of which were prominently displayed on the

barracks' walls. This was one of the few luxuries allowed by Medina.

The heavy, humid air of summer was finally gone, and the increased

in-flight visibility, coupled with the smoother ride, made flying less tedious

and much safer. It was a welcome relief for Terry and the others as they

jumped full speed ahead into phase II— airdrops.

"Sixty seconds to mark," said the ground controller's voice to the perspir-

ing Hispanic pilot in the left seat of the Cessna 402.

"Roger. Give me a hack at 30 seconds," Ignacio, the captain of the sortie,

replied, requesting a signal to begin his timing.

Terry was sitting in the right seat, traveling at 150 mph and 500 feet

above the treetops, approaching the drop zone from the valley to the north

of the field. He and his trainee were wearing their Honeywell night vision

systems as he spoke to his three students on the intercom system. The two
in the back were craning their necks to keep up with the cockpit action.

"You got a visual on the DZ (drop zone)? ... I didn't hear you confirm
with the kicker that the door is open. You're gettin' behind it, you're gettin'
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behind it. Read back your departure clearance before we dump this load

and things really get busy."

It was obvious that the Hispanic pilot was, in aviation jargon, "getting

behind the airplane." Hell, Terry was even being nice to him. So far, he had
allowed him to have all on-board systems operational.

Wonder what he'd do if I gave him a hydraulic system failure? Terry

thought to himself. Probably just shit his pants, give up and die, he guessed.

For this reason, he decided not to induce a simulated in-flight emergency

and instead to help the floundering student.

"Did you pick up on the hack, Ignacio?" Terry asked. "I've already

started my clock— fifteen seconds to delivery. I see muzzle flashes in our

one o'clock. Ramon's up to his usual shit. Call five seconds to Arturo (the

kicker in the back). When he calls 'pallets away,' break hard left . . . you got

the air speed for it. Remember, you'll be lighter then . . . and watch out for

the mountain. Once we're clear, dive for the river valley. Take cover below
the treetops. I'm sure Ramon's laid a trap for us."

In a squeaky voice, five octaves above normal, the pilot switched his

communications selector to the rear position in order to talk to the kicker,

and called out, "Diez segundos. " It was obvious to Terry that the pilot was
under extreme pressure, reverting as he did to his native language. Terry

had learned this was an ideal way to assess the stress level of his students,

who at times were under severe pressure in the cockpit.

The two other students, by now standing in the cabin doorway behind,

and observing, weren't laughing. They knew they were next. Their job was
to take note of the errors made by the man in the hot seat. And it was hot.

The white pop flare at the twelve o'clock position signaled that the air-

craft was directly over the drop zone. Terry called, "Pallets away." The man
in the back, the kicker, relayed to the flight crew immediately "Si . . . er . . .

I mean, yes, pallets away, Capitan Terry."

But it was too late. Before they could break left, they saw the red

flashes coming from their two o'clock position. This was the coded light

signal for a ground-to-air missile launch. Considering the plane's proxim-
ity to the light beam, they had neither time nor altitude for evasive maneu-
vers. They were "dead."

Over the radio came Ramon's sinister Latino voice. "You'd better hope
you die in the crash, Ignacio. 'Cause if you survive, I'll hunt you down and
capture your young ass. Then I'll torture you to death and enjoy it! And
Ignacio, the Sandinistas will do even worse!"

As the plane continued on its departure route, the pilot was receiving

his cockpit critique. "Fuckin' missiles, Ignacio. Ramon got us again. I told

you I saw small-arms fire in my one o'clock," Terry reprimanded. "That was
the giveaway. Always listen to your copilot. He has eyes, too. You should

have aborted. The procedure is to abort. I know you Latinos think retreat-

ing is unmanly, but it's how you stay alive in combat."

"Gold Medal Flight School" was in full operation. As per John Cathey's

mandate, the curriculum had advanced to the air delivery stage. Terry's role

in visual bombing training was limited to weekends, when five-pound bags
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of Gold Medal flour were dropped from the tail of the modified Cessna 402.

The students' scores would be based on whose bags came closest to the

target, a big limed X in the middle of the Nella strip. The best were given

the gold seals from the Gold Medal bags, which Terry cut out and mounted
on cardboard.

Terry gave out these mock medals weekly at the "group grope," and
the first award ceremony marked the only time he had ever seen Medina
laugh. Somehow these homemade medals captured the true essence of the

entire program for Reed. It reminded him of Southeast Asia, where Ho Chi

Minh's young soldiers had fought successfully against the vehement fire-

power of the United States. Yes, he hoped his students, wearing cardboard

decorations, could fight back against all odds, just as his respected enemy
had done in Laos.

The students had been divided into teams, one of which was the "good

guys" and the other the "bad guys." The exercise was to simulate a guerilla-

style war in which the good guys would conduct hit-and-run attacks on the

bad guys. In the real conflict, this would mean having highly mobile

infantry units isolated in the field and requiring resupply from the air. In

Vietnam, the U.S. operated with total air superiority. This could not be

assured in Nicaragua, where the Sandinistas already had Soviet Hind heli-

copters and MIG jets. It had been decided that this operation needed more
emphasis on air-to-ground communications procedures, since the shorter

the time the delivery aircraft was exposed to the hostile environment, the

greater the chances of survival. And given the geographic boundaries of

Nicaragua, with friendly countries north and south and oceans on both

sides, the aircraft could penetrate and escape quickly if they didn't linger

over their drop zones.

The role of the ground controller attached to the good guys was to

ensure a quick entry and exit of the supplying aircraft. The bad guys' job

was to foul up the air delivery by breaking into the ground controller's radio

frequency and luring the plane into a "flak trap," as had been the experi-

ence in Vietnam during allied search-and-rescue missions.

The close proximity of opposing forces in a guerrilla-style war, com-
bined with lack of clearly defined battle lines, makes this type of aerial

delivery extremely dangerous, with accuracy being mandatory. For this

reason, the Nicaraguans were being heavily trained in light-signals proce-

dures that would allow delivery to take place silently at night with minimum
voice exchange. U.S. Army-supplied generators and vertical floodlighting

systems provided on-the-ground signaling devices for night deliveries.

During the day, flares were used as necessary, with more emphasis on voice

communication.

In addition to uncompromised communications, it is equally important

in aerial delivery that the pilot can safely maneuver the aircraft with respect

to the wind to allow for drift of the paUetized cargo. This is not only to

ensure that it lands in the right place but also in the right hands. Good guys

on the ground fire flares to enable the pilot and crew to analyze wind speed

and direction as well as to signal "pallet away" when the plane is directly

over the drop zone. Coupled with assigning and assessing these aircraft
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maneuvering tasks, the instructors continuously simulated in-flight emer-

gencies, thus compounding the work load of the crew and honing their

skills. It was truly a team effort in the air and on the ground.

With Medina on the ground as commander of the bad guys, aircraft

"losses" were high. He was even known to occasionally fire live tracer bul-

lets at night to add realism. The training was intense, and, considering the

importance of the mission assigned to aerial delivery, it was going to take a

lot longer than had been estimated.

Terry often had to shake off his misgivings concerning this backwoods
training program. In the regular Army, it would have taken two years to

train even the most competent soldiers for these combat aviation tasks. The
instructors at Nella had been allotted four months but were insisting on
more time. This fact was not music to John Cathey's ears, but he had no
choice other than to go along with the instructors' demands.

The proposed graduation date was extended to November 1984, if even

then. Already, the new Boland prohibition was in effect, having passed both

houses of Congress on October 1 1 . This one really had some tooth in it.

Terry thought of consulting his attorney, Mark Stodola, in Little Rock, for a

legal opinion to see if he was violating any laws, but he shrugged it off,

thinking that would be a violation of security. And anyway, he knew he

was working for credentialed CIA agents like John Cathey and Akihide

Sawahata. Surely, he thought, if there was any legal exposure as a result of

the wording in Boland, the Agency would be able to deal with it back in

Washington. His worries were insignificant compared to the plight of his

Contra trainees.

Terry often despaired for them. But he believed they would someday
prevail. They were, he believed, like his prior Vietnamese enemies. Though
lacking organization, discipline and fighting skills, they compensated with

Ho Chi Minh-style dedication and perseverance. He hoped that, if things

were reversed and he had to liberate his country, there would be someone
to do this sort of training for him.

Night flying was Terry's specialty, and, in order to give the students a

real-time training environment, additional nighttime flight requirements

were added to the curriculum. The entire month of October became a blur

of images enhanced by night-vision systems, with four eight-hour night ses-

sions a week and full weekends, when weather permitted.

Although self-imposed, the instructors began to feel the pressure of the

oncoming winter. They established December 1 as the mandatory gradua-

tion date, since they knew that the severity of winter weather would play

a major factor in the flying schedule. Ice storms were severe and common
in Arkansas during the winter, and the foliage would be gone, further

increasing the threat of detection.

The first day of November 1984 was an unlucky one for Akihide Sawahata.

Regardless of its power, even the CIA cannot plan for the X-factor. In the

case of Operations Jade Bridge and Centaur Rose, that was Mark McAfee.
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McAfee had become a parasite in search of a host to maintain his own
existence. He had pried his way into Sawahata's life and now wanted to

suck Aki into his own dying organism or, in this case, his business, which
by now was deep into Chapter 11 bankruptcy. While wallowing in his

decaying financial dilemma, McAfee had, by chance, bought a copy of the

Wall Street Journal. He had read an article in which an American business-

man had been paid a handsome reward by U.S. Customs for preventing the

illegal transfer of sensitive technology to a foreign country.

Armed with this information and enough diet pills to open a clinic, he

had concocted a plan to create a crime and then solve it. And like the man
he had read about in the Journal he would get a handsome reward and live

happily ever after. Or so he thought.

Knowing that Sawahata was in the export business, McAfee leveled his

sights on setting up OSI, Sawahata's CIA front firm. After researching to

find an item on the prohibited export list, he had selected a product man-
ufactured by Hewlett-Packard known as an integrated circuit cell tester. All

he had to do next was to lure Aki into a scheme to export such an item

through OSI and he could report the crime . . . and collect his reward.

Unknown to Terry, this plan had been in the works for several weeks
and, through McAfee's insistence, Aki had visited Arkansas Machine Tool's

facilities, where McAfee propositioned him to export the tester to Japan.

Sawahata, not realizing what the item even was, and simply to humor
McAfee, had left with a brochure about the tester that McAfee had provided

him. That day. Special FBI Agent Mark A. Jessie received a phone call from
McAfee asking him to investigate OSI and Sawahata.

Linda Crow, McAfee's secretary and mistress, had accidentally inter-

cepted a return call from Jessie, which she noted on her daily planner.

Sawahata, Terry and the rest of the local CIA group in Arkansas in

Operations Centaur Rose and Jade Bridge were unaware of McAfee's

machinations. But an investigation of Sawahata would pose problems not

only for the Agency's clandestine operations but for everyone involved

as well.

This problem could compromise the entire operation!
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1111 West Capitol Avenue, Little Rock, Arkansas, furnished credit
information and toll records for Arkansas telephone numbers (501) 394-950>

(501) 394-9910, (501) 394-9914, and (501) 394-9927, which include the

period from January 1, 1982, through March 24, 1984.

Little Rock. Arkansas f*,. . LR 12D-283 -I Os

,>w lA LINDA E. DALEY /jhk o„. .>.,.,.. 1/31/86

Tnn document ccnttini ntitncr rceammtndjdont nor concluiioni o« tn« FBI. It It int oropcrly of tht FBI «na it lo<n*a to youi i»«ncy;

I <na itt conttnit aft not to o* dittrioultd oultidt your agency.

On 01/25/83, Navajo N-62856, was fueled at Mena, Arkansas.

On 02/01/83, H i L EXPLORATION purchased 300 gallons of 100 LL jet fuel at

Poteau under the name of SUPREME HELICOPTER (N2656E)

On 02/18/83, H & L EXPLORATION truck purchased 563 gallons of 100 LL jet x'^uel

under the name of SUPREME HELICOPTER (N2656E). H 4 L fuel truck was purchased

on 10/29/82 by Barry SEAL. The truck was never registered in Louisiana. On

04/20/83, the title from c::alifornia was surrendered in Arkansas and the vehicle

was registered in the name of H 4 L EXPLORATION. Ihe Certificate of Titir was

signed by Bill and Barbara ADAMS. Handwriting examples of Bill ADAMS' sitnature

and samples of Joe EVANS' handwriting are one and the same handwriting. 7ne

document was signed in Mena, Arkansas. The 1983 Mena Telephone Book has H & L

EXPLORATION listed at the Mena Airport, telephone number 501-39'J-5375. The

telephone nunber was installed in the old RICH MOUNTAIN hangar. Arkansas State

Police (ASP) Investigators have photos of the fuel truck at RICH MOUNTAIN

AVIATION and the vehicle has been observed at Joe EVANS' house in Mena.

In March or April I983, Terry CAPEHART noted that aircrafts N-80i492, N-004tti;,

and N-7'409L has been observed at Joe EVANS' hangar in Mena.

Portions of an FBI request for phone records and select surveillance reports show
their interest in communications in the Mena area during the era of Jade Bridge and

Centaur Rose. Note the FBI's interest in the quantity of aviation fuel being used by

Seal's operation.
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3/9/34

n\ LITTLE ROCK (12D-283) (245D-7)

TO DIRECTOR ROUTINE

NEV/ ORLEAJJS (2U5D-7) ROUTINE

MIAMI ROUTINT

ATTEIITIOi; SUPVR. JIM MC IJALLY

FRED L. HAMPTON, DBA RICH MOUNTAIN AVIATION: ET AL

;

NARCOTICS; 00: LITTLE ROCK (LR 12D-283).

COINROLL; 00: NEW ORLEANS (NO 2U5D-7) (LR 2U5D-7).

F3IHQ AND MIAI-II DIVISION HAVE ADVISED LITTLE ROC:< THAT

DEA DOES, i:: FACT, HAVE AN INTEREST IN THE C-12 3 AIRCR.-.FT

PRESENTLY AT THE MINA, ARKAiNSAS, HANGAR FACILITIES OF iiAMPTON.

DEA HAS SEVERAL THOUSAND DOLLARS IN ELECTRONIC EQUIPME.'n" ABOARD

THE C-12 3.

SUPVR. RON KELLY, LITTLE ROCK, HAS PERSO^JALLY ADVISED

SHERIFF A. L. rlADAWAY OF THE DEA INTEREST IN THE AIRCRAFT,

AND ]^ HAS AGREED ."iOT TO SEIZE THE AIRCRAFT.

MIAMI SUPVR. TIM MC iJALLY IS REQUESTED TO ADVISE DEA,

1 - 12D-283
1 - 2U5D-7 v/
Rl.'K/bng ,,-./. / Y
(2) ^ \

FBI message showing the DEA's equity in Barry Seal's C-123K, The Fat Lady, which
later crashed in Nicaragua.
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r^ U.S. DepartinentV. Justice

Drug Enror.cement Administration

Miami Firlt't Division

841)0 S. W. .IJnl Siren

Miami. Floritia JJI66

(305)591-4962

December 13, 1984

Rich Mountain Aviation, Inc.

Rt. 1, Box 294M
Mena, Arkansas 71953

To Whom It May Concern:

This Is to confirm that a Convalr C131A, #N5575A, is being readied for use by
the U.S. Department Of Justice in connection with an official invest igation.
The Miami Field Division of the Drug Enforcement Administration is aviare that
certain modifications are being made to this aircraft. Additionally, during the

past year a Lockheed Learstar, 4IN513V and a C123K, <fN4410r, both of which were
stored and maintained at Rich Mountain Aviation, were also utilized by this
office for Investigative purposes. If there are any questions, contact Group
Supervisor Joura or Special Agent Jake Jacobsen at (305)591-4962.

Sincerely,

fjobert J. Joura
Group Supervisor
Enforcement Group 7

Letter from Robert Joura, one of Barry Seal's DEA handlers, acknowledging that the

U.S. government had authorized "illegal" modifications to be performed on various

aircraft, including Barry's C-123K, The Fat Lady.
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CHAPTER 10

Christmas Past

Tern- Reed just wanted to be a daddy for an entire day, but the

phone call on Saturday morning, November 3, 1984, changed
all that. It was one of those points in time when a life's course

is totally, and invisibly, changed forever.

Before the caU, his agenda for the day had been to put aside

his onerous work load. What with the training at Nella and his

machine-tool business burgeoning, he realized he was totally neglecting his

son, Duncan, who had just celebrated his second binhday the previous

month.
Terry saw his life accelerate to fast-forward, and some precious time he

and Duncan needed to share was slipping away. He could already imagine

the little boy graduating from the Air Force Academy. So, for today at least,

communism and Nicaragua be damned!
After feeding his son breakfast at home on Bowman Road in Little

Rock, Terry's mind returned to his conversation with Barr^' Seal in July. As
they stood on the rise overlooking the Nella strip, Terry had discussed with

Seal his hope that flight training at Nella would be only a temporary thing.

He hoped that Seal was still scouting around among the spooks for some-
thing better suited to Terr\^'s talents— and ambitions.

In good-ole-boy jargon. Seal had said he would "keep his ear to the

ground" for the right opportunity. In late July, Seal returned from a trip out-

side the countr\' and relayed to Terr\' something he had heard from "a reli-

able source."

He said a program was being put together through a cut-out in Florida,

but it was only then in what he called "the incubation stage." Seal claimed he

was not personally involved with the program, but he knew that recruitment

for it was undenvay and that candidates were being seleaed through news-
papers ads in the West and Southwest. That area of the United States, Seal said,

had become a sanauary for Agenq^ contraa pilots and soldier-of- fonune avi-

ators who preferred states that were more tolerant of sur\ivalist attitudes.

The prospect of working on the program piqued Terr^-'s interest, and
he became fascinated with the idea of the CIA using classified ads for

recruitment. Right out of the movies, he thought. Who would believe that
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this was really one of the ways the Agency "reached out to touch someone."

Together he and Seal sat down and wrote out a classified ad with all the

right ingredients.

"You need to write up something that outlines what you would like to

do and what you consider your strengths, but make it sound just like an ad

out of Soldier of Fortune magazine," Seal had told him. "I've been told this

project is out of the country, so be sure to stipulate that you're willing to

relocate worldwide."

"And after the ad, then what?" Reed queried.

"The way this works is, if they want to talk to you, they'll get in touch.

You may think this sounds hocus-pocus, but you just don't walk into Lan-

gley and apply for real spook work."

Terry concluded this must be how the good-ole-boy network was
forced to communicate ... for security reasons. Without his knowing the

recipient of the ad, it would be impossible for him to compromise the start-

up program.

"Pretty slick," he thought.

On July 29, 1984, an ad appeared in the classified section of the Denver

Post stressing that T. Kent Reed of Little Rock was seeking a position with

an "aggressive company that is wishing to develop rapidly." It outlined his

qualifications, which included being a commercial pilot with a jet rating and
someone who was a "team player, but also a free-thinker seeking a chal-

lenging position . . . willing to relocate worldwide."

By now— November— Terry had nearly forgotten about the ad. Flight

training and his other activities had totally consumed his attention. He had
even confided to Seal his feeling that nothing would ever come of it, and
that it had probably been a waste of effort and money.

The phone was on its fifth ring as Terry finished wiping the oatmeal

from Duncan's face. The remnants of the two-year-old's feeding were still

splattered on the kitchen floor. Being a father for the first time at age 34
was a lot rougher in some ways than operating in a cloak-and-dagger

environment.

"Is this the T. Kent Reed who ran an ad in the Denver Post back in

July?" the caller asked. It caught him off guard, but there was a faint recog-

nition of the man behind the voice. After acknowledging the ad, Terry

replied, "Yeah, but who's this?"

"This is the voice of Christmas Past. Would you like to talk about the

future? I'm now passing through your area conducting job interviews. Do
you know a quiet place we can talk?" Terry was especially curious about

the word future. The thought of having no future had consumed him since

the day his life was nearly snuffed out by the ultra-light accident. He quickly

agreed to meet the caller, deciding not to question him over the phone
about the comment of Christmas past. After all, he figured, this was, hope-
fully, an Agency interview, and everything he said or did was probably part

of the preemployment test.

Suddenly, with the receiver still in his hand. Reed's thoughts turned
to the more mundane Who was going to take care of Duncan? His wife,
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now more than two months pregnant with their second child, was busy

with her real estate business. Fortunately, it took only a few minutes to find

a baby-sitter.

An hour and a half later, Terry turned into the parking lot on the west

side of the City Terminal at the North Little Rock Airport where the "voice

of Christmas past" he hoped would arrive. The mysterious caller said he

could be in Little Rock in two hours.

What caught Terry's eye as he got out of his car was a brand new Maule
airplane. Still in lime-green zinc oxide primer with a temporarily applied,

taped-on tail number, it was parked near the terminal. Thinking he had a

half hour to kill, Terry decided to have a closer look at the Maule, an air-

craft he had never had an opportunity to inspect up close. He had seen one

of these powerful, single-engine STOL aircraft impressively perform short-

field takeoffs and landings in a recent air show in Kansas.

As Terry walked past a pay phone on his way to the ramp where the

Maule was parked, the man on the phone lowered the receiver and said,

"Hey, Terry Reed? I'm Bill Cooper. You here for a job interview? You put on
a little weight since Thailand."

Terry noticed something familiar in the man's eyes. It had been more
than fourteen years since he had looked into them, but the voice was def-

initely familiar. Gradually, he scanned his data bank of mental images and

recalled seeing this man wearing a baseball cap and military- style head-

phones. He was the pilot who had delivered the students to Mena in the C-

130 back in July.

As Terry reacquainted himself with Cooper, he noticed in the Maule
another pilot, who from photographs he is now sure was William (Buzz)

Sawyer from Magnolia, Arkansas. Both men went down in flames in

Nicaragua nearly two years later aboard a C-123 carrying guns and gringos,

an international incident that revealed what the U.S. government had been
denying— that it was supplying the Contras.

"I didn't recognize you that day back in Mena," Cooper said. "If I had,

maybe we coulda' had a beer. You used to be a little skinny fucker over there

during the war."

"Yeah, and you used to have hair," Terry jibed.

It was a typical vets' reunion. They had not really known each other

well during those days back in Nakhon Phanom at Task Force Alpha. Their

liaison then was secret, and illegal, since the Air Force was not allowed to

"interface" officially with the CIA, which is not part of the Defense Depart-

ment. Terry's unit during the war was in faa giving high-grade intelligence

to Air America's "customer," the CIA. Air America was the cut-out.

Cooper then had been flying DC-3s, or "gooney birds," and C-I23s,

shuttling classified material to Vientiane, Laos, for Air America. Vientiane

was the site of CIA headquarters for the illegal air war being conducted in

Cambodia and Laos.

Both were younger men in those days. Now in his late 50s, Cooper's

upper lip sported more hair growth than the top of his head. He was balding.
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the sides were turning gray, and he had a thick waistline that was probably

expanding. But he still had that twinkle in his eye. The look of a weathered

Chuck Yeager. A man who had lived on the wild side in his younger days

and who wasn't afraid to still taste excitement when he found it.

As they chatted, the pay phone rang. Cooper answered it and had a

short, heated discussion about an aircraft engine. He angrily said goodbye

and hung up. He clearly was upset with the person on the other end. He
had a major problem to deal with, and he expressed the hope that Reed
could help him with it.

"I'm with the guy in the Maule," he said, nodding toward the man sit-

ting in the plane. "I've got another plane parked around the corner on the

transit ramp that's got engine trouble. I was lucky to even make it here. And
that fucking Joe Evans, back there in Mena . . . well . . . well, the FAA
oughta' pull his license if he signs off work like that as being airworthy."

Terry was quickly learning that there was some type of connection

between Cooper and Seal's mechanic Joe Evans and an airplane mainte-

nance problem.

Both Terry and Cooper began walking toward the transit ramp. A late-

model, single-engine Piper Arrow, N30489, was sitting and dripping oil on
the tarmac. Cooper said that he picked up this plane at Mena earlier that

day, and that he and the other pilot had planned on flying both planes to

Florida. The pilot in the Maule was from Arkansas, he said, but did not iden-

tify him other than saying he had also been in Southeast Asia.

"Shit, I bet we dropped a valve in that fuckin' Lycoming the way she's

blowin' oil," Cooper said, shaking his head and referring to the manufac-
turer of the aircraft's engine. "I know it's only hittin' on three, based upon
how rough she's runnin'. I can't work on it today. We're in a hurry to get

this Maule and its cargo on down to Central America. I couldn't locate

Evans by phone back in Mena, so I need you to help me find a place to store

this bird until J can come back and fix it properly."

"So," Terry said, quizzing Cooper, "You been over to Mena and met
everyone, even Seal's hillbilly mechanic?"

"Yeah, I'm afraid so," Cooper acknowledged. "Evans told me you were
flyin' a company plane. I was thinkin' maybe you could hangar this thing

for me."

"Didn't they tell you? I don't have a hangar yet. I got my Company
plane tied down up in Searcy, about 30 miles north of here. There's no
hangar space here at all. Bill," Terry informed him.

"We can't leave it tied down in the open, and loaded," Cooper said. "I

don't know how I would explain 500 pounds of Charlie cuatro. The local cops

might not understand."

Terry, of course, knew what Charlie cuatro was— GI code talk from
Southeast Asia for C-4 plastic explosives.

"Goddamn, Bill. You got 500 pounds of C-4 in this Arrow?"
"Yeah, and 500 pounds more over there in the Maule. I can't haul it all

outta here today," Cooper said. "I gotta get my butt down to Florida by
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tonight. I gotta attend an important meetin' there. So I guess you'll just

have to store it for me 'til I can get back up here."

Is this a job interview. Reed w^ondered, or some kind of test?

How many criminal statutes apply to knowingly storing C-4 explo-

sives? This had to be a triple-finger no-no, Terry thought. Just being in pos-

session of it was probably against the law. It's like having a body in the trunk

of your car! How do you explain that to the police? But what choice did he

have? This was an Agency emergency, and maybe there were Browmie
points involved. Or maybe this was another test of faithfulness and com-
mitment. Seal had often complained that working wdth spooks involved

continual tests of loyalty. There are no work rules as such for assets other

than productivity. "Dying the water," as Sawahata had discussed, was just

one of many way of doing this.

"Bill, like I said, there's no hangar space available here. I'm on a wait-

ing list right now. Best I could do is try to arrange for a tie-down spot and

stash the C-4 and safeguard it somewhere," Terry offered.

"Well, if you'd do that, I'd be grateful. I can't stay and help you, though.

The Charlie cuatro will need someplace secure," Cooper replied. "We gotta

get the Maule and its contents down to where the action is. Here's $300.

That oughta cover temporary storage for the Arrow, and I'll try to get back

next month. I really appreciate this."

Both men manually towed the Arrow to a temporary tie-down slot

rented under Terry's name. Looking in the plane's side window and seeing

a U-Haul blanket covering the explosives, Terr^^ couldn't help but wonder
how large a crater 500 pounds of C-4 would make, but he knew that Char-

lie cuatro was extremely stable.

Afterwards, since it was too chilly and windy to remain outside, they

took shelter in the terminal for the interview. The pilot in the Maule stayed

in his plane, obviously guarding his cargo.

"Were your ears burnin' last night?" Cooper asked, "Cause I was
learnin' all about ya. I spent the night in Mena, they even took me up to

the camp. That's quite a little operation you guys got goin' over there. They
speak real highly of ya. Ain't Barry Seal somethin'? And what about this

Medina character? I wouldn't turn my back on him for a New York minute.

But do you think you'll ever convert those beaners to real pilots? Shit, this

reminds me of fuckin' Nixon's Vietnamization program." He laughed at the

analogy.

Terry was anxious to find out about the method of communication
used by the good-ole-boy network.

"I'm curious about the ad. Is that how you found me?"
"Yeah, believe it or not, that's how they ran across ya. It makes the clas-

sifieds take on a whole new meanin', don't it?" Cooper joked. "But I didn't

realize that the guy in the ad was the same guy instructin' over at Nella until

last night."

Cooper went on to say that he had been recently recruited the same
way, after placing a similar ad. Cooper said he was living in Reno, Nevada.
Terry concluded that this was part of the "West- Southwest" conneaion Seal
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had told him about. Seal, unknown to Reed, was spending a lot of time in

that area, preparing to testify for the government in several major cases.

Cooper wanted to know what Seal had passed on to Reed about the

new operation. Terry told him about what Seal had said, that a whole new
program was being created to operate outside the United States. Seal was
sure it was an Agency-let contract of some sort, and that flying was
involved. If this was the case. Reed wanted to know if he could somehow
fit into what was being considered.

Cooper outlined to him the possibility of this cut-out growing into a

major offshore operation that would need not only "fearless flyers" but

maybe even some savvy businessmen who understood international mar-

keting, something he heard Terry was now involved in. He said that the new
crew of Agency oversight operatives were, for the most part, college-edu-

cated, "business types" that had law degrees and spent most of their time

"flying desks instead of airplanes."

"These aren't my kind of people," Cooper admitted. "But times are

changin', and so is the way the Agency manages these projects."

"Right now, I don't think anybody really knows what the fuck they're

doin'," Cooper added. "All I been told is to scout around for C- 123 crews for

aerial delivery operations because of all this Boland shit. It appears to me
we're startin' up a small Air America-style operation in order to get the

Agency further removed, but I think it's hooked to a much larger cut-out

somehow. All I know right now is the 'customer' wants lotsa munitions

moved.
"Sounds to me like you've acquired a bunch of new talents since you

told Uncle Sam to kiss off. You weren't a pilot then. So, for right now, why
don't you send me sort of like a resume, and I'll pass it around to see how
you could fit in. I'll give you priority handlin'."

"How would I contact you? Surely not through the classifieds again,"

Terry joked.

"For right now, send me your resume to the address on this card." It

read: Southern Air Transport, 6400 N.W. 36th, Miami, Florida, 33166. "I get

mail there. Now there's no big hurry on this. They won't be able to do any-

thing until after the first of the year."

Southern Air Transport (SAT) was an airline Terry had heard about

while attending a flight-instructor refresher clinic in Denver. He had sat

next to a pilot named Doug Perkins, who said he had flown for Air Amer-
ica in Thailand, had worked for SAT, and was then working for Southern

Cross, a worldwide aircraft delivery service. After Reed told the man he had
been in Air Force Intelligence, the pilot referred to SAT and Southern Cross

as "spook outfits," proprietaries of the CIA. It was becoming clear to Terry

that SAT somehow had a role in the formation of the cut-out to which
Cooper had referred.

At this time—November 1984—with the stringent Boland Amendment
in effect, CIA Director William Casey was sorting his options. Also taking

form was clearly what Oliver North later referred to as Casey's dream of an
"off-the-self, totally self-sustaining, stand-alone entity that could perform
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certain activities on behalf of the United States." This idea actually took

form later in what became known as Operation Screw Worm, something

that was to have a profound effect on Terry's life.

The STOL Maule used less than 500 feet of runway as it departed to the

southeast with its two spook occupants and its lethal cargo. Terry realized

that Duncan would have to wait for his father's attention and that his wife

would have to dine alone once again.

That night he returned to the airport, driving his brand-new Chevy
van, and downloaded the lethal contents of the disabled Arrow. After

having given more thought about the size of the crater that could be caused

by an accidental explosion, he knew he couldn't take the C-4 home.
Instead, he had selected a location that was remote, hidden, safe and,

importantly, easily accessible to him: directly behind Mark McAfee's ware-

house on the Maumelle Highway.

He carefully avoided potholes on the way. Under the cover of darkness,

Terry dug a large hole in the side of an earthen embankment that would
direct any explosive force away from the building and toward the nearby

Arkansas River. He felt like a grave robber. And what would he say if a cop

suddenly shone a light on him?
Returning home, tired and covered with dirt, Terry invoked his "spook

agreement" with his wife. Each month, he had the right of refusal in

answering any three questions ... if they were based on "national security"

and if Janis didn't have a "need to know." Not the least of the questions that

night was, "Where have you been all day, why didn't you baby-sit Duncan,
and why didn't we go to dinner?"

He had used up the entire month's allocation and it was only Novem-
ber 3.

On November 7, four days after Cooper left, there was another phone
call, this time from a very familiar voice, but one he had not heard since

moving to Arkansas.

"Your phone is not secure, so just listen," John Cathey said. "I'm get-

ting glowing reports on you through our guy there—you know, the one
who talks funny—he says you're doin' a great job.

"Our fat friend says they couldn't do it without you. But we really need
some product out of there ASAP. So I'd like you to devote all of your energy
to that end and not get distracted about our other developments going on
in Florida."

Terry assumed that the reference to Florida meant Southern Air Trans-

port and Bill Cooper.

"Does this have anything to do with the guy that was here last Satur-

day ... the guy I used to work with in Thailand?" Terry asked.

"Yeah, that's who I'm talking about. He may, in fact, offer you a posi-

tion. And if you want to get factored in on the new program down there.
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maybe I can pull some strings on this end and get you in. But for right now,

I need your help there."

To Terry, this meant he was getting an "excellent to outstanding" pro-

ficiency report from a CIA man at one of the highest levels. From the man
who had told him back in Oklahoma that he reported directly to the

National Security Council and a man who would later become famous and
infamous using his true name—Lieutenant Colonel Oliver North.

"Do you have a way to get in touch with the guy from Florida?" Terry

asked. "'Cause if you do, I've got something in storage for him I'd like him
to pick up ASAP. But tell him it's in safe keeping for now and not to worry."

"Yeah, he told me about that. I'll pass your message along. Keep up the

good work; we need more like you. Let's all dance on Ortega's grave."

It was significant that North, by indirection, had put Terry in orbit with

Cooper, Sawahata, Seal and SAT all in one conversation. By now, Oliver

North had been put in charge of keeping the Contras together "in body and

soul" as Ronald Reagan had wanted. He was to be the cut-out between the

White House and the CIA now that the Boland Amendment had passed.^

He was the one designated to keep the administration's obsession with

aiding the Contras from bumping head-on into the Boland legalisms. "The

U.S. contact with the Nicaraguan Resistance was me, and I turned to

'others' to help carry out this activity," he later testified. The "others" men-
tioned were a reference to those doing the hands-on, behind-the-scenes

work like Reed and men like him.

Over the next two months, the explosives were constantly on Terry's

mind. Evans seemed unconcerned about the disabled Piper Arrow tied

down in the open at North Little Rock, only complaining, "I got too much
fuckin' work to do. Cooper blew up the engine, he can fix it. I got a fuckin'

Beech 18 to put a door in. The Chink tells me that's my No. 1 priority. I only

got one boss. If Cooper doesn't show up soon, I'll send Mike over to take a

look at it, when he gets back from Ohio."

Mike was a black mechanic who worked for Seal periodically at Mena,
who seemed knowledgeable about both the mechanical and electronic

aspects of aviation. Mike was unlike Homer (Red) Hall, Seal's main avion-

ics man, who did not appear to have any mechanical background or expe-

rience. Evans identified Mike to one of the authors as a CIA avionics expert

who felt uncomfortable being in Mena, since there were virtually no other

blacks in the area.

But Mike wasn't in Arkansas at the time in order to assist Evans, so

Terry had to put his worry about the plane and the C-4 out of his mind and
get on with the business of flight training.

By now, the first group of students was nearing graduation, and it was
important for Evans to get the Beech 18 modified and operational so that

the students could get their "round-motor" time before graduation.

The Contra pilot class of '84 was shaking out to be ten pilots and four

ground controllers. They were also shaking from the weather. It was a typ-

ical late fall in Arkansas, wet and bone-chilling cold. The high humidity
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always made it feel thirty degrees colder than it actually was. Someone
reared in the tropics did not handle that well.

Aki Sawahata had relayed the decision to shut down the school for the

winter months once the present students were graduated and the pressure

for "product" was satisfied.

"We will mothball camp until March if we can get just four or five crews

graduated and shipped on down there," Sawahata said. This would be a

welcome relief for the instructors, because winter weather was now impact-

ing the flying schedule.

Seal was showing up more often in Little Rock, in a much better frame

of mind and seemingly much more relaxed than before. The lunches at SOB's

with Terry were resumed, sometimes including Sawahata, who normally

preferred his favorite Chinese restaurant one block from the State Capitol.

Seal was probably more relaxed due to his newly negotiated legal

status. By this time. Seal had worked out a plea bargain with the govern-

ment on his Baton Rouge indictment for conspiracy to possess cocaine with

intent to distribute and causing a financial institution not to file Currency

Transaction Reports (CTRs). On November 19, 1984, Seal agreed to plead

guilty to one reduced count on each charge. But the bottom line for Barry

was the happy news that he would not be sentenced to any time in prison.

Even without the CIAs direct intervention in his behalf. Seal had again

manipulated the Feds, proving once again how he could "handle his han-

dlers." Sawahata, whose hands were obviously tied, since helping Seal in

Baton Rouge could have exposed Seal's role in the black operations in

Arkansas, made no mention of any of this to Reed. Outwardly, Seal seemed
to believe that his problems were behind him, but they were really only

beginning.

This, of course, was not part of the agenda discussed while Seal, Sawa-

hata and Terry were having lunch in Little Rock just prior to the graduation

set for early December.

"If Joe Evans doesn't get that Beech 18 modified in time, Aki, I'll give

'em all a ride in The Fat Lady/' Seal offered, in an extremely jovial mood. 'That

ought to get their rocks off for 'em. We can have 'em kick a pallet of cash outa

the cargo door and see if they can hit the fuckin' lawn at the State Capitol."

Seal started laughing, but Sawahata saw no humor in this comment
and appeared nervous. Money had only been discussed once in Reed's pres-

ence, and that was during "the test," when Seal had revealed in August that

he was flying into Arkansas with money he said was made from weapons
sales. Terry had passed this discussion along to Sawahata, who appeared to

know about the money all along. He knew that Seal was depositing heavy
dollars at Lasater's firm, and from this statement about the capital. Reed had
deduced that the state government was somehow intertwined with Cen-
taur Rose. He knew better than to ask questions, but by piecing together

Seal's comments, especially those about the "donations" of weapons parts

by the Arkansas National Guard, he was beginning to get the big picture.

The state must be in on it.
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This all made sense. How long could an operation like this go on unde-

tected by those at the top? Maybe he wouldn't get into any legal trouble if

the C-4 were discovered. The thought of the state, and most certainly the

Arkansas State Police, being involved in the Agency's operations gave him
comfort.

"Will six graduates be enough, Aki?" Terry asked. "Because, realisti-

cally, we need to wash out six guys."

Aki seemed confused with the number. It seemed too small from what
he could remember. How had twenty students turned into six graduates?.

It was napkin time.

On the napkin. Reed wrote:

20 = original trainees

- 4 = Maule designees

- 4 = ground controllers

- 6 = washout

14 students ... 20 - 14 = 6

"So what are names of six you want to wash out?"

Terry listed the six names who he felt were unsafe and incapable of

upgrade training in Central America.

Sawahata took out his pen and circled four of the six and said, "Okay,

you wash out other two, but these four guys must be graduated; they are

part of 'special team' Mr. Medina is in charge of." These were the "pets" who
were getting special attention and "tutoring" from Medina and Diego. There

also had been unexplained absences for these four, and the excuse had
always been "they're ill." The instructors knew this was a ruse, but assumed
they "didn't have a need to know" and were being misled.

"Are you asking me or telling me to graduate these four guys, Aki?"

Terry asked. "Because, in my professional opinion as a flight instructor,

they're dangerous and will probably get someone killed
"

"That's the whole idea, Terry," Seal broke in, "to get someone killed!

Tell him, Aki. He does have a need to know. Aviation is serious business,

and I sympathize with him not wanting these four guys running around the

skies of Central America bein' incompetent in an airplane. If you don't tell

him, I'm goin' to."

Sawahata did not like what Seal was doing and saying. Sawahata was
obviously holding back on something very touchy. Without saying a word,

he opened his briefcase and pushed across the table a booklet entitled Assas-

sination Manual The existence of this manual, which had been written

specifically for the Contras in 1983, had ignited a firestorm in Congress

when it had been made public earlier in September.

"Terry-san, you were in a war," the CIA man said. Many lives can be

saved if right people die. It is very important for Agency to 'place' some
pilots in a position to be able to shorten conflict. These four guys have been
selected for very special mission to eliminate key Sandinista leaders. It is
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important they graduate with proper credentials so that they may penetrate

Nicaraguan aviation community and get near their targets."

Terry was speechless. He really didn't want to know any more than he

had just been told. He would find out later about Medina's background as an

assassin and a saboteur of civilian aircraft. The Agency-, in selecting Medina,

had clearly tapped a man with the right credentials to train paid killers.

Terry stared at Seal. Nobody said a word. Finally, to break the silence,

Terry spoke. "I understand. Thanks for telling me. They'll be signed off. Tell

Washington there will be ten graduating pilots, four ground controllers,

four transfers and two washouts. That'll be the graduating class of 1984."

When lunch was over. Seal got Terry aside and told him to hold the

evening open for dinner. He was going to Lasater's to make another

"deposit," but Barry had "some important shit 1 gotta talk to you about."

That night, at SOB's, Terry was waiting for both Seal and Janis. They
both arrived late just as the band was warming up. It was 7 p.m. and at that

hour the bar always turned into bedlam.

After Barry arrived and they realized it was so late it was unlikely that

Janis would show. Seal tipped the waiter for their favorite table in the

corner. The conversation centered, of course, on aviation.

"So what are you flyin' right now? I've sorta lost track. Are you in a

Cessna?" Seal asked.

"Yeah, I just swdtched out. I turned in N36998, a 404, and Evans gave

me a newer Titan, N5425G. It's a nicer plane. While we're on the subjea, do

I keep the Company airplane this winter while the school is in mothballs?"

"Sure. All of this is on Uncle. Rule No. 1. Soak him for all you can get.

But I do want you to trade out around the first of the year to a Seneca. I've

got a special project of my own goin' on, and you'll need to be in a Seneca

for security purposes."

"What's the special projea?"

"Right now, Emile and I are piggybacking the cash I told you about as

it comes in from down south," Seal told him. "We're using two Senecas that

are identical to each other, and I figure a third one would really confuse any
overly curious air traffic controller if the going gets tough."

The Seneca given Terry by Evans right after New Year's 1985 was a 1981 Piper

Seneca believed to have been stolen only a few days before in Tampa, Florida. The

Cessna Titan that Reed traded out in order to get the Seneca, it was later learned, had
been stolen from Addison Field near Dallas in November 1984, only weeks before

Evans gave it to Reed.

"Sure, that's fine. Do I talk to you or Emile about detailed instruaions?"

Terry asked.

"Talk to Emile, and he'll give you the Seneca right around the first of

the year.

"

"What's significant about the first of the year?"

"The tithing is gonna really go on the increase, come January 1."

"Tithing?"
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"Yeah, the dime that the state's workin' on for lettin' the Agency's oper-

ation go on here," Seal answered. "You didn't think somethin' this big could

be goin' on without havin' to pay for it. Shit, you were in Southeast Asia.

Didn't you tell me we had to pay some fuckin' prince in Laos every time the

Air Force dropped a bomb there? You see, it's all the same, just one fuckin'

banana republic after another."

The "dime" Seal referred to was the 10 percent being charged the CIA

by senior Arkansas state officials for allowing the Agency to operate in

Arkansas. The word tithing Terry had learned back in his Sunday school days

in the Nazarene Church. The term meant 10 percent of your money would
be given to the church and, in return, as the Bible proclaimed, you would
get it back ten-fold. And this was undoubtedly true for the CIA.

Arkansas was providing cover for the Agency's illegal airplane modifi-

cations. Contra training operations, arms shipments and, from what Seal

revealed, ways to invest the black money that was being made from its gun-

running to Central America. So that's why the singer Glen Campbell called

Arkansas the "land of opportunity."

Graduation day was Sunday, December 16, 1984. Miraculously, no one had
been killed during the training program. But four months had stretched into

five and a half. Everyone was happy that it was finally over and that every-

one was graduating. Only the fourteen grads were present at the ceremony
in Rich Mountain's hanger, where it had all started on that hot day back

in July.

Medina said, without elaboration, that he had "eliminated" the two
washouts, once the instructors advised him that they weren't cut out for

combat aviation.

Evans had, in fact, modified the Beech 18 that gave the students three

weeks of "round-motor exposure." And Seal had taken them all for a ride in

The Fat Lady. With Christmas approaching, visions oi fiesta and a break from
the ordeal of training danced in their heads. Sawahata, without explanation,

did not show up for the ceremony. Only the instructors, Medina and Diego

attended, and Reed gave each of the graduates "gold medals" and authentic

pilots' log books showing their training. The only omission in the log book
entries was the classified location in which the training had taken place.

All expressed the hope that when Operation Jade Bridge could finally

be acknowledged publicly the students would be allowed to count this

training toward obtaining American pilot certificates. Right now they had
no real gringo licenses, only their "capability" and their log books.

Left unspoken was the instructors' instinctiv knowledge that the young
Latinos were not ready for what was facing them. They needed at least six

months more training. The faculty agreed that if the students received the

proper upgrade training for the C-123 aircraft and had ideal conditions, they

could probably perform. That meant, however, having the entire flight crew
alive and functioning in a plane that had all its systems fully operational.
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But these are optimum conditions that rarely exist in combat. And Terry

knew that. He felt that he and the others were simply filling a square for the

CIA. If a supply plane went down and someone was going to die, as Barry

had put it, "it'd better be beaners at the controls."

Yet the motley crew that arrived in jeans and Rayban sunglasses had
now turned into men with military bearing. They were no longer a mock-
ery to the Raybans they were wearing. To them, this graduation was as

important as it was to a cadet or midshipman leaving a service academy.

There were even some tears. Reed could only think about how he felt when
leaving for Southeast Asia.

War is a hand-me-down deal, he thought. His father had handed him
off to the government, and he had returned safely, bearing only psycholog-

ical scars no one could see. Now he was participating in the ancient process,

replenishing the supply of warriors. Only the weapons had changed.

This had been a tough year for Terry. He had survived a crash, had set

new goals for himself, and had entered the dark world of being a spook.

And suddenly here it was, year's end.

No one knew for sure if there would even be another class. If the

Nicaraguan conflict escalated into a major shooting war in Central Amer-
ica, civilian subcontractors certainly would not be needed. The edge of

uncertainty robbed the occasion of its festive atmosphere for all.

Ramon Varnados would be the only one left behind. He had moth-
balled the camp. The Army had repossessed their equipment "on loan" and
ATCs were certain to see an abrupt decrease in traffic handled from "Ross

and Spartan Aviation Schools."

The only perk for the instructors was the fact that they could continue

to use their Company airplanes until the next class, if there was one. This

had been a year of learning for everyone. Everything was in place. Aircraft

had been "procured" and modified and were now being stored in Louisiana.

The instructors all knew they could do a better job quicker with the next

class of "freedom fighters," if there was a next class.

As the black C-I30 taxied into position outside the hangar, the roar of

the turbo-prop engines going through beta, causing the plane to backup,

became deafening. With the C-130 crew shutting down only the two
engines on the port side, it was a sign it would be a quick turnaround. There

wouldn't be a lot of time for emotional goodbyes as the instructors helped

load the gear aboard the giant plane.

As Medina boarded with Diego, Reed could see Medina staring right

through Emile Camp, who was helping with the cargo. It was obvious that

the tension between them had not abated since that first confrontation.

Camp, sensing the stare, turned to Medina and said, "Ramon, I hope there's

no hard feelings. I'll see you in the spring."

Medina stared back with no expression and said coldly, "I doubt that."

Camp shrugged off the comment, thinking Medina wasn't coming back

to Nella. He was wrong.

It gave Reed cold chills to see the four designated assassins boarding the

plane. He was, he felt, releasing a deadly infeaion into the world.
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When the plane taxied out, Emile Camp approached Terry and began

talking. "Barry tells me he talked to ya about gettin' a Seneca. I'll have it for

ya' right after the first of the year. We can then talk 'bout the cover opera-

tion I need ya' to help us with. But for right now, I'm shuttin' down for

Christmas. Don't know about you, but I need some time off with my family.

Hey, does the resident chink pay Christmas bonuses?" He laughed.

By now, the increased Agency aircraft activity centered at Rich Moun-
tain Aviation was generating unwanted attention from other aircraft shops

located at the Mena Airport who were seeking new business. The high-pro-

file image of the larger aircraft, such as the Cessnas and Navajos and the

Lear, was beginning to require the use of less conspicuous planes, if the

operation was to remain discreet.

Because of the impending and increased "cash flow" into Arkansas, the

Agency had decided to use light twin-engine Piper Senecas for this activity.

As Terry Capehart, the Polk County, Arkansas, deputy sheriff at the time

later testified during federal investigations into Seal's activities at Mena,
"The Senecas just didn't stand out," and he overlooked their significance.

Capehart, who now operates an FAA-approved, aircraft-engine-overhaul

facility, described the Seneca as "a real common airplane and favors a couple

of other airplanes from a distance unless you're quite familiar with them.
..." Seal and the Agency knew what they were doing. They always seemed
far ahead of their main competitors, namely other federal agencies.

Reed was now being invited into the money loop in a big way. Down-
sizing the Agency's operation by converting to lower profile, twin-engine

Piper Seneca II aircraft was preparation for an increase in the number of

"green flights" (sorties carrying cash) that would be traversing Arkansas's

skies.

Both Terry and Camp breathed a sigh of relief as the black C-130 car-

rying the graduates lumbered down the runway, took off, retracted its land-

ing gear, and cleared the tree line at the south end of the Mena Airport. It

banked southeast, headed for Homestead Air Force Base in Florida where,

before returning to Central America, the graduates would be turned loose

for a week of debauchery—paid for by Uncle Sam.

Lord help the hookers there, Terry thought.

Notes

1. U.S. Congress, Testimony of Oliver North, Iran-Contra Hearings, 100-7, Part I

(Washington, D.C.: Government Printing Office, July 9, 1987).



CHAPTER 1

1

Weta Okami

Terry began 1985 with a traditional kiss under the mistletoe

and a series of resolutions vowing, in no panicular order, to

become a millionaire by the time he was 40, to lose twenty

pounds, to spend more time with his now-expanding family

and to reduce the number of keys he carried to three (house,

car and airplane).

He had observed that the fewer the keys you carried, the more status

and freedom you possessed. He also felt that the fewer the keys, the less

complicated your life. This may have been his goal as 1985 began, but the

Boland Amendment and William Casey's dark plans to circumvent it would
produce the opposite result for him.

Things were going well financially, and his second child was on the

way. Sawahata had been impressed wdth Reed's performance. Labor Day
had taken on a double meaning because there was now scribbled on the

calendar another "labor" day in May, Janis's estimated due date.

The Reeds were becoming a regular part of the Little Rock social scene.

They had grown beyond the "cotton mouths" (Southern elitist snobs) Seth

Ward had put them in touch wdth, and Terry was now making friends with

people such as Mark Stodola, an attorney who had just run unsuccessfully

for county prosecutor but was still considered an up-and-coming political

threat.

Terry and Janis had been there fifteen months, had settled in, and were
looking for a larger home as a nest in anticipation of the new baby. Terry

was elated. He was sure, at long last, that he was finally on his way up the

good-ole-boy ladder. John Cathey had assured him he was on the fast track,

and he waited wdth enthusiasm for the success he was sure would come.

The crash, rekindling within him an awareness of his mortality, had trig-

gered a metamorphosis. He now knew where he was going and how he was
going to get there.

When Aki Sawahata called him in mid-Januar^', the headlines talked

of little else but Nicaragua. Reed was sure the United States was about

to invade. He was certain there would be no more classes at Nella, particu-

larly in light of Barry Seal having told him that he shouldn't view the Nella

154
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operation as anything permanent. He had hoped Aki had news from Cathey
telling him he was about to move up.

Sawahata asked Reed to meet him for lunch at their usual place near

the Capitol. At Fu Lin's, over won-ton soup. Reed turned the conversation

to business. "I now have a hangar at the North Little Rock Airport. I was
able to get one last week, but it's not housing the Company airplane. I put

Bill Cooper's plane in there . . . the one with the bad engine. And I sure wish

you would lean on someone in order to get rid of it and the Charlie cuatro."

"Oh, it is good you have hangar. We will need it for increase of special

flight activity here," Sawahata replied. "I will reimburse you monthly for

its cost. You are going to need it to hangar your new Company airplane, if

you accept my offer. I need you to be in courier pilot flying operation with

Mr. Seal and Mr. Camp. If you are interested, we can fly to Mena tomor-

row so you can trade airplane and have one just like theirs."

Terry was disappointed to hear Sawahata talking only of local flying.

He was hoping that Cooper had cleared things with Cathey and that he'd

be offered a long-term position in the new operation.

"But, Aki, it was my understanding when I last spoke with Mr. Cathey

that he was considering me for a position in the new operation in Florida,"

Terry said. "Has there been any change in the plan down there? I would
really like to grow beyond all of this 'spooky' flight activity."

"Terry-san, I need you right here. I need a pilot to move me around
and to help supervise operations here in Arkansas. And you know a lot

more about manufacturing than 1 do. In fact, I have big problems in man-
ufacturing right now. You are in a good place for now. All of these things

take time, and it is best for now you show Agency that you will do what
they think is most important."

It looked like Reed was being offered a "promotion" within Sawahata's

loop in Arkansas but not an exciting and mysterious "off shore" Agency job.

At least not for now. Sawahata then expressed his doubts about the Nella

operation. Jade Bridge, continuing and was concerned whether Seal could

devote any more time to Operation Centaur Rose. Since this was his only

option at the time. Reed suppressed his disappointment and agreed.

"Okay, Aki. You've got yourself a flying, manufacturing engineer, for

now at least. But I still want to send my resume on to Florida as Bill Cooper

suggested. You got any problems with that? I still don't want to do this

forever."

"Okay, if you insist. But I am afraid they will steal you away from me,"

Sawahata added. "Good guys are hard to find. I like your aggressiveness

in everything you do. In fact you remind me of Japanese expression . . .

weta okami/'

"What the fuck is a weta okami?"

Sawahata laughed as he slurped his noodles into his mouth and grinned.

"We say . . . hungry wolf. That is good name for you. From now on I call you
Weta Okami."

Was this good or bad? Terry thought. His first Agency code name, and

it was in Japanese.



156 Compromised: Clinton, Bush and the CIA

The next day "Weta Okami" and Sawahata flew to Mena to trade air-

planes. Reed turned in his twin-engine Cessna and picked up a 1981 twin-

engine Piper Seneca, N8275T, which had just been freshly painted in order

to match Seal's Seneca, N8049Z, and Camp's, N8658E. From all outward

appearances, they were identical.

That same day the three pilots had an operational discussion in Rich

Mountain's new hangar while Sawahata listened. Chief among the topics

was "piggybacking" to avoid detection. This diversionary tactic was already

working flawlessly and had gone undetected with Seal and Camp, so far.

Seal had told Reed that he had been flying in large quantities of cash

packed in duffel bags containing sophisticated electronic transmitters to

serve as homing devices to locate the airborne-jettisoned "greenbacks."

This was the CIA's "money loop" in Arkansas. Now they were adding a

third plane flown by Reed, which would serve solely as a decoy. He was
going to be part of an elaborate airborne deception that masked these deliv-

eries. In the course of these activities, he would eventually learn who was
getting these airborne cash deposits; something that already had him very

curious.

Seal outlined a plan that Reed considered ingenious as it unfolded. No
high-ranking Air Force war planners could come up with anything better

to evade the enemy. "The Agency has devised a way to make this almost

idiot-proof," Seal began in a military-style briefing tone. "I'll cover how we
safely jettison and relocate the cargo from the 'green flights,' and Emile will

talk about piggyback flight procedures."

Terry was reminded of his Air Force days as an intelligence briefer

where intelligence analysis normally remained highly specialized and each

officer gave only that portion of the stand-up briefing in which he was con-

sidered an expert.

"Most smugglers are dumb shits, and their own people can't be

trusted," Seal lectured, while producing a yellow legal pad and pencil. "All

it takes to bring down the whole operation is to have an internal leak and
a tip-off about the location of a drop zone. With our method of operation

there is no way the drop zone location can be compromised."
"How's that possible?" Reed asked.

"'Cause I don't even know where the fuck it is until I jettison the load

and note my location on the LORAN (Long-Range Navigation equipment).

The plane that is piggybacking sees the load go, denotes the same coordi-

nates as a backup and never relays the coordinates by radio in the air."

"So how do you find the cash?" Reed wondered aloud.

"We have a homing beacon located with the cargo. Once we're sure

the jettison was executed unobserved, there are several things we can do.

Let me list them for ya.

"Option number 1: We can go back and get it, since we know the geo-

graphic coordinates to within a few meters of the kick-out point.

"Option number 2: We can verbally relay the coordinates to a pickup

crew on a secure and scrambled frequency. Then they fly a helicopter into

the drop area. Or . . .
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"Option number 3: We simply use the LORAN to navigate to a prede-

termined spot and jettison it near some "friendly forces," who just happen
to have a receiver that'll track the frequency of the transmitters in the bag.

"Combine that with the fact that the piggyback split gives anyone
watchin' us two targets to follow— neither one of which is carryin' any-

thing at that point—and ya got a pretty damn fool-proof system. Courtesy

of Uncle Sam."

Referring to the duffel bags. Reed asked, "You just said transmitters. Is

that plural?"

"You're a flyer. You know a pilot needs at least two of everything just

to be sure one works. You wouldn't want to lose $3 million in cash, would
you, just because some fuckin' $2,000 radio didn't work?"

As he listened and absorbed what Seal had said, Terry looked at Sawa-

hata, who was smiling, and added, "You did not think it was only Federal

Express that could always deliver, did you?"

Terry realized this entire scheme could not have been possible a few
years earlier. Prior to that time, only the military used bulky and costly

LORAN navigation equipment, which automatically triangulates aircraft

position through the use of a minimum of three ground-based, lowfre-

quency transmitters and gives the pilot a cockpit readout of his latitude and
longitude, continuously, down to the nearest second of a minute. Major
breakthroughs in LORAN technology in the late 70s and early 80s had dras-

tically shrunk the size of the equipment and lowered the price to a few
thousand dollars.

The ability to know precisely where they were with respect to the sur-

face gave Seal's crews the ability to jettison cargo— in this case money, and
to know within meters the aircraft's location when they did so. That means
Seal didn't need a prearranged drop zone and could drop his "cargo," when-
ever and wherever he chose.

Camp now borrowed Seal's tablet and began sketching a diagram of

radio fixes in western Arkansas. Apparently it was time for his portion of

the briefing.

"I'll draw ya a map of a typical mission. This won't be exact, but the

concept's there," Camp drawled in his friendly Southern tone.

Whereupon Camp drew a line of flight that showed two airplanes that

already were in tightly packed piggyback formation en route to the Tex-

arkana VOR, flying at exactly the same air speed, tracking the same course

and within a few feet of the same altitude. These two planes would be flying

nearly stacked on top of each other, with the one at the bottom position

being only slightly more than one airplane's length behind the one above.

He then drew a line to represent Reed's plane rendezvousing and join-

ing with them from below and climbing ever so cautiously until Reed's craft

became the bottom plane, flying likewise slightly more than one airplane's

length behind the plane above him. That would create a tightly packed

three-plane formation spaced approximately twenty feet below each other

and slightly staggered, front to rear. The planes would then be in such close

proximity that, to a ground-based FAA air traffic controller, they would



158 Compromised: Clinton, Bush and the CIA

appear as only one plane. He would be seeing only one "blip," or radar

return, on his screen, not three, due to inherent errors in radar systems.

It would be the job of Camp's plane, the one flying in the top position,

to be the "primary diversion plane" for Seal's plane, the "green plane," or

the one carrying the cash. Reed's plane, or the "secondary diversion plane,"

would be flying "shadow position" and escort Seal's plane all the way to the

"target" or DZ (drop zone).

Upon crossing the VOR, Camp showed how his airplane would con-

tinue into Mena on the original flight plan filed by Seal. Reed's, or the

shadow aircraft, would change headings with Seal's plane and divert to the

nonfiled destination. Little Rock, while staying in close formation with the

"green plane."

Once near Little Rock, Camp said it would be Reed's job to begin com-
munication with air traffic control there and to "radar-mask" the fact there

were two aircraft instead of only one. During this electronic masking pro-

cedure. Seal's plane would abruptly dive down to tree-top level, placing it

below radar detection altitude, and jettison cargo over a preselected drop

zone west of Little Rock,

Reed's plane, which would purposely remain under radar surveillance

by ATC, would then continue on and land at Little Rock, while Seal would
depart the area undetected by radar and head south. If all went as before.

Camp said, he would be on the ground in Mena without ATC or anyone else

being the wiser. ATC would think they had handled only one airplane,

which had originated at a hypothetical point A, and landed at point B, Mena.
The purpose of Reed's plane would be to further confuse ATC in the re-

mote chance they had detected more than one aircraft as they separated

over the Texarkana VOR. With Reed's plane continuing on and landing at

point C, Little Rock, the chances of anyone discovering there were three

planes were remote at best. Even if someone wanted to ramp-check Reed's

plane once on the ground at Little Rock, Camp noted, he would be carry-

ing nothing. It was an airborne shell game with the "pea" no longer under

any of the three shells. By the time it was over. Camp said, the "pea" would
be gone.

What Camp just traced out was what Seal had described earlier as No.

3 on the list of options for dropping and recovering a payload of CIA cash.

"You only left one thing out, Emile," Seal interrupted. "Terry, when
you rendezvous with us, before you come down to join us, take a real close

look to see if Camp and I are bein' tailed. Those U.S. Customs Citations are

painted black and are real hard to spot, so use your night-vision goggles and
look real close. If ya see anything, come up on our frequency and sing out."

"What happens if that's the case?" Reed queried.

"You abort and just head on back to Little Rock," Camp replied. "Barry

and I will know we're bein' followed, so we got several options. We would
probably just split up, givin' him two targets to chase, most likely. But you
don't worry 'bout that . . . that's our problem."

Reed had some concerns. This question he directed to Sawahata. "Aki,

is this all legal? Sounds like we're going to great lengths to avoid detection

by other Feds. Who do we consider our enemy here?"
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"Terry-san, we are CIA! We are not law enforcement. We are not Jus-

tice Department. We are not Treasury Department. We are CIA! We answer

to director, who answers to president. You are dealing with very top level.

These other agencies are not in loop. They not cleared for major foreign

policy decisions. CIA has to work this way all over world. We are not break-

ing law. We are above law." The CIA man had spoken.

With the speech by Sawahata out of the way. Reed had another ques-

tion and a suggestion. "I assume this will take some pretty good flying and
coordination? I would like all three of us to go out in the MOA and prac-

tice a little close formation work before we attempt this, especially at night.

One thing that could blow our plan is to have three identical Senecas crash

within a mile of each other."

"We'll do better than that," Seal said. "Tomorrow, weather permitting,

we'll just go out and fly this whole mission in daylight, only difference bein'

I won't be carryin' any cash."

"Barry, of the three ways to do this, it appears to me that No. 3 bears

the greatest risk of discovery. Who's safeguarding the location of the drop

zone you have set up in Little Rock?" Terry asked.

Sawahata interjected with the answer. "I am . . . Agency is. The drop is

a 'safe' field we have selected because people that own land there are under

our control. So do not worry about that. Your job is just be shadow for Barry."

Sawahata wanted the three to begin their praaice flights right way.

"There is major pressure for increase in Agency deposits in Arkansas," he said.

"Barry, maybe I'm just being nosey, but can't you just continue making
deposits at Lasater's like you've been doing all along?" Terry remarked.

"That was only tithin' money," Seal answered. "We're talkin' about

much more than that now. It seems this has worked so wefl, Mr. Sawahata's

people have decided to make a major investment here."

Sawahata was upset. "Barry-san, you should not talk so freely about

Agency investments. They are confidential."

"Aw, fuck, Aki," Seal said. "He's gonna figure aU this shit out anyway,

now that he's part of it. Terry didn't fall off no turnip truck yesterday. And
besides, I trust him a lot more than I trust those Little Rock fucks you're

runnin' around with. They're just a bunch of goddamn politicians with their

hands stickin' out."

Reed was somewhat surprised by what he had just heard. He probably

didn't need to know everything he was hearing and Sawahata was right to

be concerned. Reed figured that the loose lips were probably the result of

too many "contractors" being involved.

What he was witnessing, without totally realizing it, was the inherent

friction that comes with any intelligence operation. The tension between
the administrators, or GS bean counters like Sawahata, who live by a rule

book designed to regulate a glacial bureaucracy, and the assets like Seal,

who are totally action-oriented and results-driven and bristle at rules and
accountability, was constantly apparent. Caught in the middle of this oper-

ational tug-of-war was Terry. He felt strangely comfortable in this situation,

though. It was reminiscent of the military where troops in the field felt con-

tempt for the "fat cats" with safe jobs back at headquarters.
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The next morning at 0830 hours the weather was fine. Reed was orbit-

ing high above the Texarkana VOR (ground-based navigation transmitter)

at 10,500 feet in a right-hand holding pattern on the 156-degree radial of

the fix. At exactly the prescribed rendezvous time, he spotted Seal's and
Camp's identical Senecas flying in picture-perfect, piggyback formation

heading northerly, tracking the 336-degree radial of the Shreveport VOR at

4,500 feet MSL.
He had been monitoring their air-to-air conversation on the discreet

frequency of 122.97, which ground control did not monitor. He knew by

Seal and Camp's position reports they were nearing DUBOW intersection,

a navigational fix 17 miles south of Texarkana on vector 13 (FAA-desig-

nated air highway).

Seal's voice came on the radio first. "You got a visual on us yet, Terry?

It'll be easier to spot us at night 'cause (only) Emile will have his navigation

lights on."

"Roger, I've got a visual on you. You're in my twelve o'clock low,

except you're tucked in so tight all I can see from here is one airplane," Terry

replied.

"That's the way it's supposed to be," Seal answered. "Get on down here

with us. Convert your altitude to air speed and try to tuck in under me
before we get to the VOR."

Terry dove his Seneca down to join Seal and Camp at their 4,500-foot

altitude, reversing course and coming up under Seal, who was below Camp.
He inched into position under Seal's plane until he could "count the rivets"

that attached the tailhook to the bottom of it.

At this point, they were layered like slices of bread in a club sandwdch.

The three aircraft flying in formation like this made Terry flash back to the

thought of three B-52s flying in a "cell" formation while on an "Arc Light"

bombing mission over Laos. Reed could tell by the way Seal and Camp were
flying in unison that they had done this many times before. He wasn't quite

ready yet to get as close to Seal as Seal was to Camp.
Seal since he could not see Reed, needed the radio to instrua him.

"Now, I'm gonna have to jibber-jabber a lot since you're in my six

(meaning out of sight in the backward and below him)," Seal said to Reed
in a relaxed, Cajun drawl. "V\^hen we do this for real, we'll keep radio com-
munications to a minimum. But for right now, I'll just talk ya through it.

"I'm showin' about 10 DME (10 nautical miles on distance-measuring

equipment) from Texarkana, and I'm squawkin' nuthin', as you should be

also, Terry," Seal instructed. Squawking referred to their airborne radios,

called transponders, whose purpose is to amplify radar signals bounced off

aircraft by ground-based radar. By "squawkin' nuthin'," Seal meant that his

transponder was turned off at this point, as was Reed's. Only Camp's would
be operational, and ATC ground would be tracking only him.

At this point. Seal added, "Emile is on center frequency and squawkin'
(their assigned code). Just prior to the fix, Emile's gonna ask for idem.

When he does, I'm gonna bank right in a standard-rate turn in order to pick

up vector 573 to Hot Springs. Now, be careful there, 'cause you gotta turn
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with me at the same angle and everything, or you'll get in my wake turbu-

lence and it can get pretty hairy. So, when Emile says 'roger, ident,' . . . ident

will be the word we both execute the turn on, and be sure to use the stan-

dard rate. Any questions?"

The three aircraft in a three-level piggyback formation continued track-

ing toward the Texarkana VOR as Camp simulated radio conversation with

en route air traffic control (ATC ) in Memphis. Just as Seal had warned Reed,

the moment Camp responded with the word ident, Seal banked his plane

right in order to intercept the 030-degree radial of the Texarkana VOR, out-

bound in a northeasterly direction.

It was all Terry could do to keep tucked in tight and follow Seal's plane

through the dangerous maneuver, while wondering what this would be like

at night. Camp's plane continued outbound on the 322 -degree radial,

headed toward the Rich Mountain VOR, while Reed wrestled with his air-

craft, which was, in fact, experiencing turbulence from Seal's wake.

"Remember what they taught you in flight school, Terry. My wake
flows outward and downward. Try to stay exactly in my six and you'll have

a smoother ride."

On the real flight, Camp would have continued on and landed at Mena,
but for this practice mission, he rejoined the other two planes and was busy

taking photographs of Reed's and Seal's planes flying in perfect unison and
now stabilized on the course taking them to Hot Springs.

"From here you two look like you're either refuelin' in midair or tryin'

to fuck each other," Camp joked over the radio.

Next, it was necessary for them to make a controlled descent together

down to the proper altitude for aircraft flying eastbound. This was no easy

task. It took an immense amount of concentration. Terry thought about the

problems of doing this maneuver at night. He had often watched in awe the

way the Air Force Thunderbirds, the precision flying team, maneuvered
their aircraft within feet of each other while streaking through the sky. But

could they do it at night, without lights? He wondered.
"Terry, at the Hot Springs VOR, you turn your transponder on to 1200

and start talking to Little Rock approach. That'll make us about 45 miles out

of Adams Field. When they assign you a squawk code, the instant you say,

'roger, ident,' I'm gonna dive directly in front of you in order to get down
to the deck while your (radar) return is still blossoming on their scope," Seal

radioed.

What Seal was describing to Reed was a clever way of masking any sec-

ondary radar "returns" bouncing off his aircraft by utilizing an inherent

error within the ATC's radar system. When a controller assigns a special

squawk code to an aircraft he is handling, he asks the pilot to press a button

on his transponder, thus differentiating it from other aircraft on his scope.

When the pilot does this, his "return" on the controller's scope blossoms, or

enlarges, considerably. Seal was taking advantage of this procedure in order

to better evade radar detection.

Just like clockwork. Reed began communicating with Little Rock ATC
while over the Hot Springs VOR.
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"Little Rock approach, this is Seneca, eight-two-seven-five Tango, level

three thousand five hundred, tracking the zero-seven-one degree radial of

Hot Springs VOR, squawking twelve hundred, inbound Adams."
"Roger, Seneca seven-five Tango, squawk two-seven-four-three and

idem."

"Roger, Little Rock. Seneca seven-five Tango is going to two-seven-

four-three and squawking ident."

The moment the word "ident" left Terry's lips. Seal's aircraft abruptly

dove from its position directly in front of and slightly above Terry and went
straight over his nose, catching him unprepared for the severe wake tur-

bulence generated by Seal's maneuver.

After recovering control of his aircraft and scrambling to locate the

pilot's clipboard that had fallen from its mount as a result of the severe jolt,

Terry could hear Seal laughing on their discreet frequency, the one ATC
couldn't hear.

"Oh, I forgot to tell ya, Terry. When I split, it can get real rough back

there. Ask Emile. He damn near wiped out the first time, too."

Terry knew he had been set up, since he could hear Camp laughing,

too. Just as the area directly behind a boat provides a waterskier with a

smooth surface, flying slightly above or below and directly in line with

another plane is not turbulent. But exiting that smooth air space and cross-

ing the wake can produce a very rough ride.

Meanwhile, with his aircraft now again stabilized, Terry took time to

notice Seal skimming along at treetop level, tracking inbound toward 1-430

and looking for the drop zone. This run was for practice, so, approximately

10 miles southwest of Adams, Reed canceled his destination flight plan, and
all three pilots turned west and flew back to Mena.

After a thorough debriefing on the ground about the practice run, they

decided to try it again one more time for safety's sake. After a second dry

run, all three felt confident with the maneuvers and coordination involved.

All that was left was the real thing ... at night.

As the three aircraft split up near Little Rock in order to go their sepa-

rate ways later that afternoon. Seal came on their discreet frequency and
said to Terry, "Go to the Chink's office; he'll give you your rendezvous

instructions for the real run."

Two nights later, just before midnight. Reed was holding at his assigned alti-

tude. It was a cold January night, but crystal clear and ideally suited for the

business at hand. If all went well, and Reed was able to locate his incoming
target from the south, he would be home in less than two hours.

Right on cue, Terry could hear Camp's voice talking to the Memphis
Air Traffic Control Center about an intermittent "transponder problem." He
was eavesdropping on center frequency to determine the location of Seal

and Camp's piggybacking Senecas, which were then departing the Shreve-

port VOR en route for Texarkana.
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Reed's adrenaline was flowing as he strained to establish visual contact

with the other two, who should be lower and, based on their last position

report, 30 miles out. He was anxious to make visual contact and depart the

holding pattern. Waiting, he was discovering, was the worst part. It only

gave him time to think about all that could go wrong. Once things began to

happen, he knew, his mind would be occupied with the mechanics of it all,

and the tension would subside.

Camp's distant red-and-green navigation lights were a welcome sight.

Seeing Emile's red position light on the right reminded him of a saying that

he had learned during training: "Red on right returning." It meant the target

was coming toward you.

Seal and Camp could not see Terry, however, because his navigation

lights were off. To let them know he was there, and to make sure he iden-

tified the right target, he came up on the discreet frequency 122.97.

"Dodger I and 2, this is Dodger 3. I've got a visual on you. Request

identification."

Just as they had worked out. Camp silently flashed his strobe lights

momentarily, allowing Reed to make certain he had found the right target.

As they had practiced, Terry's job was to now gain enough air speed in his

descent down to their altitude to enable him to reverse course and tuck up
under Seal's plane without overrunning them or lagging behind. While

doing this, he would take the opportunity to scour the area for the U.S. Cus-

toms flat-black Citation jets he had been warned might be on Seal and
Camp's tail. All was clear.

By the time they all reached DUBOW intersection, he was in position

and waiting for Camp to give the coded signal "idem" as they approached

the Texarkana VOR. His eyes strained to maintain visual contact with Seal's

plane. He focused solely and completely on Seal's tailhook, allowing for the

most minute adjustments in spacing.

"Roger, ident," he heard Camp's voice saying just as his DME read "I

nautical mile." This meant they were in fact, directly over the VOR, since

their altitude put them 1 mile above the ground.

This time he was more prepared to stay with Seal as they made the turn

toward the Hot Springs VOR.
In the distance to his left, he could see Camp's aircraft continuing on

to its destination at Mena. With his and Seal's transponders in the "off" posi-

tion, and Camp's "on," air traffic control had unlikely noticed his and Seal's

separation from the bright radar blip they were observing that night bounc-
ing off of Camp's plane, amplified by his transponder.

"You still with me. Dodger 3?" Seal asked as the lights of Hope,

Arkansas, came abeam off their right wing.

"Roger, Dodger 2," Reed acknowledged. "On my mark, begin 500 fpm
(foot per minute rate of) descent to three thousand five hundred. Five, four,

three, two, one, mark."

This time their communication was abbreviated and their parallel

descent went flawlessly, with both aircraft leveling out as one at 3,500 feet

MSL, still separated vertically by only a few feet. As they approached the
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Hot Springs VOR, Reed could hear Camp communicating with the Mem-
phis center and getting permission for a visual approach into Mena. He
would soon be on the ground.

As rehearsed, Terrv' now activated his transponder, after dialing in 1 200,

and turned on his navigation lights. He then called Little Rock approach

while over Hot Springs and requested radar services in anticipation of his

landing at Adams Field. They responded by assigning him a squawk code of

3477 and asking him to ident. The dangerous part was not over yet. He
knew full well the severity of Seal's wake turbulence that he would
encounter as Barrs' prepared to dive his plane through Reed's line of flight.

"Roger, Little Rock approach, this is Seneca eight-two-seven-five Tango

showdng thirty DME out of Little Rock, level three thousand five hundred,

squawking three-four-seven-seven, identing."

Seal dove, but this time Reed made sure he was directly behind him,

and he encountered only one severe jolt as he flew through Seal's "dirty

air." As he continued communicating wdth Little Rock, he watched Seal's

plane from his left window as it skimmed along 1-30, approaching the clover

leaf interseaion with 1-430. Seal, who had gained air speed in the descent,

was now ahead of him. Terry was wondering what the motorists were
thinking if they sighted the "UFO" that Seal was piloting, as it streaked

along, lightless, toward Little Rock.

Seal picked up on the well-lit highway interseaion, his "IP," a bomber
pilot's jargon for his "initial point" on a bombing run, and headed north.

Terry still didn't have a need to know about the location of the drop zone,

but he couldn't help notice Seal orbiting in a steep left-hand turn over a

field containing a horse boarding stable off Terry's left wong.

In the dark void below Seal's plane, Terrs' could see what appeared to

be the headlights of two motorcycles serpentining in the field below. This

had to be the secret drop zone, because he observed Seal's plane bank
abruptly to the right in order to open the passenger side door, enabling the

cargo to tumble earthward.

It was a beautiful execution of a right-hand, 90-degree bank wing over,

he thought, as he marveled at Seal's flying ability. The two headlights on
the ground converged on the same spot and became motionless. Reed
assumed they had found the cargo.

Then it hit him. SHIT!!!!!! "That's the Triple-S ranch," Reed said out

loud.

But he had to put this out of his mind quickly and comply vnih his

landing instructions. He observed Seal's plane departing silently southward
as planned.

Once on the ground at Adams Field, he proceeded to a transit tie-down

slot at Little Rock air center. There he would wait long enough to answer
any questions, if approached, and then proceed home.

What Reed had observed, again without wanting to, was that the CIA's

"night depository" was owned by someone he knew, namely, Seth Ward,
his ex-partner in the ultra-light business. The duffel bag containing the

money had landed right in the middle of Ward's horse ranch, the same
ranch near which Reed had crashed the previous April.
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Moreover, Terry knew who lived there and kept motorcycles stored in

the barn. It was Ward's son-in-law. Finis Shellnut whom Reed remembered
as a man exiled to the ranch to dig post holes as punishment for marrying
Ward's youngest daughter, Sally, and taking her off to Dallas and away from
Ward's Godfather-like control.

Shellnut worked for Dan Lasater, Bill Clinton's personal friend and the
man who employed Clinton's brother, Roger, as his chauffeur. Lasater &
Co., Lasater's firm, was where Seal had been doing his "tithing." Reed was
sure there was a connection between the tithing money Seal was deposit-

ing personally and the money being dropped into the night.

Ain't Arkansas a nice, cozy, small world. Reed thought.

The next morning Sawahata called Reed at home, requesting him to come
to OSI.

"You did excellent job on first mission. You, Mr. Seal and Camp make
very good aerobatic team. Agency money is safely 'on deposit' now. Thank
you . . . very very much. But, Terry-san, I have major pressing problem I

need to discuss with you. Lot more to this manufacturing world than I was
briefed on prior to starting all this parts business. I need your help with tech-

nical details concerning quality control of these parts."

Spread on Sawahata's desk were gun parts with yellow tags marked
"rejects."

"I get feedback from John Cathey that some guns jam, guns that use

parts built here in Arkansas. Jesus Christ, all these specifications and little

numbers on blueprint are enough to drive me crazy. This is your field, Terry-

san, so please help."

What Sawahata was realizing was what originally had seemed an easy

way to circumvent the law requiring weapons suppliers to document their

production and sales through end-user certificates had some hidden pitfalls.

It was a flawed plan if the parts didn't work. Sawahata was learning that

precision manufacturing is an applied science requiring lots of expertise,

which can only be acquired over many years of experience.

Sawahata's CIA training hadn't prepared him to deal with mechanical

problems. So he was now forced to take Terry into his confidence, even

though Reed wasn't fully cleared for it. But he needed help, and fast,

because Cathey was on his back.

"Where can we go to find the necessary instrumentation for thorough

quality-control analysis of this part?" Terry asked as he inspected the lower

receiver housing of an Ml 6 that he held in his hand.

"We go Iver Johnson's," Aki said. "They have all necessary equipment,

I think."

Both men got into Sawahata's car and drove to nearby Jacksonville,

Arkansas, northeast of Little Rock, where Iver Johnson's Arms, Inc. was

located. There Sawahata introduced Reed to J. A. Matejko, a manufactur-

ing engineer, who was very much in the CIA's loop regarding the building

of these weapons parts.
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After a tour of the facility, Terry and Sawafiata settled into a discussion

with Matejko about his firm's inability to consistently hold critical toler-

ances on the weapons parts he was manufacturing. Sawahata had been told

the weapons were jamming from heat buildup when operated in the full-

automatic mode.
"The problem is we can machine the parts dead nuts (accurately) on

our new Hitachi machining centers," Matejko said. "And the foundry (in

Mena) is doing an excellent job of investment casting these parts. But our

stack-up tolerances just go all to hell as a result of the sloppy work from our

metal plater."

"Oh," Reed asked, "you don't have in-house metal-plating capabilities?"

"No, we can't get licensed by the fucking EPA (Environmental Protec-

tion Agency). You'd think the CIA could lean on someone and get us a

license if this work is so damn important," Matejko said.

Here again, due to the constraints of a covert operation, the X-factor

came into play, and big problems had been created for the Agency. To make
perfect weapons parts with the necessary close tolerances, Iver Johnson's

needed to have a metal-plating capability in its own plant. This, in turn,

required EPA licenses to dispose of the residual wastes containing danger-

ous heavy metals. Obtaining these licenses is difficult and time-consuming,

and Iver Johnson's had been unable to get the EPA bureaucracy to respond.

Reed learned that Razorback Metal Processors, a firm located on the west

side of the Little Rock Airport, had been doing the plating for Iver Johnson's.

"So does the metal plater know what these parts are, and the tolerances

that are required? Or is he just in the dark about all this?" Terry asked.

"Oh, no," Sawahata said. "We pay them special price in order to ensure

secrecy surrounding these pieces. I made special trip there when this pro-

ject first got started. Problem is not money. They being paid handsomely for

'special services.' They know who customer is. Problem is I think they are

. . . how do you say . . . dumb-ass rednecks."

Since no one in the group was from Arkansas, they all had a good laugh.

Reed and Matejko knew what was wrong, and it was not controlling

tolerances while machining the part. Rather, it was the amount of material

being added during the chrome-plating process to the bore area, where the

bolt slid back and forth during firing. If this process was not controlled prop-

erly, too much metal could be added, thereby reducing the clearance

between the sliding parts. This, combined with the slight swelling of the bolt

due to heat buildup from the explosion of the cartridge in the rifle's cham-
ber, was causing the bolt to jam.

The solution was simple, yet difficult. If Iver Johnson's couldn't be

licensed by the EPA, a quality plater who truly understood weapons man-
ufacture would have to be found. But this was a risky step, because it would
involve taking another company into the arms loop. That would be a secu-

rity problem for Sawahata.

Using the Arkansas Directory of Manufacturers for 1984, Reed began his

search for a company with the expertise to do the job. He used the Stan-

dard Industrial Classification (SIC) Code for electroplating, 3471, to identify
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relevant companies in the state. There were a total of fourteen in Arkansas
at that time. Most of these turned out to be too large to approach, or the

types of companies that run continuous in-house production for high
volume work. He needed a special company, preferably one that under-
stood the exacting requirements of gun production.

Terry flew Sawahata around the state to visit the small firms, but they
turned out to be ill-equipped and too "back-woodsy" to handle the task. In

frustration. Reed turned to an old friend named Jack Kreps, who was co-

owner of Aerofab, a company in Batesville, Arkansas. Kreps, who had been
in manufacturing for years in Arkansas, recommended a company Reed
had previously heard of, Choate Machine and Tool in Bald Knob, about 50

miles northeast of Little Rock. Reed located the nondescript and low-pro-

file firm on page 290 of the Arkansas directory.

The owner. Garth Choate, had just constructed a new building and was
expanding his general-purpose machining business into a products line that

included survivalist gear and gun accessories. When Sawahata and Reed met
Choate, they knew they had found the right guy. He recognized the oppor-

tunity to get high-profit work, which was not being competitively bid on by
other companies. On the surface he appeared to be an all-around good guy
who hated "communists" and, most importantly, knew how to keep a secret.

Choate was an individualist with a vengeance. Guns were his thing. He
and Sawahata developed an instant rapport based on their mutual needs.

Terry began to think that a new SIC code would have to be created just for

Arkansas. One entitled "Agency-Friendly Companies." He joked with

Sawahata that the code should be 0007. Aki liked that and said he'd pass

the suggestion on to Cathey.

Choate Manufacturing was not only able to solve the immediate crisis

but later expanded into areas of plastic-injection molding in order to pro-

duce critical parts and components being depleted from the National Guard

inventory such as folding weapons stocks.

Terry, over the course of the next two and a half months, acted as Sawa-

hata's "air taxi-pilot" and manufacturing advisor-expert. Performing in that

unique capacity, he was beginning to see Arkansas from a new perspective

—through the eyes of the CIA. Sawahata was getting a new perspective,

too. On his business calls around the state with Terry, he was learning about

manufacturing, something the Agency needed to know more about. He had

an avalanche of questions, constantly picking Reed's brain, taking notes and

filing reports.

With Reed as the pilot, and Sawahata paying the fuel bills, the two

melded into a black-ops manufacturing team. From Sawahata's constant

line of questioning, it was obvious to Reed that the Agency viewed Arkansas

as its very own banana republic and its newfound manufacturing base as

something to be exploited and developed, once the right companies were

identified.

But most of all, the CIA found what it truly needed: a convenient oper-

ations headquarters where questions weren't asked, where the moonshine

mentality saw "the law" as "revenuers," those who wanted to deprive them
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of a living, and, most importantly, as noted on page 10 of the Arkansas Direc-

tory of Manufacturers, the state kept "government red tape" to a minimum.
This whole period with Sawahata was turning into one big "audition"

without Terry realizing it. Sawahata was getting inside his head and was
becoming comfortable with the world of machine tools to which Reed had
introduced him. Without his knowing it at the time, Sawahata was filing

the equivalent of military proficiency reports on Reed. Sawahata had
named Reed well.

He was a "hungry wolf" who was ruthless when it came to business.

"Terry-san," he had said, "You very aggressive guy when it comes to

business."

"1 ought to be, Aki. I learned the hard way from my Japanese suppliers.

Their motto hasn't changed from the days of World War II."

"Oh . . . what motto you refer to."

"Take no prisoners."

It was a strange alliance. Each had become the other's protege. Sawa-

hata was learning about technologies hidden within manufacturing pro-

cesses, and Reed was learning the fine art of running an intelligence

operation and keeping his lips sealed.

Terry was learning there were definite hidden benefits to working with

the Agency, namely, there was a secret good-ole-boy network. New busi-

ness could just fall in your lap, out of nowhere, it seemed.

While flying one day, Sawahata gave Reed an important sales lead.

"You need make visit to Piggot, Arkansas. You know where is?"

"Yeah, it's not too far from Blytheville, where I was stationed in the Air

Force. What's going on there?"

"Oh, let us just say I have inside tip from Washington. A new company
called MRL has moved in. I think they will need some manufacturing

expertise and new equipment based upon Agency contract they will be get-

ting soon."

Reed loved it. Flying the Agency had its fringe benefits, all right. In

this case, he was getting an inside tip on a potential customer before the firm

even arrived in Arkansas. After checking out the lead, he discovered from
the Chamber of Commerce at Piggot, a small town in the northeast corner

of Arkansas, that, in fact, a St. Louis-based company, Missouri Research Labs,

Inc. (MRL), was starting a printed-circuit-board manufacturing operation.

As Reed developed the MRL account, he met Sawahata's secret con-

tact, Gary Brandon. Brandon had come down from the St. Louis operation

and, through him. Reed learned that MRL had secret military contracts

through its Electronic Manufacturing Services Group in Albuquerque, New
Mexico. That group, however, couldn't produce any weapons parts for the

Agency in New Mexico because of documentation requirements and gov-

ernment inspectors at that plant. It had become necessary to start up this

facility in Arkansas and disguise it as a general-purpose, printed-circuit-

board operation to get away from prying eyes.

Seal told Terry later that the facility produced untraceable circuit boards

and critical electronic components used in Stinger missile-guidance systems
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being made for the Agency. The Stinger is a hand-held, ground-to-air mis-

sile that can be fired like a bazooka by an individual to disable aircraft. Seal

could only speculate why they needed "no-trail" Stingers. Probably to arm
some banana republic and then blame it on an unsuspecting government
or private weapons exporter.

Terry sold Brandon some computer-controlled metal fabrication equip-

ment whose purpose was to make electronics enclosures or black boxes to

encase sophisticated electronics gear.

Sawahata snickered when he first told Reed about MRL and revealed

to him that the Arkansas Development and Finance Authority (ADFA) had
"the inside track" on this new operation because the state was making
"preferential loans" to the company to capitalize its operation. Reed didn't

ask any prying questions about this state-backed lending agency. He would
learn later that the state had given MRL a $1.5 million loan in late 1984.

It seemed curious to Reed that Sawahata was getting inside informa-

tion about ADFAs activities, however.

ADFA was receiving an increasing amount of media exposure. By now
it was mid-February 1 985, and the local newspapers were filled with reports

about Bill Clinton's formation of ADFA, set up to act as a bonding firm to

finance industrial expansion in the state. Its mandate was to lend money at

preferred rates either to local companies needing money to expand or as a

source of low-cost recruitment capital to lure out-of-state manufacturing

firms to Arkansas.

Reed knew about the Arkansas Industrial Development Commission

(AIDC), whose board was appointed by the governor and served as a task

force to attract new industry. This commission, however, had no money of

its own. It simply took its clients, businesses wishing to relocate there, to

existing financial institutions such as the Little Rock "bond daddies" already

operating in Arkansas. Lasater & Company was a firm that had been receiv-

ing on an average of $300 million annually in this state bonding activity.

Clinton, through the formation of ADFA, was, in effect, replacing the pri-

vate bonding firms with ADFA and putting the state itself into the bond

business.

The source of the state's capitalization, however, had been a point of

curiosity for Reed. It had never been fully explained where ADFAs money
would come from. He had even gone so far as to ask his attorney, Mark

Stodola, a political insider in Little Rock, about the source. Reed and Stodola

both thought ADFA was a good idea, but Reed found it odd that no other

state seemed to be doing this. Stodola didn't know the source of the capital

and only assumed tax revenues would be used. This didn't seem to make

sense, since the state budget had no funds earmarked for ADFA and the

State Constitution barred deficit financing.

"Sure is a great idea," Reed said in Stodola's office. "But my expertise

is in manufacturing, and I know what kind of money you're talking about

to build modern factories that have state-of-the-art automation. You're

talking about the need for a hell of a lotta money— millions. Where are they

going to get it?"
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"Beats me," Stodola said, shrugging his shoulders. "That's Bill Clinton's

problem. It's his idea."

But Clinton had a secret source— one nobody would have guessed. Reed
would soon learn who the source was and who was in charge of the state's

"money machine."

It was mid-Februar>^ and Reed was at Rich Mountain having his Seneca

undergo a "100-hour inspection." Camp was there for the same reason, and

the two men were assisting Joe Evans by removing inspeaion plates on
their near-identical aircraft.

Word was filtering back through the spook pipeline that another flight-

training class was being formed. Reed and Camp were speculating that

somewhere in the United States, probably Ohio from the hints their previ-

ous class had dropped, another single-engine class was nearing graduation.

Sawahata had already put out the word that, unless they heard differ-

ently, they should anticipate a March arrival of "more beaner freedom fight-

ers wearing Raybans."

"Shit," Camp said. "Just what I need. Another fuckin' summer with

Ramon. I was really beginning to enjoy this night-flyin' activity with Barry.

It's a hell of a lot easier and safer, and it pays better than risking your life

daily with these commie killers from down south."

"Yeah, I was wondering how often they have you fl\'ing," Terry^ said.

He had only flown that one mission for the drop at the Triple S. Since then,

Sawahata's other activities had kept him occupied, but he knew Seal and
Camp had been burning the midnight oil literally.

"Three times a week on the average. And Barry^ says if the duffel bags

get any bigger, he'll need to enlarge the door on his Seneca just to be able

to jettison the cash," Camp jokingly answered.

"Considerin' the size of Barry—and he fits through the door—you
must be talkin' some big duffel bags," Terry added, referring to Seal's

physique, which was taking on record dimensions as of late.

"Yeah, he tells me we're normally movin' $3 million per sonie. I wish

I was workin' on 10 percent like the state. I'd be retirin' soon."

By Reed's calculations, that was about $9 million a week falling out of

the sky and into the hands of Governor Bill Clinton's friends. By his calcu-

lations, that was nearly $40 million a month arriving by Federal Express's

secret competitor, the CIA's Green Flight Express. If the state was getting 10

percent, as Seal had said, plus the temporary use of the entire amount, that

could explain why lots of money was being thrown around to attract out-

of-state industry.

Reed wished he could confide in his lawyer, Stodola, about what he
knew. Stodola would never have suspeaed the CIA was Arkansas's secret

source of capital. That would sure finance a lot of new industry for Clinton,

Reed thought.

And the best part was, it wouldn't cost the Arkansas taxpayer anything.
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The magnitude of the Agency's cash flow through Arkansas, which Reed
witnessed firsthand in the mid-1980s, would not be revealed to any major
degree until years later. It was not until 1994 that Independent Counsel
Robert Fiske, named to investigate the Whitewater affair, stumbled across

a man in hiding who, himself, had not fully realized that he had been a con-

duit for money laundering on a massive scale. This mian, Dennis Patrick,

had been a pawn in the Agency's money-laundering scheme, which had
routed over $109 million through Patrick's bond-trading account managed
by Dan Lasater and his firm, Lasater & Company in Little Rock.

But Patrick's story is far more bizarre than one of just money launder-

ing. Law enforcement officials in Kentucky have documented three

attempts on Patrick's life. The first involved an attempted "hit" on him in

his rural Kentucky home by a professional assassin, who was carrying not

only automatic weapons, but photos of Patrick, his family and his car. When
arrested, the suspect, who was later convicted, also was carrying a $33,000

cash "down payment" from whoever hired him. The other two attempts on
Patrick's life involved fire bombings of his home. The police, like Patrick,

were baffled as to why a local court clerk like Patrick would be the target of

a "hit," and were forced to admit that they could not protect him. This

forced him to flee with his family to Florida and assume a new identity.

Clearly, he had become a liability— to someone. His troubles began in

1985 after he had taken advantage of a personal relationship with a man
named Steve Love, a ranking employee of the Lasater firm. At Love's

behest, Patrick had opened a trading account in Little Rock with the Lasater

firm. Patrick, a man of small means, was promised that for the use of his

Social Security number on the account, he would be given a percentage of

the profits earned on the account's trading. In 1985, after receiving a

$20,000 "commission," he was called by Patsy Thomasson, now Clinton's

director for administration at the White House, and told he had to sign over

control of the account because of pending litigation. Patrick refused, and his

troubles began.

Little did he know that his account had created a telltale paper trail

which investigators could follow, showing the $109 million in trades (see

trading documents at the end of Chapter 11). "My account showed more

government securities trades than Chase Manhattan that year," Patrick told

author Terry Reed as he shook his head, dumbfounded that he had been

had in such a big way.

"There's certainly reason to kill a man for $100 million, or knowledge

of $100 million," he told Reed.

But while Patrick may have "volunteered" initially as a front for Seal's

money, there were two known "draftees." These two individuals each had

upwards of $ 1 00 million traded through their Lasater accounts, bringing the

tally to more than $300 million. How large was this "wash"? The real total

will never be known.
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CHAPTER 12

Strange Alliance

In black operations, Terry Reed was finding, danger was never
farther away than the telephone. He could hear it ringing as he
entered his new residence on the tenth tee of the Maumelle
Golf Course. It was late Wednesday afternoon, February 20,

1985, and he had just finished a hectic day overseeing some
Agency manufacturing problems.

All that was on his mind now was enjoying a Scotch and water at his

new wet bar, which had a picturesque view of the golf course and a tribu-

tary of the Arkansas River. His hard work was beginning to pay off, but trou-

ble was at the other end of the phone he was about to answer.

Sawahata was on the line with some really bad news. "Emile Camp's

airplane is missing," he said. 'Tt is past due on a flight from Baton Rouge to

Mena. I am telling you this because there is search activity going on, and I

am sure it will be on news tonight. I do not want you over there drawing

attention to yourself."

"How overdue is he?"

"Only several hours, but Barry and I fear worst."

The crash report would say that Camp died when his white Seneca

with black, gray and red trim, registration No. N8658E, crashed into the

north face of Fourche Mountain, 8V2 miles north of the Mena Airport, as

he was heading southeast. The National Transportation Safety Board

(NTSB) crash examiner later reported that there was no fuel found in the

engine fuel lines, and both fuel-quantity gauges read "zero" at time of

impact. There was no postcrash fire. Camp had simply run out of gas, Terry

and Seal later concluded.

But how?
Camp had been on a very simple flight that day. He was to fly from

Baton Rouge to Mena, and the flight plan he filed with New Orleans Flight

Service estimated his time en route as two hours. Block No. 12 of his flight

plan estimated he had three hours of fuel on board. He was flying an air-

plane he knew intimately and had operated and maintained for more than

two years. Combined with the fact that he was current in all his FAA rat-

ings, and would be executing an approach into an airport he was familiar
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with, it should have been, in pilot's jargon, "a walk in the park." Or as Barry

Seal would say, "as easy as finding your dick in the dark."

But that's not what happened!

He departed Baton Rouge at 11:12 a.m. CST. At 12:55 p.m.. Camp was
cleared for an approach at Mena Inter-Mountain Regional Airport. He then

radioed Fred Hampton at Rich Mountain at 12:55 p.m., saying he would be

landing in "ten or fifteen minutes," making his intended flight within the

two hours he had estimated. But he never landed at Mena and was declared

missing at 2:12 p.m., the time when his fuel would have been exhausted,

the crash report said.^

This was simple math. It meant that Camp should have had at least an

hour's fuel on board when he went down. But there was no fire. The wreck-

age was found two days later in a small area 200 feet below the mountain's

crest. The NTSB listed the cause as pilot error. But Seal and Terry didn't buy
that and wondered what the aircraft was doing so far off course.

The prescribed instrument-approach procedure would have taken

Camp to the south and east of Mena, far away from Fourche Mountain, one

of the high points in the mountainous area. The aircraft was equipped with

the latest array of communication and navigation equipment, including

state-of-the-art LORAN-C. And, strangely, there was no record of any fur-

ther communication with anyone after Camp's last call to Rich Mountain
Aviation. Why not? If he had been in trouble, surely he would have radioed

Rich Mountain or ATC or both.

Camp was an experienced pilot. Any student pilot will tell you what
you do in a situation like this. If you find yourself confused and off-course,

you never descend. Instead you implement the three Cs— climb, confess

and comply.

Camp's last communication with ATC placed him at 4,000 feet MSL.
The instrument-approach procedure called for the pilot to maintain a min-

imum altitude of 3,400 feet MSL until established inbound on the approach

course. Once established inbound. Camp was then authorized to depart his

mandated 3,400-foot altitude and descend for the landing at Mena. Even
then, under the procedures he was following, he would not be authorized

to descend below 2,580 feet prior to establishing visual contact with the air-

port runway. So why did the aircraft impact the mountain at 2,200 feet, more than

8 miles from the airport? There was no way Camp could have had the field in

sight from that distance.

Even more disturbing was Seal's disclosure to Terry after he had
inspected the wreckage. He revealed that certain engine controls and
switches were set in positions at time of impact that would indicate Camp
was trying to restart his right engine. Where, Seal wondered, did the fuel

go? The NTSB made no mention of the missing fuel or anything else.

Arkansas State Police Investigator Russell Welch, the resident state

police investigator in Mena, noted in his investigative report of the incident

that Fred Hampton, the "on-paper owner" of Rich Mountain Aviation, the

Agency's aviation front company, told him he believed the plane had been
sabotaged to prevent Camp's testifying about Seal's "sting" operation in
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Nicaragua for the CIA and DEA. He also told Welch that Camp was carry-

ing documents on board dealing with the C-123 that Seal had used in the
sting. No documents were found in Camp's wreckage. This C-123, The Fat

Lady, would be the very same plane the world would see protruding from
the Nicaraguan jungle more than eighteen months later after crashing

during a CIA mission with a load of Contra arms aboard.

Polk County Sheriff A. L. Hadaway, himself a pilot, became alarmed
when he heard of the circumstances surrounding the crash. Considering

Camp's flying experience, he thought it all didn't add up and said, "He (Camp)
could find this airport at night and land without lights; I've seen him do it."

But Rudy Furr, the airport manager at Mena, told reporters of rumors
he heard coming out of Rich Mountain Aviation that were even more
alarming, "I've heard murder, that Camp had a bomb on board, that he had
500 pounds of cocaine and that he had $3 million in cash."

When Reed heard about the suspicious circumstances surrounding the

crash and the rumors about the $3 million dollars, he privately concluded that

perhaps Camp had been on a "green flight" and for some unexplained reason

had deviated from his destination, Mena. It just didn't make sense, though,

since Seal wasn't piggybacking with him. It was possible Emile was trying to

loose a "tail," or maybe he was being followed by a U.S. Customs plane and

was attempting to evade it. The element of the whole affair that filled Reed

with paranoia was the rumor of sabotage. No matter how good a pilot a

person is, if someone tampers with a plane and covers his trail properly, the

plane will most certainly fall out of the sky and no one would be the wiser.

Terry had lost a friend that day. It wouldn't be the last. Sawahata put

all of his pilots on red alert while all aspects of the crash were investigated.

He told Terry to be particularly cautious while preflighting his Company
plane. Seal cautioned Terry to be especially critical of the type and quantity

of fuel being taken on when refueling. They didn't know how it had been

done to Camp, but all indications pointed to a saboteur in their midst.

Another unsettling aspect to Terry was that Camp had earlier that very

month exchanged planes with him for maintenance purposes. Terry had

flown Camp's now-destroyed Seneca N8658E to North Little Rock after the

trade and he and Sawahata had flown it for several days while Red Hall per-

formed avionics maintenance on Terry's. Afterwards, Camp had continued

to fly Terry's until they finally rendezvoused to trade back. That meant that,

if someone was out to get Camp, they may have also tampered with Reed's

plane. Even after an absolutely thorough personal inspection of his Seneca,

Terry still felt uneasy operating the craft for the next few days.

With Camp gone. Seal's importance to the government as a witness only

increased. He and Camp had been the only gringos who could testify with

direct knowledge about the cartel bosses. Now Seal was the only one who

could testify about the link between the Contra operations and drug traf-

ficking. And unbeknownst to anyone in Arkansas at that moment, some key

CIA assets in Miami, fanatic exile Cubans who had helped the Agency carry

out its black and dirty operations around the world were being resurrected.

They had become the Agency's willing assassins and saboteurs.
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Camp had already had a run-in with one of them, Ramon Medina. But
soon there was to be another, even more deadly one named Felix

Rodriguez, who used the code name Max Gomez. He was already being

brought into the loop by Donald Gregg, Vice President George Bush's

National Security Advisor. Terry would meet "Max" very soon.

Sawahata had a more immediate problem, however. He needed a

replacement instructor to take Camp's place for the "Class of '85."

Oklahoma was tasked with finding a replacement, since he already had
a list of known spook pilots as a result of his father's service with the Agency.

It didn't take him long to locate a suitable replacement right there in Okla-

homa. The only problem this second Oklahoman presented is what would
be his call sign. He would have to be called "Tulsa."

The replacement was a pilot with considerable aviation talent. In addi-

tion to having flown both fixed wing and fling-wing (helicopter) aircraft for

Air America, he was an FAA certified aircraft mechanic working in Tulsa at

a commercial airliner overhaul facility. What most impressed everyone was
the fact that he had been a test pilot for a firm in Coffeeville, Kansas, which
had been responsible for the development of an STOL aircraft called the

HeHo Stallion.

With his short stature, receding hairline and cherubic face, Tulsa bore

a resemblance to the rock 'n roll singer Elton John. But his quiet and bash-

ful demeanor was deceiving. He was something else when he got into an

airplane. He lived on pure 100-proof adrenaline and was unaccustomed to

taking orders. Everyone wondered how he and Ramon would interface.

Tulsa was happy to be "recalled." He, Terry and Idaho got along because

of their mutual "railroad" experience overseas. They spent a few days

together updating their lesson plans and exchanging war stories.

Contrary to the Contra Class of '84, this time the instructors and Sawa-
hata seemed ready for the arrival of the students at Nella. As they waited

at Rich Mountain for the arrival of the Class of '85, Ramon Varnados was
taking the camp out of mothballs, and there were early indications of

spring. Varnados had been busy using a landscaping box-blade behind the

tractor to repair the erosion that winter weather had inflicted on the sod

airstrip.

When the truck with the students arrived, Medina and Diego were
already with them, barking orders. It was apparent that things would go

smoother, since these arrivals already seemed to be better disciplined than

the previous class was when it started.

It appeared that this batch of freedom fighters was already accustomed
to Medina's "lack-of-punishment-is-reward-enough-for-a job-well-done"

management philosophy. Terry could certainly sympathize with the trainees

relative to that dictatorial leadership style. It was the same one honed and
embraced by the Strategic Air Command (SAC), in which he had served.

Medina informed the instructors that there had been a higher washout
rate in the single-engine training due to the application of higher standards.

The quality of this new class would therefore be higher, he predicted. It was
definitely smaller, only fourteen this time. This made everyone happier.
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Medina took the opportunity, with everyone present, to give a moti-
vational briefing. He said he had been in Central America and that a CIA
ground-based invasion by the Contras was in the offing. Key Sandinista

leaders would soon "disappear," he said confidently, but he did not elabo-

rate on this. Terry got the chills hearing that, remembering as he did the

"assassins" Medina and the others had trained at Nella. He could only
assume that the assassin students would have something to do with the

"disappearance" to which Medina referred.

What became known as the Iran-Contra operation was finally in full

swing. The White House by now had turned up the heat. President Reagan
implied that the Sandinistas were receiving training and supplies from our
declared enemies in Iran, stating that "most of the prominent terrorist

groups" in the world were giving "advice and training" to Nicaragua.^ He
neglected to mention that American arms were being secretly sent to Iran

to help free our hostages. Nor did he mention that the CIA was secretly

arming the Contras. With Medina back in Nella, Felix Rodriguez was on his

way to El Salvador to aid in the training of counterinsurgents.

1985 was quickly becoming "the Year of the Contra." From what Terry

was learning about Seal's "airdrops," it seemed a great deal more money,
more than the previous $40 million a month, was coming into Arkansas. He
could only assume that, once this money was "invested" through the maze
built within the Arkansas bond business, the Contra effort was benefiting

from these gargantuan "nighttime deposits." These tremendous sums over-

shadowed the healthy "donations" from wealthy right-wingers that were

being solicited by Lieutenant Colonel Oliver North's nonprofit network

operating out of Washington. These donations, by comparison, were a drop

in the bucket and were probably just being used to mask the existence of

the real cash that Seal was flying in. Theirs was probably only "seed money"
being used to cover the CIA's banking trail, Terry and Seal theorized.

After the Medina briefing, and prior to the instructors leaving for the

day, Sawahata introduced Medina and Diego to Tulsa and explained that he

was the replacement instructor for Camp.

"I certainly hope you don't show the side of insubordination Mr. Camp
displayed while teaching here," Medina said to Tulsa. "It was not good for the

morale of my troops to see such open disregard for a person of my stature."

Tulsa, with a wad of mint Skol in his mouth, spit on the ground, splat-

tering tobacco juice on Medina's spit-shined jungle boots.

"I don't cotton too much to all this military shit, that's why I got out of

the Air Force and was sheep-dipped* in order to work for the Agency," he

said. "My job is to turn these guys into good pilots. And I'll die tryin' to do

that. You and I'll get along just fine as long you keep out of my way and let

me do that."

*Sheep-dipped refers to a procedure used by the CIA from 1959 to 1975 to set up a secret army

in Southeast Asia. Select volumeer pilots were flown to aircraft carriers, which are American

soil, mustered out of the military and, in exchange for time still owed Uncle Sam, given con-

tracts of employment with Air America— meaning the CIA. That made it all legal.
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Medina had picked on the wrong guy again. He had underestimated

Tulsa, probably because of his demeanor. Reed could tell by the twinkle in

Tulsa's eyes that he was ready and confident of the outcome. So did Medina,

who did nothing but give Tulsa a piercing Hispanic stare. Sawahata bristled

and was getting ready to intervene. But there was no need. Medina only

cursed in Spanish and walked away. The group was off to a great start again,

Terry thought.

On the way back to Little Rock, Sawahata confided to Terry that he was
afraid there was a connection between Camp's death and Medina and that

the bad blood between them had just seemed to fester without end. He
wanted Terry to keep his eye on Medina's actions toward Tulsa and report

immediately if Terry felt that Medina was going to do more than give Tulsa

his macho evil eye.

'T don't see what Agency sees in these fucking Cubans," Sawahata said.

"They seem crazy to me. They are like trained police dogs, except one is

never quite sure who master is."

"Yeah, I wish we would go ahead and invade down there in order to

cut out all these nonprofessionals," Terry responded. "I don't mind telling

you, Aki, I don't like to be associating with people like Medina. I sure hope
you put in a good word for me when this is all over so I can get beyond this

type of work. My wife doesn't want me to end up like Emile, especially with

two sons to raise."

"Why you say son? You no have new baby yet?" Aki asked.

"Technology, Aki. Haven't you heard of ultrasound? Janis had one last

week. It's definitely a boy, or it has two umbilical cords."

Terry and Sawahata were becoming close friends. By spending count-

less hours with Aki over the past several months, Terry thought he knew
almost as much about the CIA's activities in Arkansas as Sawahata did.

His combination of flying and his expertise in manufacturing, as well as

loose security, had exposed him to the many operational loops. But even
extensive inside knowledge didn't prepare Terry for what happened
March 13, 1985.

The phone call that morning was from Linda Crow, Mark McAfee's sec-

retary/mistress. She was frantic. Mark was off on another diet-pill binge and
even more incoherent than normal. In fact, he had taken time out that

morning to punch her around a little just to show how much he loved her.

She was approaching her limit and could no longer contain her belief

that he was becoming mentally ill. "Terry, you gotta come by the office real

fast. Mark's not here right now, and I have to talk to you about something
real important," she said, sobbing.

Terry could tell by the tone of her voice that she desperately needed a

friend. She had confided in Janis that Mark was becoming more violent

with her, and she didn't know how much longer she could tolerate his pun-
ishment. Terry's new home in Maumelle was only 4 miles away, so he got

in his car and drove over.

When he arrived, Linda was pacing in the parking lot and chain-smok-
ing. She clearly was a nervous wreck. "Terry, I gotta talk to you before Mark

I
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gets back. And you shouldn't be here when he returns. I think he's actually
going crazy. It's those damn diet pills. He's gonna hurt someone, Terry. He's
even carrying a gun now, everywhere he goes. He thinks everyone's out to
get him. And I know this sounds stupid, but I love him. You just gotta help
me handle him."

How could he help? Terry wondered. Another classic example of a nice
woman getting involved with a married man whose life was out of control
and who wouldn't take action to repair it. McAfee, at this point, reminded
Terry of an aircraft in a terminal dive. Its air speed had grown so high that
in order to pull it out, you'd have to pull so many Gs it'd tear the plane's

wings off.

He had basically written off McAfee. And he told her so.

"You've got to get away," he said to her. "Just quit, pack your things

and leave this town. Janis and I will help you with money if you need some.
It just pains us, Linda, to see you let him treat you like this."

"Terry, it's not only me. He's gonna hurt other people, too.
"

"Like who?"
"Your friend, Aki. I don't know how to tell you this, Terry, it sounds

too bizarre. But Mark is trying to get Aki in trouble with the FBI. Some
damn harebrained plan of his to get rich quick and make a lot of money as

a reward from the government."

This really got Terry's attention.

"Linda, slow down and tell me all you know about what you just said."

She confessed that, as far back as November, McAfee had been com-
municating with the FBI office in Little Rock concerning what he said was
"a devious plan by a Japanese firm to steal and export prohibited American
technology."

As Linda paced and smoked, the significance of what she had said

began to sink in. This could be a major disaster, not only for the Agency but

the entire Contra training effort since Terry did not know who, beyond the

CIA, was in on the Arkansas operation.

"Linda, do you know who he's been talking to at the FBI?"

"Oh, it's a real funny name, I've heard him call up here several times

and talk to Mark. He always goes in his office and closes the door when he's

talking to him, but I think I wrote it down once on my daily planner."

After retrieving her planner, and searching the previous months, she

finally found where she had scrawled the name "Mark Jessie, FBI."

Armed with the information just given him, Terry headed for Sawa-

hata's office. The compact man from the CIA turned visibly white when he

heard what Terry told him. He frantically searched his file cabinet until he

found the folder labeled "Mark McAfee." Within it was a brochure of a

Hewlett-Packard integrated-circuit cell tester.

"Terry-san. This guy must be crazy! I did not even know what it was

when he showed it to me. I still do not know what it is. We have major

security problem. This is emergency. I need a drink!"

By now, it was approaching lunchtime. Both men decided to get away

from OSI and go to their usual haunt in order to think and formulate a plan.
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Two perfect Rob Roys on the rocks still didn't seem to calm Sawahata's

nerves. His paranoia began to run rampant. He began to reconstruct con-

versations McAfee had lured him into over the phone, now believing that

he had secretly been taped and that McAfee had given the tapes to the FBI.

"Problem is, Terry-san, we do not know how far investigation has pro-

gressed. They have had many months to be spying on me." The word spying

struck Reed as pure irony.

"If I had known about this earlier, I could have had Washington

implement damage control, but, with investigation so many months old,

perhaps many people within FBI, who were not in proper loop, now know
about my activities," Sawahata said. "Is major problem for me! I losefacel All

my Agency training did not prepare me for crazy rednecks like McAfee!

Another drink for me, please."

Sawahata was most concerned about the political embarrassment this

could cause the CIA. What if this information was leaked to Reagan's oppo-

nents on Capitol Hill? Aki's career would surely be over. But he had been

reared in Japan, where personal disgrace was overshadowed by something

else. Aki feared he had blackened the image of the Agency and disgraced it.

And for this he could not be forgiven.

He even feared he would be "terminated" from his job, which takes on
a more ominous meaning in intelligence parlance. It means you're dead.

"I must take vacation immediately," the distraught Sawahata confided.

"Worse thing can happen right now is for FBI to interview me. We are at

critical stage of program; all phases are operational now. Jade Bridge and
Centaur Rose are successful, thanks in part to your help. I think program is

self-running at this point. With Bruce's help, maybe you can cover for me
for a while. I need to think things out in Washington. Come with me; I must
introduce you to someone."

Bruce was one of Sawahata's employees. All Terry knew, up to this

moment, was that Bruce functioned as an office manager. He handled the

day-to-day details of the export business that masked the real activities of

OSI. When he had met him months earlier, Terry had been told by Sawa-
hata that Bruce was from northwest Arkansas and spoke five languages.

The emergency had forced Sawahata to reveal Bruce's true role.

And that wasn't the only intelligence rule broken that day. To guaran-

tee security, operatives never come in contact with anyone in their chain of

command other than the person directly above and below them. The "one

up, one down rule" is what keeps the program secure and the identity of its

people from being discovered in the event any single individual is compro-
mised. Prior to this emergency, Terry was unaware of and had no "need to

know" about the man Sawahata interfaced with or about the state's link to

the operation.

But now Sawahata was forced to take Terry to the "someone" he had
just mentioned—and that someone had his office in the south wing of the

Arkansas State Capitol.

He could tell Sawahata was accustomed to frequenting the place as he
parked his nondescript four-door Oldsmobile Cutlass in a "no parking" zone
in front of the Capitol, an area normally reserved for dignitaries.
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It was dose to noon, and Sawahata was concerned about catching this

"someone" before he left for lunch. He walked briskly into the building with
Terry close behind. As they turned down a hall heading through the south
wing they entered a door that read "Arkansas Industrial Development Com-
mission." Inside was a stately room decorated with period furniture.

The receptionist was on the phone, but she recognized Sawahata and
motioned him to a seat. After she hung up, she asked Sawahata if he had
an appointment.

He said no but told her, "It very important to see Mr. Nash immedi-
ately." He could not wait until after lunch, he said. Nash emerged from the

office a few minutes later, clearly ill-prepared for what he was about to hear.

Sawahata moved close to the other man and, in a panicky, low-tone

voice, said, "We have emergency. I have to leave town immediately. Let us

go inside for private meeting. This gentleman with me is Mr. Reed. You
know who he is."

The man who ushered both men into his office was Bob Nash,* whose
official title then was Senior Assistant to the governor for Economic Devel-

opment. Terry was taken aback by his appearance because he was a perfect

double for Bill Cosby, back in the days when the actor starred in "I Spy," a

television series about a businessman in Europe who was in reality an

American intelligence agent.

After closing the door to his office, Nash expressed anger that Sawa-

hata was speaking so freely in front of Terry. "Aki, are you sure you want

Mr. Reed in on this meeting. This is very awkward. What's this all about? I

have lunch scheduled with you for tomorrow. Can't this wait?"

"No," Sawahata answered. "And Mr. Reed is cleared for everything I

am going to say. We have difficult situation that becomes major embarrass-

ment for all of us. A local businessman has reported me to FBI here in town

and we are not certain how far investigation into OSI's activities may have

progressed."

Nash was clearly distraught. He motioned both men to a small, round

antique table near the west wall of the stately office. As they sat down in

the Chippendale-style chairs, Terry noticed the fireplace on the south wall

and Nash's giant, dark, antique mahogany desk. Everything in the room

was neatly arranged, giving it the appearance that not a lot of work was

done there.

Nash sat back in his chair, leaving Sawahata nervously hunched over

the table. As Sawahata chattered on, Nash kept looking at Terry as if to

gauge his reaction to Sawahata 's narrative about "the emergency."

Nash listened intently, shifting his focus back and forth between the two

men across from him. He was making Terry uneasy with his intense stares.

When Sawahata had finished, Nash said in a slow, calculated tone that

bore no discernible accent of any kind, "I want you to understand, Mr.

Sawahata, I'm not necessarily agreeing with the way this is being handled.

*Bob Nash later became director of ADFA, the Arkansas Development and Finance Authority,

and then moved on to become an official of the U.S. Department of Agriculture when Bill Clin-

ton became president.
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It appears to me that you, Aki, have contributed to this problem. And now
you've set in place a plan to take care of these problems that is obviously

going to affect me and this office. I suppose all we can do now is take a wait-

and-see attitude after you go to Washington and inform your people about

our problem here. Of course, I'll have to have a meeting with my people

and make them aware of all this. Maybe we can exert some control at our

level over the local FBI."

After a long silence, Nash turned to Terry and said, "What do you think,

Mr. Reed? You know this McAfee charaaer better than we. How far v^ he
pursue this scheme of his? ... I mean, if he doesn't see a response out of

the FBI?"

"From what I understand from his secretary, he's totally unpredictable

at this point," Terry said. "The good news, from your point of view, is he's

not politically connected as far as I'm aware. I think if someone in the FBI

were to humor him and convince him that there was an ongoing investi-

gation, he would probably cause no further problems in this area, for now
at least. But he is a loose cannon, and he's desperate."

"I like the way you think. Maybe this office can unofficially intervene

wdth the FBI," Nash suggested. "That would buy us the time we need for

Mr. Sawahata to get Washington on top of this. Maybe the problem isn't as

large as we think."

Nash and Terry had dissected the problem clinically, like surgeons, and

divided it into two categories: areas that could be deah with and areas that

could not. Sawahata, on the other hand, saw it only one way. In his mind,

he was the source of the problem. He was the professional in charge. Terry

was afraid Aki was about to fall on his sword over this.

"So, gentlemen," Nash said. "I have a busy schedule this afternoon. Mr.

Reed, I would like to have a private conversation with Mr. Sawahata. But,

considering the turn of events today, I think you should plan on meeting me
for lunch tomorrow in Aki's stead. He wall be busy in Washington, I'm sure."

Terry left and waited outside by Sawahata's car. As he looked up at the

Capitol dome, a replica of the dome in Washington, his mind was reeling

with thoughts that disturbed him.

The significance of the meeting was beginning to impact on him. He
had now been drawn, through no design of his owm, to the pivotal point of

the intelligence loops that were orbiting around Arkansas. What he had just

learned wasn't taught in political science classes.

Here he was at the core. Like Dorothy in The Wizard ofOz, he had looked

behind the curtain and seen the true "Wizard."

Here was what seemed a strange alliance. A state run by Democrats in

bed with a Republican administration in Washington, and both conspiring

to evade Congress's prohibition against aiding or abetting the Contras. It

was so steeped with hypocrisy.

Was the CIA the invisible force that had the power to compromise these

political pillars of the nation?

Were these same invisible forces operating only in Arkansas or through-

out the nation? He wondered. But why limit it to the nation? Perhaps the
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world functioned under one control. Could that control be the CIA? Was
there a secret alliance of agents worldwide who operated as they pleased?

Religion, he had come to realize, was a form of social control. Was pol-

itics as well? Was it just a game like professional sports, simply to divert

public attention from what was really happening? Was it all just a placebo?
While driving back to OSI, Terry was strangely quiet and withdrawn.

He was feeling manipulated by the social order he had been raised to obey
and now he had doubts about his previous motivations in life.

"You're awfully quiet, Terry-san," Sawahata said after a few minutes.

"Aki, I've got to ask you a question. It's funny I've never asked, consider-

ing all the time we've spent together. Are you a Republican or a Democrat?"
"I am a political atheist. I work for the CIA."

"What does that mean?"
"That means Agency is politics. Agency is the government. Everything

else is just puppets, a big game, Terry-san. You did not know that?"

If Terry Reed was not a liability before, he certainly was now. Those

who see behind the curtain are always a threat. It was like someone telling

the Pope in the 1300s that the world was really round and that it did,

indeed, revolve around the sun, rather than the other way around.

But those who feared him would not pull the trigger themselves. They
would not resort to such dirty, Mob-style methods. They would use a much
more clean, convenient and safe way to "terminate" him. Simply manu-
facture a criminal profile, construct a crime, and let the "system" do the rest.

Reed would find that when irritated, the United States government could

simply use its internal resources to eliminate an asset.

Terry had a restless night as he lay half-awake analyzing what was occur-

ring and his feelings about it. He could now recall Sawahata's comments

after he came down the Capitol steps.

"Terry-san. Thank you very, very much," he had said.

"This is major embarrassment for me. I called Washington from Mr.

Nash's office. I need to go get on secure line and explain problem in detail.

But it looks like they can help. Too early to know for sure, but I must leave

for Washington tonight. I am so glad you are my backup. I know I can count

on you. Mr. Nash likes you."

Just as it is performed in combat, Terry had been given a field promo-

tion, one bestowed on the spot during battle by a field commander when

the officer above you in rank has been put out of action. Akihide Sawa-

hata's injuries were not physical though. He had been compromised!

But he lay awake thinking that maybe his "field promotion" was the

result of Sawahata's deserting his post. He wondered if Nash was aware of

Sawahata leaving Little Rock that night when he had earlier in the evening

showed up at Terry's house with his wife, two children and what appeared

to be all their worldly goods in suitcases and boxes with string wrapped

around them and their names on the labels.
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Sawahata was evasive about his plan to return, if ever, when he drove

up unexpectedly and talked to Terry in his driveway that night. He hadn't

even remained long enough to say goodbye to Janis, who was out showing
homes to prospective buyers. His Japanese wife was typically obedient and
acted as though she didn't even know why they were leaving.

"I talk to Washington," Sawahata said. "They want me out of here for

awhile. They need time to analyze problem. You should alert everyone in

Mena and Nella, especially Mr. Seal. Just tell him we have big security prob-

lem. He will understand. You go to lunch with Bob Nash tomorrow. Every-

thing will be okay. I do not know when I return; it is up to Agency." With
that brief sayonara, he was gone.

The next day, March 14, the conversation began casually as the two
men gazed at each other across their egg drop soup at Fu Lin's. The banter

was light, with each taking measure of the other, not unlike a blind date.

Circumstance had thrust them together.

Nash had taken the intervening time to brief himself on Terry since he

seemed to know a lot about his background as they talked. Reed knew little

about Nash but assumed the black man hadn't attained this post by being

stupid. He could only assume that there were faceless people behind Nash
based on his comment yesterday that he had to discuss the matter with "my
people." Terry felt that would be a good starting point to switch from the

social talk to business.

"I'm at a disadvantage here, since I really don't know what my role is

now," Terry told Nash. "Aki explained to me yesterday that I would be a

liaison to your office. I presume you've had time to talk to the people you
referred to yesterday. Are they in agreement with me performing as this

liaison?"

"I don't mind telling you we're all walking on eggs right now. My
people have been thoroughly briefed, and we all see the necessity of some-

one filling Mr. Sawahata's shoes during his untimely absence. To answer

your question, yes, we feel you're suited to perform as liaison, considering

your background and knowledge of the program here in Arkansas. I don't

have to tell you how sensitive this situation is."

"What are my duties, and who do I report to?"

"You sure do get right down to it, don't you, Mr. Reed? I like direct-

ness. It's something I don't come in contact with often, working, as I do, in

the Capitol."

Nash outlined to Terry that he was expected to be Nash's "eyes and
ears" in Operations Jade Bridge and Centaur Rose, whose code names were
known to him.

What worried him most, he said, was political fallout. He went on to

say that he understood why the CIA was resorting to subcontractors

—

"characters" he called them—who by design had been recruited because of

their "seedy background." These people bothered him the most and they

needed "adult supervision." Terry saw Nash as the equivalent of the liaison

to and accountant for the Laotian prince who had rented his country to the

CIA years ago.
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All Nash really wanted to know, it was clear, was if all was going well.

To alert him of any potential problems before they developed and, most
importantly, about all "the deliveries" at the ranch outside town, especially

if they were on time . . . and with correct tallies.

"We will need to have lunch at least once a week, maybe more often

if the situation demands," Nash told him. "Obviously, I'm not wanting writ-

ten reports on this. You just keep track of who, what, where, when, why
and, mostly importantly, how much, and we'll get along great. I'm sure Mr.
Sawahata will return soon, but in the meantime, I'd like to say it's refresh-

ing to work with an Anglo."

Terry now understood Laotian Prince Souvanna Phouma's motivation.

It was money, pure and simple. There were no politics in Laos ... or in

Arkansas. There was only power, and offerings had to be made. He lay

awake wondering— if there was truly a "wizard" in the Land of Oz, he was
probably for sale too.

After stopping by to see Bruce, Terry discovered through OSI's secure

communications that Seal was in Mena. He got into his plane and headed
west, thinking about Sawahata 's admonition to alert Seal of the new devel-

opments. This he wanted to do in person.

After listening to Reed recite the details of the "emergency" that led to

Sawahata 's fleeing the state. Seal, in his usual relaxed way, said, "So the

Chink just discovered we was bein' investigated, huh? Hell, I've known about

that ever since that dumb-ass McAfee shit called the FBI back in November."

"You've known about this all along? And you didn't tell Aki?" Terry

asked, somewhat startled.

"Naw, I figured he needed some excitement in his life. That desk job of

his will be his death yet." He couldn't stop laughing.

"You didn't answer my question. How did you know about the inves-

tigation?" Terry asked.

"I'm gcttin' the best intelligence money can buy. I call it payin' com-

missions, Terr. You know how the world works. You were in Southeast Asia.

Everybody over there was on the fuckin' take. You had to bribe . . . pay

somebody a fuckin' commission to get anything done, didn't ya? Ain't no

different here. It just costs a little more."

"Are you telling me you're buying inside information from the FBI?

Are they in on this operation, too?" Terry asked, reflecting back to the com-

ments Nash had made about contacting someone at the FBI.

"Well, you might say the Agency has a couple of moles in the FBI that

are supposed to be runnin' cover for us over here. You know, CI (counter-

intelligence) types. That's the kind J. Edgar could never quite trust or con-

trol." The Fat Man was vibrating with laughter. It was the first time Terry

had seen him laugh since Camp had been killed.

"That's the kind of Fed you never want to turn your back on. These

cross-over tyT)es," Seal said between breaks in laughter. Terry had experience

with this kind of agent back in Oklahoma while working with Wayne Barlow.

Barlow was a "bridge agent" whose salary was paid by the FBI, but he was

closer to the CIA in heart and mind than his FBI bosses would have liked.
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"But I'm glad you brought me this information, Terry. And I'm sorry to

see Aki takin' everything so serious and leavin' town and all. But, hey . . .

that means ya got promoted, huh? I always like to see my friends movin'

up in the world. Ya never know when that can come in handy. Wanna go

with me to slop the hogs?"

Terry was confused by the terminology, but he decided to ride along

anyway to have dinner at a local diner with Barry. They had all been too

busy recently, and Camp's death had left them in a somber mood. The
"hook-it-and-ride" attitude was gone now that they believed a murdering

saboteur was in their midst. Seal even had another mechanic brought down
from Ohio, a person he said he really trusted. He privately told Terry that

Mike, the black man from Puerto Rico, was sent in by the Agency to ensure

the aircraft were not tampered with. Mike was in charge of avionics inspec-

tions to ensure none of the other Company planes were sabotaged as they

suspected Camp's had been.

Driving north out of the airport complex in a one-ton Chevy truck. Seal

stopped at the intersection of the airport road and the east-west highway at

the north end of the field. While waiting to turn, Barry noticed a nonde-

script four-door sedan heading east toward them. As Seal pulled on to the

highway, he began flashing his headlights at the oncoming car and pulled

off the road into a service station parking lot on the north side of the road.

"Yep, it's time to slop the hogs," he said. "Reach under your seat and
see if you find a paper bag."

Terry found a brown paper bag. It was neatly wrapped around its con-

tents and sealed with masking tape. Its contents were approximately a half-

inch thick and felt like money. As the car Seal had signaled pulled off the

road and approached the truck on the driver's side. Seal chuckled, "Terry,

meet my very own FBI Special Agent, and I do mean own. In fact, everybody

should own one; they can come in handy. He's one of my inside guys, and
it's time to make my monthly installment payment for intelligence. Hand
me the sack, please."

As the car pulled within inspection distance, Terry noticed it had all the

markings of an "undercover" FBI car: black-wall tires, little hub caps and
small antennas. It appeared that the man in the approaching vehicle was
uneasy, probably due to Terry's presence in the car with Seal.

"You earned it this time," Seal said as he tossed the bag into the window
of the other car. Terry could not see the man's face at this point, but he could

hear the other man say, "Who's that with you?"

"It's the guy out of Little Rock that flies around with the Chink.

Speakin' of which, he just ran off to Washington yesterday with his butt on
fire due to an 'in-ves-ti-ga-tion' he got wind of out of the Little Rock FBI

office." Seal couldn't hold back the laughter and began shaking as he added,

"Ain't that a hoot? Shit, you told me about that back in November."
The FBI man obviously didn't want to have this conversation in day-

light, nor hang around and socialize. He made his excuses and abruptly

departed. As the agent drove out of earshot. Seal added, "Ain't money
great, Terry? With it, you can buy damn near anything." He then gave
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the Arkansas Razorback yell while spinning the truck tires in the dirt:

"SOOOOOOEEE pig."

Terry realized Seal had just bribed the FBI!

After dinner that night, and while driving back to the airport, Terry
turned the conversation to his future once again. He had gotten a promo-
tion, he thought, but he was still in Arkansas training Contras. Not his idea

of a career.

"Barry, what have you heard about Cooper's operation down in

Miami? Is it gonna be up and running soon? Or was that just a false start?"

Terry questioned. "I sent my resume down there but haven't heard any-
thing back."

"Oh, yeah, I forgot to tell ya," Seal said. "Yeah, I been down south, and
I can tell ya this isn't somethin' you wanna get involved in. You know, I

know Janis and I think she envisions some kind of life of luxury livin'

abroad with you playin' spook and that's not what's goin' on down there.

These are all cowboys ... old cowboys I might add. And the livin's hard and
the pay ain't great. You better write that one off. I don't wanna be respon-

sible for gettin' your wife mad at ya."

Although Seal did not spell it out, he was obviously warning Terry

away from the shoddy operation being organized by Southern Air Trans-

port in Miami. This was the "small Air America" Cooper had referred to in

his conversation with Terry back in November. The pilots were based in

Honduras and living in primitive quarters. While Richard Secord was billing

the Enterprise an average of $10,000 a month for each pilot, he was paying

them no more than $4,500 to fly combat missions with shoddy aircraft and

antiquated equipment.

As Seal dropped Terry off at his plane, he gave him one of those looks

and said, "So what's Bobby Nash got you doin', besides spyin' on me? I hear

he refers to me as one of those 'seedy characters' over in Mena." He started

laughing. Terry wondered if Seal had Nash's office bugged when he heard

the term "seedy character"—Nash's exact words.

"Don't let him turn ya into Bill Clinton's bookkeeper like he did the

Chink," Seal said, as he again spun his tires and drove off, leaving a trail of

dust.

Notes

1. National Transportation Safety Board accident report. May 5, 1985.

2. Compilation of Presidential Documents, vol. 21, no. 5 (Washington, D.C.: Gov-

ernment Printing Office, 1989), pp. 91-92.



CHAPTER 13

Feeding Frenzy

"Goddamn! I don't know what all you been doin' up there in

Arkansas for the Agency, but you sure got some people's atten-

tion down here in Florida. If 1 didn't know you better, I'd accuse

you of brown-nosin'. 1 attended a meeting yesterday in which
you were the major topic of discussion.

"John Cathey was down here for an operational discus-

sion, and I was elected to give you a call in order to bounce an idea off of

you. You got a minute to listen?"

The call had caught Terry by surprise. It was March 16, 1985. He was
scheduled to fly that night at Nella and was hoping to sleep late, but it was
Saturday morning and Duncan had bounced into his bed at the crack of

dawn for the Saturday morning cartoon ritual. Bill Cooper's call had caught

him right in the middle of a children's cartoon show, "The Roadrunner
Hour," that he and Duncan were watching in bed. It was their favorite show.

They especially liked Wile E. Coyote because he never gave up and was
ceaselessly innovative. Sooner or later, he would catch that critter.

After changing phones to leave Duncan undisturbed, Terry heard

Cooper outline a concept he said had been "kicked around" during the

recent Miami meeting. Southern Air Transport (SAT), he noted, was in

charge of transportation for an operation he couldn't discuss over the

phone. Based upon Agency reports that were falling into the hands of

Cathey, the "customer," as he put it, was considering a start-up operation

perhaps based in Mexico that could use talent Terry possessed.

They wanted Terry to do a feasibility study for a machine-tool company
that would operate as a front in Mexico. Cooper went on to say that SAT
was not set up to handle this type of operation, although they would be in

a position to contribute heavily to the transportation side of the plan. They
could provide air transport for heavy things that would look a lot like large

machine tools. If the study indicated that the plan could work, it would
require living abroad, something he knew would excite Janis.

"Sure, I'm interested, but I'm awful busy right here in Arkansas. I guess

I could talk to these people about this, and maybe they can find a replace-

ment for me up here."

188



Feeding Frenzy 189

Cooper was quick to react to that. "Don't tell them about this right now.
That could be a real touchy subject. Don't want to tip the apple cart. As I

understand it, things are goin' real smooth up there, except for the prob-
lem with the Chink. We don't want to upset the state officials with our
plans. Do you get the drift?"

It was clear from what Cooper was saying that the Agency didn't want
anyone connected with the state of Arkansas to know what they were con-

templating. "Why" was not discussed.

"By the way, yesterday I saw a Fat Man we both know," Cooper said

cryptically. "He said you weren't interested in crewin' for me down there.

And if that's the case, I'll take your name off the list. It sounds like your
plate's pretty full right now. This same Fat Man will have more details on
this Mexican subject when he returns to Arkansas. In the meantime, drop

me a line and give me your thoughts."

Terry was intrigued. Two days later, on March 18, he wrote Cooper a

letter addressed to him in care of SAT. Terry had not seen Seal, but he
wanted to get his interest in the operation on record fast. As a postscript, he
addressed an issue he had not wanted to raise with Cooper on the phone:

the Charlie cuatro. At the end of the letter, Terry wrote, "Your storage item

is fine, but please expedite its pickup."

Terry's meeting with Bob Nash for lunch that day had been called to

discuss "damage control," or how to contain the FBI's investigation of Aki

Sawahata.

"We were able to extract some very interesting information from the

local FBI office," Nash told him. "It sounds almost too good to be true, but,

apparently, Mr. McAfee's 'crime' was handed off to an FBI agent who's under

the control of the Agency, S. A. Mark Jessie. He was given the case since it

involved an investigation into international espionage, his area of expertise."

"When I talked to Linda Crow, she felt McAfee had been talking to

other people at the FBI office before he was put into touch with Special

Agent Jessie. What about those people? Is your source sure there's not some

kind of parallel investigation going on into OSI's activities?" Reed asked.

"Well, we are dealing with the federal government, and anything is

possible. For that reason, the state has requested that Mr. Sawahata not

return until we're assured this near-calamity has blown over. In the mean-

time, you just keep reporting to me."

"I have a rather sensitive question to ask you, Bob," Terry interjected.

"And don't answer if it offends you or violates my need to know. Did you

have any advance warning of this 'near-calamity,' as you put it, prior to

Sawahata telling you last week? And did you have to buy that information

from the FBI? Or did they volunteer it freely?" Reed was "fishing" to find

out if Nash was buying his intelligence, just as Seal was.

"I had no advance warning," Nash answered. "I'm sure you could see

it came as a shock to me. I don't wish to answer the other question. But

why did you ask about buying information?"

"I just figured that if you had a relationship with the FBI, your office

would have been forewarned about any investigation of OSI's activities. I've
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been directly involved in this program since last July, and I'm curious if

someone might not be 'looking' at me. Can you ask your contact at the FBI

if I'm under any sort of investigation?" Nash stared at Reed, appearing to

analyze his motivation for the earlier question. Reed added, "I was just curi-

ous about security. Advance warning of incoming ICBMs is something I

dealt with in the Air Force."

"I'll have my sources with the bureau check everyone involved in

'Bridge' and 'Rose' to be assured this doesn't happen again. That should

have been Mr. Sawahata's job. He's the Fed in charge of this program, or

... so we thought."

Based upon Nash's statement that the state had not been forewarned

by the Feds, it appeared to Terry that Barry Seal was getting much better

"intelligence" with his "commission system" than the Clinton administra-

tion was through official channels. Seal confessed he had known about the

investigation into Sawahata since last November.

As Terry sat eating his egg roll, he realized he hadn't asked Seal the

most important question: Why hadn't Seal alerted anyone? Or, if he had,

who did he alert, and why was no action taken? Terry wanted to keep to

himself the knowledge Seal had given him the previous week at Mena
about paying commissions. For all he knew, Nash might be on Barry's pay-

roll, too. He wanted the answers to come directly from Seal's mouth, as he

seemed to have better intelligence.

Terry was beginning to sense a definite, divisional rift between the state

and federal governments. Nash and the state appeared to not be in the "fed-

eral loop." But Terry wondered. Was the CIA playing wdth these guys from

the state and setting them up for some kind of "fall?" The Clinton adminis-

tration was certainly amassing lots of potentially damaging political expo-

sure, he thought.

Terry left Nash and flew to Dallas, the site of the nearest Mexican con-

sulate, to familiarize himself with the legalities of setting up a foreign cor-

poration in Mexico. He had taken to heart what his grandfather had told him
years ago while fishing— strike while the iron is hot—and he wasn't going

to let this opportunity pass him by, even in light of the field promotion.

What he had already learned was that the Mexicans refused to conduct

serious business either over the phone or by mail. The man he had spoken
with there after repeated calls, Consul-General Raul Gonzalez Certosimo,

said Americans had reduced business to the impersonal. He insisted on a

face-to-face meeting with any serious investors that were interested in

developing Mexico. At first Terry thought this was a cultural thing, a for-

mality and a carry-over from Spain and Cortez. But the truth, he would find

later, is Mexican officials know it's impossible to hand someone a sack of

cash over the phone. He found that government representatives were
extremely cautious when it came time to collect "special processing fees"

and usually conducted this type of business only on a one-on-one level.

Terry was burning up with anticipation about the thought of an
Agency-backed company. He and Seal had had a lengthy classroom discus-

sion about CIA "cut-out" operations and "proprietaries." This had been the
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foundation of their early agreement to exchange Terry's manufacturing
knowledge for Seal's knowledge of how to handle "handlers." Seal knew of

a world where intelligence manuals didn't exist, where the unthinkable
isn't written down. In all of Terry's years in Air Force Intelligence, he had
never seen a textbook on how to manage a proprietary. Seal was a propri-

etary all by himself.

Terry was hearing a lot about Southern Air Transport in Miami, a long-

standing Agency front, and decided it would be a good model to study. At
one point, SAT was listed as the CIA's largest proprietary, with assets of more
than $50 million and employing more than 8,000 people. The CIA overall

is estimated to have several hundred fronts operating in the United States

and overseas.^

Seal informed Terry that SAT was serving as a holding company for the

CIA and secretly owned other black companies. Weta Okami smelled

opportunity with this new knowledge. He was particularly intrigued by the

concept of proprietary companies controlling other cut-outs.

Seal had become Terry's sponsor in the black world and his instructor

in this undocumented training environment. The CIA at one level operated

without controls and was truly a paperless company without auditable

ledgers and shaded from the eyes of Congress's General Accounting Office.

This was the level on which Seal operated, and Terry, realizing the benefits,

wanted to join him.

To further tantalize Reed, Seal said he saw burgeoning opportunities

for anyone with "business smarts" and a good idea. He said the Agency was

seriously lacking in ideas and needed innovative and creative people who
could perform a service. In other words, they needed good subcontractors.

This fit right in with William Casey's belief that intelligence could only

be gathered accurately and efficiently by people outside government who
were legitimately connected to the international business community. Casey

believed you recruited from the field whomever you need and then sent

them to "spy school." Casey once told one of the authors that during World

War II he had learned a lot from the British method of melding the business

and intelligence communities. "They're one and the same," he had said.*

CIA Director Stansfield Turner's approach to CIA management was

just the opposite. Turner, Casey's predecessor, believed that you turned

CIA-trained professional spies into businessmen to penetrate the areas

where intelligence was needed. Terry had already been to spy school and

was now involved in international trade. Seal saw him as a shoo-in.

*Casey said this to coauthor John Cummings during an impromptu conversation at a political

dinner in New York in 1979. Cummings brought up the topic of intelligence because he was

interested in Casey's view on the mass firing of CIA employees by then-CIA Director Stans-

field Turner. Casey was an old intelligence hand, having been part of the fiedgling U.S. intel-

ligence agency, the OSS (Office of Strategic Services) during World War II and the man

responsible for running agents in Germany. Casey was a major figure on Wall Street and served

as head of the Securities and Exhange Commission under Richard Nixon. He was also a key

behind-the-scenes player in the Repubfican party.
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"Terry, the opportunity is right now if ya want it," Seal had told him.

"You don't apply for the kinda job I have. You gotta be aggressive and make
your own slot. These guys claim to hate it, but they admire a level of aggres-

siveness that borders on insubordination, understand? Between the CIA
and their Nicaraguan operation, and the DBA and their objectives, there are

GS bean counters standin' on street corners with sacks of cash and no ideas.

"You've obviously got some talent they need, or they wouldn't be

talkin' to ya. I'd pursue it if I was you. For the most part, I'm just a pilot to

them. I transport what they want transported and keep my mouth shut.

You, on the other hand, you've developed expertise that they badly need.

If they're talkin' an offshore operation controlled by SAT, or some other big

proprietary, you better jump at the opportunity. And keep me posted on
what it is they got in mind for ya. I'd be real curious if there's some way I

could work into that, too, if it's offshore."

Seal had become a kind of coach, calling the plays and scouting the

opposition. His comments about working himself into this offshore opera-

tion were a surprise to Terry. Seal had seemed totally "self-contained." He
had his own businesses, his own airplanes, what appeared to be lots of

money, prestige and an ability to handle the handlers. Why, Terry won-
dered, would he be interested in getting involved in yet another operation?

Wasn't he ever satisfied?

But Terry did not know about the problems Seal was having with his

handlers, nor did he know of the Agency's plan to bring the Arkansas oper-

ation to an abrupt halt as soon as the current class at Nella was graduated.

"So why would you be interested in an offshore operation?" Terry

asked. "Aren't you pretty well set up in Louisiana? Wouldn't it be difficult

for you to get involved in another full-time operation?"

"It's like my daddy said, ya don't catch fish unless ya got a baited hook
in the water. And I'm always troUin' for somethin'. Besides," Seal added,

"with the problems the Chink brought on, I'm sure they'll shut Bridge

down right after graduation."

And it looked like graduation, projected for August, would be coming
along on schedule. Things were going much smoother with the "Contra

Training Class of '85," which had been broken down to ten pilot trainees

and four ground controllers. To everyone's surprise, Medina entered into a

truce with Tulsa, who was a real "soldier of fortune" type, spoke fluent

"border" Spanish and often bunked at the complex several days at a time.

Tulsa appeared to be taking over the official position of being the unofficial

linkage to U.S. Army Special Forces from Fort Chafee, who began com-
mingling with the trainees immediately.

The best test of teaching is observing the student applying his newly
acquired knowledge. With the feedback from the field in Central America

about the performance of the Class of '84, the instructors had a model from

which to finetune the curriculum. In short, most of the mistakes made
during the previous year's training were being eliminated.

Due to his work load, and because the possible opportunity in Mexico
was what he truly wanted a shot at, Terry worked out an arrangement with
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Tulsa to take over some of the nighttime flight training, reducing his role

and his work load.

His "interface" time with Bruce at OSI and his weekly lunches with
Nash in Little Rock to report the number of "green flights," or cash deliver-

ies, as well as his developing machine-tool business, were consuming a lot

of Terry's time. This forced him to reduce flight instruction at Nella to an
average of two nights a week and weekends.

The source of the "green" was still a mystery to Terry. But, by his own
accounting, an average of $40 million a month was being airdropped by
Seal over the Triple- S Ranch. The image of the dollars pouring from the

skies reminded him of psychological warfare flights in Southeast Asia where
millions of leaflets were dropped in order to win the allegiance of the civil-

ian population during the war. He wondered if the "greenbacks" were
having the same effect here in Arkansas.

He was curious, though. Was it taking this many portraits of dead

American presidents to "win over" the Arkansas power structure? Or was
something else going on? He was amused at the congressional skirmishes

over funding. Only a few weeks later, on April 24, he would read that Con-

gress had refused to appropriate $14 million in Contra aid, an amount that

wouldn't keep the Contras going for a week. Terry knew how much money
it takes to fight a war. Task Force Alpha, his old unit in Thailand, used up

$1 million a day just on internal operational and administrative costs, and

that was fifteen years earlier. He and Seal had theorized that these minis-

cule amounts of funding, debated for weeks on the Senate floor, were

merely a test of political wills.

By early April, a more personal problem was beginning to bother Terry.

He had a hangar, but he couldn't park his airplane in it. He brought this up

while dining with a "shady character" from Mena at SOB's.

"I can't get Evans off his butt to fix the Arrow I have stored in my
hangar. He's always too busy and I have no way to contact Cooper about it.

You got any ideas? I'd love to get my plane into town and Cooper's out."

"Yeah. Borrow Mike for a day," Seal replied as he downed his soft

drink. "He's a good mechanic, and I'll tell him you need his services."

Shortly thereafter, Terry flew to Mena, picked up Mike and flew him

back to the North Little Rock Airport. By using an instrument known as a

borescope, Mike was able to inspect the internal condition of the engine's

cylinders and pistons and confirmed Cooper's original diagnosis. It would

require a complete new cylinder, piston and associated parts that Mike had

to order from the factory.

This didn't get the plane out of the hangar, but the first step had been

taken. When he later again brought up the subject of the Charlie cuatro

during a discussion with Barry, his only reply was, "Maybe they'll forget

you got it and you can keep it. A person never knows when he's gonna need

500 pounds of C-4. At least that's what my grandpappy used to say." He

loved Seal's humor.
The Arrow and the Charlie cuatro would have to wait. Terry had his

hands full trying to fill Sawahata's shoes. His goal had become to do the best
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he could and hopefully "bootstrap" his existing knowledge into the foreign

operation, if it ever became a reality.

By now it was mid-April, and the goals Terry had set for the new
year were not being met. He had lost no weight, had added new keys to his

key chain and hadn't spent additional time at home. He was, of course,

working diligently on the fourth resolution, to become a millionaire in four

more years.

By now, things were also going smoothly within the secret arms-man-
ufacturing loop. Contractors and subcontractors were brought on-line;

some knew who the "customer" was, while others did not.

Through Bruce, Terry learned that there was bimonthly barge traffic

receiving "special handling" by the Army Corps of Engineers as it trans-

shipped caches of weapons silently upstream to Lock 13 at Fort Smith,

where ground transportation took over for the short drive to Mena. Seal's

Dodger flights took over from there, transporting the badly needed

weapons to staging areas in Central America.

Reed was beginning to feel he was smack in the middle of a strange

quagmire. He was learning, often by accident and osmosis, about every-

thing but was in charge of nothing. But if Terry felt he had no authority,

Seth Ward thought just the opposite. From what Ward had learned from his

private intelligence network at the Rose Law Firm, he had decided that

Terry was in charge, at least of the CIA's weapons business. As Reed taxied

his plane onto his aircraft tie-down spot at the North Little Rock Airport

after a return trip from Piggot, Ward was waiting in his silver 450 SL Mer-
cedes. The convertible's navy blue top was up due to the windy conditions

that day.

Ward approached him as he was tying down the aircraft and asked in

his usual overbearing manner, "Been out flyin', huh? Where ya been?"

Terry did not want to answer specifically.

"Went to visit a customer. Why?"
"Where, up in Piggot? Or over in Mena?"
It was obvious Ward was on to something. He was letting Terry know

that he was aware of some locations where the CIA manufacturing was
going on. Terry used evasive tactics, to no avail. Ward told him to get into

his car because he wanted to talk. Once inside. Ward got right in his face.

"Okay. Have it your way. Play games," he snickered. "Better tell your

people I know what's goin' on at Iver Johnson's. Hey, I own a company,
and I want some of that work. Go tell whoever's in charge that Skeeter (his

son) wants in on this." Terry said nothing, got out of the car and started to

walk away.

This lack of response apparently infuriated Ward, who crawled out of

the sports car and yelled, "Now ya done made me mad, Terry." He kept

walking until he caught up to Reed, grabbed his arm, spun him around and
stuck his face into Terry's—Marine drill instructor-style.

"I'm the one who sponsored you into Arkansas, and you better show
me some respect! You owe me! Now I'm not askin' . . . I'm tellin' ya . . .

POM and Skeeter better have a slot made for 'em at the government trough
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... or else some real bad publicity might start leakin' its way into the papers.

Not to mention that Web (Hubbell) is a dose personal friend of the county
prosecutor's. So don't provoke me, Terry. Go tell whoever you answer to

that the Wards are comin' in. We got the horsepower, and this is our back-

yard. Get it?" With that he walked away.

Terry felt he was suddenly auditioning for a remake of the film The God-

father. There were many similarities, he was realizing, between what he had
heard about the behavior of organized crime bosses and this self-labeled

"Little Rock industrialist" who was obviously comfortable in the role of

"enforcer." The only difference so far was that Reed could not recall an
instance in any of the Mob movies he had seen where one warring faction

threatened to go to the police for help. Ward's threat to seek revenge

through the friend of his son-in-law, Webb Hubbell, was a reference to

Pulaski County Prosecutor Chris Piazza, a very powerful man in Little Rock.

Terry could only theorize what sort of problems Piazza could create for the

Agency's operations. But, as Terry analyzed the Seth Ward debacle, the

short-term solution to this power play seemed simple but would come with

a lot of long-term risk. Ward must be let in.

The company Ward had referred as the one demanding a slot at the

feeding trough was one with which Terry was familiar. It had been the

source of some ultra-light parts during the period the two men had been

business partners. It was called POM, Inc., which stood for Park on Meter.

It was a major manufacturer of parking meters, and its factory in Russell-

ville, Arkansas, was owned and operated originally by Rockwell Interna-

tional. In the 1984 edition of the Arkansas Directory of Industry, on page

155, their expertise was defined as "parking meters, screw machine parts

and power press parts." It was obvious that Ward had taken into account

the capabilities of his equipment, which could, in fact, just as easily build

gun parts as it could parking meter parts. An outside observer would prob-

ably never have been able to tell the difference in the company's behavior

if they got into the "gun loop."

Ward had purchased the company for the specific purpose of buying

his son, Seth Ward II, or Skeeter as he was called, a job and a title. But

Skeeter was president in name only. The younger Ward had had a string of

business ventures that had turned into failures, and the elder Ward once

confided to Terry, "I decided to buy a company so big that Skeeter couldn't

fuck it up.

"I really want my son to be an entrepreneur like you," he privately told

Terry, whom he liked. "But I'm afraid he takes after his mother's side of the

family." Ward was six feet, four inches tall, but his only son was five foot,

six inches, taking after his short, Scandinavian mother who had been a pro-

fessional opera singer in her youth.

The elder Ward, then in his late 60s, was the embodiment of the World

War II Marine fighter pilot he had once been. A cross between Seth's two

personal heroes, John Wayne and Robert E. Lee.

Reed both admired and hated the man at the same time. His aggressive,

fighter-pilot business style was something Terry wanted to emulate. Ward
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had a sixth sense when it came to refining a problem to its core and then

solving it. Terry couldn't help but admire a person who had built a sizeable

financial empire within his own lifetime.

At a "Business School 101" banking luncheon, Terry had marveled at

how Ward could manipulate the starched-coUar banking community, who
always managed to say "no" to the poor people. It was fun to watch him
hypnotize a banker to the point where the banker took all the risks and
Ward would get most of the profits, if the venture was successful.

At this luncheon, Terry observed Ward lure an unsuspecting banker

into a shaky business deal by convincing him that he was going to invest a

large quantity of his own capital into the venture and that the bank needed

to match or exceed his investment in order "to stay in the game." In fact,

Terry knew Ward was putting in nothing, since he had inflated the books on
the acquisition they were discussing. That's where he first heard Ward say

to a young, eager banker, "There's a big difference between horsepower and
horse shit. Are you in, or are you out? It's time to belly up to the bar, son."

What Terry didn't like was Ward's predatory attitude, his view that all

other humans were simply cannon fodder to be used and discarded at his

convenience. This attitude was probably what got him through World War
II and contributed to his us-versus-them, fighter-pilot mentality. He boasted

to Reed he had "slaughtered" many Japanese during the Pacific campaign,

and it was apparent he had carried this "slaughtering" mentality into civil-

ian life and the business world. He was used to getting his way in whatever

he did, and he was now not asking but demanding a piece of the Agency's

arms business.

Terry knew problems were in the offing. The sharks were gathering

with the scent of blood in the water. It was Agency blood and Agency
money Ward was after. If Ward knew about it, certainly others like him did,

too. It was a breach of security, plain and simple.

Before he was able to talk to Nash, Seal arrived in town for some "per-

sonal bankin'" at Dan Lasater's investment banking firm, where Terry had
earlier made the cash deposit.

At the usual dinner spot on the river, Terry brought up the problem. "I

know this guy. This is blackmail, plain and simple. He wants in on the parts

business or he's going to blow the lid on this, or so he says. But what both-

ers me is that we have a leak. How'd he find out?"

Seal, who prided himself on knowing everything, was truly surprised.

There was something, after all, that he didn't know and that involved a con-

nection between the Triple-S Ranch and Ward.

"Now who is this old fart, exactly?" Seal asked. "I know he was
involved with you in the ultra-light business, but how does he make the

connection to us (the CIA) and the parts business? That's what interests me
the most," Seal said, giving his undivided attention.

"Probably the most direct connection right now, and I can think of

others, is the Triple-S Ranch where you're depositing 'the green.' He owns
it, and his son-in-law. Finis Shellnut, is the go-fer that lives out there."

"I thought that was Dan's place all this time! And I know this guy. Finis.

He works for Dan as a bond salesman. Now ain't that interestin'. But how
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could he have found out about the parts? Finis has nuthin' to do with that.

I don't talk about anything except money when I'm at Dan's. Finis doesn't

know who's flyin' the planes. And even if he did, how would he make the

connection?"

What was bothering Seal was that there was a peripheral relationship,

which he had not been aware of, between people he had been banking with
and the people who controlled his drop zone for "the green." He was dis-

covering that the man who said he owned the property was not the true

owner at all. Why had he been misled? he wondered.
Also, a man Seal knew only as a bond salesman and employee of

Lasater's was in reality the man living at the Triple- S Ranch and the one
retrieving the cash. But the connection between Shellnut and Ward
intrigued him the most.

"Well, maybe that explains some of the shortfall I've been accused of

lately, concerning my nightly deposits," Seal theorized.

When asked what he meant. Seal said, "The books don't match. When
I pick up the cash down south, it's all accounted for, supposedly. And I've

been accused lately of havin' my hand in the till. Maybe this guy Finis is

pocketin' a little for the Ward family. Think I'll go talk to Dan about that.

But you were sayin' there's another connection to Ward as well."

"Yeah. He's got a pipeline right into the governor's office."

"OOOWHEEE. Teeeell me about that!" Seal exclaimed, sliding closer to

Terry.

"Ward's oldest daughter, Suzy, is married to Little Rock's ex-mayor,

Webb Hubbell. Besides being a close personal friend of Bill Clinton's, Webb
is a big wheel at the Rose Law Firm here in Little Rock. And guess whose

office is right next to Webb's."

"With all this incestuous shit goin' on, I hate to take a guess. What are

ya gonna say. Bill Casey?"

"Naw, better than that." Reed laughed, "How about Hillary Clinton, the

governor's wife."

"Bingo! There's your fuckin' leak. Somebody in state government had

to inform the Ward family about the parts business through Webb Hubbell,

and I'll betcha that somebody is Bill Clinton himself, if he's as close a friend

to Hubbell as you say. You gotta expect these kinda problems in this busi-

ness. This is not blackmail, Terry, it's nepotism. This is how it works in a

banana republic."

Seal sat quietly digesting what he had heard, along with his oysters.

When the band quieted enough for them to continue the conversation, Seal

said, "So Ward has basically threatened us, huh? Let him in or what? Let's

call his bluff. It could get real interestin'. This whole thing is turnin' out to

be somethin' very unprofessional. Let's bring it to a head right now! Tell

him the Fat Man from the Agency said to go fuck himself."

Terry was confused about Seal's confrontational stance. Ward was the

kind of person who would react to a response of this type with a like

response, and he could see the FBI getting yet another "tip." Reed could

imagine the front page of the Arkansas Democrat: "FBI Discovers Secret

CIA-Backed Gun Ring Here." The lead-in to the story would say, "Terry
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Reed, a local businessman, was arrested by FBI agents yesterday and
charged with more than one hundred counts of federal and state arms vio-

lations." He didn't want to think about it.

"I really don't see what's to be gained from that approach, Barry," Terry

countered.

"Hey, you're the one who said you wanted to live abroad and work for

the Agency. Run a front company, you said. If ya want to get out of here

real fast, one way is to expose it, forcing the Agency to shut it down. That

means they would have need of your Mexican operation sooner. You and
I could run it together. That's all I was thinkin'."

As the two men parted that night, Terry could tell that Seal was abuzz

with what he had learned about the almost incestuous relationships of some
very important Arkansans. To Reed, the term razorhack conspiracy was
becoming a very fitting title for the power-based marriage of convenience

between banking, manufaauring, politics, the CIA and greed. Seal confided

that this new-found knowledge would be valuable to him, especially the

connection between the governor's mansion and the drop zone. In effect,

on a napkin in SOB's that night, he traced a path from the Triple -S Ranch
to Lasater's firm, through the Ward family, into the Rose Law Firm and,

finally, in the back door of the governor's mansion. Seal said he wasn't quite

sure how he was going to use this information. His only warning to Terry

was the same expression heard at the rodeo as the cowboy in the shoot

spurs the Brahma bull, "Get ready to hook it and ride."

All this made Terry uneasy and more determined than ever to get the

Mexican business plan off the ground. If, in fact, there was something to

pursue, Terry wanted to get going with it. Things were beginning to come
apart in Arkansas, he felt. Sawahata had fled, and Nash was concerned

solely with political damage control. Ward was trying to muscle in on the

"action." Seal at first seemingly wanted to do as the cavalry did when aban-

doning their fortifications and "burn the fort," then it appeared he wanted
to retreat to Mexico. Barry had said only one thing that night that Terry

agreed with completely— it was all turning into something very unprofes-

sional. It was becoming one big Chinese fire drill.

Seal's kamikaze stance and what seemed to Terry an unfounded sense

of urgency were unquestionably related to the full plate of problems facing

him in various parts of the country. Seal was about to go into the Witness

Protection Program, since he now had a $500,000 price placed on his head

by the Medellin Cartel—and he and his government handlers knew it.

As a result of the White House leaks concerning the Sandinistas' involve-

ment in narcotics trafficking. Seal's undercover identity as drug pilot Ellis

McKenzie had been compromised. The Medellin Cartel now knew that Seal

was the one who had penetrated their organization, was working for the Feds

and had masterminded the CIA and DEA's photographing of the Nicaraguan

"sting." The photos not only purported to document Daniel Ortega's people

assisting in the transshipping of cocaine but had ensnared some high-rank-

ing cartel bosses as well. Jorge Ochoa, one of the leaders of the cartel, wanted
to repay McKenzie/ Seal for his excellent undercover work by killing him.

And Ochoa had the network and the money to get the job done.
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Perhaps this was why Seal was demonstrating such a reckless attitude,

a side of him Terry had never seen in the past. Based on Seal's behavior,

Terry felt it was time to talk to Nash about Ward's demand to let POM in.

Surely he would see it as another security risk for the state and could per-

haps exert some degree of control over the Ward family. Terry assumed
Nash was briefing Governor Clinton, and Clinton could maybe "lean on
Ward" by rationalizing with Webb Hubbell, through his wife Hillary,

through the Rose Law Firm. The lines of communication were becoming so

complicated Terry nearly needed a diagram.

These meetings by now reminded him of what the military called

"stand-up briefings." Nash appeared only to want to be entertained with

the "numbers of it all," such as how many "green missions" had been flown,

how many barges went up the river, and so on. But this rendezvous at the

restaurant would be a special one for Terry. Nash's reaction to the Ward
development would have a major bearing on what Terry would do next.

Prior to the meeting, Terry met with Bruce to see if there was some way
Sawahata could be contacted. He told Bruce things had "escalated" beyond
control. It was now April. Whatever risks would be involved with Sawa-

hata's return were far less than his staying away, Terry figured.

Bruce promised to try, saying he had a way to contact people "back

east" in case of an emergency. Terry said to consider it an emergency and

then left for the restaurant.

Before Terry could bring up the subject of the "new development,"

Nash informed him of something that showed who was really in charge, at

least at the state level.

Nash let him know that a decision had been made to bring a new firm

into the weapons loop. It was called POM and was located at Russellville.

"I'm sure that, with all your talent, you'll be able to get these guys up

to speed quickly on their contract," Nash said in a rather demeaning tone.

"I understand you know the owners, and you should all be able to work

well together."

Terry objected immediately. He told Nash about the confrontational

meeting with Ward at the airport and said he believed this amounted to

blackmail. "How can somebody like this be trusted?" Terry asked. "He'll sell

us all out to the highest bidder. I know what motivates this man, and it's

power. Give him thirty days and Seth'll be running the whole show and

eventually compromise the entire program."

"I'm sorry you feel that way. You must be listening too much to the 'big

man in charge'," Nash responded. This was the way Nash always referred

to Seal, never using his name. He continued, "But my card reads Arkansas

Industrial Development Commission. Money is flowing here as a result of

our state's backing our country's national foreign policy. We need to take

advantage of this opportunity, and companies native to Arkansas should be

the first to benefit. POM is a native Arkansas company, and I don't need to

remind you that the Ward family is highly connected politically. I suggest

we just leave it at that and go on about our business."

Terry digested Nash's attitude and decided to feign acceptance in order

to end this meeting. He needed time to assess what his next move would
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be in light of such reckless, selfish and irresponsible behavior. Right then,

he was contemplating the option of getting out of the "land of opportunity"

before disaster struck.

Nash was apparently filling the power vacuum left as a result of Sawa-
hata's departure, and, from the way he talked, he also didn't have much love

for Seal. It sounded like power-play time, and Reed wanted no part of it.

Before he could return home that day, a call was made to his house by

J. A. Matejko from Iver Johnson's Arms. When Terry returned the call, he

was told by an upset Matejko, "Terry, I don't know what's goin' on, but you
need to get over here real quick. I got a problem."

At Jacksonville, an hour later, Terry and Matejko huddled in his office.

Matejko began, "All I know is, some big old crazy fart named Seth Ward,

claiming to be connected to the governor's office, barged in here today

demanding blueprints for what he said was secret CIA work he knew was
going on here. After I told him I didn't know what he was talking about, he

got all upset, pushed me aside, came in here and used my phone without per-

mission. I could hear him askin' the operator for the phone number of the

governor's mansion. Then he sat there and wouldn't leave. I tried to ignore

him, but the old asshole just sat there. It finally came lunchtime and I left.

"But then later I get this call on an unsecure phone from a guy named
Skeeter Ward, who says he's in Russellville. He proceeds to tell me that he's

bid on and won a government contract to build gun bolts. He wants me to

mail him the blueprints tomorrow so he can order the steel in order to run

the job. What in hell's goin' on here?"

The feeding frenzy had already started. The maggots were starting to

swarm over the cadaver. "Unprofessional" was an understatement now.

This was serious.

Terry had to act fast. He had always found Skeeter Ward, despite his

flaws, to be somewhat reasonable . . . when he wasn't around his father and
trying to impress him with his business savvy. Terry told Matejko he would
look into the mess. He then flew to RussellvUle to control the meltdown he

saw coming.

"What's it gonna take, Skeeter, to get your dad under control and out

of Iver Johnson's. Hell, he's camped out over there, blabbing about 'CIA-

made gun parts' in front of people who don't even know what's going on,"

Terry asked, already predicting the answer.

"Well, it's pretty simple. Just give me some work so that he thinks he's

got you aU over a barrel, and I think he'fl go away. You know dad. He's not

happy unless he's stabbin' someone and twistin' the knife," Skeeter replied

with a grin.

Terry realized there was no reasonable method to prevent the

"muscling in" of the Ward family, at least not in the short term. He returned

with blueprints to an Ml 6 bolt-and-carrier assembly. Iver Johnson's dis-

creetly subcontracted to POM the task of secretly producing 500 units a

month. Like cells maturing and dividing, the loop had expanded, on its own.
This was not a new problem for the Agency. As in any banana repub-

lic it dealt with, once the puppet government is up and running, it gets

greedy, arrogant—and even begins to think it's really running things.
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Arkansas was no different. What Terry was seeing was the seamy, dirty,

internal power struggle common to the evolution of any Third World gov-
ernment. Bill Clinton had made big promises to the electorate. Most people
weren't questioning the newfound prosperity from new industry moving
into the state. Nor were they questioning the state-backed financing that

made it possible. But growth has a way of becoming addictive, and Gover-
nor Clinton's ballot casters were wanting more frequent fixes.

The insiders, like Ward, knew it was feeding time for the hogs and they

were lining up at the secret government trough. This was growing beyond
what the Agency had envisioned. Its plan did not include the good-ole-boy

nepotism that was beginning to take over. Aside from being a feeding

frenzy, it was also a power struggle, plain and simple.

Millions in cash were pouring in as a result of the Boland Amendment's
prohibition of military aid or support to the Contras. What the Agency had
thought was a haven for laundering black funds and ill-gotten gains had
fueled a raging fire now requiring constant replenishment. Nash and the

Clinton administration seized upon this to go one step further. They could

utilize the cash float to their advantage, and the Agency couldn't complain.

The Clinton adminstration took advantage of the Agency's compromised

position and began loaning out these secret funds to select industries. The

state's financial problems evaporated, just as Oliver North's had on April 1,

1985, when he began cashing Contra traveler's checks for his personal

expenses.

Governor Clinton was at least as smart, and he knew an opportunity

when he saw it. And opportunities like this didn't come along every day.

Was that why the Arkansas Development and Finance Authority (ADFA)

was formed?*

Seth Ward and businessmen like him were the first to reap the bene-

fits. ADFA records reflect that Ward was one of the first to "belly up to the

bar," as he put it. POM, according to these records, received a $2.75 mil-

lion loan on December 31, 1985, that was used to build an addition to its

Russellville plant and to purchase equipment necessary to fulfill its obliga-

tions to its new-found "customer," the same one Air America had served.

And who processed the extensive paper work for the POM loan? None

other than Webster Hubbell, the attorney for the firm, the son-in-law of

Seth Ward, the Rose Law Firm partner of Hillary Clinton, the personal

friend of Bill Clinton, the former associate attorney general of the United

States—and now convicted felon.

*ADFA was created in 1985 under State Legislative Act 1062 as a successor to the Arkansas

Housing Development Agency to finance qualified agricultural business enterprises, capital

improvement facilities, fiealth-care facilities, housing developments and industrial enterprises

(italics ours) . Its ten public board members are chosen by the governor. It raises money through

bond issues but was given initial capitalization of $6 million from the state treasurer. Neither

state tax funds nor the state's credit is pledged directly to guarantee the ADFA bonds. But under

separate law enacted the same year, should ADFA defaults exhaust the $6 million, the "author-

ity is authorized to . . . draw funds for principal interest from the state treasurer."^
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The month of May was frantic. Terry now considered his number one pri-

ority in his spare time was to concentrate on his Mexican business plan. He
decided to best himself by developing a "black prospectus" that was so

attractive that the CIA couldn't resist implementing it. He would take the

plan to a level of maturity that would force a decision to be made, one way
or another.

The parts loop now had one new member, POM, which was finding

out it was more difficult to build MIL-SPEC parts for guns than it was park-

ing meter components.* It was determined that POM's antiquated manual
equipment was incapable of consistently holding the tight tolerances that

Iver Johnson's was capable of doing on their state of the an computer
numerically controlled (CNC) equipment. This was forcing the younger
Ward to begin searching for new equipment of the CNC variety to upgrade

his capabilities.

"There's more to this government shit than dad and I thought there

was," Skeeter complained. He even asked Terry to recommend brands of

computer-controlled lathes to manufaaure the bolt in question. Terry

found this amusing, since he and Matejko had purposely seleaed one of the

most difficult parts to be made. In Air Force jargon. Reed had "tossed them
a bone" and they were busy chewing on it. This bought everyone some time

to deal with POM.
Terry learned from Bruce that Sawahata, who had been "cooling off

in Japan, would be returning the latter part of May. None too soon. Reed
thought.

The Nella training was in full swang. No one had crashed, although new
security was added because the local sheriff's office had begun investigat-

ing what it thought was a major drug operation being conduaed at the

Mena Airport.

Police in Louisiana, frustrated by the proteaion Seal was receiving

from the DEA in Florida, felt they were being stonewalled by the Feds and
that "some kind of invisible evil force" was keeping them at bay.**

They had alerted the local authorities in Mena and asked them to sur-

veil Seal's planes. The sheriff's office was now photographing everyone

arriving in any of Seal's known aircraft. This led to Terr^^ being pho-

tographed in front of Rich Mountain Aviation on one occasion when he

*The clandestine relationship between POM and Iver Johnson's firearms was confirmed in

1 994 during a secretly taped interview between Skeeter Ward, POM's president, and Garv' Lane

of the Christian Broadcasting Network. During the interview. Ward, with the Whitewater

investigation now in full swing and investigators seeking his business records, was forced to

admit he made "firing pins" for Iver Johnson's. "Yeah, I made some firing pins. I think it was

on a screw machine . . . about $12,000 worth, and they (Iver Johnson's) never paid,' Ward
said. "They filed for bankruptcy.'

**Local police in Louisiana, along with federal agents there, felt that Seal was being proteaed

from their investigation through Seal's manipulation of federal agencies elsewhere.
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alighted at Mena for aircraft repairs. Then-Sfieriff A. L. Hadaway said later

that he believed Terry to be "military or CIA," adding, "I didn't take him for

any drug trafficker."

A return on the Agency's investment in Arkansas had been realized, in

spite of the risks involved. Oliver North, knowing of the success of Opera-
tions Centaur Rose and Jade Bridge in Arkansas, wrote a memo to National

Security Advisor Robert McFarlane dated May 31, 1985, that spoke crypti-

cally of the trained Nicaraguans coming into play, along with Seal's deliv-

ery of arms. Entitled "The Nicaraguan Resistance: Near-Term Outlook," it

talked of "plans to transition from current arrangements (Anglo air crews sup-

plied by SAT) to a consultative capacity by the CIA for all political matters

and intelligence" once Congress lifts restrictions. "The only portion of cur-

rent activity which will be sustained as it has since last June (1984), will be

the delivery (by Seal) of lethal supplies."

The resupply operation. Centaur Rose, out of Mena, was also in full

swing. Arms that had been stockpiled over the winter months at Nella were
finding their way through "holes in the American defense network" and
into the waiting hands of the Contra soldiers. Feedback from the front told

of the Class of '84 performing heroically but still being unable to fly C- 1 23s

without the aid of Anglo pilots.

Terry was relieved when Cooper finally arrived in Little Rock to repair

the Arrow N30489 and deliver it to Central America along with the C-4. At

least that was the plan when he arrived in mid-May.

Terry provided Cooper with tools and picked up the spare parts from

Joe Evans in order to replace cylinder No. 1 on the 200-horsepower, fuel-

injected Lycoming engine. Terry "assisted" during the successful "surgery."

But other problems were found. Cylinder numbers 2, 3 and 4 were burnt

and scored and needed replacement as well. The engine damage was the

result of "the fuckin' hillbilly mechanic over in Mena" not adjusting the fuel

mixture properly. Cooper said. The aircraft was not in condition to make
the long flight to Central America, so it was decided to risk the short flight

back to Mena so that Evans could "fix his own fucking mistakes."

The C-4 would have to stay where it was, for now. Terry was happy

just to get his hangar back and to be able to use it for its intended purpose

... to store his own Company-provided airplane.

Flying his own Seneca II, Terry escorted Cooper, who ferried the unair-

worthy Arrow back to Mena, where he turned it over to Rich Mountain

maintenance for a major overhaul. Cooper had come to Arkansas for more

than one reason, though. He had identified areas of deficiencies in the pre-

vious class. Since he was involved in the field upgrade training for C-123s,

he decided to help update the lesson plans for the instructors at Nella.

Tulsa had just received a 1 974 Cessna 42 1 , N69889, which he was using

as his primary training aircraft. While there. Cooper elected to ride along as

a check-pilot on that afternoon's training sortie. The Cessna used by Tulsa

had been stolen from Orlando, Florida, the previous January and was actu-

ally tail number N5SF, according to Jerry Bohnen's research(see Bohnen's

letter among the documents at the end of Chapter 7).
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After returning from Tulsa's flight, it was Terry's turn at bat. That night

near sundown he, four students and Cooper as "check-airman" departed

Waldron, Arkansas, for a workout.

After several hours of air work within the Military Operations Area

(MOA) over western Arkansas, Cooper volunteered to assume right-seat

(instructor) duties in order to give Terry a respite. While sitting in the back

and observing this aging aviator, Terry could see firsthand what a really

good pilot he was. Cooper was performing engine-out procedures for the

students in the dark over mountainous terrain in an airplane loaded near

gross weight. Here was a man whose mind performed as Terry hoped his

own did. It became a contest for the student to attempt to "load Cooper up"

with a combination of in-flight emergencies until the safety of the flight

would be jeopardized.

Terry marveled at Cooper's ability to prioritize his work load regardless

of the degree of difficulty of the assigned task and his ability to control his

fear. Here was a 60-year-old man with a mind like a bear trap: Terry's role

model for himself when he reached his 60s.

What a way to go, Terry thought as Fort Smith Approach vectored the

twin-engine Cessna to a heading that would intercept the locahzer of the

ILS (Instrument Landing System) and cleared them for a practice approach

to runway 25.

If you have to die at the age of 60, as Terry's father had, of cancer, this

definitely was a better way to go, he thought. Being splattered all over the

Boston Mountains while doing something you love and are good at had to

be better than writhing in agony as his dad had done in his final weeks.

This pudgy, bald-headed guy at his age should be home bouncing

grandchildren on his knee. But here he was: his left engine feathered,

adjusting his approach for a simulated hydraulic failure, dealing with a sim-

ulated in-flight fire checklist, repeating his memorized missed-approach

procedures to his student and still with time to chat with ATC about the

thunderstorm that was brewing to the west. All of this while manually

flying the airplane, wearing an instrument hood to block his outside view,

and all done from the right seat.

If only there were more time to get to know this man better, Terry

thought. What made this guy tick? Is stress the secret of youth? He had
never met Chuck Yeager, but he couldn't imagine any man cooler in the

cockpit than Cooper.

After successfully executing the missed approach at Fort Smith, it was
Terry's turn again in the instructor seat. This time. Cooper wanted Terry to

go through some simulated emergencies with his students, an area of weak-
ness of the earlier class. The storm was now upon them. Torrential rain was
pummeling the plane as it impacted the water droplets at 160 mph.

With a young Nicaraguan, Leonel, at the controls, they were setting

up an approach for a simulated delivery at the Nella field. The flustered

trainee was concentrating solely on the mountainous terrain and preoc-

cupied with the aerial delivery. He was needlessly exposing his aircraft to
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simulated hostile ground fire by blindly following the panic-filled instruc-

tions from the ground below. By not using all available sensory data and
selecting the most logical approach course to the DZ, he was being lured by
the enemy into an aerial ambush ... a deadly small-caliber flak-trap. Cooper
knew instinctively from his combat experience with Air America that Leonel

was "fucking up by the numbers." This was exactly how slow-flying cargo

pilots get killed and lose their crew, the bird and its contents.

The raindrops were like millions of little missiles hitting the fuselage,

deafening the trainee as he attempted to maneuver the aircraft, respond to

the ground controller and control his fear all at the same time. As he initiated

a left turn in the darkness, Cooper leaned forward and whispered to Terry,

"Shut down the left engine; let's see what this fuckin' beaner's made of."

The blackened cockpit was illuminated only by the glow from the twin-

kling avionics on the instrument panel. Leonel didn't see the hand reach

toward the engine -control quadrant. Terry deftly pulled back the red knob
on the left-engine-mixture control, causing the three-bladed Hartzell pro-

peller mounted on the gear-driven, 375 hp, fuel-injected and turbo-charged

Continental engine to immediately go to low-rpm, high-drag windmill

mode. The aircraft yawed abruptly to the left. Terry didn't speak until the

plane rolled beyond 60 degrees of bank angle, hoping Leonel would iden-

tify the problem and respond accordingly.

"Rudder . . . rudder . . . right rudder! Now, attitude, bank angle, air

speed! Leonel . . . what the fuck are you doing? Why am I seeing trees in

my windshield?" The young pilot, lacking visual reference to the horizon,

seemed to freeze on the control yoke, disbelieving the data being presented

to him on the aircraft's artificial horizon.

"I'm gonna die with you. Did you go to Mass today? I didn't; I'm not

ready to die. If I can't talk you though this recovery, we're all gonna go

down together. Now, believe your instruments! Push hard right rudder! Roll

wings level and lower the nose." Slowly, Leonel regained attitude control

of the aircraft while wrestling to control the vertigo that was earlier con-

suming him.

"Now, watch your air speed; don't let it get away from you. Now, nail

that blue line. Look at the altimeter . . . remember where the ground is!

Atta-boy, now let's shut down the bad one . . . dead foot, dead engine . . .

remember? We need to climb . . . soon!"

Leonel feathered the left engine's windmilling propeller, sufficiently

eliminating enough drag to allow the Cessna to begin a shallow climb out

of the pitch-black, mountainous Nella valley. Once the aircraft was stabi-

lized, trimmed and climbing back to altitude, Terry looked back to see

Cooper, his bald head shimmering in the dome light, shaking his head.

"If this is the best you got, I suppose they'll have to do. There's a big

rush down there to get these guys in the air in order to replace the contract

crews. The commies are gettin' the best combat hardware Moscow has to

offer. Hind choppers and all the fuckin' SAMs ya can name and number.

The Agency is afraid we'll lose a crew and expose the whole program."
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A prophetic remark!

On the run back to Little Rock from Mena, Terry turned the conversa-

tion to what most interested him, namely, Mexico. Cooper professed that

he was not really in the decision-making loop for that.

Cooper said he had become a "slave" to a hot sweaty airfield in Cen-

tral America that was reminiscent of Thailand. He talked of unairworthy,

"antique" aircraft fitted with inferior avionics. After detailing the Agency's

airlift operation he was involved in, he joked, "Yeah, I guess I've become an
antique, too. But it is nice to get your adrenaline goin' again. I been reunited

with a bunch of my old Air America flyin' buddies. Livin' there's a bitch . . .

but, hell, it gets us away from our bitches. And it sure beats playin' golf with

all the old farts."

This group was what the media later referred to as the "over-the-hill

gang," old flyers who just couldn't let go. They had been reactivated secret-

ly by the Enterprise, and they saw it as one last hurrah before their juices

gave out.

"It's great to get back in 123s, even if it is just upgrading your beaners

to heavy metal category," Cooper added.

But Terry wanted to know about Mexico.

"I was at SAT (Southern Air Transport in Miami) and sat in on that one

big meeting," Coop told him. "I think these guys are pretty hot on this idea

of a cut-out down there. This guy from Washington, John Cathey, is a fan

of yours."

Terry then brought Cooper up to date on the ongoing "catastrophes" in

Arkansas, The "feeding frenzy" taking place by Arkansas manufacturing

companies, the loose security and the turf war Seal had warned him about

that was developing between competing law enforcement agencies who
were convinced there were major illegal goings-on at Mena and wanted to

get a piece of the action.

Cooper laughed. "I guess Southeast Asia had its advantage over Mena.
It was a lot farther away, and they didn't have any fuckin' Feds snoopin'

around there. If they had, we'd all have ended up in jail."

Terry assumed this was a reference to the rumors that circulated wildly

during the Vietnam War that Air America crews were allegedly involved in

nefarious activities. Namely, heroin smuggling out of the Golden Triangle

defined by the geographical intersections of Burma, Laos and Thailand.

Terry went on expressing his concerns about the Mena operation. "It's

getting so bad over there, you had better not plan on any graduating classes

after this one. Tell whoever's in charge down there that we'll be lucky to

complete this one. We got Feds falling over Feds and local cops investigat-

ing them."

The FBI in Louisiana, feeling that they were being stonewalled and kept

in the dark by their own and other federal agencies, decided to conduct

what appeared to be a "sting" (see documents at end of chapter). An under-

cover FBI agent. Special Agent Oscar T. Eubank, using the alias of Sonny
Eggleston, flew into Mena in a stolen Cessna T-2 10, N5468A, and asked Rich
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Mountain, the CIA's fixed-base operator, to make illegal modifications on
the plane. If the FBI had been successful in getting this work done on a "hot"

plane, the ironic effect would have been a Fed entrapping a Fed.

Seal thought this was hilarious. As the Agency's chief asset there, he
even secretly funded a federal lawsuit charging the FBI and the local police

with, in effect, doing damage to the Agency's business. The suit was later

mysteriously dismissed, but Terry saw all this as totally unprofessional

behavior and a risk to security.

Cooper thought this was hilarious, too.

As Terry dropped him off at Little Rock to catch a commercial flight back

to Miami, Cooper said after being entertained by the stories, "Sounds like you
need an SAJR (search-and-rescue) flight to extricate you from this mess up
here. When I get back to Miami, I'll do some snoopin' around and see if there's

sincere interest on this Mexican thing for ya. In the meantime, give these

beaners hell for me, 'cause, if you don't, I will when I get 'em down south."

On Sunday, May 19, Terry gave in to his wife's demand that they

mingle socially with what Janis called "more normal people." They decided

to have a picnic at a campground on the Arkansas River with one of her

real estate coworkers, Cherryl Hall, who was a close friend and confidant,

and her husband Wally, the sports editor of the Arkansas Democrat.

Terry, like any other husband, had to give way to spousal pressure. A
picnic was the last thing on his mind since he had been told Sawahata was

on his way back. But Janis demanded that her husband spend some time

with her that afternoon. The new baby was active and kicking, and Janis

was now fully nested, having decorated the new nursery.

After a day-long picnic, watching their children play together and lis-

tening to Wally talk about jocks, they all returned to the Reeds' house on

the golf course and decided to have a barbecue.

Janis and mother nature had other plans. In the middle of the barbe-

cue on their deck overlooking the river, Janis walked out from the kitchen

and said, "My water just broke." With her husband as her coach, and after

an agonizing nineteen hours of labor, she gave birth to their second son,

Elliott, who weighed eight pounds, ten ounces. Now there was a little Weta

Okami and a backup for Duncan.

Sawahata finally returned from his long absence, without his family,

on June I and was quick to congratulate Terry on his new son and on how

well he had held the operation together. After all, hadn't Aki played a part

in it by giving him the time off to go to Eureka Springs? Terry had even

wanted to make "Eureka" Elliott's middle name. Janis saw no humor in

that. They settled on "Kent Kerr."

Reed spent the better part of a day bringing Sawahata up to date. He had

spent the bulk of this time in Japan, he said, and his family was still there.

"Agency send me out of country," he told Terry. "I lose considerable

face. But they give me opportunity to return and repair things here. I under-

stand you have big problems with state officials. You can relax now, I am in

charge. I will not fail again."



208 Compromised: Clinton, Bush and the CIA

It sounded like the Agency was perhaps exploiting Aki and using his

Japanese sensibilities against him. By taking him back and giving him
another chance, they probably reasoned he would work twice as hard as he
had before leaving, since, in Japan, failure is taken as a personal disgrace

and Aki had earlier failed ... at least in his own mind. It's like in the Mob;
he "owed them one."

All emphasis was on flight training going into the month of June.

Sawahata knew he was working on borrowed time, and all efforts were
being marshalled for damage control. Most of this effort, from what Sawa-
hata said, went toward controlling the law enforcement agencies that were
trying to close in on the Agency's operation.

Aki said, "The jig is up, as they say in the South. Do not know how
much longer we will be able to keep nosy sheriff, DEA, FBI, IRS, and Cus-

toms out. Things are so bad FBI has every fucking pay phone in Mena
bugged. Please, Terry-san, tell other instructors to speed up training so we
can close operation."

Terry heard of sandwich bags of cash being distributed throughout the

Mena area for added "security" and allegiance.

But the X-factor had to be dealt with again. In mid-June, Terry was on
a night training sortie when a secure distress call was relayed to him from
the command post. Seal had blown an engine while returning on a Dodger
flight and had been forced to make a precautionary landing at Texarkana.

"Arkansas aircraft Boomerang I, return to Waldron immediately,"

Medina's voice said over the aircraft's ultra-high-frequency ITT McKay
radio. "We have an emergency."

Terry was sure someone had crashed. He flew directly to Waldron as

instructed and taxied up to the white one-ton truck parked at the end of

the field.

"Who's dead?" he asked Ramon Varnados while the students got into

the truck.

"Nobody yet. But ya need to get immediately over to the Texarkana

Airport. Barry blew an engine and was able to put her down over there. But
he's carryin' some sensitive cargo and wants ya to come pick it up ASAR"

Terry flew to Texarkana. He found Seal sitting in a Rockwell Com-
mander, N4677W. The left engine cowling was lying on the ground, and
light was reflecting from the oil smeared on the left wing. Reed had no
knowledge of it, but this was another stolen and recycled plane. This one
had disappeared nearly two years earlier in Washington state. It was a 1978

Rockwell Commander, whose actual registration number had been
N4697W. This plane had been an easy changeover; only one number had
to be altered. In January 1990, it suddenly and mysteriously reappeared at

the same airport where it had earlier disappeared. This was the only one of

the seven aircraft used by Seal that was ever seen again.

"I already checked her out," Seal said in his usual laid-back tone. "She's

dead on arrival, and I need to get outta here. I got a duffel bag inside. You
need to drop me off at Mena and then high-tail it over to Russellville to

deliver this."
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In addition to the duffel bag, Terry noticed that Seal had two pilot map
cases sitting between the pilot and copilot's seat. Barry entered the craft,

and Reed could view him disconnecting wires from the aircraft's main elec-

trical buss that led to the two map cases. Once disconnected, he carefully

packed the excess wiring and cables into the boxes and handed them to

Terry, saying, "Don't drop these babies; they're fragile." Terry loaded them
in his plane along with the duffel bag.

"What are these?" Terry asked.

"Some real valuable electronics on loan from the Agency. I can't leave

these lyin' around; they're not just for anyone's use. You might call these

the 'key to the secret door'." Terry let it go at that, concentrating on the task

of flying the short hop to Mena.
During the flight. Seal commented, "Wouldn't ya know it. Damn near

crashed on my last mission. That's the way it always happened in Vietnam
too, didn't it. Reed?"

The two men then engaged in a conversation about pilots they had
known who had "bought the farm" in freak accidents, when Seal suddenly

changed the subject.

"As soon as we get to Mena, I'm gonna split. You gotta get this duffel

bag over to Russellville and into the greedy little hands of Skeeter Ward. He
should be waiting at the airport in his plane."

"Skeeter? I presumed this would be dropped at the Triple- S Ranch, as

usual."

"Naw, there's $300,000 in here, earmarked for a special project." He
started laughing.

"Wanna let me in on the humor?"
"Naw, Terry. No offense, but you don't have a need to know. But since

you know the Wards, you're gonna love the punch line to this joke." He

had no time to question Seal further; they were now on final approach to

Mena.
After dropping Seal at Mena, Terry flew off to Russellville with the

duffel bag full of cash. Several months would pass before he would see Seal

again. In less than two weeks. Seal would be entering the Witness Protec-

tion Program, beginning an extended period of courtroom appearances as

a key government witness.

Upon landing at Russellville Municipal Airport, Terry spotted a late-

model Beechcraft Bonanza parked at the west end of the field. Its landing

lights began flashing when Terry's plane approached. On the ground con-

trol frequency of 122.7, which he was monitoring, he heard Skeeter's voice

say, "Barry, can you see my lights? Is that you? You're late."

When Terry responded "No, but Barry sent me with something for

you," Ward didn't respond.

Terry taxied up to Ward's plane, shut down his engines and got out with

the duffel bag. Skeeter was not comfortable seeing Terry. He remained in

his plane and opened his door.

"Where's Barry?" Skeeter asked nervously.

"Back in Mena. He says there's $300,000 here for you."
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''He told you that!?"

Ward seemed shocked that Terry knew what was in the bag.

"Yeah, is there a problem?"

"No. just give it to me; I need to get outta here. But I think Seal's playin'

games with all of us."

Ward taxied off immediately and performed no engine runup, no mag-
neto check or any flight prelim.

Skeeter continued violating every rule in the book as he skidded his

plane onto the runway and took off with a tail wdnd, something a pilot is

trained never to do unless in an emergency.

Terry guessed this must have been an emergency. He watched the

Bonanza rotate at mid-field, staying close to the ground to build air speed,

then departing while flying low over the Arkansas River with no naviga-

tion lights. Terry thought. Shit! Skeeter 's flying like someone carrying con-

traband!

Notes

1

.

CIA BASE, a computer data base on the CIA compiled by former intelligence offi-

cer Ralph McGehee, Herndon, Virginia, 1992.

2. ADFA annual report, 1988, p. 6.
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SAC (12D-2e3) (P) 7/Tj/a4
Attn: SUPERVISOR RONALD WAYNE KELLY

SA TI-iOIlAS V/. ROSS

FRED L. H^J'IPTON. dba
RICH H0U:JTAIN AVIATIOM
ET AL
NARCOTICS
00: LITTLE ROCK

ADMINISTRATIVE :

This r.ieno is not to be disserrinatec outside thic c-^ncy.

On July 15, 1994, SA CLIFFORD 1!. DYAR III advis-c '.r.at

a single engine aircraft had been rccoverfjd throurh under-.ovjr
buy in LR 8 7C-13 5 3U. lie advised that to protect the onrcint^
undGrcover operation , the aircraft should be recovered by local
authorities and returned to owner. SAs DYAR and OSCAR T. EUZAIiK
are aware of xhe efforts to have an undercover arent contact
captioned subjects at the MENA AIRPORT and both are in ar,roe-ent
that the recovered aircraft could be utilised for this our'Doio.

It is requested that SA EUBAMK, in an undercover c- .^acity,
fly recovered aircraft to subject's hangar at the I'XUA AIRPOr.V for
repairs and/or norif ications . Tentative arranj^erents have been rr.ade

to have the aircraft recovered by the Polk County Sheriff's Office
after a tliree or four-day period.

It is felt that SA EUDAIIK and .:npro:)riate undercover
personnel can recontact subjects concerninp; the airplane, with
the object of establishing^, the.Tselves as narcotics traffickers,
in accordance with the initial objectives en which this
investi;;ation i>7as instituted.

2 - LR 12D-2 8 3

2. - LR 37C-1853M
1 - SA CLIFFORD h. DYAR III
1 - SA OSCAR T. }:Ui;AIiK

1 - oA KUGEIIE L. CROUCii
r-;R:-in

Evidence of an FBI "sting" against CIA assets operating out of Mena, proving that

crimes are invented to trap people (thiree pages).
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FEDERAL BUREAU OF INVESTIGATION
0«l« •* tramcrlMlOM. 11/19/84

On Noveaber 6, 1984, Special Agent OSCAR T. EUBANK flew
a Cessna 210, tail number 5468A, from North Little Rock, Arkansas,
to Mena, Arkansas.

Upon landing at Mena, Arkansas, the plane was taxied
to RICH MOUNTAIN AVIATION where it was parked.

At RICH MOUNTAIN AVIATION, CECIL RICE was contacted
and SA EUBANK, using the nom de plume of SONNY EGGLSSTON, asked
Mr. RICE to place a dark tint on the aircraft windows and to
install bladder tanks.

!4r. RICE agreed that this could be done and it was
agreed that a later telephone contact be made so that price could
be discussed.

SA EUBANK then departed after tying down the aircraft
in front of a hangar with faded paint which indicated it was owned
by RICH MOUNTAIN AVIATION.

.^ 11/6/84 „ Mena. Arkansas ^^- LR a7g-laS34

SA OSCAR T. EUBANK/kf ja»f «icutM ^amscsi!
!;uv 2 7 '^aj
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TO: SAC, NEW ORLDXHS (245D-7)

FROM: SAC, LITTLZ POCK (245D-7) (P)

SUBJECT: COINROLLi
00: I.'EW 0P.I£.\:JS

2/C/

Re Little Rock tolatype to New Orleans , dat<

ADKINISTKATIVE;

On January 26, 108^, SA LARRY C.\RVER, DEA, Uttle nocK

,

Arkansas, advised thar he has niade arran^enents for their aircraft
to be piloted by DEA Agent, which will be utilized in am undercover
operation in v/hich HArlPTON and EVAKS will be periodically contacted
at RICIl MOUNTAi:; AVIATION in Mona. 3A CARVCR advi;;ed that thn
operation is tentatively scheduled for nid-Fobruary , 1984.

LEA undercover A^ent will be dcco:T\pai^.icd by Little aoc/;
Division pilot, GA OSCAR 7. LL'BA.NK.

2- - riew Orleans
1^- Little Rock
TWR;

,:rf-3

F
/y. ^/
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CHAPTER 14

Company-Paid Vacation

^̂̂
k

^1^

It was June 1985, and the White House was pulling out all

the stops. Donations for the Contras were being extorted from

third-country cut-outs—the King of Saudi Arabia and the

Sultan of Brunei—and from right-wing fatcats in America.^

Operations Centaur Rose and Jade Bridge had been a huge

success. Pilots had been trained and no one had been caught in

the aa yet. In fact, few people were even aware of what was going on. The

Agency had resorted to civilian contractors in its time of crisis, and the

Arkansas operations were likely becoming a model to be studied at CIA head-

quarters in Langley, Virginia. Despite the congressional debates, the Reagan
administration had found the "thin line"—that dark area between legal and

illegal. Unknown to people like Terry Reed, the decision was being made to

duplicate this entire program "offshore," where top-to-bottom control and
security can be bought for less in a more cost effective banana republic.

Aki Sawahata had now become Terry's primary and one-way commu-
nications pipeline to Oliver North, aka John Cathey, and into Southern Air

Transport in Miami. However, while Terry was feeding information into this

pipeline, he was getting nothing back.

So he was excited when Bill Cooper telephoned him on June 22 and
said, "I did some pokin' around for ya, like ya asked, and have been asked

to relay this message. They got some guy comin' in this who hasn't been

identified yet. I'm bein' told he's another SAT Agency guy, and my inside

contact on this tells me they'll be wantin' ya to take a trip to Mexico soon

in order to firm up your plan. I guess you mentioned havin' some kind of

ex-business partner down there already, and that's got 'em goin' full rich on
your deal. Their afterburner isn't kicked in yet, but the ITT gauge is readin'

high enough it could ignite at any time. By the way, how's my class comin'?"

Hidden in this collection of flight jargon was the clear indication that

Terry's business plan for Mexico was beginning to bear fruit. From what
Reed was hearing, the Agency seemed especially interested in the aspect of

the plan that could possibly include some old business acquaintances of

Reed's who were already operating in Mexico . . . the Hungarian firm Tech-

noimpex.
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Cooper went on to ask for a specific date when Terry could undertake
a "fact-finding mission" to Mexico. He added tfiat he was returning to Cen-
tral America and needed to pass on Terry's prospective itinerary for the trip

to some "new player" who was down there and who was real interested in

heading this operation.

Although Cooper pressed Reed for a trip timetable he could relay to the
unspecified "head shed," Terry could not give him one. Cooper's call had
caught him ill-prepared, and Terry's schedule was a full one. Cooper said he
was under pressure to do a "quick turn-around" in Miami and told Terry to

forward his answer to him at SAT.

On June 24, the following Monday, Terry wrote Cooper. He'd been
thinking about the call all weekend. It wasn't only the CIA who had to buy
into his business plan for a machinery firm that could serve as an intelligence

front. Terry had to sell his wife on it as well. It had been two years since he
or his wife had had a real vacation. This would be a perfect chance to kill

two birds with one stone, develop his plan and take his wife away for a while.

There was no way Janis would agree to him leaving her behind while

he toured Mexico. He still had to sell her on the idea of a hectic juggling of

her schedule of real estate activities. And like many a^rm^^, she thought of

Mexico as someplace dirty where you can't drink the water and street

urchins accost you on every corner.

Janis was fully aware of Terry's flirtation with Mexico and the Agency's

business plan he was creating. Because of this, she had ordered and already

received the State Department travel advisory calling the neighbor to the

south a "Third World . . . dangerous country" full of handitos and with high-

ways so unsafe you can't drive at night. "Bring your own car parts," it rec-

ommended. Terry, who had lived in and traveled by motorcycle throughout

Thailand, another "dangerous" Third World country, saw this simply as

arrogant State Department propaganda. He knew that traveling in the

United States could be far more dangerous.

In the written plan he had submitted, Terry had included the possibil-

ity of bringing in outside investors with international ties beyond the U.S.

He had speculated that a Hungarian firm operating in Mexico City might be

interested in a joint venture of some type. He felt this would help camou-

flage the new venture, just as Iver Johnson's had done in Arkansas. It had

been an established firm brought in with local investors supplying some of

the start-up capital.

"Penetrating" an existing machine-tool operation through a stock pur-

chase or merger, he had written, would be one way to avert less official

scrutiny. And this probably would be necessary anyway, due to a Mexican

law then in effect which required 51 percent ownership by a Mexican

national. Terry recaUed that George Fenue, one of his ex-business partners

in the Northwest Industries/Hungarian machine-tool venture, had told him

that their trading company, Technoimpex, planned to expand to Mexico.

He wondered if this had been the case.

He had gone through his old Rolodex and located the name of an old

KGB "ally," Jozsef Bona, the kingpin of the Technoimpex joint venture with
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his firm Northwest Industries, back in Oklahoma City. After a couple of

well-placed calls, he discovered Bona's head was still not on a pole outside

FBI Special Agent Wayne Barlow's house in Edmond, Oklahoma. He was,

in fact, alive and well and functioning as director-general of an industrial

machinery firm called Cortec, S.A., headquartered, as luck would have it,

outside of Mexico City.

When Reed reported earlier about bringing in a company with East

bloc ties, his unseen handlers began panting. As Seal had told him, "I don't

know what ya said to them, but whatever it was, say it again. They're really

hot on this now."

"International camouflage" had been Reed's central theme. The con-

cept was to put a high-technology trading company in a Third World coun-

try— in this case, Mexico—and develop the proper supply conduit that

could deliver "things," in addition to machine tools, the company's cover

business. The timing was perfect. Reed's report quoted the Mexican consul

Terry had spoken with in Dallas, who had said, "Presidente de la Madrid
(Mexico's president) is looking very favorably on granting exclusions to cur-

rent law and allowing 100 percent ownership status to companies that offer

Mexico an opportunity to develop an export economy. Machine tools are

essential to Mexico's manufacturing plan, and I will help you."

In mid- 1985, Mexico's major source of hard currency, oil exportation

through the government-owned and -operated industry known as Pemex,

was in dire straits. With the price of oil in a free-fall, xMexico was focused al-

most totally on attracting tourists with pockets full of greenbacks or any other

stable foreign currency. They were apparently getting very serious about

supplementing their tourism dollars with those from export manufacturing.

With the assistance of the Instituto Mexicano de Comercio Exterior in

Dallas, Reed thoroughly researched the pertinent international and Mexi-

can laws governing the exportation and importation of high-technology

equipment into Mexico. The only obstacles Terry could foresee were the

human ones and the X-faaor. Mexico, he had learned, was totally central-

ized, with all decisions being personal ones and made only at the federal level

in Mexico City. For this reason. Reed had said it was essential to visit Mexico
City and personally tour the ports capable of handling heavy cargo.

He found a big disparity between what he was being told by Mexico's

commerce experts and the printed data supplied to foreign businessmen by
the Mexican government concerning port facilities, warehousing, cartage

services and overland trucking companies. Since it appeared the written

data was incorrect and obsolete, he decided it was necessary to see firsthand

what physical barriers and limitations the "proprietary" might encounter.

He wanted to make absolutely certain that what he proposed in his plan to

the Agency would actually work.

But Sawahata said "no frucking way" when Terry approached him about

the need for a couple of weeks off to make an Agency-related trip to Mexico.

"Terry-san, Washington and Mr. Cathey put major pressure on me to

graduate current students. Decision has been made. This will be last class

due to difficulties controlling politicians here in Arkansas. I need your
undivided attention to duties at hand. I need to keep very low profile and
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desperately need your assistance. If you help now, I will do everything in

my power to assist in getting you to Mexico later, if that is what you want."
Terry agreed reluctantly. He would bide his time and build his base of

support within the Agency. He had been told Cathey was on his side already,

and now, with Sawahata, he figured there would be two Agency people
pulling for him. That, combined with support from Seal and Cooper, helped
to make it a lock. That's what he hoped, anyway.

For that reason he would have to delay the Mexico trip until gradua-

tion time, scheduled for August. Janis, who loved Europe but decided she

already hated Mexico, reluctantly penciled in the last week of August and
the first week of September as tentative dates for a "working" vacation.

Summer became a blur.

Terry's days were devoted to machine-tool sales and Agency weapons-
parts activity. Nights and weekends were for training sorties. Elliott was two
months old and crying for dinner, which onlymommy could provide, when
Cathey called that Friday night on July 19.

"I was just going through my birthday list for special people," Cathey

announced. "Sorry I overlooked your birthday on the sixteenth. I just

noticed you and the Fat Man have the same birthday. It makes me think

you calculated risk takers were all born under the same sign. There must be

something to that astrology crap. But Happy Birthday! Hell, you're still

young! you're only 37. I hear nuthin' but good things about you from

Sawahata. I guess you really helped out during his little emergency down
there. I know about your other interest, and I've been talkin' to a guy who
you need to meet. I understand you'll be taking a little Company-paid vaca-

tion in late August, and I'll try to get you guys together while you're on that

trip. He's fluent in Spanish and has special interests in getting involved with

you on this, if the Company pursues it. By the way, have you made contact

with that Red guy in Mexico City?"

Terry was impressed that Cathey knew when his birthday was. He
responded that he was ready for a change of scene. "Gosh, it's been so long

since I've had any R&R, I feel like I've been on a remote tour in Southeast

Asia and they lost my rotation papers."

Cathey laughed. "Take the wife and kids and don't eat the worm in the

tequila bottle."

Cathey's cryptic reference to "the Red guy" was to Bona, the top-rank-

ing KGB agent who they both knew from the prior "monitoring activities"

Reed had performed for the FBI. Cathey did not identify the person he

wanted Reed to meet in Mexico, and Terry wondered if it were the same

guy Cooper had referred to earlier.

The second and last graduation ceremony conducted as a result of Opera-

tion Jade Bridge took place on August 25, 1985, at the Nella camp. Terry

had flown Sawahata over for the nonmarked event, leaving Janis back in

Maumelle frantically packing for the trip to Mexico. The ceremony was

short, but the otherwise festive event was dampened by the fact that the



218 Compromised: Clinton, Bush and the CIA

complex was now dosing down. Within a matter of days, nothing would be

left except the scars in the ground where the portable buildings once stood.

Medina and Diego would leave with the class of twelve (two had been
"eliminated") for Central America. Only those connected with the opera-

tion would know for certain that it ever existed.

Sawahata was being secretive about his future but had apparently

regained enough face to continue his Agency duties as an Oriental spook.

He had let it slip that he would soon be attending a language school spe-

cializing in Middle-Eastern cultures. Hopefully, Aki had learned an impor-

tant lesson in Arkansas and would not now become entrapped by some
Arabic equivalent of McAfee.

All were breathing a sigh of relief that Rich Mountain Aviation was still

standing, despite the fact that police and federal agents were closing in on
what they thought was drug money laundering, or so Sawahata said. As far

as anyone knew, the weapons manufacturing would continue indefinitely.

Since Centaur Rose was not being terminated, but only relocated, Sawa-

hata had told Reed that the parts would probably be shipped to the alter-

native assembly and staging site, MRL in Piggot, after Mena and Nella were
shut down. Why hadn't he thought of that? he wondered. Piggot was near

the Mississippi River, and that would definitely be the cleanest way the

Agency could transport the weapons. Shit . . . waterways again.

At the graduation ceremony, Sawahata discreetly said to Reed, "Terry-

san, I will keep my promise. I talked to Mr. Cathey yesterday, and he said

he talked to you. He is considering you for big promotion. I will help any
way I can. Contact me through Bruce when you get back from Mexico."

Based on Aki's private briefing, Terry was beginning to feel he was also

graduating. Maybe he was finally getting his chance to get out of the minors

and into the big league. He certainly hoped so. Now would be an excellent

time to be promoted out of Arkansas. The arms business that the Agency
was leaving behind, he felt, was riddled with eminent disaster as long as

subcontractors like the Ward family were involved.

The other instructors were going their own ways, somewhat saddened

by the uncertainty of events that might result from their hurried curricu-

lum and the dangers that lay ahead for their "Latino freedom flyers" in Cen-

tral America.

But Terry was sure their unified unselfish effort had been worth it. The
countless hours of sacrifice, danger, intrigue, and confrontation with seem-

ingly insurmountable problems were now somehow put into focus. Terry

was glad he had taken a personal stand, had become involved and had con-

tributed to a cause in which he fervently believed.

He hadn't demonstrated on campus back in the 60s, so up until now
he had not experienced the feeling of exhilaration as a result of taking mat-

ters into his own hands, and of rebelling. But he now knew. He, John
Cathey, Barry Seal and the others had rebelled. They had not silently sat by
while people seeking freedom screamed out from the pain of oppression.

Instead they had acted. "Fuck Congress!" Cathey and Seal had both said.

And Reed wholeheartedly endorsed their most articulate view.
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What a terrific movie this whole adventure would make, he thought,

but who would ever believe it? And little did he know, it was only time for

intermission.

Cathey had called Terry several days earlier to give him his travel itin-

erary for Mexico. "I understand you're driving to get the flavor of it all, so

if possible you need to be in Vera Cruz on the thirty-first. I've got the name
of a hotel there that comes highly recommended by your contact. It's name
is Hotel M-o-c-a-m-b-o. It's supposed to be a five-star place, or so Max says."

"Who's Max?"
"Oh, yeah, I almost forgot. A guy by the name of Max Gomez will find

you there. Be sure to register under your own name."
Gomez was the code name for Felix Rodriguez, who had been involved

with the Enterprise since January when brought in by Donald Gregg, then-

Vice President George Bush's National Security Advisor. Less than a month
later. North wrote Rodriguez asking him to use his influence with the El

Salvadoran military to provide aircraft maintenance facilities for planes

resupplying the Contras. Rodriguez was a man who prided himself on
having friends in high places. One of these was George Bush, with whom
he had been photographed on more than one occasion.

Janis waited until the last minute to transfer her real estate work load to

Cherryl Hall, not really knowing for sure that her workaholic husband

would actually take a trip. In any case, she was hoping he wouldn't go

because she wanted to go somewhere else. All she could recall of Mexico

was torrential rains and the misery of Montezuma's revenge in otherwise

beautiful Cancun. The thought of taking the children on a 3,500-mile dri-

ving vacation in a Chevy conversion van to a Third World country didn't

quite fit her image of a foot-loose, yuppie couple sipping pifia coladas by

the pool under a palapa.

Late in the evening of August 25, they left loaded down with— what

else—bottled water, pampers, passports and immunization records for

everyone.

After crossing the border and sitting and breathing diesel smoke ema-

nating from the long line of trucks waiting for Mexican Customs, the border

urchins were upon them trying to sell local Mexican tabloid newspapers

with photos of maimed bodies. To calm his wife, he told her the usual line,

"Hey, this is an adventure. Cheer up. What's the worst that can happen?"

After departing Matamoros, where they bought their Mexican car

insurance, he was glad he was driving and not flying. As their van dodged

the craters on Highway 180, he couldn't help think about the fragility of the

machine tools that would have to be shipped into Mexico. He turned to

Janis, who, between taking care of the children and reading the map, was

also doubling as a traveling secretary.

"Take note of the condition of this highway. Based upon the road sur-

face, any machine-tool shipment to Mexico City could not originate at
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Brownsville, Texas. They would have to be flown in. That ought to make
SAT happy."

Janis attempted to record the condition of this road segment, con-

cerned that she would not be able to read her own scrawled notes as a result

of pot hole-induced vibrations. "Based upon this road surface, I'm starting

to wonder if our tires will even survive, let alone sensitive electronics. See,

those State Department brochures were right," she chided.

The gulf city of Tampico was their first night's stop in Mexico, midway
between the Rio Grande and their meeting place. This made it a two-day

road trip from the border to the "black" rendezvous in Vera Cruz. The hotel

billed by North as five-star had seen better times. It was a large complex

located on the south side of town with a large pool and an ocean view sim-

ilar to what someone would find in Miami.

Other than an electrical system that could not power a blow dr^'er and
elearic curlers at the same time, it was adequate. After maintenance

upgraded the amperage of the old-style, screw-in fuses for the gringos in

cuarto 505, all was well. Most of the people staying there were wealthy Mex-
icans who enjoyed the luxury of their own maids and nannies. Mexico was
staning to look better to Janis, even though she had discovered the coun-

try could probably swallow them up if it were not for the traveler's guides

they purchased at the border. Mexico, they found, felt it wasn't necessary

to clearly mark its roads, especially in towns.

Terry had registered according to Cathey's instructions. The registry

read Mr. and Mrs. Terry K. Reed (see documents at end of chapter).

Terry was frolicking in the pool with Duncan when the Mexican waiter

approached the pool's edge. "Seiior Reed?"

"Si," Terry responded.

"There is a gentleman in the bar waiting to meet with you."

Terry got dressed and walked into the lounge. It was 1:30, and he was
approached immediately by a rather handsome, swarthy Latino, who
walked up and said in a rhythmic Hispanic accent, "Seen any boomerangs
lately?"

These were the code words, to which Terry replied, "Mainly in

Arkansas, but I guess they're spreading south."

The man smiled. "My name is Maximo Gomez. Come, let's sit by the

pool. We have lots to talk about. Our mutual friend, John Cathey, speaks

highly of you."

As they strolled toward the pool Reed studied him. Max was near his

own height, around six feet, weighing 190 pounds or so. His black hair was
shon, neatly cut and beginning to recede. Terr}' guessed he must be in his

mid- to late 40s. He was neatly and expensively but casually dressed, wear-

ing light-colored slacks, a loose-fitting Panama "walking shin," worn on the

outside, and sandals. His attire, combined with his accent and tan complex-

ion, made Reed think he'd probably spent most of his life south of the border.

As they were being seated by the pool, Gomez switched suddenly to

Spanish. "Senor Cathey dice que usted habla Espanol verdad?"

Reed nodded his response.
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Gomez continued, "Ynuestro amigo dice que dene odio para todos los comu-
nistas?"

"Yes, the only good one is a dead one, unless he owes me money,"
Reed answered, stealing a line from his old commie-hating, Hungarian
mentor, Emery West, and responding in a manner he figured Gomez would
appreciate.

Gomez laughed heartily, "I'll use that one in the future." When he
laughed, he had an almost innocent look about him, but as he snapped
orders to the nearby waiters demanding immediate service, Terry noticed

his expression quickly transformed into a more sinister one: the look of one
who could take things very seriously if crossed.

Being Latino, Gomez did not want Janis or the family involved at all.

It was awkward for Terry, but he suggested that Janis go sight seeing or

shopping. Max clearly did not want her there.

"One thing you must learn," Gomez said. "Latin men get together with-

out their women around. They have no place in business. This a very good
custom, something Xh^ gringos could learn from, don't you agree?"

The rest of the afternoon was spent sitting under a Paisano umbrella

drinking Agua Quina and discussing Congress, commies (Gomez thought

one was synonymous with the other), the Contras, and the cut-out they

were hoping to start. As they exchanged war stories, Terry gained informa-

tion about what "Mexican free trade" was all about. Boastfully, Gomez told

him he had lived in Mexico earlier and prided himself on his ability to "pur-

chase" services for the Agency, which included "bribes to Mexican ex-pres-

idents on down."
From this conversation/briefing Terry, learned of the United States

government's need to have an "offshore" location for a weapons warehouse

and transshipment point to support the Contras. This fit like a glove with

Terry's plan, which Gomez obviously had been studying.

The part of the plan that seemed to intimidate Gomez, however, was

his total lack of manufacturing knowledge. This would become an area of

tension between the two men later. For now. Max said only, "I'll learn all

about that when the time comes. It can't be too difficult if your commie
friends in Mexico City understand it." He was intrigued with the "commie

connection," as he called it, but he warned Reed about "never trusting a

communist." He was going along with bringing in the Hungarians only

because Cathey wanted to.

"I don't agree with it," he said.

Max boasted to Terry that he had been "hand-selected by the White

House" to set up and oversee this operation. He made it very clear that he

would be what Terry later termed the HMFIC, "the head motherfucker in

charge." Gomez' constant name-dropping, flamboyant style and what

seemed to be a volatile personality led Terry to believe that Gomez had other

highly placed friends besides Cathey. And based on his war stories, if true,

he was highly experienced in covert and counterinsurgency operations.

Terry sensed early that Gomez was not the kind of person he would

seek out as a friend. They were being thrust together for "business" reasons.
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and as the day wore on Terry got a sixth-sense feeling about Gomez. He was
not the kind of guy that you wanted to "get into your six," a fighter pilot's

term for an enemy plane getting behind you and out of sight.

In short, at the end of the marathon meeting, which included dinner by

the pool without the family, Terry felt the "interview" had gone pretty well.

The primary thing he felt Gomez could offer was a way to "grease up the

system" and, more importantly, knowledge of who specifically to "grease."

Terry had informed Gomez that an area of great concern in the busi-

ness plan was for the front company to be successful in its own right after

being given a reasonable period of cash transfusion from the Agency. From
what he had learned, sure death for any cut-out would be its inability to

"blend in" with the real business world. This meant that a new venture like

Terry's would have to run at a profit on its own or competitors quickly

would see through the veil.

Mexico had levied a 100 percent tariff on all imported machine tools

at that time. What bothered Terry was whether Mexican companies wish-

ing to automate could afford to pay the artificially high price for imported

equipment. Gomez had a quick solution to the two-part problem.

He was certain he could "arrange it" so that the tariffs on imported

heavy machinery for the new operation would be "eliminated," thereby

giving the CIA's company a pricing advantage over its competition and pro-

viding it with an instant market. This, both men decided, would be an

enticement to a prospective partner.

Together, they worked out a route for the remainder of Terry's trip. He
would stay in Vera Cruz in order to inspea the port facilities available for com-
merce by ship. From there, on to Mexico City for a meeting with government
officials and the Hungarians, and ultimately, a tour of the west coast ports.

Terry was satisfied and encouraged. Yet something gnawed at him
about Max. He sensed after the long meeting with the CIA man that under

that facade of stone beat a heart of steel. He would not know until later that

he had just been "hired" by the man whose career was built around the

murder of Che Guevara {see photo section).

When Terry returned to his room, he anticipated what he was sure

would be his wife's reaction. "I know," he said, "We're on vacation and I'm

spending no time with the family. But I promise I'll make it up to you
tomorrow."

But he was already forgiven. "I couldn't bear the thought of being

cooped up in here, so the boys and I went exploring. Duncan will tell you
all about the big ships we saw at the harbor, but first, tell me about your

meeting," she said excitedly. He began to try to capture for her the person-

ality of Max Gomez. He would write in a letter to Cooper more than a

month later: "I'm just now recovering from my meeting with Max Gomez
(ha!) a very interesting character."

Gomez left that night, but Terry spent two more days in Vera Cruz in-

specting the port facilities and talking to local government officials, who had
the Mexican equivalent of the Arkansas Industrial Development Commis-
sion. Armed with brochures of foreign-built, computer-controlled machine
tools, he was instantly greeted and invited into local business organizations.
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He felt he was truly going in the right direction. It was clear he had
something Mexico wanted, state-of-the-art manufacturing technology.

On his way to Mexico City, he visited the Volkswagen Beetle plant in

Puebla to do a market analysis. There he learned they had great respect for

German and Japanese machine tools and wanted a local supplier.

In the capital—the world's largest city—he met with officials of the
Mexican immigration service and government representatives who dealt

with foreign corporations. After two days of discussions with them, it was
time to renew his acquaintance with Bona.

After driving to the northwest perimeter of the city, to Naucalpan,
where the Hungarian-controlled company Cortec was headquartered, he
was in for a surprise. Bona turned on his European charm when he dis-

covered Janis was accompanying her husband. She and the children were
waiting outside in the Chevy conversion van, a true luxury vehicle by Mex-
ican standards.

"You have Janis with you? Bring her in! We'll have a celebration. My
wife still talks about her and the trip they made to Esztergom (in Hungary).
What fun we had."

While Terry left to bring in his wife and show off his sons. Bona ordered

his secretary to break out the best Hungarian wines. It was, he proclaimed,

"fiesta time, or was it siesta time? Who cares which one it is. I love it here in

Mexico."

As they sat down to drink and reminisce. Bona almost forgot what time

it was. When he finally realized it was late in the day, he exclaimed, "Oh, I

almost forgot. We must send a car to the airport to pick up Fenue."

George Fenue, Terry's long-lost business associate and the man who
had been his host in Budapest five years earlier, was arriving in Mexico.

Terry had last seen him a year earlier at the Chicago machine-tool show.

They had gone to dinner and had a few "liver shots" (drinks) together.

While waiting for Fenue to arrive. Bona explained he was being

"recalled to the Motherland." The good news for Terry was that Fenue was
being promoted by Technoimpex and was taking over operations in Mexico.

This was too good to be true, Terry thought.

The Reeds returned the next day to Cortec's offices for another round

of partying, only this time without the children, who were being cared for

by a paid nanny at the hotel. Fenue was present now for the day's festivi-

ties, and both began discussing business. Fenue confided that the "home
office" was disappointed with Cortec's performance to date. Their Mexican

business partner, who by law owned 51 percent, was contributing nothing

to the company and, at the same time, stealing them blind.

Terry's timing couldn't have been better. He'd caught Cortec in a tran-

sitional phase, trying to become profitable. Fenue mused that his country

was learning "this democratic and capitalistic shit has a downside: they

want you to make a profit." Bona, he said privately, was being recalled,

since he was of the old way of thinking and just didn't seem to care if the

company became profitable. Besides, he added, headquarters had a new
assignment for him. Reed could only wonder if that meant Bona was going

to apply his espionage talents in a KGB hot-spot somewhere else in the
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world, or if, perhaps, he was being sent to Siberia for punishment. Proba-

bly not the latter, considering that Bona still appeared as sly as a fox.

Fenue was eager to listen to Terry's proposal for a new joint venture.

The conversation focused primarily on the machine-tool aspects. But that

night, while dining at an expensive five-star restaurant in the plush, Euro-

pean ambiance of the district of Mexico City known as the Zona Rosa, Fenue
began to probe into Terry's real motivation for wanting to move to Mexico.

"You can tell me— we're friends. What is it these silent partners of

yours want to gain out of all this? I think there's an easier way to make
money than investing down here, especially when you consider these

ridiculous tariffs placed on machine tools."

A myriad of thoughts raced through Terry's head. Here he was, dining

with someone he was sure was a communist agent. A man he liked, to be

sure, but a communist agent nonetheless. And Terry was fronting for the

CIA. Another strange alliance? He had looked behind the curtain in

Arkansas and seen that American politics was a charade. Was geopolitics a

charade, too, he wondered?
Terry chose his words carefully. "What would you say if I told you,

hypothetically, that my backers are so connected politically that I could get

the tariffs virtually eliminated if we proceed with this joint venture?"

"I would say I was very interested, but then I would ask who these

people are. They sound very powerful to me. Almost too powerful. Before

I could sell this concept to my people, I would have to know who I'm deal-

ing with ... for sure." Terry left it at that. He would have to go back to

Gomez or Cathey to see how they wanted to handle this.

All in all, the trip had been a great success so far, in more ways than

one. The door might be opening for a real joint venture, he thought. And
Janis was starting to realize that Terry was right, something she always

hated to admit. She'd been lied to by her government-supplied travel

brochures. Only propaganda, she thought, courtesy of the U.S. State

Department. Once past the border, she had seen no real poverty, no starv-

ing children everywhere, no banditos. They had even driven at night.

And now here she was in the Zona Rosa looking at the opulence on dis-

play by the Mexican elite. The European architecture combined with the

Aztec and Mayan influences created an aura of fantasy.

What intrigued her the most, having been raised in a midwestern

middle-class family, was the distinct class system. In Mexico, a little money
moved you way up the social ladder. She had discovered that many people

here had maids and nannies and servants. With two young boys and a

career, her life in Arkansas bordered on continual chaos. She was beginning

to see the world through her husband's eyes. He had always loved the Third

World, something she was now beginning to understand. Mexico had a

pace and a style unknown to Americans. The people seemed happy, which
was somewhat confusing because of the North American propaganda she

had ingested about the supposed poverty there.

As he drove toward Guadalajara the next day, Terry saw endless

possibilities developing with Fenue. He and Gomez had only discussed the
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business aspects of luring an international partner into the joint venture as

part of the cover. Their plan was to get Cortec, if possible, strictly as a stock-

holder in a machine-tool venture. Another idea was now forming. The
Agency, through Terry, could set up a franchise to the parent company,
Cortec, and attempt to run it autonomously, probably in Guadalajara.

That franchise division would move the "secret shipments" of arms with-

out the knowledge of the partner. Beyond that, another concept was unfold-

ing, in his mind at least. He had not discussed the possibility with Gomez,
but what if the partner became a willing participant in the arms traffic?

Holy shit! he thought. The Hungarians, if they played ball and could be
trusted, would provide the new venture with access to East bloc arms!

The smog and traffic of Guadalajara snapped him out of his deep
thoughts, at least for the moment. After taking two days to make the rounds
of the various government agencies and Terry dictating his reports to Janis

while driving, they struck off for the west coast port city of Manzanillo.

Looking at the Mexican equivalent of a Rand-McNally map, the Reeds

thought this drive would be a piece of cake.

The map showed a new, four-lane highway, route 54, extending from

Guadalajara to Colima near the coast. But they found this road existed only

in the political rhetoric of Presidente Miguel de la Madrid, whose family

lived in Colima. This had been a campaign promise and, in Mexico, a road

can "exist" if you simply put it on the map.

After a tortuous trip on a two-lane winding road filled with switch-

backs and jackknifed trucks, Janis penciled in under her heading marked

"Highway Infrastructure, Guadalajara to Manzanillo . . . nonexistent, air

freight only." Southern Air Transport wins again.

Due to the delay in getting to the coast, they proceeded up Highway

200 to the port city of Puerto Vallarta, situated in the center of a beautiful

bay, bypassing Manzanillo, which appeared at that time to be inaccessible

by well- surfaced road. At Puerto Vallarta, Terry performed the same

exploratory work as he had at Vera Cruz. They spent two peaceful days at

a tourist hotel on the bay's north side. Janis played the role of the turista

Norte Americano and spent the days sipping pifia coladas by the pool while

watching Duncan play in a tidal basin.

When Terry returned to the hotel after visiting the comandante of the

Puerto Vallarta International Airport to analyze its cargo-handling capabil-

ities, she was sitting pensively in the shade and informed him, "I've been

watching ugly Americans all day. Why is it Americans live a life of misery

and then attempt to make up for it by taking frenzied vacations?"

She had spent the day watching tourists from the U.S. with pale bodies

arriving at the hotel and wearing clothes just purchased from the hotel's

Banana Republic clothing shop. They all were caricatures, running up their

credit card bills and carrying coconuts filled with anesthesia. Why? What

were they running from, and what were they searching for?

She had analyzed her own suburban culture and concluded that it was

grotesque. What was really going through her mind now was that life could

be very different for her and the children if they settled in Mexico. Up until
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that day, her husband's "pipe dream" of running a CIA proprietary on for-

eign soil was something she thought of only in the abstract. Why hadn't she

taken him seriously? Hadn't he always "created reality" by the sheer force

of his will?

"So tell me the truth," she asked her husband. "Do you think you can

really make all this happen? Up until today, Terry, I have to confess, this

whole thing seemed like a pipe dream of yours. I guess I needed this day off

here by the pool to clear my mind. It's really happening, isn't it? You're

actually meeting with Mexican dignitaries, and the CIA is actually paying

for this vacation! It's scary, but I have to admit it's exciting. Is this what you
really want to do? Because if it is, what can I do to help?" Her adventurous

soul had been tapped.

Terry was somewhat surprised. He hadn't fully realized that he had to

"sell" her the way he was trying to sell the Agency. He had assumed all along

that she would be a willing participant. But, in any case, he was glad she

was now on board.

The trip continued up Highway 200 until taking Route 1 5 back to Guada-

lajara. This road surface was considerably better. Janis penciled in: Possible

for manual equipment, negative CNC (fragile computerized equipment).

Their plan when they checked into a center-city hotel was to spend

one night and leave the next day for the trip home. But as they dined that

night in the peaceful ambiance of Mexico, they both realized that their

return to Arkansas meant an immediate resumption of the rat race. It was
September 9.

"Why are we going back tomorrow?" Terry asked her. "I just heard

about an area near Lake Chapala that's south of here. If Max decides to put

this operation in Guadalajara, we should take advantage of this time

together to explore the area. Call your office. Have Cherryl cover you for

another week. What the hell, the CIA's paying the bills."

The next day they headed for the ancient lake of Chapala, 50 miles to

the south. The lake is Mexico's largest and within its waters swims the

famous Mexican whitefish. On its northern shore is a string of communi-
ties, the largest being the town of Chapala with a string of villages connected

by the carreterra extending west from Chapala. It is an area favored by about

5,000 foreign pensionados, mostly American, and wealthy Mexicans who
view it as a vacation retreat.

The lush valley surrounding the lake, protected by a mountain range

on the north, gives the area a much cooler micro climate and blocks out the

smog from Guadalajara. The ancient Indian village of Ajijic, 5 miles west of

Chapala, was the cultural center of the area. It had strict but self-imposed

zoning codes that retained its rustic character. There Janis would learn that

strollers are worthless on cobblestone streets. No matter, here the nannies

carried the children!

They checked in at the Posada Hotel and Restaurant, owned by a Cana-
dian couple, and learned that Chapala Realty, owned by another Canadian
named Richard Tingen, was the place to find whatever you needed.
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The following day they went to Chapala Realty to inquire about the

essentials: schools, grocery stores, doctors, pharmacies, auto repair shops,

and the like. They were directed to a woman named Diana Aguilar, an
American originally from Southern California who had been raised in

Mexico. She informed them, much to their delight, that an opulent life-

style was possible in Mexico for $600 a month.
The Reeds had told her they might be moving to this area, and they

spent two days with her driving around in their van, "touring" homes
(there you don't just look at real estate). A fast friendship developed with

Aguilar, who was 36 and lived with two of her three sons in Ajijic. Her Mex-
ican husband, an accountant who lived and worked in Guadalajara,

enjoyed a typical upper-class "Latino" marriage, with each partner living

individual lives and pursuing their own careers. She actually ran the real

estate office. Her pleasant demeanor and language fluency attracted Amer-
icans who were looking for real estate.

They toured the lake's entire north shore and were shown homes in

Jocotepec, Ajijic, Chula Vista and Chapala. Janis, familiar with real estate,

marveled at the homes and observed that all had servants quarters and gar-

deners—who took care of the pools!

"Forty dollars a month! You can get a live -in maid for $40 a month? At

home we're spending $400 a month just on day care!" Janis exclaimed in

amazement.
"Forty's actually high," Aguilar noted. "I pay my maid $25. Forty will

get you one that's bilingual." Janis was starting to realize something else

about living in Mexico; there were a lot of perks.

Tomorrow they would have to return to reality. But that was tomor-

row. That night they put that out of their minds and concentrated on the

sound of the raindrops tapping on the red tile roof and reverberations of the

thunder rolling across the lake. They moved even closer together in the

serape they were sharing.

They sat in front of the fireplace of their rustic cottage sipping vintage

Mexican wine and recapping the places and things they had found in the

last two weeks in Mexico as the torrential downpour washed down the

Posada's manicured compound. The magic of Mexico had transformed, and

seduced, his wife, Terry felt.

The trip had been a business success in more ways than one. It had been

a renewal for the two of them, something unplanned when they started

back in Little Rock. Janis had not been part of the black world he had lived

in at Nella, nor in any of the other intelligence loops in Arkansas. They had

come to realize that the tourists she had found so distasteful at the hotel in

Puerto Vallarta were a reflection of themselves and what they had become.

Maybe, they thought, happiness and pleasure don't have to be confined to

only two weeks of the year.

But Terry had had some revelations on this trip. He had been right

about Mexico, and he knew his wife could now understand how the Third

World pulled him like a magnet. She had been able to see the hidden beauty
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and intrigue through her own eyes. But more importantly, they were a real

team again. The critical mass was being reunited.

As they reentered the U.S. at Laredo, Texas, they experienced the only

disturbing aspect of the trip. Upon entry, U.S. Customs demanded "proof

of ownership" for Elliott. When they produced a passport for the infant, the

Customs inspector challenged the photo and informed the Reeds of a

"child-smuggling ring" being run out of Mexico, and suggested that they

might be spiriting a Mexican orphan into the U.S. This "GS weenie," in

Seal's vernacular, backed off when Terry pointed out that Elliott was an
Anglo with blond hair and blue eyes.

"Welcome back to the U.S.A.," Janis said wryly. "Isn't it great to be back

where you're so wanted?"

He had had to drag her across the border going south, and now he had
to drag her back north. Janis had discovered there was no need to travel

halfway around the world to encounter the exotic excitement of the Third

World. It was only a border crossing away.

It was mid-September when they pulled into the driveway in Maumelle.

They had fully expected things to be hectic, and they were not disappointed.

Business at his firm. Applied Technologies, Inc., was beginning to take off.

Why do things always seem to happen in one's absence? It appeared

that all the Arkansas industry he had been chasing for months was now
chasing Terry for updated price quotations for machinery purchases.

Before getting fully immersed in business details, Terry went to see

Bruce and to find Sawahata. Bruce told him that Sawahata was in Wash-
ington, but that the OSI office in Little Rock would remain open indefi-

nitely. Terry called Sawahata on OSI's secure communications and went
over the high points of the trip. Sawahata said he was going to be talking

with Cathey who was extremely busy, but would take time to pass on the

positive news about the trip.

Asked by Terry about how to proceed, Sawahata told him to prepare a

detailed report and send it to SAT in Miami. When asked about Seal's where-
abouts, Sawahata said he was "working undercover on a special project."

"A whole new management team," he said, was being assembled to

evaluate the feasibility of the proposed Mexican cut-out.

Terry was confused. Who, he wondered, should he report to now that

the Nella operation was shut down. Sawahata was now just a voice on the

telephone, and Terry seemed to be supervised by no one in particular.

Terry had been sent to Mexico by Cathey and had been interviewed by
Gomez, but he was about to find out another boss had been brought into

the Mexican loop. He was ill-prepared for the October 1 telephone call from
a man identifying himself as Robert Johnson, who said he was chief coun-

sel for Southern Air Transport.

"This whole thing sorta got dumped on me recently," Johnson con-

fided. "I'm looking at a file that's pretty disorganized, but there's all kinds
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of reports here indicating you've been the main source of a lot of this data

pertaining to Mexico. I'd like to go over it with you in detail. My job is to

review this project for legal considerations."

Terry had no idea who this man was. He had never heard this name
before and no one had ever mentioned him. He knew that people in

Arkansas had not been told about Mexico, and Terry began to suspect this

might be a pretext call from someone in Arkansas state government seek-

ing to uncover the Agency's future plans.

Terry bought himself some time by saying his report was not yet com-
plete, and he needed time to type it and send it on to Miami. The man on
the phone said that would be fine. He told Terry to mail it to SAT, in care of

Cooper, and he would intercept it.

Unable to contact Cooper by phone, he did as Johnson had instructed.

He prepared a recap of the trip's highlights and sent it to SAT on October 2.

The report also highlighted an interesting development that had occurred

since his return. In light of articles appearing in the Wall Street Journal con-

cerning trade with Mexico, Terry was confident there was genuine interest

within the machine-tool industry as a whole to develop a Mexican market.

He, therefore, had put out feelers for other possible investors in the joint

venture, not wanting to limit his search to only the Hungarians. He had

baited the hook and gone fishing for a company with the proper interna-

tional connections, and he was beginning to feel tension on the line.

This was reflected in the section of the report that read, "For the real

good news, I have our Asian connection. The company is named Gomiya,

U.S.A. I've had dealings with them on and off since 1980. 1 know nearly all

of the personnel in the U.S. as well as quite a few of the high-level man-
agers in Japan. I spoke to Mr. Frank Fujikawa, the manager of the Ameri-

can division, and they are really "up" for expansion into Mexico. All they

lack is the catalyst (me) to get things going.

"Gomiya, Japan, is an international trading company with public stock

on the Japanese stock exchange. You might want to check them out, but

they are my first choice, especially since they are set up for this and willing

to 'play ball.' I will be seeing Mr. Fujikawa in Dallas soon, where, with your

permission, I will go into greater details with him."

With the report, Terry enclosed a map he had drawn of North America

and entitled "Proposed Distribution" (see documents at end of chapter). It

showed how the "supply pipeline" for the company could be developed to

establish tentacles from Mexico to Asia, the United States and Europe.

Under this plan, if the cut-out found the proper investors, they would

develop a supply network giving the CIA access to weapons worldwide, all

of which could be shipped and disguised as machine tools.

But, not knowing for sure if the Agency would implement the Mexico

plan, Terry still wanted to seize upon the increased business opportunities

developing in Arkansas. Since his return, Terry had been devoting a lot of

time to his own firm. He was no longer associated in any way with McAfee's

company, which was on the verge of collapse and total bankruptcy, with his

creditors seizing its assets.



230 Compromised: Clinton, Bush and the CIA

Terry had established an office in his home, and one customer he was
developing was, in fact, Skeeter Ward. The subject of machine tools had
become of primary interest to POM, the Wards' parking meter firm in Rus-

sellville. Since Terry was the only machine-tool dealer who actually knew
the "true application" of the equipment POM needed, he had a built-in

advantage over any possible competition. Terry, in effect, had a "security

clearance" the others couldn't obtain.

As a result of Terry's engineering work on the applications with the

younger Ward, POM had targeted a brand of equipment built by Mori-Seiki,

Ltd., of Japan.

Terry found it amusing when the Arkansas media reported that POM
was planning a large expansion of its plant because of new government con-

tracts it had recently received. He knew the source of the "government"

work, and he also knew that the U.S. Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco and
Firearms would have loved to have knowm about the "contraa."

During the fall months of 1985, Terry settled into a routine that bor-

dered on normality. There were no training missions, and there was time

for the family. But he was getting restless. He had whetted everyone's

appetite with the Mexican venture— including his wife's—but there was
no response from the lawyer, Johnson.

He was getting positive responses about Mexico from the Japanese and
the Hungarians. Janis had purchased a Berlitz course and was studiously

attempting to become conversant in Spanish. But the Agency was silent,

except for a call from Cooper reassuring Terry that Johnson was, indeed,

who he had claimed to be. Not only was Johnson SAT's general counsel.

Cooper said, but also "a stockholder" in SAT, and one of those "Yale lawyer

types" who had lately started running the Agency.

Then, suddenly, in late November, Barry Seal, who had seemed to have

dropped off the edge of the earth, reappeared. He called Terry, saying he was
in Little Rock in order to do some "bankin'" at Lasater's.

"I'm in town and we need to do dinner at our usual place. I've got good
news for ya."

As they settled into the corner at SOB's, Terry's curiosity had the best

of him. He noticed Seal had put on a lot of weight and seemed to have aged

considerably.

"Where the hell you been? I figured the Bermuda Triangle must have

just swallowed you up. Or was it something I said?" Terry joked to get the

conversation started.

Seal told him only that he had been "undercover" and apologized for

not keeping in touch, "Let's not talk about 'old business'. Let's discuss new
business. I got some inside knowledge that not only affects you but is gonna
affect Arkansas ... in a big way. The good news is the Agency wants to do

your Mexican venture. You've got Cathey really excited. The bad news is

I've been out of the loop so long that you need to bring me up to speed so

I can get involved in this project in order to help you."

Terry started from the top. It was napkin time, once again. He recapped

his Mexican trip and outlined the proposed arms supply network. When he
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came to the part about Max, Seal started laughing uncontrollably, leading
Reed to realize he had earlier encountered Gomez.

"What's so funny?" Reed asked.

"So, you met the Super Beaner ... the infamous commie hater." Seal

continued laughing.

"Goddamn it, why didn't Cathey warn me about this guy? I can't tell

if he would be a good manager for this operation, or if he just wants to use
it to get at the Hungarians and personally strangle Bona to death. It would
have been a real great vacation except for that meeting. I think Max ate one
too many worms from the tequila."

Seal turned the conversation away from Gomez and to the Arkansas
oligarchy. "The Agency's gettin' real pissed at these guys here. Talk about
outgrowing their britches; they're stealin' fuckin' money from the Com-
pany. Terry, that's like robbin' the Mob, it's somethin' ya just don't fuckin'

do. I guess Bill Clinton and his gang have been workin' on a lot more than
their 10 percent cut. The decision has been made to pull the plug on the

whole fuckin' deal."

"You mean they're shutting down Operation Centaur Rose?"

"Yeah. This worked out real great up here, and we all proved it could

work. But the Agency's got much bigger plans for Mexico, bigger plans than

are included in your proposal. Terry, they want to build whole fuckin' guns
down there . . . from scratch, usin' your machine tools. Shit, man, you've

really opened their eyes on this manufacturing stuff. I even brought along

some blueprints on the first weapon they want to build down there."

Seal had discussed Agency interest in perhaps expanding the Mexican
operation from one of simply housing and transporting weapons to actual

manufacture. From what Terry was hearing, a decision had already been

made to include manufacturing in the overall scope. Terry liked this. Sub-

sequently, the program would be refined into two phases. Phase I was the

original "offshore" front company getting established in Mexico, and Phase

II would be utilization of machine-tool equipment being imported to actu-

ally build weapons. High technology for Mexico was on its way.

Seal produced a full set of drawings for a weapon that could fire plas-

tic explosive cartridges, a weapon reserved for military use only. But the

Agency had decided it was what every right-wing Third World country

needed. It would be a good weapon to begin building their offshore manu-

facturing concept around, due to the pent-up market for it. The CIA had

even done its own marketing analysis.

"Now keep this quiet," Seal cautioned. "It's real sensitive info, and these

guys here haven't been notified. But Bob Nash is in deep shit. That nigger

is gonna have trouble swimmin' with all that chain the Agency is gonna

wrap around him. Yessirree, things are gonna get reeeeal interestin' around

here. And Governor Bill's gonna learn who's in charge ... the hard way.

He'll be lucky to get elected dog catcher after they're through with him."

Getting back to Gomez, Seal said, "We gotta tolerate him for now. He

may appear like a loose cannon, but what's important for both of us is for

you to take them up on their deal, get your butt down to Mexico and be
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in position to receive me once I help blow the lid on the whole Arkansas

operation."

"How you gonna do that?"

He swallowed his last oyster and said: "Let me worry about that. That's

my job."

The rest of the time was spent with Seal telling Terry about a secret

meeting he was trying to arrange between his CIA handler and Gomez. As
a result of his "undercover operation," Seal said he was "real hot" and
wanted to set in place special security for the meeting.

"Remember how to piggyback?" Seal asked. "I think this is an appro-

priate time to use this procedure for somethin' other than carryin' cash."

On the napkin, he drew a flight plan for a "precanned" piggyback mis-

sion and codes to be used over the phone when he would call Terry's house.

"I'll refer to my handler as my brother. I'm trying' to get this meeting

set up to take place out of the country for security reasons. We won't be

gone long; they'll miss me up here if I'm out of the country more than a

couple a days. Just be prepared for my call and don't say anythin' stupid

over the phone. It's not secure."

"Can you give me an idea where we're going?"

Seal winked. "I'll take you for a trip on the dark side."

Notes

1. U.S. Congress, Testimony of Oliver North, Iran-Contra Hearings, 100-7, part 1

(Washington, D.C.: Government Printing Office, 1988), pp. 78-79.
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CHAPTER 1

5

A Trip on the Dark Side

It was Friday evening, December 13, 1985, just eleven shop-

ping days until Christmas. Barry Seal couldn't know that he
had little more than two months left to live, and his telephone

voice was filled with excitement.

"Glad 1 caught you, Santa Claus! It's time for the trip to my
brother's place. I've checked winds aloft, and they're predicted

to be one-niner-zero degrees at thirteen thousand five hundred feet. We
should plan on leaving from my place day after tomorrow at 1400 hours.

You may want to bring a RON (remain-overnight) kit, and remember,
there's no phone at his place. You'll want to remind Janis, so she's not trying

to contact you there."

"Sounds good to me. Will I need a hunting license (a coded reference

to a passport requirement) where we're going?" Terry asked.

"Yeah, but I'll take care of that. This trip's on me, and my brother is

really anxious to meet you. I'll call my brother and tell him we're coming.

Adios, Papa Bravo," Seal ended, as usual, with a chuckle.

This cryptic conversation set in place a preplanned sequence of events

that Seal and Terry had devised at SOB's, a week earlier. All Terry had to do

was remove "one's" from each of the coded elements of the message. Ever

since the FBI/McAfee event that had led to Aki Sawahata's problems, Barry

didn't trust Terry's home phone. Seal and Terry felt that McAfee was men-
tally disturbed and that he had probably listed Terry as being a "known asso-

ciate" of Sawahata. Therefore, they had worked up a way to relay coded

flight plan instructions for their secret trip to Panama.

As Seal spoke, Terry jotted down some specially coded details on a tele-

phone note pad. To decode Seal's information, Terry merely had to remove
"1" from each item:

190 degrees - 1 = 90 degrees

13,500 feet- 1 = 3,500 feet

1,400 hours - 1 = 0400 hours

Day after tomorrow = tomorrow

235
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This meant Terry was supposed to be waiting to intercept Seal's plane

on the 090-degree radial of the Monticello, Arkansas VOR (navigation fix)

at 3,500 feet at 4 a.m. the following day.

"His brother" was Seal's reference to a CIA handler who was setting up
the meeting in Panama. His reference to a RON kit was his way of advising

Reed they might be gone more than one day. The lack of a telephone at his

brother's place meant for Janis to understand there would be no way for

Terry to be contacted by phone while he was out of the country. "Papa

Bravo" was to be decoded as P.B., or simply a cryptic way of "calling the

play"— or piggybacking. Terry would have to tell Janis he wouldn't be at

the dinner table for a few days, something routine for a spook's wife.

Seal's voice had exuded excitement, and Terry was sharing the feeling.

Ever since his return from Mexico four months earlier, Terry had been "con-

sulting" for the Agency and developing an in-depth business plan that

would utilize a machine-tool proprietary as a cover for a weapons trans-

shipment operation in Mexico. Operation Centaur Rose in Arkansas had
proved to be a successful prototype of what the Agency wanted to develop

and expand upon, either in Mexico or some other "offshore" location.

The CIA had decided that operating outside United States borders

would reduce the nuisance factor that had come into play in Arkansas,

where "snoopin' and meddlin'" by the local law enforcement groups had
resuhed, as in Mena, in too many prying eyes. This problem had been com-
pounded by a major turf war that had developed between federal agents

who held diametrically opposing views of who Barry Seal really was.

Perhaps, in hindsight, the "drug cover" given the operation had not

been an excellent idea. In theory, it was to have been a way to allow the

FBI to be the "controlling" investigative body, giving the appearance of lead-

ing an investigation against the operation. This was to provide federal secu-

rity, thereby keeping state and local law enforcement out.

With this carefully orchestrated disinformation program, if an outsider

later read the FBI's case files on Mena, they would appear to be the result

of a criminal investigation. But, in reality, the FBI had been using its vast

resources for containment and coverup; the equivalent of a shadow shad-

owing a black operation.*

But the Agency-seleaed, counter-intelligence FBI agents assigned to

Jade Bridge and Centaur Rose had lost control, and it had become literally, a

law enforcement feeding frenzy. This had forced the Agency to assert its con-

trol with the Justice Department as well, to prevent arrests and prosecutions.

Believing Mena to be a major drug-smuggling mecca because of Seal's

cover as a trafficker, a state police investigator would later testify that

stakeout operations at the Mena Airport by a joint task force even included

*This became evident from an FBI teletype provided to Terry Reed through federal court dis-

covery in 1993. The three-page report, dated August 18, 1987, and marked "Secret in its

entirety," proves the FBI was alerting the CIA and DEA that the residue of the Mena opera-

tion was in jeopardy of being exposed by the media. This document identifies Barry Seal as a

"CIA operative."'
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agents from the Arkansas Game and Fish Commission. Nothing had been
accomplished, because they did not realize that the CIA used Seal as a diver-

sion to distraa them from what was really happening at Nella, just under their

noses 12 miles away. And by the time the stakeout even began, the training

operations at Nella had already been shut down, and some of those involved

at Nella were being groomed for bigger and better opportunities in Mexico.

Mexico had been numero uno on the agenda at the meeting at SOB's as Terry

and Seal renewed their friendship after several months of not seeing each
other. Seal, like Terry, had been very busy with other things. Terry wasn't

aware of the fact that Seal actually had been put into the federal Witness

Protection Program and had become the government's chief witness in a

series of high-profile drug trials reaching from Las Vegas to Miami. He had
proved to be one of the best undercover agents the government had ever

developed and was an extremely effective witness.

His testimony helped convict Norman Saunders, the Chief Minister of

the Turks and Caicos Islands, whom Seal had ensnared on tape while giving

Saunders a $20,000 bribe to protect drug trafficking in his tiny island

nation. During this time. Seal had been kept under wraps in Miami, some-

times in an underground one-room cell for his own protection. This was the

ultimate hell for a man who hated confinement of any kind.

Terry did not know any of this when he met with Seal that December
night in 1985 in Little Rock, but it was clear from the start of the meeting

that Seal was anxious for a change of scene.

"Goddamn! You must have hit a nerve with that business plan of

yours," Seal proclaimed. "You've really got these people's attention, which

ain't easy to do. I think if we handle this right, that this is something we
could work on together—and out of this fuckin' country! I don't know
about you, but I'm gettin' real fuckin' tired of the U.S."

It was apparent from Seal's comments that he had been in touch with

the people at SAT or someone reading Terry's confidential reports.

"So you've been in touch with Johnson?" Terry asked. "I was afraid my
reports were going into some black hole in outer space. I've been getting no

feedback and was beginning to wonder if they were interested at all."

"This is way beyond the interest phase. Not only do they wannna
pursue this ASAP, but their plans down there could make Bridge and Rose

and Mena appear as small as the tits on a Vietnamese hooker."

Seal was still chuckling as he began to sketch out an operation on his

napkin that would possibly be located in the center of Mexico. The map was

familiar. It looked just like a diagram Terry had sent to Johnson.

"That looks just like the routing diagram I sent to Johnson. Where arms

could come in from all over the world, 'cool off and be transshipped back

out of Mexico."

"Well, if that's the case, I guess John Cathey and my handler are takin'

credit for your work product. 'Cause this is what they're interested in. And
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what interests me is they're gonna need somebody to move all this shit. So,

Captain Reed, let's just retire to Mexico and live the life of fuckin' Riley

down there. You can teach me Spanish, and I'll teach you how to fly a 130.

Deal?" He paused and gulped down a soda, then continued. "Let's start right

now. How do you say 'I want a blow job' in Spanish, anyway?"
Terry picked up on Seal's mention of a "handler" other than Cathey,

and was glad to hear Cathey was looking at his reports. "Who's this other

guy you are referring to?" Terry asked.

"He's my main man out of the country—Leroy. He's tryin' to set up a

meetin' between you, me and this Gomez charaaer you met in Vera Cruz,"

Seal answered. "Can you get away for a meetin' to discuss all this face-to-face,

if I can get it set up? They're wantin' to act on this real fast. And you and I

need to take advantage of that. And this time, you're through workin' for

peanuts. I'll do all the talkin' when it comes to money. Fuckin' GS weenies!

This is really gonna cost Uncle Sam, an' this time you'll probably get youriex."

It all sounded good. Finally, Terry thought, it was payoff time. The
hours sweating in the cockpit with the students at Nella were behind him.

He had begun to feel at last that he'd made the right decision passing up Bill

Cooper's offer to move to El Salvador and join the Enterprise there as a

flight instructor.

The door to the good-ole-boy club, he feh, was finally opening. Appar-

ently, he had been doing things right. Maybe the life of a foreign asset, some-

thing he had always coveted since his days in Asia, was now attainable.

The remainder of the meeting was devoted to outlining the needed
codes for a piggyback operation. In addition to the normal procedures,

which were to be conducted in matching 400-series Cessna aircraft. Seal

said that, after the aerial "swap," the two men would rendezvous at Love

Field in Dallas, where Seal would have his Lear serviced and ready to go.

The Lear, he said, would be used for the balance of the trip south. It was
clear that Seal was seriously concerned about security, which puzzled Terry.

"If we're going to have a meeting with the Agency, why all the added
security of a piggyback?" he asked. "Who are we trying to avoid?"

"The other fuckin' Feds," Seal snarled.

At precisely 0400 hours, Terry was holding in the standard right-hand race

track holding pattern on the 090-degree radial of the Monticello VOR look-

ing for the green-and-red navigation lights of Seal's Cessna, which should be

approaching from the west at 3,500 feet. He was monitoring the Memphis
Center frequency on his number one radio, waiting to hear Seal's voice

report to Air Traffic Control as planned. His number two radio was set to their

secret, or discreet, frequency of 122.97. That would be used for private air-

to-air communication between the two Cessnas throughout the piggyback

maneuver. ATC on the ground would be unaware the two men would be

communicating air-to-air or plane-to-plane.

Aircraft radios are normally wired in such a way that the pilot can only

listen to one radio at a time, in order to avoid confusion. But Seal's planes
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were custom-wired with avionics packages courtesy of Ultra-Sonics, Inc., of

Columbus, Ohio, and Homer (Red) Hall, Seal's avionics expert, thus allow-

ing both radios to be monitored simultaneoiisly.

At 0402 hours, Terry heard Seal's voice transmitting on the normal ATC
center frequency.

"Memphis Center, this is twin Cessna November six-niner-eight-eight-

niner, level at three thousand five hundred, trackin' inbound on the two-six-

five degree radial of the Monticello VOR, showin' twenty DME, squawkin'

twelve hundred."

Seal's position report to the center included a precise location in

mileage from the ground navigation fix. which was the twenty DME to

which Seal had referred. The 1200 code was a frequency set into Seal's

transponder, indicating, that the aircraft was on a visual flight plan. Aircraft

on a visual flight plan need not communicate with the center. But Seal had
established radio contact for identification purposes and to create a record

of entering and leaving the center's air space. What the center would not

be aware of was that while Seal's plane was under their control, another

plane would take its place. The plane initially "handled" by the center

would depart undetected and the rendezvousing aircraft, or Terry's, would
proceed on Seal's original flight plan. One plane takes another's place, but

no one other than the two pilots is the wiser.

"Roger, twin Cessna eight-eight-niner. What can I do for you?" the

ground controller responded.

"Center, how do you read my transponder?"

"I am painting you eighteen DME from the fix, ground speed one-four-

zero knots, squawking one-two-zero-zero, level three thousand five hun-

dred feet. What else can I do for you twin Cessna eight-eight-niner?"

"Oh, nuthin'. It's just that my transponder light appears to be inter-

mittent, and I was wonderin' if y'all were paintin' me okay."

The ligh^ Seal referred to was an indicator on his transponder that lights

up each time the center bounces a radar beam off of the airplane. This is

referred to as having your transponder "interrogated." There was nothing

wrong with Seal's transponder; he was simply establishing radio contact

with the center in order to establish a record of his arrival and departure

from their "window" of controlled air space.

"Everything looks fine here, sir. But would you like a transponder

check?" ATC replied.

"Yeah, that'd be great."

"Roger, twin Cessna eight-eight-niner, squawk ident."

At which point Seal pushed the ident button on his transponder caus-

ing his radar blip to "blossom" or enlarge on the controller's radar scope.

This enabled the controller to distinguish it from other aircraft on his screen.

At the same time. Seal also switched his transponder from the altitude

reporting mode—mode C, as it is called. ATC would no longer be able to

determine the plane's altitude.

Terry, of course, had been silently monitoring this radio transmission

between Seal and ATC and had used Seal's position reporting to locate the

approaching aircraft visually from its navigation lights. Terry's plane had no
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lights on and was at minimum terrain clearance altitude below the surveil-

lance envelope of the center's radar. The center was totally unaware of

Terry's presence.

He had been maneuvering his plane to intercept Seal's flight path. This

had been accomplished easily because Seal ran his engines at 55 percent of

their maximum power, and Terry had used this time to assure himself visu-

ally that Seal had not been followed. If this had been the case, he would
have alerted Seal on their discreet frequency and the mission would have

been aborted.

"I'm below you and almost in position, your tail is clear. Stand by for

a hack," Terry told Seal on the discreet frequency while Barry was faking

the test of his transponder.

"Twin Cessna eight-eight-niner this is center. Sir, your idem looks fine,

but I've now lost your mode C. It does appear you have an intermittent

problem of some sort," ATC said.

"Roger, center. I'm dual-transponder-equipped, and when I get time in

a minute, I'll switch over to the other one and we'll see what she does."

"Roger, twin Cessna, whenever you're ready."

By disabling his plane's altitude-reporting capability. Seal's transpon-

der now no longer would tell ATC his true altitude. This would be impor-

tant, because Terry's plane soon would make an abrupt climb to Seal's

altitude, and once Terry was directly behind him. Seal would turn his

transponder completely off and dive his plane for the deck. His electroni-

cally enhanced radar blip would completely disappear from the scope.

At precisely the same moment, Terry would switch on his transponder

and squawk an ident mode. Terry's large radar return that would suddenly

appear on the center's screen would mask any secondary return generated

from Seal's plane during his diving maneuver away from Terry.

Terry was now in place below and behind Seal and gaining air speed as

the distance between the two planes decreased.

"Thiny seconds to hack," Terry said to Seal. Then, "twenty." Then, "ten,

nine, eight, seven, six, five, four, three, two, one, hack."

Seal had now synchronized his clock with Terry's, and he knew that he

now had exactly one minute until Terry's plane would be in position

directly behind and slightly below him. Without causing a midair collision,

it would be Terry's job in this dangerous maneuver to get his airplane close

enough to Seal's in order "to count the rivets" as Seal had taught him. It

required the same flight precision demanded of aerial stunt teams, and each

pilot was entrusting his life to the other.

It would be up to Seal then to execute a right-wing over, or half of a

split- S course-reversal maneuver taught to fighter pilots to dive in on
unsuspecting targets below. This would separate the two aircraft as quickly

as possible.

Seal and Terry's eyes were both locked on their cockpit clocks as the

second hands approached 12. At ten seconds til, Terry began the count down,
"ten, nine, eight, seven, six, five, four, three, two, one, execute." At precisely

that second, Terry switched on his transponder, which had been off, pushed
the ident button and turned on his mode C, or altitude-reporting capability.
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Seal switched his transponder completely off and at the same time
abruptly turned his plane beyond 90 degrees of bank angle and dove for the
surface in the reverse direction.

If all had gone well, the controller on the ground would never have
seen more than one radar blip. For all he knew, he had only assisted one
airplane with a transponder problem.

"TVvin Cessna eight-eight-niner, this is center. I'm painting you now at

10 miles east of the fix, tracking outbound on the zero-niner-zero degree
radial, squawking ident, and your mode C is now operational, showing you
at three thousand five hundred feet. It appears that this transponder is a

good one."

Seal, not Terry, now replied to ATC so that the controller heard the

same voice.

"Roger, center, thanks for the assistance. I'll be seein' ya."

"Good day, sir, and have a nice flight."

The switch had been flawless.

Seal continued to fly at low altitude to Dallas's Love Field below radar

detection. There he landed and waited for Terry as they had earlier agreed.

Terry continued flying on to Seal's original VFR flight-planned destination,

Greenville, Mississippi, airport, pretending to be Seal.

Once on the ground and sure that no one was following him or, even

more important, that no one was waiting for him, Terry flew back to Little

Rock and landed at Adams Field. It had already been a long morning, and

the sun was just beginning to rise as Terry boarded a Southwest Airlines

flight at 6 A.M. for Dallas's Love Field. There he took the shuttle bus to the

general aviation side of the field and rendezvoused with Barry.

Their plan was to be in the air at 0800 hours in Seal's Lear jet, N13SN,

heading south.

All went flawlessly, and as Terry's bus pulled into the general aviation

parking lot on the north side of Love Field, he could see Barry overseeing

the refueling of the Lear. The twin Cessna he had flown in to Love was tied

down on the transit parking ramp. Terry hoped all this hocus-pocus of the

piggyback flight had been worth it. He knew Seal was security conscious,

but it was still amazing the lengths he would go to ensure there was no tail.

It was 7:30 a.m.

"Your left engine on the Cessna is losing some oil," Terry said as they

boarded the Lear and buckled in. "You better get it checked out when we
get back."

"How do ya know?"
"Because it deposited residue on my windshield when I was tucked in

behind you."

"Jeeesus Christ! You must have been awful close to me."

"Hey, you're the one who said get close enough to count the rivets.

There's exactly twenty-six holding on your tail hook," Terry laughed.

The Lear's engines spooled, and it started its takeoff roll at exactly 0800

hours, as planned. As the air speed rose to 125 knots indicated, Terry rotated

the aircraft as Seal in the right seat called out "V-1, check, cross-check, pos-

itive rate, gear up, turn and burn."
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Terry banked the plane to the south as Seal briefed him on their

planned 400-mile trip to Brownsville, Texas, where they would take on fuel

and file a phony flight plan to Campeche, Mexico, a city on the western side

of the Yucatan Peninsula. Seal told him they would file all the flight plans

in Emile Camp's name and in his honor, since Barry had Emile's pilot's

license and voter registration card from Slidell, Louisiana.

"Here's your huntin' license. You file the flight plan in Emile's name
once we get to Brownsville, and then we'll cancel once we're in the air over

Mexico."

"Oh, we're not goin' to Campeche?"
"No. We'll be flyin' direct to Ilopango (in El Salvador) for fuel and then

on to Howard Air Force Base in Panama." Terry was excited.

Terry knew that Mexican Customs would not be a problem. Jets enter-

ing Mexican air space do not have to clear at the port of entry, which in this

case would have been Matamoros. Had they been flying a propeller-driven

plane, they would not have been able to penetrate Mexican air space as they

crossed the Rio Grande coming out of Brownsville and "just keep on truckin'"

as Seal had said. Flying jets certainly had its advantages. Terry knew they

would not need Emile's identification unless an emergency forced them to

land in Mexico, since there would be no identification inspection by the Mex-
ican Federales prior to leaving the U.S. He could tell that Seal was an expert at

exploiting the world of regulations and had done this many times before. He
wondered if there was any loophole in the rules that Barry wasn't aware of.

"Keep this thing below 18,000 and we won't even file this leg," Seal

said as they departed Dallas air space.

All clever choices, Terry thought. By staying below 18,000 feet there

would be no legal requirement to file a flight plan to Brownsville. The only

punishment for not climbing to a higher altitude would be that the Lear's

model CJ610-2 GE engines would suck fuel like crazy at this lower altitude.

"Don't worry about the fuel burn," Seal said. "This trip is on Uncle Sam."

After the brief hour trip to Brownsville, Terry (now Emile Camp) went
inside the general aviation terminal to check weather and to file their phony
flight plan to Campeche. He felt a little uneasy using a dead man's pilot's

license number. But as Seal had joked earlier, "Emile won't mind. Where
he's flying they don't need licenses."

After filing the plan, Terry joined Seal on the ramp where he was chew-
ing out the "line boy" for not topping off the tanks completely.

"Son, the next time someone tells ya to fill his fuckin' airplane ... I

suggest ya do just that ... all the way to the fuckin' top. Know what I mean?
A friend of mine ran outta gas and died. A pilot can't burn air for fuel. So

get your ass ova' here and top this baby off. I bet she'll hold another five

gallons per side. And don't forget the Prist this time." Prist is a fuel additive

used to prevent the growth of algae in fuel tanks when flying in humid and
tropical climates.

Terry had grown to respect Seal's demand for perfection when it came
to the world of aviation. He, too, knew that a pilot couldn't assume any-

thing had been done properly when it came to servicing an airplane.
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"Aviation is very unforgiving," he could hear his instructor-examiner,

John P. Brown, saying from his training days at Mizzou Aviation in Joplin.

And to prove it, on a v^all behind Brown's desk was a picture of an old plane
impaled upon and still stuck in the only tree that was visible for as far as the

eye could see. A monument to what can happen anytime a pilot drops his

guard ... for any reason.

"Most aviation accidents can be prevented while still on the ground,"

he could hear the looming, somber, and often intimidating Brown still

saying. Terry admired Seal for living by this rule, even after all the flying

experience he had amassed. He may be a "calculated risk taker," but he cer-

tainly knew how to "reduce" the risks.

The white Lear was airborne and heading south at 10 a.m. with "Emile

Camp" at the controls and Barry Seal on the radio. Once on their flight plan

and in Mexican air space, at a cruising altitude of 35,000 feet. Seal went to the

rear of the aircraft, grabbed two pilot map cases and dragged them to the front.

These were the same type of cases Terry had seen earlier in Seal's Aero Com-
mander that blew the engine in Texarkana. Inside were custom aluminum
boxes containing sophisticated electronics, some of which Terry recognized.

"GNS-500S. Damn, those things used to cost a half million apiece, and

you've got two?"

"Nuthin' but the best when you're workin' for Uncle." Seal quipped.

"And these ain't your normal 500s. They're modified to do 'special' things.

With these babies, we can not only pinpoint our position via satellite within

about ten meters, we can find the window to the Bermuda Triangle. That

takes accuracy, son."

GNS-500S are navigational radios that continuously read the aircraft's

position in latitude and longitude via digital readouts. Coupled with their

ability to store and process complex flight plans, to denote wind speeds at

various altitudes and to determine ground tracks, they would give the jet

the ability to fly without making contact with ground controllers. Earlier in

his aviation training, Terry had attended an advanced navigation class in St.

Louis, which taught the operation of this system, but he never thought he

would see two of them, worth more than $ 1 million, in the same portable

box. This was the same type of sophisticated navigation system aboard the

Korean 747 airliner. Flight 007, shot down by a Soviet MIG in September

1983. That aircraft had only one GPS (Global Positioning System). Seal had

two to guarantee pinpoint navigation accuracy.

Under the control panel on the copilot's side. Red Hall had installed a

secret power buss that Seal accessed with a jumper cable to power the GNS-

500s. With another jack. Seal connected the antennas, hidden within the

fuselage of the plane, to the radios in the box, making everything operational.

Terry sat in awe as he watched while Seal remove a piece of paper from

his shirt pocket and punched in the coordinates of the entire flight plan.

"Okay, I'll just hook up the ground-and-satellite communications equip-

ment in this other box, and it'll be time for us to 'disappear'," Seal chuckled.

As he opened the second box, Terry saw an array of electronics and

radios with ultrahigh radio frequency ranges totally foreign to him. On a
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sticker in the middle of the control panel was a service note, saying, "Direct

all service inquiries to Summit Aviation, Middletown, Delaware."

Once power was supplied to these radios. Seal pulled a microphone
from the box, smiled at Terry and said, "Now you're gonna know what it's

like to fly into the Bermuda Triangle and just fuckin' disappear."

What Seal was preparing to do was to "blind" a Department of Defense

satellite designed as a sentry to give advance warning of incoming hostile

weapons systems. This would provide a window through which the Lear

could fly through undetected. At the same time. Seal said, secret military

surveillance tracking stations manned by U.S. Army intelligence personnel

would emit large bursts of energy to jam the U.S. and Mexican ATC radar.

Terry felt he was seeing the results of all the Star Wars countermea-

sures technology. This, he now realized, was how Seal's Operation Jade

Bridge aircraft, code named Dodger, had been able to enter and leave the

United States without being deteaed. If there had ever been a doubt in

Terry's mind about who Seal was, and how high he was connected, it had
been put to rest forever. Seal got his flight plan authorizations not from
someone on the ground, like most pilots, but from satellites out in space.

"You get ready to switch transponders to standby. I'll call our guys in

Cuba on a secure frequency," Seal said to Terr^^

"Sea Spray, this is Lear one-three Sierra November, thirty seconds from
the window. How do you read?"

"Loud and clear, Lear," came the voice from the ground. "We've been
expeaing you. We're showdng you being handled by Mexico City Center,

squawking zero-seven-four-two, level flight level three-five-zero (35,000)."

"That's a roger. Give me a hack for the trip on the dark side. We're ready

to go."

"Ten, nine, eight, seven, six, five, four, three, two, one, hack."

Seal had zeroed the LED clock on the dashboard of the Lear and pressed

the "on" button as the controller called "Hack."

He turned to Terry. "When that clock reads 30, switch both transpon-

ders to standby, hit the speed brakes and let's dive this bitch to the deck. Use

your emergency decompression checklist."

Seal immediately went to the Mexico City Center frequency, "Mexico

City, this is Lear one-three Sierra November requesting hand-off to

Campeche approach." The Mexican ATC authorized Seal to leave his fre-

quency and go to Campeche's, thus terminating xMexico City's service.

Thiny seconds later, the ground controller announced, "Your portal

time is sixteen forty-five zulu. You're black." Terr^^ saw that the transponder

"interrogation" light was no longer working. As the Lear buffeted wdth its

speed brakes extended and its altimeter indicating 20,000-feet-per-minute

descent. Seal got on the radio to Campeche approach and said, "Campeche
approach, we are Lear one-three Sierra November. Cancel our flight plan

to your destination. We are goin' somewhere else."

At this point, they no longer existed as Lear 13SN heading for

Campeche from Brownsville. Now, they were self-navigating, under no
one's ground control. They would now swing out of Mexican and Cuban
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air space by circumventing the Yucatan Peninsula and would establish a

course of 230 degrees to Ilopango, El Salvador.

Terry leveled the plane out at 10,000 feet and started reviewing the
approach charts to Ilopongo, now about 600 miles away. The fuel burn at

low altitude was horrible, but Seal didn't care, as he had factored in the tail

wind component supplied him by the GNS-500s.
Now they were flying "on the dark side," mused Terry, and he asked

Seal about the term. It had a science -fiction connotation.

"Yeah, some spook technocrat stole it from Close Encounters, " Seal said

referring to the movie. "It was originally conceived as a way to hide the

whereabouts and destination of top-secret military flights, including Air

Force One. But once they got it perfected, the Agency saw it had lots of

uses." Seal went on to say it was rumored in the spook world that this tech-

nique of literally falling off the edge of the earth was used not only by the

Agency as a way of hiding agents who became too hot but by unscrupulous

people who paid for such disappearances. Perhaps this was part of the

Bermuda Triangle myth, Terry thought.

Seal began connecting and activating portable low-frequency receivers

called ADFs (automatic direction finders). These were needed to receive sig-

nals from low-frequency transmitters common throughout Central and South

America. If these devices had been permanently installed in the plane, the

Federal Aviation Administration would have flagged this aircraft as one that

operated in that area and would have brought unnecessary outside scrutiny.

At 1300 hours, they landed at Ilopongo and took on fuel from the Sal-

vadoran Air Force, whose armed guards surrounded the aircraft. Cold

Cokes and flight lunches were brought out for the two men. No one signed

for the fuel and no money was exchanged.

There was no flight plan in— or out. They were handled by ATC as a

"special flight." Terry realized that what he had suspected was true: the CIA

owned El Salvador, just as they had owned Laos.

As the plane taxied out for takeoff. Seal instructed Terry to stop the Lear

in the pretakeoff runup area. He had a little "cosmetic work" to perform

before the leaving. Once stopped. Seal got out and removed a Mylar mask

bearing the plane's tail number. Once removed, a hidden number of N83JA

was exposed. Upon reentering the cockpit. Seal chuckled, "One last little

detail taken care of. The world now figures that the Bermuda Triangle swal-

lowed up 13SN."

Once again airborne, they were headed for their real destination, Panama.

During the flight. Seal lectured Terry on how to "handle the handlers,"

something he had promised Terry back in Arkansas.

"Now keep in mind, you got somethin' these fuckers really want. It's

your reputation and experience in the machine-tool industry. And that's

what you have for sale. They want to build a front nobody will be looking

at and you've got the creds to do that. So don't sell yourself short, and don't

talk money on this trip. View this as an operational discussion only and don't

let Leroy pin ya down on anythin.' That'll all come later. Don't forget, he's

a fuckin' bean counter just like all the rest of the GS weenies. Sometimes
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he acts like it's his money and not Uncle Sam's. I'll take care of the money
discussions later."

"So what do you want out of this, Barry?"

"I wanna a new life. They're gonna need major air transportation capa-

bility for this program. I always wanted to own Air America; maybe this is

my chance to do somethin' like that."

Once on the ground at Howard Air Force Base in Panama, a dark blue

Chevy pickup truck bearing a large yellow-and-black "follow me" sign

escorted them to a parking area on the east side of the field.

Leroy was waiting for them inside the terminal, wearing his Panama
shirt and sunglasses and bearing that thin, drawn look of someone whose
liquid intake far outmeasures solid nutrition.

"You guys are on time," Leroy said with a relaxed, wrinkled grin. "I

love punctuality. The meeting's been moved to Chagres. A couple of the

people who are attending don't want to be seen here. I've got us a Cessna

parked outside and a pilot that'll fly us over there. It's only 30 miles away."

He pointed out the door to a Cessna 172 bearing North American reg-

istration. Terry calculated the number and combined weight of the prospec-

tive passengers and pointed out that this would require at least two trips.

Leroy obviously hadn't thought about this.

"Can you fly this little thing?" Leroy said to Seal. "If you can, I'll get rid

of the pilot. I'll just pay him to sit here till we get back."

"Well, if I can't, Terry can. We just flew a fuckin' Lear jet. Leroy, I keep

tellin' ya, they all fly alike, just like all women fuck alike when ya get right

dowm to it. They just all come in different sizes."

Seal flew the overweight 172 to a small, 2,700-foot dirt strip on the banks

of the Panama Canal. It was a former U.S. Armed Forces Aeroclub with shel-

ter hangers and a couple of wooden outbuildings. From the building where
the meeting was to take place, you could watch the ships on the canal pass by.

The three men walked inside. Max Gomez was waiting impatiently. He
immediately pulled Leroy and Seal off to a corner, out of Terry's hearing.

After a short, private discussion. Seal walked away from the other two,

returned to Terry and said, "This is a pretty sensitive area we need to talk

about. There's another person present outside who represents another gov-

ernment that may wanna get involved in this operation. This other person

would like to sit in on this meeting but not be identified for security rea-

sons. You got any problem with that?"

"What's his role?" Terry asked, feeling a little leery.

"He just wants to leave this meetin' fully informed and then file a

report with his boss. He wants to be sure he hears everythin' straight from
the horse's mouth. I got no problem with that, if you don't."

Terry shrugged and said, "Sure, we flew too far to fuck up the meeting

now. I guess I can't be trusted yet with this guy's identity, huh?"
Seal nodded. "Spook shit, ya know ... let them play their fuckin' games."

Gomez returned from outside with a man who sat down at one end of

the table. Terry had never seen the man before. He was built like Terry, about

five feet, eleven inches tall, clean cut and with the aura of a businessman.
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possibly an attorney. He had the lean, muscular build that gave him the

appearance of a distance runner.

Terry was struck by one aspect of his appearance. The man's eyes

seemed too far apart, giving his face a somewhat peculiar look. It later

became apparent to Terry that the man probably had a glass or fake eye.

Reed was given no information about this man, not even a name. He
would not be formally introduced until months later, and would then be

told his name was 'Tat Weber." This, however, was a code name, and his

true identity remained a mystery for much longer. He would become a key
and mysterious player in this black game further down the murky road.

Leroy was the first to speak. "Mr. Reed— Terry, if I may— sorry about

the security precautions taken to not divulge the identity of our guest. But

I'll show you my identification to allay your suspicions."

The CIA credentials laid open on the table were like the ones Terry had

seen before in Oklahoma City when he first met John Cathey— "the eagle,

the photo and the whole nine yards." The name on the I.D. was Leroy Tracta

and he said he had been Mr. Seal's Agency contact for quite some time.

Terry was relieved that someone had a name and government creden-

tials to legitimize this whole clandestine operation.

It was getting close to evening, and Terry felt it was time to get things

moving. He had been up since 2 a.m., and he was tired. He sat down at the

long table with Seal to his left. Tracta was directly across from him. Gomez
was across from Seal, and Weber, taking notes on a yellow legal pad, sat at

the far end at Terry's left.

Gomez produced a file from his briefcase, which contained copies of

Terry's business plan and correspondence with Robert Johnson of Southern

Air Transport in Miami.

"Mr. Reed, it appears you've been very busy since our meeting in Vera

Cruz," Gomez said. "Mr. Johnson is extremely impressed with the progress of

your feasibility study. It is time to get beyond feasibility and into the reality of

developing this front company. That is why we have requested this meeting,

and I want to thank you and Mr. Seal for coming on such short notice. We felt

it best to arrange for a face-to-face meeting and have Mr. Tracta interrogate

... ask you . . . detailed questions. And he wanted to meet you in person."

Tracta, nodding toward the man with the glass eye, told Terry to view

the unidentified man as a possible "foreign investor" in the operation.

Tracta was sure that the "investor" would have questions of his own for the

purpose of filing a report with his "people."

"An area of special interest in your plan is the concept of multinational

ownership for the machinery company," Tracta said. "Could you start out

by recapping your entire concept for the sake of our visitor, and please give

special emphasis to the foreign-ownership portion of your plan."

Tracta handed Seal, Terry and the unidentified stranger a copy of Terry's

plan. Terry noticed that his work product was now laden with "Top Secret"

stamps. He knew from his military intelligence days that it probably wouldn't

be declassified until thirty years later ... if then. The document on top of the

pile of papers was a diagram of Mexico that Terry and Seal had discussed at
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SOB'S the week before. This was the key to the plan (see document at end
of chapter).

The map showed import routes from Asia, the United States and Europe
entering either directly into Mexico or from third countries, all converging

on Mexico City. From there, export lines to other Latin American nations

trading with Mexico were indicated. Camouflaged within this trading plan

was the ability to store and transship "large, heavy, crated items" to secret

destinations. Right now, the interest was focussed on Nicaragua, but in the

future, who knew?
Terry then explained his plan in detail, including the results of his

exploratory work that led to the now-classified written findings in everyone's

hands. Addressing Tracta's request, he detailed the appeal he had developed

between Hungarian, German and Japanese firms that were expressing inter-

est in joint ownership of a foreign machine-tool venture in Mexico.

Now, he felt, was a good time to bring up a sensitive issue. "I suppose

I need to address this question to Mr. Gomez," Terry said. "Has the Agency
considered having partners involved in this who are fully aware of the busi-

ness of the Company? The reason I ask is that my Hungarian friend, George

Fenue, is very curious about our ability to control the tariffs. I think he sus-

pects who my silent partners are. My imagination runs wild at the thought

of international investors who are actually into the loop on the weapons
procurement side of the equation."

"Is this, in fact, the case?" Gomez asked with great excitement. "Do you
sense a degree of willingness from your communist friends to get totally in

bed with us? I mean to really spread their legs?"

"Yes. I've known this guy for several years now. And my sixth sense

tells me he wants to get involved. And not only that, I don't believe he'll be

able to sell his parent company on the idea of a joint venture unless there's

something really attractive in this for them."

"Good. I will go take care of this. This is my specialty. It's important for

them to see there's someone behind you. You make the introduction for me
and I will go see this KGB guy. It will be fun." Gomez had a broad grin on
his face. He had better alert Fenue, Terry thought.

He interpreted Gomez's enthusiasm as a "Yes" answer to his question

about inviting the Hungarians into the venture. So much for the complex-

ities of geopolitics.

After recapping his written reports, Terry outlined his areas of concern

about implementing the plan and focused on areas beyond his control such

as Mexican licensing requirements and possibly even favorable consideration,

or worse yet, legislation that might be required for 100 percent foreign own-
ership of the venture.

As the conversation unfolded, it became quickly apparent that the

stranger was not there just to take notes. In fact, he assumed the role of

devil's advocate and began posing detailed questions about obstacles he felt

had to be overcome to make the plan totally successful. It was clear that he
was, by nature, very calculating and conservative. From his questioning.
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Reed wondered if his "clients" were as tough as he. He became a foil for

Gomez, who took the typical Latin view that everything was no problema.
Terry stressed that one major factor in favor of such a venture was that

the project was something the Mexican government desperately needed.
Mexico's president, Miguel de la Madrid, was publicly embracing the need
for foreign technology that would allow Mexico to develop a stronger
export market. To do so, the Mexicans would need modern factories utiliz-

ing state-of-the-art machine tools.

"Mexican machine-tool industry is at this moment an oxymoron,"
Terry said.

"What's that mean?" Gomez wanted to know.
It was apparent the stranger was now embarrassed for Gomez.
"He means this is something that is nonexistent in Mexico," the

stranger replied. "And from what I've heard, this is the major attraction of

Mr. Reed's plan. When I file my report, I'm going to emphasize this point

as well as to expand upon the joint-venture concept."

By his comments it seemed the stranger was favorably impressed with
what he was hearing. Terry was beginning to feel this meeting was actually

a very expensive job interview.

Seal said very little until Terry pointed out that the poor quality of Mex-
ican roads made air transportation vital because of the fragile nature of the

electronics associated with computer-controlled machine tools. Terry

stressed that large air-cargo shipments coming in from all over the world to

fill machine-tool orders would disguise the arms dealing, reduce the risk of

discovery and virtually eliminate scrutiny. It would be a perfect front.

It was Seal's turn to speak. "With all this air-cargo activity, we're gonna
need a very specialized carrier that can operate freely worldwide, move sen-

sitive cargo and, most of all, keep its mouth shut. I propose the formation

of a small elite, air-cargo operation based outa Mexico that would be like

a scaled-down version of SAT. I can put all that together for ya and, con-

sidering the black ops capabilities in place from Sea Spray,* we'll be able to

move undetected throughout this region. The U.S. Army's antidetection

capabilities in the corridors around Panama and the Bahamas are excel-

lently suited for this style of operation."

Tracta had a simple question: "What's this gonna cost me, Barry? With

you, that's a question I'm always afraid to ask." He laughed.

Seal answered with a question. "Leroy, haven't ya always got your

money's worth from me? I'm a professional, and you know it, and profes-

sionals cost money. I've instructed Terry to discuss no money figures today.

He's sorta new at this. You come to me later, after Terry and I have had a

chance to put a sharp pencil to it, and then we'll discuss money."

"Oh, shit! Just what I need," Tracta joked. Are you training him how
to handle me, too, as you're always boasting?"

*Sea Spray is an operational code name for a joint CIA-Army program to mask covert flights

entering and leaving American air space.

^
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Even the newcomer was laughing now.

"How do ya know I said that? Ya got my phones bugged again, Leroy?"

When the laughter died down, Terry had a question. "I'm confused.

What is the reporting procedure? I'm from the military, and I can't work
without a chain of command. With my Agency contact in Arkansas now
gone, and with Barry out of the loop there, I feel isolated. Can anyone
define this for me?"

Gomez had the answer. "Right now, this is Mr. Cathey's project. View
him as the big boss. Mr. Bob Johnson in Miami is like a one-man, legal over-

sight committee. You need to be filing all of your repons with him as this

progresses. I wdll be operations manager for this project ... if it's a go."

The three-hour meeting ended wdth everyone upbeat. Gomez and
Tracta both said they would file a joint report to Cathey, who would make
the final decision. It appeared all systems were go, only the money had to

be worked out. It was still not clear to Terry what the unidentified man's

role was. It was obvious he had been cleared for ever^^hing, but it was a

mystery who, or what, he truly represented. All Terr^^ knew for sure was
that he had a glass eye and an accent he could not quite place, and he left

with a copy of the business plan.

By now it was dark outside, and the time was approaching 8 p.m. Terry

had not slept for more than eighteen stressful hours and the day had been
anything but routine. Seal, Traaa and Terr^^ got into the Cessna and flew back

to Howard, where they spent the night at the bachelor officer's quaners.

Despite his exhaustion, Terry couldn't sleep. This had been one hell of

a day. He noticed the light from Seal's room coming in from under the door.

He walked across the hall and knocked on the door. Seal was lying on his

bed just staring at the idle ceiling fan.

"Barry, tell me about this Gomez guy. Back in the States, you said he
was a loose cannon and we had to play ball wdth him. From what I can see

now, he's going to be the guy in charge down here. I can't figure out if he's

driven by ideals or greed. Does that bother you?"
Seal seemed pensive and in the mood for a philosophical discussion.

"Terr^^ as a young man I had ideals similar to yours. I was put into play early

on with a group of guys wantin' to liberate their country just as your 'free-

dom fighters' want to liberate theirs. Anyone whose ideals drive them has

to be a little bit crazy. Gomez falls in that categor^^ My Agenq^ service has

pivoted around a group of ragtag Cubans, and now, Panamanians. They just

come wdth this business. They're always on the ragged edge between right

and wrong, and sometimes they'll pull you in there with them. You just gotta

keep your own head screwed on straight and remember why you got

involved. Don't make their war your war or you can get into real trouble. But
all I can tell ya from an Agency point of view is they're the only game in

town, at least on this side of the world. If you wanna play this game, you
gotta associate with guys like Gomez. They've turned fightin' commies into

their own selfish, full-time profession. You don't know what really motivates

them, greed or ideals or hatred. But I agree with you; fuckin' communism
is a threat. I may be a wdld-ass free enterpriser, but I'm also a patriot."
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The following morning, after a hearty GI breakfast of SOS (shit on a

shingle) at the officer's mess, Terry was still trying to absorb all this. For him,

it was still new, this sneaking off to a foreign country to hold intelligence

briefings. It made him think of Thailand, watching the GIs walking around
Howard Air Base, seemingly barely able to tolerate their surroundings during

the Christmas season, gawking back at him and Seal. It reminded him of how
envious he had been in Asia while he watched the civilian spooks come and
go as they pleased while he toiled in the strict, disciplined environment of

the military. That's just how he must have looked to the spooks who oper-

ated in Thailand. Now it was his turn to be the envy of the underpaid grunts.

At the base operations building, Terry had to oversee the Lear's refuel-

ing while Seal and Tracta indicated the need for another private meeting.

As the two walked away, Terry could hear Seal say, "Well, I'm sorry Leroy,

if they feel like I'm blackmailin' 'em. But this is business, and I just gotta do

what I gotta do. ...
"

At 10 A.M., after saying goodbye to Tracta, the two prepared to depart.

Terry felt that he would be home for dinner with any luck. He was won-
dering what new excitement might be awaiting him on the trip back.

It didn't take long for him to find out. As soon as the two were airborne.

Seal laid it on him. He was full of pent-up emotion and startled his flying

companion as they exited Howard air space.

Seal began yelling at the top of his voice, something totally out of char-

acter for him. Terry had never seen him this euphoric.

"YEE-HAWWWWWW," he screamed. "I'm gonna fuckin' make it.

We're gonna do this, Terry. We've got these assholes eatin' outta our hands.

YEE-HAWWWWWWWWW. Give me the fuckin' airplane."

He grabbed the control yoke and executed a series of aileron rolls. Terry

had never before been sick in an airplane, but he was sure he was about to

lose his SOS now.

"Okay, enough of that shit," Seal said after seeming to tire of the acro-

batic antics. "You got the airplane; I'll hook up the radios."

Terry sat silently at the controls, trying to figure out what was driving

Seal. As Barry emerged from under the electrical panel, after making the

radio connections, he abruptly began pounding with his right hand on the

dash of the Lear until Terry thought the avionics in the control panel would

be dislodged.

"There ain't nuthin' in this world more powerful than good oV fuckin'

blackmail, Terry. And don't let anybody ever tell ya different. Jeeeeesus

Christ, I got some good shit on some big people."

"Will you let me in on your party? Calm down, Barry! Tell me what's

goin' on."

"Terry, what's most important right now is for ya to play ball with these

guys and get your ass down to Mexico ASAP. You impressed the shit out of

Leroy . . . Robert Johnson, too. I won't be able to come to Mexico right now,

I've got a little matter to take care of. But ya get on down there and get in a

position to receive me, and I'll be joining ya soon. Goddamn, this'll be great.

Won't it be fun workin' together and spendin' all their fuckin' money?"
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"What's this blackmail you're talking about?"

"Ever hear the old expression, it's not what ya know, it's who ya know?
Well, whoever said that just hadn't caught the vice president's kids in the

dope business, 'cause I can tell ya for sure what ya know can definitely be

more important than who you know."

"You gotta calm down and tell me what you're talking about, if you
want me to know. What's this about the vice president's kids and dope?"

"I don't wannna tell ya too much, 'cause truthfully ya don't have a

need to know. But Terry, I been workin' with several federal agencies for

the past couple of years, as ya probably suspicioned. In the course of that

business, a person can't help but run across some real sensitive information.

It seems that some major players in the Medellin Cartel, whom I personally

know, ran across some knowledge that's very valuable to both the Repub-

licans and the Democrats. Real national security stuff. It seems some of

George Bush's kids just can't say no to drugs, ha ha ha ha. . . . Well, ya can

imagine how valuable information like that would be, can't ya? That could

get ya out of almost any kind of jam." Seal paused for a moment then asked,

"Ya ever play Monopoly? The information I got is so good it's just like a get-

out-of-jail-free card ... ha, ha, ha, ha YEE-HAWWWWW ..."

"Barry, are you telling me George Bush's kids are in the drug business?"

"Yup, that's what I'm tellin' ya. A guy in Florida who flipped for the DEA
has got the goods on the Bush boys. Now I heard this earlier from a reliable

source in Colombia, but I just sat on it then, waitin' to use it as a trump card,

if I ever needed it. Well, I need to use it now. I got names, dates, places . . .

even got some tape recordin's. Fuck, I even got surveillance videos catchin'

the Bush boys red-handed. I consider this stuff my insurance policy. It makes
me and my mole on the inside that's feedin' the stuff to me invincible. Now
this is real sensitive shit inside of U.S. Customs and DEA, and those guys are

pretty much under control. It's damage control as usual. But where it gets

real interestin' is what the Republicans will do to the Democrats in order to

dirty up the people who might use this information against Bush."

"So you've got direct knowledge of the Republicans trying to neutral-

ize some Democrats before they can nuke Busfi with this?"

"Hell, yeah. I've been part of it. Remember that meetin' we had at SOB's

when I told ya ya should play ball with these guys and get your butt down
to Mexico and be prepared to receive me? . . . Remember in that meetin' I

told ya I had a plan to blow the lid off the whole damn Mena deal and shut

it down due to adverse publicity? Well, what I didn't tell ya was that project

was already in effect, and the Republicans were already trying to neutralize

some important people in Arkansas . . . namely, the Clinton family."

Seal took a break to communicate with ground control. When he turned

back to Terry, he continued, "Yeah, that day ya explained to me the con-

nection between the Ward family, the Rose Law Firm and the governor's

mansion, well I about shit! Ya see what ya didn't know was I was on a secret

mission by none other than the Agency to sort of uh, dirty up some people

real close to the governor. Now, I had been workin' on this through Dan
Lasater. Now Dan's a good ol' boy and all that, but he's gotta drug problem,
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and he's got the balls to be stealin' from the Agency, too. From what I hear,
Dan's been doin' a lot of questionable out-a-state investin'. In fact, he's
stashin' a lot of cash in a resort in New Mexico.*

"I was told to exploit that, which I was workin' on. But you come along
with this new connection. And when ya told me that Finis Shellnut was the
guy at the ranch (where the 'green flights' dropped their money in

Arkansas) . . . dollar signs started dancin' in my head. I saw an immediate
way to get some white stuff up some noses around Bill Clinton real fast.

Now don't get mad, but that duffel bag I had ya take over to Skeeter Ward
wasn't really money."

"I'm afraid to ask what it was," Terry said as he focused on the 'Tittle

airplane" displayed on the Lear's flight director.

"Let's don't call it cocaine. Let's just call it neutralizin' powder. Least

that's the way the Bush family saw it. This is just one family warrin' against

another. Just like the Mob."
"Goddamn, Barry, this is heavy shit! Are you saying you were the

source of the cocaine ending up around a lot of important people in

Arkansas? Like the ones I've been reading about in the paper. There's a

major scandal brewing there. ..."

Terry sat silently and continued to think. Seal gazed out the window
and said nothing.

Already predicting the answer by Seal's silence, Terry asked, "Did you
have anything to do with Roger (Clinton) and some of those guys in

Lasater's firm getting investigated?"

"Terry, I told ya when I met ya, I'm in transportation and I transport

what the government wants transported. In this case, the Republicans . . .

the Bush family . . . wanted some stuff transported through Mena and
into Arkansas that would end up in the noses of some very prominent
Democrats. And yes, I must 'fess up, I've had a hand in that. YEEE-
HAWWWWWW! It's not who ya know, it's what ya know."

Terry found all this disquieting. Seal had never discussed drugs with

him before, and if Barry was telling the truth, he had unknowingly deliv-

ered some to Skeeter Ward. Seal was telling him that he had a hand in the

major political storm that was brewing in Arkansas. Terry had not bargained

for this sort of involvement.

Roger Clinton, the governor's brother, had already been arrested and

had pleaded guilty to drug trafficking charges. He was now serving time at

*Lasater was a major investor in a ski resort named Angel Fire near Taos, New Mexico, where

Governor Bill Clinton vacationed at Lasater's expense. Lasater later sold the resort to a Sav-

ings and Loan that eventually failed and was taken over by the Resolution Trust Corporation

(RTC). In an article headlined "Probe of Clinton Pal Shut Down Early, Ex-Cop Says," Mike Gal-

lagher of The Albuquerque Journal revealed on September 20, 1994, that an Arkansas State

Police investigator probing allegations of narcotics shipments by Lasater to the resort claimed

his investigation was stonewalled by federal prosecutors. This left the clear suspicion that

Lasater's money-laundering activities for the Agency gave him carte blanche to do what he

pleased without law enforcement interference.
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a federal prison/drug rehab center in Texas. Rumors abounded that Roger

was helping the Feds implicate major figures in the Arkansas financial com-
munity for cocaine-related crimes. Not only was a federal grand jury inves-

tigation getting under way but panic was already permeating the Arkansas

bond business with fears that investor confidence would be shaken if the

Feds proved that the bond industry was laundering drug money and its cor-

porate leaders were actually trafficking in drugs.

The Feds were targeting Dan Lasater and people in his firm, most ofthem friends of

Governor Clinton. But George Bush's real target, from what Seal was saying, was

Bill Clinton, and Seal was the instrument that Republicans were using under the

guise of the CIA.

But Terry was thoroughly confused as this began to sink in. Why would the

Agency want the bond business investigated, since it was the source of the black ops

money being "washed" there? He began to wonder how much of this was the

Agency 's plan, and how much wasjust Seal 's personal plan? Seal seemed to be enjoy-

ing all this too much. Maybe this was Barry's way ofextricating himselfout ofsome

unforeseen mess and into Mexico. Terry was beginning to wonder why Seal would

be needed in Mexico, since the Agency already had easy access to Southern Air Trans-

port. SAT definitely was in the transportation business in a big way. Remembering

Skeeter Ward's statement about Seal "playin
'

" with everyonefurther troubled Terry.

It was beginning to sound like Barry was the instigator rather than the tool in

this "political sting. " Maybe Barry had started out working for the Republicans, but

now it appeared he was blackmailing everyone with what he knew. This scared

Terry. Where was the Barry Seal he knew and respected? Where was the man who
was going to teach him how to "handle the handlers?" If this is what he had meant

by "handling the handlers, " Terry realized this was a career he wanted no part of.

As the two friends sat there in silence, streaking along in the Lear above a layer of

clouds, Terry's mood turned to anger.

"Barry, I gotta tell you, I'm sitting here pretty pissed off. This whole
thing about putting cocaine up people's noses is not what I'm about. We got

thrust together by a guy named John Cathey, and, up until today, I thought

he had made a great decision in putting the two of us together. But I gotta

tell you, I'm having second thoughts about a lot of this. If we continue as

friends, you've got to promise me two things. I know the first one goes

against the intelligence grain, but you've got to start telling me everything,

so I can make my own decisions. We're treading into some dangerous ter-

ritory, it sounds like to me. Ours is getting way beyond a need-to-know
relationship. Second, don't ever put cocaine near me again. If that's what
you have to do for the Agency, then you go do it, and I don't want to know
about it."

"Terry, you're my friend and, believe me, I need friends right now. I'm

sorry if I upset you or if I compromised your values. It's hard to run across a

person with values these days. They're scarce."

The conversation was interrupted by a radio transmission. "Lear one-

three- Sierra November, this is Sea Spray. We're painting you direct to

Ilopongo, squawking four-six-three-three, level flight, level three-four-zero.
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I assumed you'll be using corridor Whisky Echo, sir, then direct to New
Orleans after you refuel. Give me your ETD (expected time of departure)

out of Ilopongo, and we'll have the window activated for you."

"Roger, Sea Spray, this is Lear one-three Sierra November. We've got

horrible headwinds at this flight level, and they don't get any better any
lower. We'll wanna stay high 'til we get to the ADIZ (a coastal defense alert

area), then we'll drop down and pretend we're fling-wing traffic 'til we get

inland. Can you arrange all that?"

"Roger, one-three Sierra November, we'll provide the cover out of El

Salvador. Just squawk zero-seven-seven-two for identification when
you're off Ilopongo, and we'll receive you."

The two left Ilopongo at noon after a guarded military refueling, just

like on the way down. Then the Mylar masks were reinstalled over the

plane's N-number, restoring the Lear's tail number to the one it bore when
it left the States. Once airborne and back at altitude. Seal established radio

contact with the Army Sea Spray ground controllers, who gave him a time

hack for reentry into U.S. air space. This would occur about 200 miles out

over the Gulf of Mexico. The Lear then would have to be barely off the

water, squawking 1200 and at a speed slow enough that American ATC
would not be able to differentiate it from helicopter traffic servicing offshore

oil rigs. The Sea Spray service effectively masked the Lear's flight from El

Salvador all the way to the ADIZ.

Once safely within American-controlled air space, the plane landed at

New Orleans for a legitimate fuel stop and then on up to Little Rock where

Seal dropped Terry off.

As they sat in the Lear at Little Rock, Seal made a vow. "I'm sorry about

the deal with Skeeter. I promise I'll never do it again. Captain, you and I

have lotsa good times ahead of us. I've taught ya all I can teach ya. It's time

for you to 'solo.'"

"When will I see you next?" Terry asked, sensing that Seal was crypti-

cally establishing some sort of finality to their relationship. What was all this

talk about soloing? he wondered. He didn't feel ready to cut the cord. He

feh he still needed Seal's instruction on handling the handlers.

Without being specific. Seal answered, "I don't know for sure. I've got

to attend a legal orgy in Baton Rouge ... a private matter.* Be careful with

these guys and I'll see ya soon down south."

*The legal orgy Seal referred to was a deposition he was scheduled to give on Friday, Decem-

ber 27, 1985, in Baton Rouge. In the presence of his attorney, Louis Unglesby, he was grilled

by Assistant U.S. Attorney Bradley G. Meyers, IRS Special Agents William C. Duncan and Jerry

Bize and Arkansas State Police Investigator Russell Welch, from 1 : 1 8 p.m. to 3: 30 p.m. The ques-

tioning centered primarily around the cash that was turning up in Arkansas's banks around

Mena as a result of Seal having paid for work done to DEA and other federally owned aircrah.

This reckless questioning of Seal, under oath, administered by the IRS, clearly showed the dif-

ficulty the Agnecy was experiencing in controlling the security for Operations Jade Bridge and

Centaur Rose. With the operations either shut down, or by this time moved, what the IRS per-

ceived as money laundering of proceeds from narcotics trafficking was still bringing unwanted

scrutiny. By reading the transcript of the proceedings, one can clearly see that Seal handled

himself extremely well that day in keeping the Agency's dirty secrets.
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Seal gave Terry a thumbs up and smiled out of the cockpit window as

he started the jet engines of the Lear. It was Terry's last trip on the dark side

with Seal and it was to be his last conversation with him.

Seal taxied out, probably still laughing, not knowing his life on earth

could now be measured in weeks.

Notes

1. FBI Teletype provided in litigation, LRC-9 1-414. Date/time group F 182227Z,

August 87, from FM Chicago to Director Priority, Attn: Drug Section, CID, and
01- 1, Section, INTD, Little Rock Priority.

2. CIA Base, a computer database on the CLA compiled by former intelligence offi-

cer Ralph McGehee, Herndon, Virgina, 1992.



CHAPTER 16

A Date with Death

What a long day it had been. The exhausting trip from Panama
had answered a lot of questions, and yet created a lot more.
Terry stood by the terminal at the Little Rock Air Center and
watched Seal taxi out for takeoff.

When the white Lear jet's strobe light became only a dis-

tant twinkle moving southeast, he paused to think about the

man who had become his personal instructor in dealing with this dark and
Byzantine world. He had seen a transformation in Seal over the course of the

past two years. He had gone from a confident businessman, seemingly well

established in Baton Rouge, to a man unsure of his future. Terry wasn't sure

his friend could any longer control the forces v^th which he was dealing.

Though still cocky, and often arrogant. Seal was beginning to reaa rather

than aa, and he seemed to be holding something back. And, indeed, he was.

Seal had not told Terry everything on their long trip back from Panama.

Terry didn't know about the previous five months of Seal's life. Seal

had become the most important informant in the history of the Drug

Enforcement Administration and had tied the Sandinista government

together with the Medellin Cartel. As a result of leaks from Oliver North

and the White House, the cartel had put a $500,000 price on Seal's head.

In addition. Seal had handed the DEA three of the best drug cases it had

ever had, testifying as the government's chief witness. The DEA was win-

ning plaudits from the White House over the Sandinista "sting," but Seal

had been left twisting in the wind. While he was undeniably a major asset

for the DEA, he was now a major liability for the CIA and George Bush

because of the knowledge he had confided to Terry about Bush's sons.

Now Seal just wanted to escape and start life over somewhere else. But

that was not going to happen.

Terry wanted to escape, too. Even though he felt there was a genuine

opportunity for him in the Arkansas business community, he had made a

near-death-bed vow to make his life count for something beyond making a

good living. And most of all he, like Seal, had become addicted to adrenaline.

The black ops world, he believed, had built a foundation for him in

Arkansas, and he could use it to go in several directions. One would be to

257
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remain where he was and build up the network of important people with

which he had been dealing. He was orbiting in both high social and politi-

cal circles. Terry also had accumulated a lot of inside knowledge about the

secret CIA-state connection and who the hidden players were, which could

be of immense value in the future.

Terry was being drawn toward Mexico, but if he did go, he would be

turning his back on unknown business opportunities in Arkansas. From his

initial sponsorship into the power structure of Little Rock, he felt, he was
beginning to stand alone as an individual and a respected businessman.

Janis felt that they were finally putting down roots.

There was vacillation, fed by a nagging feeling of uncertainty, but he

kept it to himself. After returning home from his flight with Seal, he spoke

positively about the trip. He and Janis sat up late that night and recon-

structed what had occurred in Panama. This excited her. Mexico was now
beginning to looking like a reality.

As Terry immersed himself in his workaday world, he continued to put

the Mexican plan in place. He was now dealing exclusively with a man
whom he had yet to meet, but who was a major decision-maker in the new
operations, Robert Johnson. Johnson sounded friendly, articulate and
knowledgeable on the phone, a man accustomed to plowing his way
through bureaucratic red tape.

By mid-January 1986, the foreign ownership element of the plan was
coming into focus. After lengthy discussions with Johnson and the poten-

tial investors, an equation of ownership had been established. Rodriguez

had also visited George Fenue, Terry's "commie friend" in Mexico City.

Terry believed he was discovering what he had long suspected, that

enemies can become friends when there's a mutual benefit. It was the old

"the enemy of my enemy is my friend" story, he surmised, only he couldn't

figure out who was the common enemy of both the CIA and the KGB. It

must be the American Congress, he and John Cathey speculated, in reflect-

ing on their ongoing hatred of that body. Not only had the KGB seen the

capitalistic opportunities hidden within the joint venture, but so had the

Japanese, who Terry endearingly called the "the Harbor Bombers." John-

son's research had uncovered that Gomiya, the Japanese company targeted

by Terry as an investor, had strong trading ties with communist China. The
CIA knew about these ties, but Gomiya 's American management didn't.

Johnson informed Terry that Gomiya was actually exporting restricted

computer technology to China. They were doing this by selling computer-

controlled lathes built by Dianichi of Japan through Gomiya's communist
trading partner. Just like Toshiba, Terry thought. Was this another shining

example of Japanese honor, he wondered?
A sensitive morsel of information revealed by Johnson was that Frank

Fujikawa, the Japanese HMFIC for Gomiya U.S.A., had helped set up the

illegal trading link. Armed with this intelligence, Terry approached
Fujikawa privately in Dallas about a "hypothetical" situation. What could

be done, he asked, if the new joint venture company in Mexico had a need
to establish a secret trading tie with Peking?
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He confirmed once again thiat thie bottom line for these corporations'

morality was the bottom line. By dangling the clout of the CIA's backing of

the new company, the potential investors now had to be fended off. It was,
Terry discovered, like trying to hand-feed a cheeseburger to a lion.

Fujikawa was on board, with a passion.

By January 21, 1985, Terry put all of this into writing so that everyone
understood the arrangement. (At about this same time, Oliver North was
putting into play other key people such as retired Air Force General Richard
Secord as part of "the Enterprise.")

Reed's project was now going beyond talk and into legalities, which
was Johnson's speciality. Terry recapped the proposed stock ownership for

the new company, which would be incorporated in America as a holding

company and called Machinery International Inc. Its only holding would
be a Mexican company called Maquinaria Internacional, S.A.

Stock, to be sold only in the name of Machinery International, would
be issued as follows: SAT: 55 percent; Reed: 25 percent; the Hungarians: 10

percent; and the Japanese: 10 percent. Johnson had devised a plan to fur-

ther insulate the company's true ownership. All potential investors were
instructed to form new corporations to hold the stock of Machinery Inter-

national, Inc. That way, if anyone was able to penetrate its corporate veil

they would find only that its owners were other corporations.

Terry learned that's the type of business charade the CIA used. Like a

cat, the Agency was covering its own dirt so it could not be easily tracked.

And Fujikawa saw another advantage of doing business with the Agency.

With a big toothy grin, he added, "It's nice to be in joint venture with people

who can eliminate competition." Based upon Terry's prior knowledge of

Fujikawa's free-wheeling business ethics, he probably actually hoped to

have the Agency kill selected competition.

Fujikawa had received a private visit from Gomez, whose job was to

scout and do a "final interview" with all the potential investors. During their

meeting. Max brought up the capitalization requirements for the new off-

shore venture. Gomez, in a prior discussion with Terry, had pointed out that

there would be a financial price to pay for what he called the "privilege" of

working with the Agency. Johnson had moderated Gomez's language to the

more businesslike phase of "placing value on the stock." At the Fujikawa

-

Gomez meeting, the Gomiya executive was informed that 10 percent of the

company would cost $250,000. Johnson told Fujikawa to view this as "good

faith" money from the Japanese side. The Hungarians, after all, were capi-

talizing their stock with their already operational facilities in Mexico, along

with their business licenses. As January came to a close, Terry and Johnson

were ecstatic about how quickly the venture was coming together.

There was one unexpected development, however, one that would

eventually cause Terry legal grief. Fujikawa, like many Japanese managers,

was simply a company man, a "salary man" as they call it in Japan. He saw

this "new venture" as a golden opportunity to go into business for himself,

something very few Japanese even dare to think about. He informed Terry

of his plans to "fruck company big time" and secretly "collateralize" his new
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company, Okami, Ltd., with Gomiya's corporate funds. From this plan, he

said, he would eventually end up owning Okami himself.

When Terry pressed him for the details of the scheme he responded,

"do not want to discuss on phone. We can talk on trip to Japan."

This was reflected in Terry's letter to Johnson on January 21, of which
one paragraph read: "A new twist to the program, though, is that Mr.

Fujikawa of Gomiya has indicated he may like to use Gomiya's name ini-

tially but eventually do the Japanese procurement side on his own. I in-

formed him of the necessity of forming a new corporation if that's the case

and also of his being able to "carry his own weight" in the new company.

Anyway, I'm going to Japan next month with him, and he and I will discuss

it in great detail, especially the need to have access to the Chinese market."

Fujikawa later privately told Terry that he had a plan to "temporarily

divert" the needed $250,000 from Gomiya's receivables in the U.S. division,

and then cover the short fall through a "bad debt write-off procedure" with

the parent company out of Japan. If all went as planned, he said, he would
be tricking the "fat" part of Gomiya's international trading company to

cover his "skinny" venture wdth the Agency.

He closed the conversation by saying, "It is time I start acting like you
gaijim and take care of Frank first. I work for company many, many years,

and they do not appreciate my effort and sacrifice."

Terry was beginning to feel that there might be some hope for Amer-
ica after all, and that eventually the Japanese onslaught into our markets

might be stemmed. It sounded like American capitalistic selfishness was
starting to undermine and corrupt the Japanese value system. If Fujikawa

was typical of Japanese managers after extended tours of duty in the U.S.,

eventually the Japanese firms would have the same problems as American
ones, namely constant management turnover. Little did Terry realize that

Fujikawa was only hedging his bet with his crafty and complex plan, and
that eventually Terry's firm, Applied Technologies, would pay a heavy price

for his Japanese colleague's capitalistic endeavors.

But capitalistic endeavors of his own were on Terry's mind on Febru-

ary 19, and it was an upbeat day at Applied Technologies. New machine-

tool business was pouring in, and Terry was preparing for a quick trip to

Japan to close a large sale to a firm in Texas. He would be traveling with

Gomiya management and visiting Gomiya's headquarters in Osaka. This

would solidify his relationship with his potential new partner, since

Fujikawa was also going along. During twenty-four hours in a jumbo jet, a

lot of CIA business could be discussed.

During the same time period. Seal was trying desperately to reach Terry

in Little Rock. Terry's last-minute preparations for his trip, which included

taking care of passport documentation for the customers traveling with him
to Japan, kept him away from his phone. Janis had intercepted several of

Seal's telephone messages requesting Terry to call him. Seal had said he
would be in Mena, and that Terry should disregard telephone security and
try to contact him at the Agency's foundry there. Reed thought this a

strange request, but tried to comply and called the foundry to no avail on
three separate occasions between February 13 and February 18, 1986.
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The reason behind Seal's desperate attempts to communicate with
Terry is still a mystery. This still haunts Terry. Perhaps Seal was reaching
out for help only hours before his "termination" (see document at end of

chapter).

Wednesday, February 19, 1986, turned out to be the last day of Barry
Seal's life. His blood, along with pieces of flesh and bone, were splattered

all over the interior of his car. The Baton Rouge police report, in cold offi-

cial language, described what happened to him that day: "Autopsy deter-

mined the cause of Seal's death to be multiple gunshot wounds fired by an
automatic weapon," the crime report said. "Three rounds entered Seal's

upper torso, and four entered the left head. Some fifteen rounds were
recovered at the murder scene. One round traveled from inside the car

through the roof. A portable (metal) sign approximately 120 feet away was
hit by three projectiles, two of which exited the rear of the sign."

Seal's two assassins had ambushed him outside a Salvation Army
halfway house to which Seal had been committed by U.S. District Court

Judge Frank Palozola, who had sentenced Seal December 20, 1985, shortly

after he returned from Panama with Terry. This nighttime confinement,

ordered by Palozola, had been viewed by Seal as a double-cross by the gov-

ernment. By now, the Internal Revenue Service had slapped Seal with an
incredible $29 million jeopardy tax assessment and stripped him of most of

his property, including his airplanes. This assessment was based on volun-

tary testimony given to The Presidential Commission on Organized Crime,

a year before his death about profits he said he had made moving drugs for

the Medellin Cartel while working undercover for the U.S. government. He
testified as an expert witness to demonstrate how deeply he had penetrated

the cartel, and on the level of sophistication of the modern-day drug traf-

ficker, which included the use of Defense Department navigation and com-

munication equipment designed for use in nuclear war.^

His attorneys had worked out a plea agreement. The government guar-

anteed Seal that he would serve no more time in Louisiana than he had

received for his conviction in Florida. Because of his cooperation with the

DBA, the judge in Florida had resentenced Seal to the short time he had

already served, a matter of days. This meant. Seal thought, that he would

walk out of the Baton Rouge courtroom a free man. But Palozola had other

ideas. Seal and his attorneys were shocked when the judge ordered him to

spend the next six months reporting to the halfway house and to remain

there from 6 p.m. to 6 a.m. each day.

The judge also told Seal he could not leave Louisiana, even to work for

a government agency, without the court's approval. "I don't care if it is the

Drug Enforcement Administration. I don't care if it is the CIA; I don't care

if it is the State Department; I don't care it if is the U.S. attorney; 1 don't care

who it is; you don't go any place— any place, without getting my written

approval in advance," Palozola told him.

Seal's attorney Lewis Unglesby told Palozola his ruling was tanta-

mount to a death sentence. Now the Medellin Cartel would know exactly

where, and when, to find Seal. And it did. A month later, outside the

halfway house on Airport Road, Seal was killed.
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When Seal pulled up in his car to check in for the night, the two
Colombian hitmen sent by the cartel, with MAC- 10 and Uzi submachine
guns equipped with silencers, were waiting near a clothing donation bin.

One of the assassins fired into Seal's Cadillac at point-blank range. Seal's

skin was festooned from the car's ceiling.

Seal was buried three days later. He had written his own epitaph in the

family Bible which was read at his funeral: "A rebel adventurer, the likes of

whom, in previous days, made America great."

Terry was not informed of the death until weeks later, and the gov-

ernment did not allow federal agents to attend his funeral.

Seal had been an asset, but assets can become liabilities. To an accoun-

tant, a liability is a red number on a spread sheet. To George Bush and the

top echelons of the CIA, Barry Seal had become a lot more than a red

number. They couldn't just offset this liability. This one had to be erased.

Seal knew too much. He had already told Terry about his plans for "black-

mail." His expertise in handling his handlers had not gone unobserved by
his handlers, the "GS pukes," as he called them. He perhaps had underes-

timated his handlers and had come to feel invincible.

"What you know" can be power. Seal had said to Terry. But, unfortu-

nately, that same knowledge can also turn you into a liability. Seal knew
what had happened to other people who screwed the Agency. Somehow,
he never thought it would happen to him.

Whatever the case, Terry would now be going to Mexico alone.

Reed left for Japan February 24 at 8 a.m. without knowing of Seal's

assassination in Baton Rouge. Janis received a phone call an hour later from
Aki Sawahata, who said he urgently needed to reach her husband.

"It is very important I talk to Terry-san," he said. "I have bad news for

him."

Janis said she would try to intercept Terry in Seattle, if that's what Aki

wanted.

"No, that will not be necessary. I do not wish to spoil his trip to Japan.

Bad news can wait, so please do not tell I called. Please tell him to call me
through Bruce after he returns."

Terry returned on March 7 to learn of Sawahata's call. He called OSFs
office and asked Bruce if he knew what the bad news was that Sawahata
had referred to in his conversation with Janis. Bruce asked him to report

immediately to the office, where Terry received the shocking information.

"What do you mean, Barry's dead? He didn't crash, did he?
"No. He was shot to death in Baton Rouge."

As Terry stood there and absorbed what he had been told, his emotions

ran the gamut. After learning Seal had been killed nearly three weeks pre-

viously, there was no action he could take now. He couldn't even truly

grieve. The funeral was over.

It came to him that he had now lost two friends, Emile Camp and
Barry. Death in this "war" had now touched him more closely that it had
during the Vietnam War. Arkansas was a dangerous place, he began to

realize.
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Bruce informed him that, because of Seal's death and other "new
developments" that he could not explain, the OSI office would be soon clos-

ing. Sawahata, he said, was out of the country and unavailable.

Terry had had a premonition about Seal since the flight to Panama.
Barry had been acting erratically during the trip, and he had feh sure that

Seal was dealing with something way beyond his control. The whole idea

of blackmailing political groups, presidents and governors frightened Terry.

From what he had learned through Seal about knowledge being power, he
was beginning to suspect that same knowledge could be lethal.

"Bruce, tell me all you know about the killing. This is extremely impor-

tant to me. I've got to know what happened. I'm getting involved up to my
eyeballs with the Agency, and my family's a part of this, too. I can't risk their

lives. Is there an Agency investigation?"

Bruce told him that the assassins had already been arrested in Louisiana,

and as far as the Agency knew, it was just as the newspapers were saying.

Seal had been murdered by the Medellin Cartel to keep him from testifying

against them. But the Agency was conducting its own investigation.

Seal's connection to the cartel was news to Terry, who had been com-
partmentalized from this aspect of the operation. Terry could barely believe

what he was hearing while being briefed by Bruce about the "other side" of

Barry Seal's work for the CIA and all of Seal's legal problems. He was also

unaware of the television special "Uncle Sam Wants You," which Seal had

orchestrated to prove that he really was working for the DEA and was not

a drug trafficker.

Terry recalled the conversation on the trip from Panama when Barry

had mentioned only that he had received information from people "I per-

sonally know" within the cartel. There had been no further mention of that,

and Terry presumed that Seal would have told him more if he had had a

need to know.

But, as Bruce continued, Terry was now discovering a dark side to Seal,

the man who had led him into the dark world. Unlike the military, the civil-

ian intelligence world is populated by people who wear no uniform, no rank

and no name tag. They give you a name, but they can be someone else. Who
else, he wondered, was he associating with now who had a hidden side?

As he and Bruce ended their conversation, Terry had many questions,

but Bruce had few answers. Bruce advised him to proceed with his present

course and continue his dialogue with the Agency concerning the Mexico

venture.

For the time being, he would have to accept what he was being told

and what he was reading about Seal's murder. But Terry's thoughts now

were about his family. He decided to undertake his own investigation and

proceed cautiously. For now, at least, he would stay on the path that he

hoped would lead to Mexico.

He was worried. He had no evidence, yet he felt that some powerful

people in Arkansas had the most to gain from Seal's death. If anyone in

Arkansas was involved in the murder, he was sure the Agency would

unearth it. Bruce had told him that the CIA was very upset about the loss
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of Seal. "He was a good agent," Bruce said. But Terry wondered about the

sincerity of the CIA's investigation.

That night, he took Janis and the boys to SOB's. The children loved the

ragtime band, and for Terry, this was a kind of farewell. While driving home
that night, he was mentally preparing his answers for the questions Janis

was sure to have, once he shared "the bad news."

He didn't want to upset her unnecessarily, so he told her only part of

the truth, that Barry "died in his car," leaving her to infer he was killed in

an auto accident. She was shocked and upset because she, too, had wanted
Seal to be part of the Mexico venture. She knew how close the two men
had become, and she was looking forward to meeting Seal's wife and form-

ing a new "spook support group" like the one she had known in Oklahoma.

On March 16, 1986, Ronald Reagan went on television to address the

nation and apply pressure on Congress for aid to the Contras. The Reeds

watched as Reagan displayed the undercover photos Seal had taken in

Managua.
"Every American parent will be outraged to learn that top Nicaraguan

government officials are deeply involved in drug trafficking. There is no
crime to which the Sandinistas will not stoop. This is an outlaw regime."

There was no mention of Barry Seal.

But in Washington, the push for Contra funding was falling on deaf

ears and reports were beginning to leak out about the secret resupply, oper-

ation called "the Enterprise" now being run by Secord. North was informed

in a memo from the field that "what you had hoped to remain quiet is now
being discussed openly on the street."-^

It was now becoming obvious that the war was only a business for

Secord and his partners. Pressure was building within the inner circle of

aides close to President Reagan for a long-term solution, not only to keep

open the supply lines to the Contras, but to create a new, perhaps foreign-

owned, entity that would bypass Congress altogether.

Toward the end of March, Terry had satisfied all the prerequisites of the

Mexican plan. From his point of view, he had done all he could do as a con-

sultant. Whatever happened next would be in the Agency's hands.

"Any further participation on my behalf in my present capacity would
be a waste of time and money," he told Johnson in a telephone conversa-

tion. "If Max Gomez is taking care of the areas you tell me he is, we can

proceed no further on this, in my opinion, unless we implement the plan.

There will certainly be problems we haven't thought of, but as we said in

the Air Force, it's time to kick the tires and light the fires, or go to the offi-

cers club and just get drunk."

At that point, Terry considered the plan dead unless he heard to the

contrary. He was busy, had closed two major factory automation projects,

and was reluctant to take on any more Agency obligations.

He had to prepare for the possibility that the Mexico plan would be

dropped. And something else was on his mind, too. Maumelle, where he
lived, was a planned community, built under a federal program by the

Department of Housing and Urban Development. There was talk of it being
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annexed by the city of Little Rock, which most of the Maumelle home-
owners were organizing to fight for fear it would drive up their taxes.

The Reeds had attended several meetings where incorporation of

Maumelle was discussed. If that occurred, a new city government would be
needed, and Terry was toying with the idea of running for mayor. Under
the HUD plan, Maumelle was to have been a self-contained community,
allowing the residents "to live, work and play" without having to go any-
where else. It was possible to live and play there, but work was a commuter
drive away. What little industry had developed within the self-contained

industrial park was storage and receiving -oriented, offering no high-skilled

employment. Through Terry's Japanese contacts, he had located a large

Japanese machine-tool firm looking for a home in the U.S. Recruiting this

firm and bringing it to Maumelle, he felt, would be a great foundation for

a mayoral campaign.

All of this was on his mind the day John Cathey called him at his home
office.

"We just had a meeting about the new plan. I've got great news for you.

How would you like to head up this project for us?"

A shot at the "big time" was about to come true. Terry felt the next

words out of his mouth would change his life drastically, and forever. And
he was right.

Terry was happy and, at the same time, sad. Finally, his machine-tool

business was at a point where it could stand alone and support him in style

living right where he was. His firm. Applied Technologies, Inc., was now
being courted by out-of-state suppliers, instead of the other way around.

He had even been looking for warehouse space in anticipation of becoming

an inventory-stocking dealer for several lines of new equipment. But, as he

listened to Cathey, he envisioned his life as a foreign asset. He could actu-

ally enter the world of James Bond!

"Terry? Are you there? I need an answer," Cathey pressed.

"John, would Curtis LeMay have nuked Hanoi?" he asked Cathey.

With those seven words, he had changed his life forever.

"Great. I'm going to make a call to Bob Nash. We need to have a major

meeting in Arkansas, and I want him to attend. We've got a lot of old ground

to cover, and we'll take that opportunity to 'swear you in' and discuss the

fine points of the new plan."

"We? You said 'we'; is somebody coming besides you?"

"Yes, but I don't want to discuss it over the phone. Go see Nash tomor-

row. He'll give you details on the whereabouts of the meeting. Welcome

aboard."

Terry called his wife after hanging up. "Honey, let's do lunch! I've got

great news! You need to master your Spanish!"

At that moment, all thoughts of Seal had vanished from his mind. They

met at a Mexican restaurant near her office, where Janis expressed both

excitement and concern at the thought of relocating in Mexico.

"Are you sure you know what you're doing?" she asked, appearing to

need his reassurance. "We've both talked about doing this for a long time.
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and the thought does excite me. But Terry, this is a big decision. We'll be

turning our backs on a lot of serious opportunity right here in Arkansas."

"Janis, I need to attend this meeting. I'll learn a lot more while I'm

there. I'll talk to Nash tomorrow and find out where it is. Besides, what's the

worst that can happen?" He had bought himself some time. He too still had
some doubts about "cutting the cord" to their way of life in Arkansas. He
wanted to bring up the subject of Seal's murder at the meeting. The answers

he received would have a big bearing on his decision. He had not been com-
pletely truthful with Janis about Barry's death, and that bothered him.

The next day, at Fu Lin's, Nash outlined the details of the meeting, as

he understood them. But he had more questions than answers. Terry sensed

that Nash was unaware of the complete agenda.

"What's this meeting all about?" Nash asked. And he was particularly

curious about what Terry had been doing since the training at Nella had

shut down in August.

"Bob, I'm not being flippant. But honestly, you don't have a need to

know." Nash seemed irritated and extremely nervous at the answer. Clearly,

the entire Mexican plan had been put together without the knowledge or

input of the Clinton administration in Arkansas. Maybe, Terry thought, the

Agency was getting ready to show Clinton "who's in charge," as Seal used

to put it.

Terry now knew a lot of things that Nash didn't. He recalled what Seal

had said about Nash at the last meeting at SOB's, about Nash stealing

Agency money. He was beginning to wonder just how many people were
coming to this meeting— and for what purpose. Nash had imparted no
information about that and was obviously in the dark himself. Nash's entire

demeanor had changed. He reminded Terry of Seal on the flight back from
Panama. He seemed to be reacting from uncertainty rather than knowledge.

Nash informed Terry that Cathey would pick him up at his Maumelle
home late Friday afternoon and transport him to the meeting. As they read

their fortune cookies, Nash asked Reed what his said. He smiled and replied,

"It says I've got travel in my future. What does your says Bob?"
"Oh nuthin'," he said glumly, tossing the slip of paper into the ashtray.

As Nash went to pay the tab, Terry retrieved Nash's fortune and read it. It

was the same as Reed's: "There is travel in your future." Apparently, the

thought of travel didn't fit in with Nash's career plans.

As the two men departed the restaurant, Terry was thinking about

what Seal had said. "Yessirree, things are gonna get reeeeeal interestin'

around here."

Notes

1. Arkansas Gazette, June 27, 1988, p. 1.

2. U.S. Congress, Testimony of Robert Owen, Iran-Contra Hearings, 100-2 (Wash-

ington, D.C.: Government Printing Office, 1988), pp. 405-406.
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Phone records from Terry Reed that show he attempted to contact Barry Seal in

Mena, Arkansas, on February 13, 17, and 18, 1986, per Seal's instructions. Reed's

attempts were unsuccessful, however, and Seal was assassinated on February 19.

What Seal wanted to say to Reed remains a mystery.
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CHAPTER 17

New Covenant

Nothing works against the success of a conspiracy so much as the wish

to make it wholly secure and certain to succeed. Such an attempt

requires many men, much time and very favorable conditions. And all

of these, in turn, heighten the risk of being discovered. You see, there-

fore, how dangerous conspiracies are!

—Francesco Guicciardini, 1528

The men ahghted from the three waiting cars as the governor's

van rolled into position and turned off its headlights. The van's

front-seat occupants stepped out and took up security positions.

The van's driver positioned himself in front of the vehicle,

installed his earphone and spoke distinctly into his attached

boom microphone to the unseen recipient of his communica-
tion. He then racked the bolt of his Uzi and said, "C-1 security to Robinson

Ready Team, we're in position and on duty. How do you read?"

From a receiver still on in the van, the somewhat static-laden response

returned immediately from a monotone, no-nonsense voice. "Loud and
clear, C-1. Perimeter secure, twelve in place. The door is closed. Radio to

me to reopen."

The governor's chief of security. Lieutenant Raymond Young of the

Arkansas State PoUce, had already advanced to the side of the vehicle and
opened the door in preparation for the passengers to disembark. The five

waiting men were clearly taken aback when Governor Bill Clinton stepped

from the vehicle with his aide. Bob Nash, and led the entourage into the

World War II ammunition-storage bunker that would serve as the meeting

place.

In a low tone, Cathey turned to Terry and said, "Shit! I was afraid he'd

show up. That'll certainly upset our agenda. I'm glad Johnson is here. He'll

be able to handle him."

The waiting group of five had expected Nash, but not his boss,

Arkansas's commander-in-chief. Bill Chnton. By his mere appearance, Clin-

ton was risking exposure of his involvement in unauthorized covert oper-

ations. But he seemed desperate.

The meeting had been called at Camp Robinson, an Army facility out-

side Little Rock, to get some problems ironed out. In addition to the gover-

nor and his aide, the "guest Ust" included Max Gomez (Felix Rodriguez),

John Cathey (Oliver North), resident CIA agent Akihide Sawahata, Agency
subcontractor Terry Reed—and the man in charge, the one who would call

the shots. He called himself Robert Johnson.
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Johnson had been sent from Washington to chair this very delicate

operational briefing which would hopefully extricate the Agency from its

entanglement in what was becoming a messy situation in Arkansas.

A lot of loose ends were yet to be tied up.

It was a rendezvous that would change the complexion of the secret

American policy in Central America and would outline the impending
"Operation Screw Worm" in Mexico.

An oscillating sound signaled that the hand-held electronic metal

detector had been activated as it passed over Gomez's left, upper torso.

Young, who was performing the weapons search of each individual enter-

ing the earth- and-concrete bunker, stepped back to receive what was obvi-

ously a concealed weapon. Reluctantly, Gomez produced a customized,

black polymer-housed, Glock 9 mm pistol, with a nickel-plated side.

Without breaking his glaring, eye-to-eye contact with Young, and

without blinking or looking at the weapon, Gomez deftly and, as if in one

rehearsed motion, removed the magazine, racked the slide to the rear posi-

tion, ejecting a live round to the ground, and surrendered the weapon . . .

grip first.

"Take good care of this," he snarled. "This is a special gun. It was a gift

from the presidente of El Salvador, and I feel naked without it."

The piercing stare of Gomez's eyes forced Young to stutter, "Oh, yes,

yes, sir. Ya can trust me. It's only a formality anyway. It'll be right here for

ya when ya leave."

Cathey and the undercover resident CIA agent, Akihide Sawahata, vol-

untarily surrendered their government-issue .357 magnum revolvers with-

out the pompous ceremony that had preceded them.

On that March night in 1 986, seven men entered the ammunition stor-

age bunker at Camp Robinson while Young stood outside on guard. The

bunker, dimly lit by a series of one -bulb fixtures suspended near the ceil-

ing, emitted a musty and damp odor. The principals sat down around the

gray, government-issue metal tables and chairs while Cathey began the

briefing.

"Governor Clinton," he began, switching to his toastmaster tone, "I'm

glad you could attend tonight's meeting with us. We're both surprised and

honored. Bobby (Nash) didn't inform us you would be attending. . . . How-

ever, let's get down to it. I know you've previously met some of the people

here but, for everyone's convenience, I'll just go around the table."

Terry could tell by the hypocritical change in Cathey's behavior how

Nash and Clinton were viewed as outsiders, and the formal tone of voice

had been solely for their benefit.

Nash, Cathey noted, was Clinton's top economic aide and the state's

liaison officer with the secret intelligence operations Centaur Rose and Jade

Bridge that had been carried out, undetected, at the Mena Airport in west-

ern Arkansas.

Next came Gomez, whom he described as the Agency's man in charge

of planned operations in Mexico.
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Sawahata, who had been the Agency's resident field agent in Arkansas

for operations at Mena, would now serve as the transition officer until

things in Mexico were fully operational.

Terry Reed was introduced as the man who had worked in both Mena
operations and was now being put in charge of setting up a proprietary

operation in Mexico. Terry viewed this meeting as his initiation into the

inner circle. This impromptu appearance by Governor Clinton, however,

would expose Terry to yet more things that he had no "need to know." It

would also confirm his suspicions that operations in Arkansas were being

run with Clinton's full knowledge.

Cathey described himself as CIA operations officer for "Rose" and
"Bridge," who was now "transitioning over" to the job of operations officer

for Mexico.

"Gentlemen," Cathey said, "this meeting is classified Top Secret. The

items discussed here should be relayed to no one who does not have an oper-

ational need to know. I repeat. Top Secret. There are to be no notes taken."

Then Johnson rose to speak. He was the only person attending the

meeting who Terry did not recognize. Until now, Johnson had only been a

voice on the telephone. He was taken aback with how young the bespecta-

cled, cherubic-looking man appeared. From the sound of his voice, Terry

had expected an older man. His boyish and overly serious look reminded

Terry of fast-track junior officers he had seen in his Air Force days. But

Johnson's aloof, yuppie demeanor made Terry think of him as akin to the

"bond daddies" he associated with in Little Rock and as someone who would
be only a message carrier back to men with the real power in Washington.

Even his impending introduction did not convince Terry he was truly the

man entrusted with decision-making authority for this sensitive project.

Johnson, Cathey said, was the personal representative of CIA Director

William Casey and had been sent to chair the meeting. Casey was too

important to show his face, Terry assumed. But he felt honored, and yet

surprised, to find he'd been dealing with someone so closely connected to

the Director of Central Intelligence, the top of the intelligence pyramid.

"Thank you," Johnson said. "As Mr. Cathey mentioned, I am the emis-

sary of Mr. Casey, who for obvious security reasons, could not attend. We
are at a major juncture of our Central American support program. And I am
here to tie up a few loose ends. As you are all aware, the severity of the

charges that could be brought against us if this operation becomes public

. . . well, I don't need to remind you of what Benjamin Franklin said as he
and our founding fathers framed the Declaration of Independence. ..."

Cathey interrupted. "Yeah, but hanging is a much more humane way
of doing things than what Congress will put us through if any of this leaks

out." This marked the only time during the briefing that laughter was heard.

"This is true," Johnson replied. "And therefore. Governor Clinton, I'm

going to find it necessary to divide this meeting into groups so that we don't

unnecessarily expose classified data to those who don't have an absolute

need to know. We can first discuss any old business that concerns either
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Centaur Rose or Jade Bridge, and I think that you will agree that afterwards

you and Mr. Nash will have to excuse yourselves. ..."

Clinton was visibly indignant, giving the angry appearance of someone
not accustomed to being treated in such a condescending manner.

"It seems someone in Washington has made decisions without much
consulting with either myself or my aide here, Mr. Nash. And I'd like to

express my concern about the possible exposure my state has as you guys

skedaddle out of here to Mexico. I feel somewhat naked and compromised.

You're right; there are definitely some loose ends!"

Based upon his comments about Mexico, Clinton already knew of the

Agency's plans to withdraw from Arkansas. And he was not happy about

being left out of the decision-making loop.

Nash interjected. "Sir, Governor Clinton's concerns are that there may
be some loose ends cropping up from the Mena operation in general. As you
know, we have had our Arkansas State Police intelligence division riding

herd on the project. And that has been no simple task. Even with some of

our ASP officers undercover over there, we couldn't have gained any real

inside knowledge had it not been for Mr. Reed's ability to report it directly

to me. This thing about Barry Seal getting Governor Clinton's brother

involved is what's got us all upset. I mean, as we speak, there's an investi-

gation going on that could spill over onto some very influential people here

in Arkansas, and people very close to the governor personally. ..."

Johnson looked like he was getting irritated. Clinton had not been

scheduled to be there, and his original agenda now was being discarded.

"Hold on!" Johnson shot back. "Calm down! Mr. Casey is fully in

charge here. Don't you old boys get it. Just tell me what has to be taken care

of, or who needs to be taken care of, and I'll fix it for you!"

Johnson boasted to the group that Attorney General Edwin Meese, by

arranging the appointment of J. Michael Fitzhugh as U.S. attorney in west-

ern Arkansas, had effectively stonewalled the ongoing money-laundering

investigations in Mena, where the Contra training operations had been cen-

tered. It was his impression, Johnson said, that everything was now
"kosher" and the "containment" was still in place. Operations "Rose" and

"Bridge" had not been exposed because federal law-enforcement agencies

had been effectively neutralized. But Johnson said he was now concerned

that the "drug" investigation there might expand beyond his control and

unmask the residue of black operations.

Now the meeting was starting to turn into a shouting match. Terry qui-

etly observed that Clinton appeared on the verge of losing his well-

rehearsed, statesman-like demeanor. Stopping investigations around Mena

had helped the CIA and its bosses in Washington, but it had not solved any

of the governor's local political problems. And these same problems were

threatening to unveil the Mena operations.

It was the spring of 1986, just over a month after Barry Seal's assassi-

nation in Louisiana. Clinton was facing a very tough and dirty reelection

campaign. His Republican opponent was certain to be ex-Governor Frank
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White, the only man who had ever defeated Clinton. The newspapers were
filled with stories about Clinton's brother, who had been convicted and
served time for federal drug trafficking felonies, giving White the dirt he

needed to launch a serious and damaging political attack.

Roger Clinton had "rolled over" and turned informant, enabling the

Feds to begin an investigation of investment banker Dan Lasater, a close

personal friend and campaign contributor of Clinton's. This investigation, it

was clear, could spill over into Lasater's firm, possibly exposing CIA money
laundering and other possible illegal aaivities.^

The investigation of Clinton's brother had been carried out largely by

disloyal state police officials who were backing White, and without Clin-

ton's knowledge, when the inquiry was first initiated. Terry wondered
whether a "coup" was building? Clinton was clearly in big political trouble

and his demeanor now was not the cool and composed man people saw on
television. Perhaps the CIA and the Reagan administration wanted another

presidente, a Republican one, in its banana republic?

Rumors were also running wild that the bond-underwriting business,

in which Lasater was a major figure, had been used to launder drug money.
In addition, candidate White had another big issue to run with. He would
charge later that Clinton was directing choice state legal work as bond coun-

sel to the prestigious Rose Law Firm, where his wife, Hillary, was a senior

partner. And Clinton had to be fearful that exposure of the Mena opera-

tions would be the death blow to his reelection hopes. And if that weren't

enough ammunition, the governor was also facing a possible state bud-

getary shortfall of more than $200 million.

By his comments, the governor revealed that his political problems and
his potential exposure were clearly on his mind. Clinton showed his con-

tempt for the young man from Washington as he lost his composure,

jumped to his feet and shouted, "Getting my brother arrested and bringing

down the Arkansas bond business in the process isn't my idea of kosher!

You gents live a long way from here. Your meddling in our affairs here is

gonna carry long-term exposure for me! I mean us. And what are we sup-

posed to do, just pretend nothing happened?" He was angry.

"Exactly, pretend nothing's happened," Johnson snapped back. "It's just

like the commercial, you're in good hands wdth Allstate. Only in this case,

it's the CIA." Johnson paused, took a deep breath, and continued. "Mr. Clin-

ton— Bill, if you will— some of those loose ends you refer to here were def-

initely brought on by your own people, don't you agree? I mean, your

brother didn't have to start shoving Mr. Seal's drugs up his nose, and your

friend Lasater has been flaunting his new wealth as if he's trying to bring you
down. We're having to control the SEC and the IRS just to keep him afloat.

"Our deal with you was to help 'reconstruct the South,'" Johnson
sniped, using a term Southerners hate, since it reminds them of the

post-Civil War Yankee dominance of the South. "We didn't plan on
Arkansas becoming more difficult to deal with than most banana republics.

This has turned out to be almost comical."
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"Bobby! Don't sit here on your black ass and take this Yankee shit!"

Clinton yelled at Nash in an appeal for support. "Tell him about Seal brib-

ing those federal agents!" It was getting to resemble a verbal tennis match,
as volleys shot back and forth, each one with more intensity. From the com-
ment about Seal, Terry concluded that Clinton in fact had his own intelli-

gence network, too.

"Why, Mr. Clinton, with racial slurs like that, the federal government
could terminate educational busing aid here," Johnson wryly shot back. "I

thought Arkansas was an equal opportunity employer!"

Nash touched the governor's arm, coaxing him back into his chair.

Johnson continued, "The deal we made was to launder our money
through your bond business. What we didn't plan on was you and your
token nigger here to start taking yourselves seriously and purposely shrink-

ing our laundry."

"What do you mean by shrinking the laundry?!" Clinton asked, still

shouting. By now, Clinton's face was flushed with anger.

To the CIA, Arkansas had to be a money launderer's heaven. To under-

stand why, one must realize that intelligence agencies have the same prob-

lem as drug traffickers: laundering cash. To do that, a trafficker must either

find a bank willing to break the law by not filing the documentation

required for cash deposits or go offshore, where reporting requirements are

less strict. Like traffickers, once offshore, the CIA must use wire transfers to

get their money into the U.S., but at great risk of detection.

The trafficker, having broken the law to make his money, has no legal

recourse if his banker double-crosses him. In other words, it's an insecure

investment, which pays low interest, if any.

Arkansas offered the CIA something money launderers are rarely able

to achieve, a secure business environment containing a banking industry

where vast amounts of money move around unnoticed as part of the

normal course of business. Through its substantial bond-underwriting

activities, the state had a huge cash flow that could allow dirty and clean

money to commingle without detection. All they lacked was a "dirty"

banker to cooperate with them by ignoring the federal banking laws.

And that they found within the Clinton administration. This "banker"

was none other than the Arkansas Development and Finance Authority

(ADFA), which was a creation of, and directly under the control of, the gov-

ernor's office.* Its official mandate was to loan money to businesses either

*ADFA had been the center of major political controversy by that time. Some members of the

Arkansas financial community charged that ADFA had been a "money cow" for years for Clin-

ton and his political supporters. State records show that ADFA private activity bonds totaled

more than $719,000,000 between 1984 through 1991, while creating only 2,700 new, mostly

marginal jobs paying an average wage of only $15,000. ADFA, at the same time, had proved a

bonanza for investment banker Jackson T. Stephens. As head of Arkansas's largest investment

banking firm, Stephens & Company, he made at least $3 to $5 million in bond underwriting

fees between 1985 and 1991. Stephens helped underwrite sixty state bond issues worth $18.82

billlion. In addition, more than $100,000 was paid by ADFA in legal fees to the Rose Law Firm.^
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already in or coming to Arkansas in order to develop an industrial base for

new jobs, which Clinton had made the centerpiece of his administration.

ADFA was, in effea, a bank making preferred loans.

However, from what Terry had learned from Seal and Sawahata, that

was not all ADFA was doing. ADFA, in effect a state investment bank, was
being "capitalized" by large cash transfusions that the Agency was taking

great pains to hide.

"No paper, no trail" seemed to be the dominant doarine of the Agency's

aaivities since, by design, cash dropped from an airplane in a duffel bag is

not the standard way of transferring money.

ADFA was designed to compete for the profits generated by the bond
issues necessary to industrialize Arkansas. The old Arkansas Industrial

Development Commission that Clinton had inherited had no money of its

own and was forced to send prospective clients seeking industrial develop-

ment loans to the established, privately-run investment banking industry

in Little Rock. The state could be very seleaive in its referral business, how-
ever, and those who received the state's business stood to profit hand-

somely.

This insider referral business was alive and well when Terr^^ moved to

Arkansas and saw Seth Ward's son-in-law. Finis Shellnut, jockey for posi-

tion to reap these profits by going to work for Lasater, who was getting the

lion's share of the secret sweethean deals.

Before ADFA's creation, the state sent preferred business direaly to

investment banking firms like Lasater's. All that was needed for money
laundering was the firm's silence and a source of cash, which, in this case,

the CIA provided. The heads of these firms were a coterie of wealthy and
well-connected people who got even richer by doing what comes natural

in Arkansas— "The Natural State," as it's called— dealing incestuously

under the table.

Arkansas desperately needed new businesses— and so did the CIA. It

had plenty of black money, but that alone was not enough. "You can't kill

an enemy by lobbing dollars at him" was the phrase Cathey had used wdth

Terry to explain the CIA's dilemma of having the monetary' resources to

fund the Contras, but no legal way to deliver it directly. The Agency' was
barred by Congress from convening the cash into weapons and training the

Contras needed on the battlefield, at least not through traditional Depart-

ment of Defense suppliers.

Under Direaor William Casey's plan, the CIA needed other companies
that would be a source of secretly produced weapons which would find

their way into the hands of the Contras. These selected businesses needed
payment to perform these services for the CIA, and that cash came to them
conveniently in a legal and undeteaable manner, through ADFA, in the

form of industrial development loans backed by tax-free development
bonds. The CIA should have been showing a profit through accrued inter-

est on their secured investments. But a problem had arisen. As Johnson had
said, the "laundry" was shrinking.
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And Johnson was not happy about that, as evidenced by the way he
was firing back at Clinton. It was apparent that Johnson knew Clinton and
his people had not abided by his agreement with the Agency.

"Our deal was for you to have 10 percent of the profits, not 10 percent

of the gross/' Johnson sternly admonished. "This has turned into a feeding

frenzy by your good-ole-boy sharks, and you've had a hand in it, too, Mr.

Clinton. Just ask your Mr. Nash to produce a business card. I'll bet it reads

Arkansas Development and Finance Authority. We know what's been going

on. Our people are professionals; they're not stupid. They didn't fall off the

turnip truck yesterday, as you guys say. This ADFA of yours is double-dip-

ping. Our deal with you was to launder our money. You get 10 percent after

costs and after posttax profits. No one agreed for you to start loaning our

money out to your friends through your ADFA so that they could buy
machinery to build our guns. That wasn't the deal. Mr. Sawahata tells me
that one of ADFA's first customers was some parking meter company that

got several million in . . . how shall we say it ... in preferred loans.

"Dammit, we bought a whole gun company— lock, stock and barrel

—

and shipped the whole thing down here for you. And Mr. Reed even helped

set it up. You people go and screw us by setting up some subcontractors that

weren't even authorized by us. Shit, people who didn't even have security

clearances. That's why we're pulling the operation out of Arkansas. It's

become a liability for us. We don't need live liabilities."

Terry was fighting to control his open astonishment at what he was hearing. He

didn't understand all the subtleties of this black financial maze constructed by the

CIA and implemented through the state ofArkansas. But Bill Clinton, it appeared,

was finding out the hard way that accounting procedures the Agency utilized were

the envy of the business world. This meeting had turned into a bean counters' sem-

inar with discussions ofposttax profits seemingly running into the millions. But Terry

didn't need to be an accountant to grasp the significance of what was occurring. It

sounded to him like the Clinton administration had been caught with its hand in the

till and Clinton personally was learning there were no free rides with the CIA.

Johnson's worry was centered on security. He had referred to the CIA's

buying and relocating to Arkansas an existing arms manufacturing firm,

Iver Johnson's Arms, which had formerly been based in New Jersey. But

what the Agency had hoped would be a very secret operation to build

weapons for the Contras had been gobbled up as part of Clinton's industrial

plan and had now become an open secret among Clinton cronies.

These insiders,having learned through a security leak what Iver John-

son's Arms was really doing, had demanded a piece of the action for them-

selves and had blackmailed their way into this black operation. POM, the

parking meter manufacturer in Russellville, Arkansas, was an example of a

company that had leveraged its way into the underground arms-manufac-

turing loop. Terry concluded that the people running these companies must

be the "good-ole-boy sharks" that Johnson had referred to.
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The weapons clique was composed of five companies situated around

Arkansas, at least two of which had received state-backed loans for the

machinery necessary to perform the CIA work. This total lack of security

and intelligence professionalism was apparently the reason the CIA was

preparing to extricate itself from Arkansas and set up operations in Mexico.

The primary "loose end" that Johnson could not tie up was the investi-

gation of Roger Clinton and his friends, brought on by his drug problem. His

arrest had brought widespread attention to powerful people in Arkansas who
were involved in the CIAs operations. In addition, close Clinton political

allies, including a state senator, had become targets of the drug investigation.

Terry mused as he absorbed what he was hearing. He reaUzedfor the first time the

impact ofwhat he believed was Barry Seal's secret plan to expose and shut down the

Arkansas operation. Terry reflected how three months earlier Seal had confided to

him his disgust with the people he was working with in Arkansas and had revealed

the secret plan to bring these operations in Arkansas to an end. Had the CIA known

about Seal's plan and helped implement it to dump Clinton and vacate Arkansas?

Terry wondered.

Or was the Bush family and the Republican party playing games with Clinton

and hisfriends? True banana republic intrigue. The place was primitive, but the pol-

itics were not.

Clinton had paused for a moment to ponder Johnson's words. "What do ya

mean, 'live liabilities'?" he demanded.
"There's no such thing as a dead liability. It's an oxymoron, get it? Oh,

or didn't you Rhodes Scholars study things like that?" Johnson snapped.

"What! Are you threatenin' us? Because if ya are ..."

Johnson stared down at the table, again took a deep breath, and

paused. It appeared he wanted to elevate the tone of the disintegrating

exchange.

"Calm down and listen," Johnson said. "We are all in this together. We
all have our personal agendas . . . but let's not forget, both the vice presi-

dent and Mr. Casey want this operation to be a success. We need to get these

assets and resources in place and get them self-sustaining and prospering

on their own while we have the chance. This is a golden opportunity. The
timing is right. We have communists taking over a country in this hemi-

sphere. We must all pull together and play as a team. This is no time for lone

wolves. Mr. Seal is an example of what happens to lone wolves. They just

don't survive in the modern world of intelligence.

"I'm not here to threaten you. But there have been mistakes. The Mena
operation survived undetected and unexposed only because Mr. Seal car-

ried with him a falsely created, high-level profile of a drugrunner. All the

cops in the country were investigating a drug operation. That put the police

in a position where we could control them. We fed them what we wanted
to feed them, when we wanted to feed them; it was our restaurant and our

menu. Seal was himself a diversion. It was perfect until your brother started

free-enterprising, and now we have to shut it down. It's as simple as that.
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Mr. Seal was a good agent, and it's a shame he's dead. But, hopefully, our

new operation will build on Seal's success in sustaining our Contra support

effort while goddamn Congress dilly dallies around and the Russians take

over Nicaragua."

Clinton just glared back. "That was a good sermon, but what can you
specifically do to end this investigation concerning my brother and the bond
business?"

"Your brother needed to go to jail," Johnson said, staring at the gover-

nor. "As governor, you should intervene and make things as painless as pos-

sible now. As far as the money investigation goes, Mr. Meese is intervening

right now. There will be no money investigation. The U.S. attorney's office

in Little Rock is 'getting religion' as we speak* (see Lasater indictment at

end of chapter).

"There may be nothing we can do about your friend Lasater's drug

problem. I suggest that he and everyone else caught with their pants down
take the bad along with the good and do a little time— as your brother has.

It's a shame. But bartenders shouldn't drink. If some of our people are going

to be in the drug business as a cover, they should do as Mrs. Reagan says

and 'just say no'."

Johnson had applied the balm, and now the massage began. "Bill, you
are Mr. Casey's fair-haired boy. But you do have competition for the job you
seek. We would never put all our eggs in one basket. You and your state

have been our greatest asset. The beauty of this, as you know, is that you're

a Democrat, and with our ability to influence both parties, this country can

get beyond partisan gridlock. Mr. Casey wanted me to pass on to you that

unless you fuck up and do something stupid, you're No. 1 on the short list

for a shot at the job you've always wanted.

"That's pretty heady stuff. Bill. So why don't you help us keep a lid on
this, and we'll all be promoted together. You and guys like us are the fathers

of the new government. Hell, we're the new covenant."

Clinton, having been stroked, seemed satisfied that the coverup was
expanding to at least protect the bond business. Like Lyndon Johnson, Clin-

ton had learned that politics is the "art of the possible." He had not gotten

everything he wanted, but he was at least walking away whole.

It appeared to Terry that Johnson had won the debate. Clinton and his

administration had no grounds to complain about the Agency terminating

its operation. Too many errors had been made. The young governor seemed

*And indeed, the federal prosecutor had become a believer. With much fanfare, U.S. Attorney

George Proctor announced the following October the indictments of Lasater and others close

to Clinton on minor drug charges involving recreational use. Because of later guilty pleas, no

politically embarrassing trials were necessary. No other charges were brought, and Proctor shut

down the investigation, saying there was no evidence of illicit activities being linked with the

bond business, which had been widely rumored in the media for months. The "containment"

continued, and the investigation was limited to the casual and "social use" of narcotics, with

Proaor proclaiming, "The case illustrates that the law not only prohibits the selling of cocaine

for profit, but it also prohibits one person giving cocaine to another." And that was that.^
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to recognize he had lost, for now, and didn't want to continue the argument

in front of the others.

"Bobby, I guess you and I should excuse ourselves," Clinton said while

turning to his aide. "These gentlemen have other pressing business, and

besides, we don't have a need to know . . . nor do I think we want to know."

When Clinton exited the bunker, Terry took a moment to absorb what
had happened. Clinton had been treated badly in front of the others. Terry

had certainly underestimated Johnson, the man he had sized up initially as a

mere errand boy for Casey. His youthful demeanor had been misleading. He
was clearly a skilled hatchet man. But Terry felt somewhat embarrassed for

the governor. Johnson had effectively neutralized the governor of Arkansas's

argument by simply changing the subject, and what a subject it was!

Was he hearing that the presidency is offered to a few groomed men,
men groomed by the CIA?

Who was this guy "Johnson," who so easily manipulated Bill Clinton?

He made Bill Clinton, on his own turf, appear to be under the control of an

invisible force. Until now, Terry had known Johnson only as the lawyer for

Southern Air Transport. He was obviously a lot more than that. He was
beginning to take on the mannerisms of a viceroy, and Clinton was certainly

showing his obedience to authority and paying the price for fealty. Clinton

was compromised.

Who was this Johnson, really? It would be eight more years before Terry

would finally find out his true identity and how highly connected he was.

When Clinton and Nash had gone, the mood changed dramatically. A
mood of familiarity returned, and only the brotherhood remained. Gomez
was the first to speak. The man who was to be in charge of the new opera-

tion in Mexico was indignant.

"Presidente Clinton," he said with disgust in a thick Hispanic accent.

"Why is it I have more respect for the enemy I've slain on the battlefield

than I have for that yuppie kid governor. I've seen everything now. Repub-
licans conspiring with Democrats. Isn't that similar to capitalists trusting

Marxists?"

Johnson restrained himself, as if wanting to chastise Gomez for not

showing proper respect for Clinton in front of the others. "You need to realign

your thinking about black and white, good and bad, us and them. Under our

new plan, we all get along for the advancement of the common goal."

Gomez spit contemptuously on the concrete floor. "Sounds like Mao
Tse-tung or Leninist philosophy to me!"

Cathey stepped in. "Let me apologize for Max and the rest of us cold

warriors here. We're a product of our training, and old hatreds die slowly,

if ever. But what we must all come to understand is that communism is our
common enemy and not our dislike for one another. We are all hand-
chosen by the highest office in the land to be entrusted with this mission.

We should all feel honored to be here. Our objective is twofold. One, to rid

this earth of the evil communist element we've been trained to seek out
and destroy. The other is to set in place a true, self-sustaining and modern
black-operations division worldwide, as Mr. Casey has envisioned. ..."
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Johnson interrupted. This was no time for a marathon speech, some-
thing Cathey appeared on the verge of making. "That, John, should be my
lead in for the briefing on the Mexico operation. I remind you gentlemen,

this is a top-secret discussion. Centaur Rose and Jade Bridge are transition-

ing to Mexico. The new code name is 'Screw Worm'."

Notes

1. Arkansas Democrat, September 18, 1986.

2. Washington Times, April 10, 1992.

3. Arkansas Democrat, Oaober 25, 1986.
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Internal FBI memorandum obtained through discovery in federal court by Terry

Reed and Robert Meloni showing that key files about Mena were "missing." It indi-

cates that Special Agent (SA) Tom Ross, the man who was Seal's contact, was the

one covering the Agency's trail by conveniently "losing" materials.



• U.S 6W:1»«*0-«7»-7J*J»«« #
REPORT OF INVESTIGATION Pige 1 of 1

1. rmoamAU coo« a.c«oss

D
D

8
a

HILATCOriLCS 3. FILtNO.

GJ-87-0001
4. C-OEP lOENTIFIEH

IC1-C1
»• ,y: S/A Larry T. Carver

AT Little Rock, Arlcansaa

a. riLt TiTue

EVANS, Joe

«. DATE ^REPABCO

October 28, 1986
t. OTMEM OFPICEM:

ASP Lt. Flnnis DuVall

Interview of Brewer BELL

DETAILS:

1. Cn 10/23/86, Drug Ehfon^ement Administraiion (DEA) Spe^al Agent (S/A) Larry T.

Carver and Arkansas State /olice (ASP) Liiutfnant (Lt.) Finrtis DuVall interviewed
Brewer RFT.i. concerning hi/ knowledge ofLaitiuiLi^ of a rura\ adrstrip in Scott
County, Arkansas owned by

has been the object of a DEA/ASP investigation in 1«83 and 19 14 as a possible
smuggling field for the £arry SEAL

2. BELL stated that he rjever went
connected to it. BELL is a former
come and go from the airstrip. BElX
airplane land on the strip, which
airplane left and he heard a heliccjpter
that he never saw the heJicopter.

INDEXING SECTION:

1. HAMPTON, Fred - NADDiS 1U8U882

Fred HAMPT0N. The farm^on vjhich

Organization

.

Dn the property
tovy pilot and
stated that on
close to his

leave the a

md never net HAMPTON or anyone
s^d he has seen small aircraft

one occas.on he saw a small
arm. According to BELL the
ea of the strip. BELL stated

airstrip is located

11. OlSTHIIuriON:

P.EC.ON ASP (Lt. DuVaU)

DISTRICT

. 2i::i; HC«- OBT K nr

DEA SENSITIVE
»ua IXKJRCtMCNT AOUMSTIUnCN

A DEA report showing that law enforcement agents were unable to see through

Seal's cover as a drug trafficker. In fact, the cover worked so well that Contra train-

ing aaivity took place right under the noses of the police, but they were so preoc-

cupied with Seal's other supposed activity that they really didn't notice.
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UNITED STATES DISTRICT COURT
EASTERN DISTRICT OF ARKANSAS

NO. LR-CR-86-
21 U.S.C. S 846

UNITED STATES OF AMERICA

V.

DAN R. LASATER

INDICTMENT

THE GRAND JURY CHARGES THAT:

COUNT I

From on or about December 15, 1981 and continuing to

on or about September 15, 1985, in the Eastern District of

Arkansas and elsewhere,

DAN R. LASATER

did knowingly, willfully, and intentionally conspire, combine

and confederate with Donald Glenn Bradley, Roger Clinton, David

Collins, George Locke, and Lee Curtis Berry, named herein as

un indie ted co-conspirators, and with other persons known and

unknown to the Grand Jury to violate a law of the United

States, that is, to knowingly and willfully possess with the

intent to distribute and to distribute cocaine, a Schedule II

Narcotic Controlled Substance, a violation of Title 21, United

States Code, Section 841(a), thereby violating Title 21, United

States Code, Section 846.

A TRUE BILL

FOREMAN

Indictment of bond trader Dan Lasater and five other unindicted coconspirators,

including Bill Clinton's brother, Roger.
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CHAPTER 18

Withdrawal Symptoms

Bill Clinton had been pacified—and subdued— for the time

being at least. With this distraction behind him, Robert John-

son was anxious to get on to the new business. But there was
still a lot of old business— loose ends— to be dealt with.

Akihide Sawahata wanted to make sure that Johnson grasp-

ed the significance of the overall money problems. Even though

the federal prosecutors in Arkansas had "gotten religion," as Johnson had put

it, and had been brought into line, the tenacity of some of the field investiga-

tors had been underestimated. They were refusing to be stonewalled. They

really had religion, and they refused to shut their eyes to what was happening.

"With Governor Clinton gone, Mr. Johnson, I would like to express

concern about some loose money ends right here in Arkansas," Sawahata

said. "Some unfinished business concerning 'Rose' and 'Bridge.' We have

overzealous IRS-CID agent taking his job too serious. He is still pressing for

indictments on money laundering in the Mena area, and also pressing the

U.S. Attorney to seek indictments against our assets at Rich Mountain Avi-

ation and the local banker. He just won't back off!"

Sawahata was referring to Bill Duncan, an IRS investigator who had
been sent to Mena after the Drug Enforcement Administration tipped the

IRS about what appeared to them to be massive laundering of drug profits

there. As usual in government, no one was really in charge, and the right

hand apparently did not know what the left hand was doing. Or did it?

Duncan did find evidence of money laundering involving officials of

Rich Mountain, the fixed-base operation at the Mena Airport that Barry

Seal had been running as a CIA front company. Try as Duncan would, how-
ever, the federal prosecutor refused to present the case properly to a grand

jury sitting in Fort Smith, Arkansas.^

Duncan would later say that his investigation was probably just a diver-

sion and that what he was really doing, without realizing it at the time, was
protecting the Mena operation. The CIA, by helping to place him there and
feeding Duncan what they wanted him to know, could watch and oversee

what he was doing and be assured that his activities would preempt any
other investigations.
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They apparently and mistakenly thought Duncan's behavior would be
predictable. That he would confine his evidence to within the law enforce-

ment and federal judicial system. But he didn't. Now, through frustration,

he was allowing his close associates to leak information to the media about

the inexplicable stonewalling he was encountering with the prosecutor.

Duncan felt that he and other investigators had been put in harm's way.

That was a correct assumption. He had been assigned, without his knowl-
edge, to investigate an Agency black ops program that was employing
Cuban exile criminal elements who were conducting political assassination

training. At the same time, the operation carried with it a high-profile drug

cover that could have easily produced a shootout between law enforcement

agents unknown to each other.

The worst part, Duncan now says, was being kept in the dark. "If they

had told me to stop, I would have," he told one of this book's authors. "But

all I heard was 'Sic 'em Fido.'"

This was nothing new. It's an old Agency technique to manipulate

other federal agencies without them knowing they are being manipulated.

It's what they do best. This is what Johnson had meant when he said "We
fed them what we wanted to feed them, when we wanted to feed them; it

was our restaurant and our menu."
The American public is led to believe that this is done only outside

American territory because the CIA, by law, can only conduct operations

on foreign soil. But in Arkansas, the Agency was applying their usual

banana republic tactics on their own citizens. But Duncan still had to be

contained. He was like a fly annoyingly buzzing around an elephant's ear.

And they thought they had a strategy for this. "Does this guy have a

boss?" John Cathey asked. "Go tell his boss to have him back off. Tell the boss

'national security' and all that good stuff ... a high-level federal matter."

Sawahata answered back. "Yes, boss' name is Paul Whitmore, and his

office is right here in Little Rock. Problem is we have contacted him already.

He also determined to expose money laundering, which he thinks is from

drug proceeds."

"Jesus Christ!" Cathey said. "Just what we need. A couple of dumb-ass

GS types out to get promoted. What's the field agent's name?"
"Bill Duncan," Sawahata replied. "And his friend Russell Welch, an

ASP (Arkansas State Police)officer are nirvana-bent on exposing all this. I'm

afraid that with Seal now gone, their attention will now focus on these

other people and they will apply pressure until someone breaks."

Cathey decided it was something he would have to handle personally

when he returned to Washington.

"I'll call Revell and see if they can't fix it," he said.*

Sawahata wanted to know what Cathey was planning.

*This is believed to have been a reference to Oliver (Buck) Revell then an assistant director of

the FBI and a person that North would later turn to in times of crisis when the Iran-Contra

affair began to become public knowledge. Author Terry Reed has documents showing that

Revell was being briefed on Mena.^
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"We'll toss 'em a bone," Cathey replied. "Maybe we'll have them pro-

moted and transferred out of the field— at least the IRS guys, that is. The
ASP officer? That's another story. You'd better contact Colonel Goodwin
and have him sit on this guy. Maybe our FBI agent over there can help

with that."

Cathey was referring to Colonel Tommy Goodwin, the director of the

state police. Welch was the resident state police investigator in Polk County,

where Mena is situated.

Whatever Cathey did back in Washington, coupled with the contain-

ment by the U.S. attorney in Fort Smith, it worked. Duncan and Welch were

testaments to that. Regardless of reams of incriminating evidence, no arrests

or prosecutions ever resulted from the countless man hours spent investi-

gating Mena.
Duncan later testified on June 21, 1 99 1, that he had lined up twenty

prospective witnesses, and the U.S. attorney called only three before the

grand jury. Two of these witnesses, Duncan said, were inexplicably not

allowed to furnish any evidence to the grand jury.^

One was a vice president of the Union Bank of Mena, who, Duncan
said, had conducted a search of the bank's records and provided "a signifi-

cant amount of evidence relating to the money-laundering transac-

tions. ... He (the banker) also was furious that he was not allowed to

provide the evidence that he wanted to the grand jury."

Duncan said that the deputy foreman of the grand jury subsequently

told him that the jurors "were not allowed to hear" the evidence. The juror

also told Duncan that the U.S. attorney, J. Michael Fitzhugh, refused the

jury's request to bring Agent Duncan in to testify, telling them that Duncan
was in Washington, "which was not the truth."

When Duncan complained about Fitzhugh's actions to his superiors,

including local IRS CID (Criminal Investigation Divsion) chief Paul Whit-

more, Whitmore went to Fitzhugh to check on the allegations. Fitzhugh

eventually wrote Whitmore, telling him not to come to his office com-
plaining, saying that it was "unprofessional behavior."

Whitmore called the entire matter "a coverup." No indictments were
ever returned and, to this day, no one connected with the Mena operation

has been charged with a crime— a testament to the CIA's longstanding

efforts to pervert the justice system. And so the government-sanctioned
coverup goes on.

Welch, of the Arkansas State Police, later also provided further corrob-

oration about the coverup. In a sworn oral deposition given the Arkansas
attorney general's office on June 21, 1991, he said that two FBI agents,

Floyd Hayes and Tom Ross, came to him sometime in 1987 to discuss Mena.
They told him that a CIA source of theirs at the Hot Springs Airport had
received a phone call from the CIA in Miami, saying that the Agency had
"something going on at the Mena Airport involving Southern Air Trans-

port," and the Agency didn't want the FBI "to screw it up like (they) had
the last one."'*
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The "last one" was an obvious reference to the Nella operation, giving

an outsider the definite impression that the FBI was involved in the over-

all security program for the Agency's operations. It was, after all an FBI spe-

cial agent that Terry had seen Seal hand a parcel to outside the Mena Airport

the previous fall when Seal went to "slop the hogs."

FBI agent Ross even showed Welch a classified FBI interoffice message

to prove to him officially that an ongoing CIA operation would be in jeop-

ardy of being compromised if Welch continued investigating.

Welch told author John Cummings that Ross now denies ever having

had this conversation or showing Welch the secret FBI telex divulging CIA
activity at Mena. Author Terry Reed has obtained under court discovery the

secret FBI telex Ross had in his possession when he was cautioning Welch
not to compromise the operation (see document at end of chapter).

The message, dated August 18, 1987, clearly outlines the government's

concern about pending media exposure of the airport and also refers to

Barry Seal as a "CIA operative."^

Duncan also revealed that Ross became his shadow during the IRS

investigation. "Ross . . . would suddenly appear on the scene," Duncan said,

whenever he was about to conduct a critical interview.^

Sawahata shifted to money problems. "What about bribe money?" he

asked. The others stared at him with confused looks on their faces.

"You mean the stuff that ended up in EM's personal account?" Cathey

queried.

Johnson, by now totally confused, asked both to "cut out the code talk"

and spell out to him what they were saying.

"Well, Bob, this is a little embarrassing," Cathey acknowledged. "It

seems that Barry Seal, God rest his soul, had a very unique trait of being

able to compromise damn near everyone he came into contact with. I

attribute it to good intelligence training, but he had this knack of paying

people 'commissions' as he liked to call them. And during his period in

Arkansas, I guess he bribed . . . uh . . . paid commissions to damn near

everyone over there."

Cathey noted that this normally wouldn't have been a problem, since

intelligence operations are built on bribing all kinds of people. "In fact, as

you know, that's right out of the agent's handbook. Bribes 101."

But Seal, he said, was doing something different and quite unortho-

dox. He was paying bills and bribing people with dirty money. Seal wasn't

laundering the money before using it for bribes, and this left an embarrass-

ing trail that Duncan was following. Sort of like the stones that led Hansel

and Gretel out of the forest.

Cathey said that one source of Seal's dirty money came from the DBA,

part of which had been confiscated in drug raids in Florida and used to oper-

ate Rich Mountain and procure what he called "aviation services" for the

Agency.

"He was using this dirty, or marked, money if you will, to buy influ-

ence from high-ranking officials," Cathey said. "We don't know if Seal was
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just having fun or if we were setting some of our people up. But auN-^vay

his activities were putting this IRS agent, Duncan, on a very compromising

and embarrassing trail."

Where does this trail lead?" Johnson asked in a slow, deliberate tone

after listening with rapt attention. He seemed almost fearful of the answer.

Somberly, Cathey replied, "Oh . . . right to Ed Meese's personal bank
account as well as to several FBI, DEA, FAA and Customs officials."

Because he uncovered this alleged bribe concerning Attorney General

Meese, Duncan invoked the wrath of his IRS superiors in Washington.

Duncan testified at a congressional hearing in 1 989 that the IRS wanted him
to perjure himself before another congressional committee if they asked

him about his knowledge of any Meese payment." Duncan resigned from

the IRS in 1989 because he did not want to be part of an organization that

wanted him to lie under oath.

Duncan confided to author John Cummings that a confidential source

of Welch's told him that Seal bragged on several occasions about bribing

Meese with sums of money running into the hundreds of thousands of dol-

lars. Meese's identity was revealed in closed-session testimony Duncan gave

before the House Subcommittee on Crime in 1988.

"Goddamn," Johnson snapped, as he referred back to Seal. "Seal's still

gonna have the last laugh in this if we're not careful. It wasn't enough for

him to get the governor's brother addicted and bring down half the Arkansas

elite in a drug investigation. Shit! What was wrong with this guy? He
bought off the attorney general? What the hell for?"

"We thought maybe you could answer that," Cathey said to Johnson.

"But it seems Barry had a death wash. That only makes about four federal

agencies, a governor, an attorney general, at least two foreign governments,

the Medellin Cartel and fifty or sixty indi\Tduals that had motives to kill him."

Terry could understand the confusion in the minds of Cathey and
Johnson as he sat and listened. He had seen firsthand the complexity of

Seal's thought process and behavior. Seal had been through too many han-

dlers and too many objectives and, clearly, had an agenda of his own. If

these were the people investigating Seal's motives and his death, it was clear

they had no simple answers. What confused Terry was why Seal would pur-

posely bring attention to a successful covert operation? The men sitting with

Terry in the bunker wanted the program to be a success. Was Barr\^ being

controlled, not just by these men, but by the Republican pany and the Bush
family as well? He recalled Barr^^'s conversation about transponing "some
stuff" through Mena and into Arkansas that would "end up in the noses of

some very prominent Democrats." Was it possible the vice president of the

United States would jeopardize a CIA operation just to retaliate for his own
family's behavior and "dirty up some Democrats?"

Terry knew now why the Arkansas operation ^vas being shut down. It

was out of control. There had been too many cooks, and the chef took the

secret ingredients to his grave. There was no other way to say it: The recipe

was now fucked up!
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Representative Bill McCollum (R, Florida) would later write a new epi-

taph for Seal. Referring to the knowledge he gained during congressional

hearings on Seal's death, McCollum would say, "Barry Seal was a tough
informant to handle, and he would have become even tougher. In short,

the DEA had a monster on its hands."

Terry spoke for the first time. "I'm glad you brought this up, John," he
said to Cathey. "This Seal killing really bothers me. People having motive is

one thing, but opportunity and means are two others. I'm not buying this

Colombian hitman story. I grew to know Barry quite well during 'Rose' and
'Bridge' and something still doesn't fit. From wfiat I've read and been told.

Seal was under some sort of house arrest when he was killed. Can you
explain that for me?"

Cathey answered, "It was part of his ongoing cover. He was placed

there (in a Louisiana halfway house) by a pissed-off, do-gooder judge who
hadn't gotten the word from our guys. We were in the process of getting

him out of there without blowing his cover when he was hit. You know the

rest. Like the papers said . . . some Colombian hitmen. We guess Seal must
have been trafficking on the side. He certainly had opportunity, and he must
have crossed someone down there. We're still checking it out."

Cathey was lying, but Terry had no reason at the time to suspect

otherwise. He did not know at the time that Cathey was really Oliver

North, and it was North who helped leak the information about Seal to

the media, and blew Seal's cover. So Cathey could not honestly answer,

fearful that Terry would see that agents are expendable under the right

circumstances.

"But what about those photos on television that President Reagan was
showing?" Terry asked, referring to what he had seen on TV. "Wasn't that

The Fat Lady the photos were taken from?"

On March 16, a little less than a month after Seal was murdered,

Reagan went on television and revealed the secret photographs taken by

Seal showing cartel officials helping load drugs aboard Seal's plane, a mili-

tary C-I23 called The Fat Lady, which had been outfitted with cameras by

the CIA. Seal was given no credit and was never mentioned by the presi-

dent despite his undercover activities conducted at great peril.

"Yes," Cathey said, responding to Terry's question about the plane. "But

you've got to keep in mind that Seal had a multimission, if you will. His

drug cover gave him the ability to move around freely in several areas for

us. It's very unfortunate, but someone at DEA or the White House level

made the decision to use the photo, or they just plain old fucked up. I sus-

pect that Reagan didn't even know what he was doing that day. That guy's

scary. Just wind him up, give him some props, point him towards a

teleprompter and it's action on the set. You know what I mean. If it wasn't

for Bush and Casey and guys like Johnson here, I'd be really frightened."

In hindsight, once Terry discovered that Cathey was actually North, he

realized that North had been feeding him lies about his knowledge of how
the leak was made that led to Seal's death.
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Terry was surprised to note that Ronald Reagan's name had been

strangely missing from all this. Only Bush and Casey's names were being

discussed in a respectful tone. But Terry was no fan of Reagan's, and had

always assumed he was only a puppet. Maybe he was discovering who really

ran the White House . . . Bush and Casey.

Terry was still dubious about what Cathey was saying regarding Seal

and Johnson quickly picked up on that. Now Johnson was applying the

balm to Reed. Johnson shifted quickly to the need for trust.

"Mr. Reed, if I could add," Johnson began. "I'm aware of your friend-

ship for Mr. Seal. He always spoke highly of you, and he is a main reason

you're going to Mexico for us. He was your sponsor, as we say in the

Agency. We viewed Barry as we view you now, an asset to our activities,

an asset to our common objectives, an asset to our national agenda, an

asset to our foreign policy. This has to be a relationship built on trust,

however."

Johnson apparently felt the need to stress the difference between

Terry's structured Air Force Intelligence service and what he would now be

doing, outside that structured environment, as an asset in charge of a pro-

prietary CIA front company.

"At the CIA, we're under constant monitoring and scrutiny. We're

structured and regimented. Christ, we're a government agency, under-

stand? And there'll be times we will have to insulate you from certain infor-

mation in order to not compromise ourselves." He was defining what spooks

call a deniable link, but he was also effectively diverting Terry from press-

ing further about Seal.

"You were in Air Force Intelligence. As you know, the government side

is just a chicken-shit outfit full of rules and regulations. But your side, that's

different. The side you and Barry come from. You're the operational side of

the CIA as Bill Casey and others before him envisioned; you're deniable.

You can move around unobserved and undetected. You can hold meetings

like this without twenty idiots armed with machine guns guarding you.

Understand?"

Johnson added that Seal had become a liability by violating the basic

rule of trust, one that controls assets. By doing so, he said cryptically. Seal

had grown outside the Agency's control by trying to go into business for

himself in Mexico, an allusion perhaps to the Agency's fear that Seal was
trying to force himself on the Mexican operation with his "small Air Amer-
ica operation" duplicating Southern Air Transport. To support the premise

that Seal was possibly going into business for himself, Terry recalled how
Seal originally had sworn Terry to secrecy about plans for weapons manu-
facturing in Mexico. Manufacturing had not been part of the plan Terry had
originally drawn up for Johnson. Maybe Seal had learned enough about

weapons manufacturing from Terry and was planning to go into production

without the Agency ... or with someone else.

"It's very unfortunate about Barry's death, but we had nothing to do
with it," Johnson assured. "These problems have a way of taking care of

themselves."
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What did he really mean by that? Terry wondered. Had they conve-

niently allowed Seal to be murdered? In any case, Terry got the message.

He would be trusted as long as he was not caught going his own way and
screwing the Agency. It was becoming, from what he had read, like the

Mafia, whose rules were simple: You don't go outside the organization and
freelance without prior approval of the bosses.

Maybe Barry's fate was proof of the underworld saying. You live with

the Mob, you die with the Mob.
But Terry persisted with his questions. He still wanted to know why the

Agency had allowed the IRS and the Arkansas State Police to question Seal

under oath on December 27, 1 985, just two months before his death. Bruce,

at OSI in Little Rock, had informed him of this interrogation, flabbergasted

that the Agency had allowed it. "Isn't that just inviting problems to allow

an agent to be scrutinized . . . that way?" Terry asked Johnson.

Cathey intervened. "Barry handled himself quite well with that legal

orgy you're referring to. And yes, it's unfortunate that happened. Remem-
ber the old saying in the military. There's always someone who doesn't get

the word. Well, in this case, that someone is that IRS agent. Bill Duncan."

Gomez jumped into the conversation. "There's another way for people

like this guy Duncan to 'get the word'."

This upset Cathey. "Now Max, with talk like that, Terry might get the

wrong idea. We're not like the Mob, Maximo. We don't kill people. So

explain that last comment for the benefit of Terry and the group."

"Like we say in Cuba, the most precious gift a person can receive is a

gift of the rest of his life," Gomez responded, with laughter filling the

bunker. "I simply meant that a direct warning in many cases takes care of

problems like these . . . sometimes."

Terry's gut drew in as Gomez's eyes twinkled in the reflection of the

enameled military lighting suspended from the ceiling above. He got the dis-

tinct feeling that Gomez would truly enjoy dealing with those occasions he

had referred to when a threat didn't work to scare someone off.

Johnson tried to reassure Terry. "Don't let this kind of talk upset you.

We need to get this conversation back on track, gentlemen. Do these

answers take care of this Seal issue?"

"I guess so . . . for now," Terry answered halfheartedly. He let it go at

that. From what he had heard a lot of people had a lot of reasons to kill

Barry Seal. But as far as anyone here seemed to know, it had happened just

the way the police in Baton Rouge were saying. Nevertheless, he was

assured the investigation of Seal's death was continuing.

Sawahata then turned back to where he had started by, "I am real glad

the governor is not here to discuss our big problem. The papers are full of

it. State has big money problems."

Johnson shook his head, "What's this, another loose end?" It looked

like Johnson didn't have a realistic understanding of all the problems,

which, like an Arkansas diamond, had many facets.

Sawahata knew all too well that Johnson's simplistic reassurances to

Clinton about the impending phase-out of the Mena operation were, to say
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the least, misleading. Containing an investigation was one thing, but shoring

up a state's finances was quite another.

Economic chaos in the Arkansas bond business could ensue unless a

new source of "bridge capital" was found right away to shore up the free-

wheeling lending policies of Clinton's aggressive industrial recruitment

program.

"Yes," Sawahata answered. "And this could cause long-term problems

for our other operations in Arkansas. This state has terrible budgetary short-

fall with the closing of 'Rose' and 'Bridge'. Governor Clinton has real prob-

lems on his hands. Our operations transfused over $250 million into his

economy in less than two years . . . and his people stole . . . er, diverted . . .

from us another $75 to $100 million."

Sawahata felt compelled to spell it out. Johnson seemed to grasp Clin-

ton's addiction to this money, but not the magnitude of it and the danger that

could ensue from all the loose financial ends. The state's "habit" now required

"fixes" totaling hundreds of millions of dollars annually to support the eco-

nomic growth package Clinton had promised his electorate, not to mention

meeting the financial obligations for which he was already committed. For

Arkansas to go without the black money would be the same as a junkie trying

to go "cold turkey." The state would face serious withdrawal symptoms.

Johnson quickly grasped the political implications with the gubernato-

rial election just eight months away. "Is he in danger of not being reelected

over this money issue?" Johnson asked.

"I do not know, but Bob Nash tells me they are having to access funds

from First American in Washington in order to cover the commitments
they made for industrial development, based upon our cash flow into their

economy."

"You mean they are borrowing our money from First American in

order to make up for their cash shortage?" Johnson was clearly startled.

"Exactly. And this cannot go on forever, as you know, without causing

audit problems from bank examiners," Sawahata told him.

Johnson, in astonishment, replied, "Mr. Casey and Mr. Clifford

wouldn't like that." The last name seemed to slip from his mouth as an
afterthought.

"Mr. Who?" Sawahata was puzzled by the second name. He reacted as

if he had not heard of "Clifford" before.

"Oh, just another guy who's got his butt sticking out over our banking
business," Johnson said, dismissing Aki's question and getting on to his

own. "But I'm curious; how did Mr. Clinton and company gain access to

our funds in First American?"
"Through bond business here in Arkansas. It seems this was brainchild

of Mr. Dan Lasater. But with Mr. Lasater out of way, state has implemented
the plan through biggest firm here in Arkansas, Stephens & Company."

"Let me get this straight," Johnson said. "Clinton needs money in order

to keep his promises to bring industry to Arkansas. So, Stephens issues

a municipal bond or whatever, and our bank. First American, buys or

underwrites the goddamn thing. So our offshore money is laundered
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right here in Arkansas through legitimate industrial loans, and Clinton

benefits?"*

By "offshore" Johnson was referring to CIA money held in foreign

banks to disguise the fact that it was money used to fund intelligence oper-

ations. This was a Cold War technique designed to prevent the money's
source from being traced back to Washington. Oliver North and the others

had learned that this was an ideal way to move money to the Contras with-

out congressional investigators finding out.

"That's about it," Sawahata replied.

"Goddamn. Clinton is presidential material, isn't he?" Johnson chuck-

led. "And I thought the South lost the war!"

It now became clear to Terry as he sat and listened that the money deliv-

ered by Barry Seal's "green flights" and the profits from black operations in

Arkansas had built the "laundromat" that was now permanently in place

under the guise of the Arkansas bond business. Having run short on "laun-

dry," Clinton and his friends had tapped into other sources of "dirty money."

The public would learn years later of the tenebrous connection between
Stephens, First American Bank and the Bank of Credit and Commerce Inter-

national, later to have its acronym, BCCI, emblazoned in headlines through-

out the world. CIA Director Robert Gates later labeled it the "Bank of Crooks

and Criminals, Inc.," but admitted to its extensive use by the Agency.

And Jackson T. Stephens, the chairman of Stephens & Company in

Little Rock, who would later be identified as the one who helped BCCI gets

its financial foothold in America, had replaced Lasater as the state's invest-

ment banker of choice to attract new capital.^

Through these discussions in the bunker, Cathey was realizing the

urgency in helping Arkansas find new investors to replace the BCCI money,

before federal bank examiners launched an investigation that would lead

to Arkansas— and, more importantly, the Agency. This was especially

important since state investigators in New York would later charge that First

American Bank and Trust in Washington, owned by First American Banc-

shares, had hidden ownership ties to BCCI (see "The Poisoned Rose" in The

New Republic, April 4, 1994).

This allegedly secret tie was vehemently denied by BCCI's chairman,

former Defense Secretary and Washington power broker Clark Clifford, and

his partner, Robert Altman, both of whom were indicted in New York in

connection with that banking tie.

The full impaa of the money debacle seemed to impact Cathey as he said,

"Let's not take this money thing too lightly. Bob. We'd better do something

to cushion the blow economically, so that Clinton can try and wean himself

of our First American money. That can't go undetected very long, even if

he is successful in bridging the shortfall through savvy bond investments."

*In the fall of 1990, the Internal Revenue Service began a statewide investigation in Arkansas,

saying it believed the state had become a magnet for dirty money. An IRS spokesman, Phil

Beasley, said information compiled by the Federal Reserve Board and the FBI showed a 210

percent increase in cash surplus in Arkansas in 1988 and 1989 alone.*
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"Yes," Sawahata answered, "and now with his friend, Dan Lasater,

under investigation and out of way Clinton will not have his expertise to

fall back on. But I am curious, Mr. Johnson, what other money is there that

can be diverted to Arkansas that will not come leaving trail?"

An interesting question. Just what other money might have been

divened through the Arkansas investment banking business will never be

known because of Robert Johnson's effons in aborting the then-ongoing

federal investigation in Little Rock. This was just the t^^^e of behavior that

George Bush's Attorney General, William Barr, was accused of by Congress

during the ensuing BCCI scandal when the Justice Department contained

its BCCI investigation to one area of the country-, Tampa, Florida. ^° By not

allowing the inquiry to expand where federal agents saw its tentacles reach-

ing, BCCI's ties to intelligence was suppressed.

Gomez, even though Sawahata's question had not been directed to

him, had an answer. He had extensive connections within Latin America

that he had obtained either through bribes or previous operations.

"I can talk to my people in Panama," Gomez said. "I'm sure they would
love to replace First American and become Arkansas's sugar daddy. They're

always looking for good 'Third World' investment opponunities. Maybe
they want to buy stock in Arkansas. I'm sure they will be interested, espe-

cially considering the capabilities that are in place, thanks to Mr. Seal's and

Terry's effons."

"Excellent idea, Maximo," Cathey chimed in. "I'll go wdth you to see

Noriega's people. If we're successful, Aki, you can brief Nash that there'll

be a new 'investor' for Arkansas, which means he can begin cunailing his

bond underwriting through First American. And Terry, for the record,

exaaly what capabilities are in place here as a result of 'Rose'? Just what
do we have to sell (to the new investors)?"

Terrv; having the most direa knowledge of the "assets" in place in

Arkansas during the past two years, then began his briefing on what they

were. And they were substantial.

"Just about any high-technology manufacturing expenise needed to

produce high-quality, world-class weapons components up to .50 caliber at

the present time," he said. There was metal-casting capability for both fer-

rous and nonferrous materials. The company providing that service had a

wdde array of computerized, modern, design and testing equipment.

"We have nondestruaive testing equipment, which includes X-ray imag-

ing, magnetic particle inspeaion, finite-element analysis and state-of-the-art

CAD (computer-assisted design) capability," Terr\' continued. "We also have

a wide range of modem machining options, from computer numerical con-

trolled (CNC) machine tools to metal-treatment-and-plating capabilities.

"In the electronics area, there is the sibling of the Albuquerque-based,

military-approved facility located in Piggot, Arkansas, that has automated
circuit-board-manufaauring-and-enclosure capability. As I understand it,

they're making perfect copies of Stinger circuit boards."

Terry had given a detailed explanation of the high-grade weapons
manufaauring facilities that had been secretly put in place in Arkansas to

suppon Operation Centaur Rose. He had described decentralized, modem
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manufacturing factories possessing in-house, computer-controlled capabil-

ities to produce untraceable weapons parts or components.
This enabled the Enterprise to bypass the traditional arms suppliers, who

must document and serialize certain parts they produce. Without such con-

trols, federal agents would have little way of discovering their manufacture.

The Agency had thought of nearly everything, including a method of

secure transportation. "No paper, no trail," Seal had said in describing the

operation to Terry.

Terry continued, "All of this, combined with the secure waterway
transportation system afforded by the Arkansas and Mississippi rivers,

which are controlled by the U.S. Army Corps of Engineers, I would say to

a potential investor, makes a complete, turnkey weapons-manufacturing
capability for anything short of nuclear weapons." Terry smiled.

Cathey mused and said, "How do you know Clinton doesn't have that,

too? It sounds like you've done too good a job, Terry. Considering the

nuclear reactors here that could breed fuel, we had better add Arkansas to

the list of Third World countries that could produce a nuke."

So it was all in place—weapons, transportation and the money to

finance it all. But it had been jeopardized because of unprofessional behav-

ior and greed.

Sawahata understood that the ability to handle "questionable" finan-

cial transactions would be the best selling point of all. "John, besides what
Terry just explained, I think Noriega's people will be most attracted to

money-laundering aspect. Under Bill Clinton's leadership, Arkansas has set

in place permanent money-laundering industry concealed as their every-

day municipal bond business. They do not care where funds come from. In

fact, dirtier is better."

Regardless of the method used by the money launderer, the common
denominator is finding a bank or financial institution along with people in

a position ol power who are willing to break the law and not ask questions.

Money laundering, by definition, involves commingling clean and dirty

funds and making both indistinguishable. Arkansas offered this environ-

ment under the umbrella of its cooperative bond business.

All that was lacking was a way of consistently and inconspicuously

moving large amounts of money offshore to be deposited as collateral

against loans generated for industrial development. Once this activity was

underway, dirty money could occasionally be substituted by the Agency for

clean money without drawing attention to it.*

*A federal financial investigator consulted by the authors said the millions of dollars that Seal

was dropping each week could easily have been laundered and disguised, leaving no clue as

to its source, if the right people—bankers and organizations—worked together and kept their

dealings to themselves.

All that would be required, the former investigator for the Securities and Exchange Com-

mission said, was "cooperation" among a triad of key financial services willing to enter into a

white-collar criminal conspiracy to work together for their mutual gain. And such a triad was

already in place in Arkansas: ADFA, investment banker Jackson T. Stephens, a stockholder in

several Little Rock banks, and Dan Lasater, then the CEO of Lasater & Company, a brokerage

firm specializing in bonds. (Continued on following page)
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An example of this is the deposit of $50 million offshore by the

Arkansas Development and Finance Authority (ADFA) with Fuji Bank,

Ltd., in the Cayman Islands on December 29, 1988. This was a very strange

transaction, indeed, for an organization chartered and founded on lending

money for investment and development within Arkansas, not for moving
large sums of funds offshore.

Fuji Bank's name reappears as the bank that purchased the industrial

development loan of POM, Inc., the parking meter company in Russellville,

Arkansas, owned and operated by the Ward family. Oddly, the underwriter,

or issuer, of this loan was initially an out-of-state bank in Memphis, named
First American, the same name as Clark Clifford's bank. First American
Bankshares, in Washington.

These three institutions could share top management or simply operate autonomously if the

proper amount of "trust" existed among these key conspirators. The Arkansas banking busi-

ness, investment banking business, bond business and state development authority do, in fact,

orbit around a very small and centralized power base, in many cases sharing the same boards

of directors.

The most likely scenario, the investigator outlined, would work as follows:

1

.

A trusted courier (such as Lasater) deposits the cash in a bank or banks (like Worthen) under

various corporate names. No federal banking attention is drawn to the deposits, since the

banker (like Stephens) waives the requirement of filling out the CTRs.

2. ADFA attracts a "preferred client" (CIA proprietary) in need of a "loan." This client can be

a firm or an individual from within the state, which is involved with this secret group (i.e.,

POM and MRL) or even an out-of-state corporation (i.e., Lasater's Angel Fire project in New
Mexico) since ADFA's charter allows it to underwrite business outside of Arkansas.

3. The financial banking firm (Stephens & Company) announces it is seeking capital to under-

write a bond issue to develop the money needed for the "loan." The bond will be guaran-

teed by the state, since ADFA will be the issuer, thereby eliminating the SEC scrutiny of the

"buyers" (Lasater's fake corporations) of the bonds, and reducing or eliminating the collat-

eral requirements needed by the "client."

4. Lasater announces that he has "sold" the bonds to various customers (Lasater's fake corpo-

rations, which have large cash reserves on deposit at the Stephens bank).

5. ADFA handles all the paperwork and contracts at the time of loan "closing," becomes the

guarantor (cosigner) of the loan, and retains the right to "sell" the entire loan package to

another financial institution in the future, if it wishes.

6. Lasater's customers (his fake corporations) issue checks to Stephens & Company earmarked

for this bond issue. Stephens issues a check to ADFA in order to buy the bonds for Lasater's

customers, after deducting commissions (clean money) on the transaction for his firm

(Stephens & Company) and Lasater's (Lasater & Company). The bond certificates are then

issued and are held by Lasater's "customers" as security and collateral.

7. ADFA issues a check to the "client" (the CIA proprietary) and it builds or buys whatever it

needs in order to comply with the conditions of the loan.

8. The "client" puts the purchased equipment to use and creates a positive cash flow as any

legitimate business would and makes monthly payments in order to retire the bonds. The

principal and interest received by the lender (Lasater's customers) is clean.

9. At any point during the life of the loan, ADFA is free to find a "buyer" for the entire loan

package, retire the debt owed to Lasater's customers and distance itself from the "client's

operation" if the CIA wants to "sell off" the assets.
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By purchasing the loan from First American Bank of Memphis, Ten-

nessee, Fuji effectively retired the loan, and the Ward family presumably
continued making their payments directly to Fuji. This was curious behav-
ior on behalf of POM, since they were giving up a long-term, fixed-rate,

low-interest loan issued by ADFA, which had a guarantor, the bank in

Memphis, to back it up. Curious behavior, indeed, to forfeit a loan that has

a cosignor, since this action would normally reduce a company's line of

credit. Unless, of course, the objective was to move the loan offshore, where
repayment ledgers are nearly impossible to attain. Webb Hubbell, Hillary

Clinton's law partner, was POM's corporate attorney at the time.

ADFA, being a state authority, is not legally required to publicly divulge

its records. And therefore, the millions of dollars that flow through the

Arkansas agency's coffers can be shrouded in secrecy, just like the money
that flowed offshore in the ADFA "investment" just cited. One possible

reason the money was deposited in the Cayman Islands was to set up a

laundering process similar to that provided by Panamanian banks.

Panama, then under the leadership of General Manuel Noriega, was the

country of choice for drug traffickers wanting to hide their money. But even

once the money was safely in Panamanian banks, there was still the problem

of moving the funds, particularly into the United States. But Arkansas offered

its own version of what bankers call "the Dutch sandwich" in slang.

The Dutch sandwich is a method perfected in the Netherlands Antilles,

a small group of Caribbean islands off South America, and is a legal tax

avoidance maneuver in the Antilles. ^^ There, funds (dirty in this case)

remain offshore on deposit and are used only as collateral to back legitimate

loans in the United States.

Legitimate loans are what Arkansas needed to underwrite industrial

development bonds at low interest rates to attract business to the state. If

Arkansas allowed the CIA to guarantee its loans by collateralizing its indus-

trial bonds v/ith dirty, offshore money, the interest from the loan, which is

repaid in the form of clean money by the borrower, has in reality accom-

plished the goal of generating clean money from dirty money.

Arkansas, in effect, could become the "cooperating banker" in the

equation. The owner of the dirty money would get back clean money from

the stateside loan's interest. In this case, the stateside bank, a bank like First

American, supplied the up-front cash through CIA sources.

This apparently was what Sawahata was referring to when he said "the

dirtier, the better." Sawahata then continued, "I suppose if you have to

launder money, it is very secure way even though there is risk, considering

the fact that a high percentage of out-of-state businesses Arkansas recruits

fail within the first few years of being transplanted. But when it pays off, it

pays off well . . . you get back clean money plus tax-free interest, and no

one in Arkansas asks questions ... at least not at state auditor level."

Sawahata noted that the state gets the high-risk venture capital it needs

to grow and the investor can't complain when he loses his money in what

appears to be the normal course of business. But to offset this risk, the "in-

vestor" could even attend the bankruptcy sale if a business failure occurred,

and possibly buy back his undocumented—and hidden— assets wholesale.
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Through possible combinations of laundering CIA money, either off-

shore, domestically, or by direa infusion into the lending system, the Clin-

ton administration had e\idently developed an insatiable appetite for money
that could only be compared to that of the plant from outer space in the

mo\ie The Link Shop ofHorrors, which continually said, "Feed me, feed me/
"So far," Sawahata continued, "they have gone through all Mena black

money that staned it all. Now they are laundering First American's black

ops' proceeds, and we are going to help them attain Panama as client? What
a deal for Arkansas! Money launderer's nin^ana!"

Johnson expressed hope that the "loose ends" had been dealt \Nith

through the possible solutions that had been put on the table. Maybe, he

suggested, they could get on with the original purpose of the meeting.

"Tern; it sounds like we've seleaed the right person for our Mexican
operation. From your correspondence uith me, as you developed your

business plan and strateg\^ for us down there, I could teU you were a star at

this game, which brings me to the major reason for coming . . . your initi-

ation. So before we go any funher with this briefing, I'll ask Mr. Sawahata

to excuse himself if he's finished with all the loose ends of 'Bridge' and
'Rose.' The remainder of this meeting will focus on Screw Worm, and
frankly, Aki ..."

"I know, I do not have need to know," Sawahata said. "Intel 101. Yes,

I am finished for now, but I would like to say goodbye and good luck to

Weta Okami. It has been pleasure." Sawahata shook Terr\''s hand and then

walked toward the bunker door.

The sanaity of the "initiation" began to set in.

Terr\' was beginning to feel a little panicky. Butterflies! Just like before

an FAA check-ride, he thought.

With Sawahata in the process of lea\ing, he was now looking at the

faces of men he didn't know weU. Of those left, Cathey was the only one
with whom he had any real familiarity. Feelings akin to those of religion

that he had long ago abandoned were staning to rekindle within him. He
was con\inced that he was entering into a patriotic brotherhood of honor-

able men. A secret society.

Terr\' had to push his doubts about Seal's death out of his mind. It was
a time of decision. He felt there would be no turning back.

It was all falling together, he thought. All knowledge gained from Air

Force Intelligence, combined with his skills and experience in the business

world, were coining into play. His reward was in sight. There was a secret

w^orld of sponsorship for patriotic men like him. Doing things the hard way
was paying off. He w^as glad he'd made the right decision to ser\'e his coun-

try in time of war. Surely that was a prerequisite for joining the inner circle.

The thought of being expendable had not entered his mind.

Since the publication of this book in March 1994, the unexplained, explosive

growth of the Arkansas economy in the 1 980s imder Bill Clinton's leadership
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has come under intense scrutiny. This book was the first to focus on the

mysterious capitalization of the Arkansas Development Finance Authority,

which few outside of Arkansas had ever heard of. This sent authors like L.

J. Davis of The New Republic scurrying to Arkansas to peer inside its finan-

cial superstructure and begin questioning the sources of money that started

flooding into the state.
^^

ADFA and its directors began either stonewalling or responding with

half-truths to questions from the public and media alike, leading to Free-

dom-of-Information Act lawsuits by a citizens group called the Arkansas

Committee. This eventually forced ADFA to turn over at least partial records,

which it had tried to hold back. Among these was an internal letter from

ADFA's accounting firm, Deloitte & Touche, revealing gross irregularities

(see documents at end of chapter).

This letter was intended solely for ADFA's Board of Directors. After read-

ing the letter, it is easy to see why ADFA wanted to keep it secret. It under-

scores why ADFA is now known worldwide as "Bill Clinton's piggy bank."

Among the irregularities cited were:

( 1

)

The board did not even conform to its own policies regarding review

of its loans. Recipients of loans were not submitting current financial state-

ments at the time of the loan application.

(2) Loans, when reviewed, were reviewed—without oversight—by
the same person who had recommended the loan in the first place.

(3) Insider loans were approved even after they were rejected by the

ADFA staff.

(4) Few files contained audited financial statements— a gross deviation

from normal banking procedure for loans.

(5) The rating system for loan qualification was flawed because it

invited favoritism for insiders.

Despite these criticisms, Deloitte & Touche, one of the world's foremost

accounting firms, signed off on the audit anyway. But even more shocking,

and supportive of money-laundering charges, was a 1988 audit by the same

firm saying that ADFA had funds of unknown origin.
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FM CHICAGO (12-0)

TO DIRECTOR PRIORITY

(ATTN): DRUG SECTION [CIO, 01-1, SECTION INTS]

LITTLE ROCK PRIORITY

ET

SECRET

THIS COMMUNICATION IS CLASSIFIED "SECRET" IN ITS ENTIRETY. INFORMATION

CONCERNING POSSIBLE DEA AND/OR CIA OPERATION.

ON AUGUST 6, 1987, SA FRANCIS MARROCCO WAS ADVISED BY

CONFIDENTIAL SOURCES, WHO HAVE PROVIDED RELIABLE INFORMATION IN THE

PAST, OF THE FOLLOWING:

BOTH THE NEW YORK TIMES AND THE TELEVISION NEWS SHOW WEST 57TH STREET

ARE PRESENTLY PREPARING STORIES REGARDING ALLEGED CIA
ACTIVITIES AT AN AIR FIELD IN MENA, ARKANSAS.

THE ORIGINAL INFORMATION DATES BACK TO A PILOT, BARRY SEAL, NOW DE-

CEASED, WHO IS PURPORTED TO HAVE FLOWN GUNS TO SOUTH AMERICA FROM MENA
AND DRUGS BACK INTO THE UNITED STATES. THE INFORMATION INDICATES THAT

SEAL WAS AN INFORMANT FOR THE DEA AT THE TIME BUT ALSO WORKING AS AN

OPERATIVE OF THE CIA. DURING THE PAST FEW YEARS, THE ACTIVITY AT THE

AIRSTRIP HAS AROUSED THE INTEREST OF LOCAL LAW ENFORCEMENT WHO THEN
ATTEMPTED TO CONDUCT SOME

INVESTIGATIONS BUT WERE BLOCKED BY THE U.S. ATTORNEY. IN 1986, SEAL

WAS GUNNED DOWN IN BATON ROUGE, LOUISIANA. THIS WAS PURPORTED TO BE A

HIT BY COLOMBIAN DRUG DEALERS.

EVEN WITH THE DEMISE OF SEAL, ACTIVITY AT THE AIRFIELD CONTINUED.
THERE IS CONTINUOUS TRAFFIC FROM C-130 AIRCRAFT BELONGING TO HERC AIR-
LIFT CORPORATION. FOKKER AIRCRAFT OF ANTWERP, BELGIUM, HAS SET UP SHOP
AT THIS AIRSTRIP AND IS PURPORTED TO BE INVOLVED IN

OUTFITTING AIRCRAFT WITH VERY HIGH TECH GEAR.

ANOTHER COMPANY, GOODNER BROTHERS, HAS ALSO SET UP BUSINESS AT THE
AIRFIELD. GOODNER BROTHERS REPAINTS AIRCRAFT. GOODNER IS RUN BY GEORGE
REEB, WHO CLAIMS TO BE FROM MARYLAND. SOURCES ATTEMPTED TO VERIFY
GOODNER 'S BACK- GROUND BUT WERE UNABLE TO DO SO.

SOURCES FURTHER REPORTED THAT ONE OF THE AIRCRAFT RECENTLY
OUTFITTED BY FOKKER WAS SIGHTED IN AN EAST BLOC COUNTRY.

TWO AIRCRAFT BEARING "N" NUMBERS, N239MA AND N243MA AND THE
CHICAGO AIR LOGO WERE SIGHTED AT FOKKER AND ARE AWAITING
OUTFITTING. (CHICAGO AIR RECENTLY DECLARED BANKRUPTCY IN CHICAGO AND
IS BELIEVED TO HAVE SOLD THEIR AIRCRAFT.)

ABOVE BEING FURNISHED TO FBIHQ FOR INFORMATION AND DISSEMINATION TO
CIA HQ AND/OR DEAHQ AS DEEMED APPROPRIATE.

LITTLE ROCK IS REQUESTED TO PROVIDE CHICAGO AND FBIHQ WITH ANY INFOR-
MATION CONCERNING THIS MATTER.

PT

A secret report from August 1987, alerting the FBI, the DEA and the CIA of pend-

ing media investigation into Mena. It lists Barry Seal as a CIA operative. This docu-

ment is a reconstructed copy, since the original is barely legible.

299



|0 W ,1'

C^/Pfl^

- C-K?^ ?AJn>

\\^

Crude sketch of the location of the Nella strip. This diagram, which denotes mileage,

was used to develop a "homemade" visual approach to the field to be used in mar-

ginal weather and during low-visibility conditions.
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JOE H. HARDEGREE
Prosccutlni Aiiorncy

I8(h Judicial Circuii Wen
Polk and Mon(|omery Counties

Slue of Arkantai

Mr. J. Michael Fitzhugh
United States Attorney
Post Office Box 1524
Fort Smith, AR 72902

August 21, 1987
507 Hickory Str««

Mena, Arkansas 71953

(501)394^275

Re: Local/State Criminal Investigation of
Drug Activity at Mena Airport

Dear Mr. Fitzhugh:

In my capacity as Chief Deputy Prosecutor for the 18th Judicial
District-West, which is comprised of Montgomery and Polk
Counties, information has come to my attention regarding illegal
drug activity at the Mena Airport in Polk County. I have been
further advised that your office has been informed of this
activity, but that it is uncertain whether there is going to be a
federal level prosecution of this matter.

The information I have received, in my opinion, certainly
warrants a prosecution of the participants. I would appreciate
it if you would advise me by September 10, 1987 whether there
will be any further federal-level investigation/prosecution of
this matter. I need to receive some type of positive indication
by that date that there will be federal prosecution because if
there is not, I intend to pursue the matter on a state level; and
if there is any further delay, prosecution by the state could be
hampered by statue-of-1 imitation problems.

I thank you in advance for your prompt response to this inquiry.

Respectfully,

Charles E. Black
Deputy Prosecuting Attorney

CEB:vb

Letter from Polk County Prosecutor Charles Black to U.S. Attorney J. Michael

Fitzhugh, trying to nudge him and the Justice Department into aaion.
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Deloitte&

Touche

^ Suite 1800 Telephone: (501) 374-0206

1 1 1 Center Street Facsinnile: (501 ) 374-4809

Linle Rock. Arkansas 72201

September 4, 1992

The Board of Directors
Arkansas Development Finance Authority

Dear Board Members:

In planning and performing our audit of the financial statements of Arkansas
Development Finance Authority (the "Authority") for the year ended June 30,

1992, we consider its internal control structure in order to determine our
auditing procedures for the purpose of expressing an opinion on the financial
statements and not to provide assurance on the internal control structure.
To assist us in completing our audit in a timely and efficient manner, we

have performed some of our auditing procedures as of an interim date, and as

a result of such procedures, we have noted certain matters involving the
internal control structure and its operation that we consider to be

reportable conditions under standards established by the American Institute
of Certified Public Accountants which we wish to bring to your attention at
this time. Should we, in the course of completing our remaining auditing
procedures discover additional reportable conditions, they will be reported
to you in a subsequent letter. Reportable conditions involve matters coming
to our attention relating to significant deficiencies in the design or
operation of the internal control structure that, in our judgment, could
adversely affect the Authority's ability to record, process, summarize, and
report financial data consistent with the assertions of management in the
financial statements. The reportable conditions that we noted are presented
in Exhibit I.

This report is intended solely for the information and use of the board of
directors, management, and others within the Authority.

We will be pleased to discuss these comments with you and, if desired, to
assist you in implementing any of the suggestions.

Yours truly.

DeioittiToudM

Tohnatsu

Intentational

Audit letter from the accounting firm Deloitte & Touche that was hired to oversee

ADFA's aaivities. In the letter, ADFA is politely admonished for a wide variety of

reckless and confliaing behavior.

302



EXHIBIT I

Observation Number 1 - The Authority is not complying with its board approved
policy, regarding loan review. The policy states, in part:

1. "Verify that current financial statements are in the file, put them on
a spreadsheet and analyze";

2. "Report to the loan review committee annually";

3. "All loans rated 3.25 or higher shall be reviewed monthly";

4. "All loans rated 2.5 to 3.24 shall be reviewed quarterly"; and

5. "Each site shall be visited annually".

There was no indication in the files that the above policies have been
followed. Annual reviews had not been completed on a majority of the loans
selected for testing. Several files did not contain current financial
statements. Nothing was noted in the files that indicated that loans with a

rating of 3.25 or higher were reviewed monthly, that loans rated between 2.5
and 3.24 were reviewed qxiarterly nor that site visits had been performed
annually on each loan. In instances where a review had been performed and
the reviewer made recommendations for future action (e.g., obtain additional
financial information), there was no indication in the files regarding the
results of such action.

Recommendat ion - Follow policy for loan review and recommended action of
reviewer. Document completely all compliance procedures.

Observation Number 2 - Loans that are reviewed are often reviewed by the same
individual that recommended the loan for board approval without documentation
of oversight by another individual. The critical analysis required to obtain
an unbiased beneficial review might not be obtained by individuals who are
not independent from the origination process.

Recommendation - A person or committee independent of the loan
origination/approval process should be responsible for performing reviews of
loans for collectibility and should report directly to the board. Such
reviews should be documented in the loan files.

Observation Number 3 - Four borrowers were approved by the board despite the
staff's recommendation that the borrowers not be approved. No documentation
was observed in the loan file indicating why the loans were approved over the
staff's recommendation.

Recommendation - The reasons for the board's rejection of the staff's
recommendation to not approve a loan should be documented in the loan file.

- 2
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Observation Number 4 - Loan file documentation is inconsistent. For example,

some files contained audited or reviewed financial statements, others

contained internally prepared financial statements, while others contained no

current financial information. A few files contained appraisals but roost did

not. .

Recommendation - Develop a checklist of all items needed in each loan file.

Include this checklist in each file. If an item is not applicable for a

certain file, the reason it is not included in the file should be

documented. A series of reviews of the information should be performed to

insure that all items needed are obtained. A checklist should be developed
for loan closing and underwriting documents with a separate checklist for
loan monitoring and evaluation subsequent to origination.

Observation Number 5 - The Authority's staff developed a rating system to

determine the risk of default on each loan. This rating system assigns a

number from 1 to 6 to each loan with 1 being the lowest risk and 6 the

highest risk. Risk ratings are assigned in three areas: financial risk,

business risk, and industry risk. The scores are totaled, averaged and
multiplied by a weighting factor, to arrive at a weighted average rating.

This system does not appear to provide consistent, accurate loan evaluation
information. It is possible for a company to receive sixes throughout the
financial risks section and, nevertheless, receive an overall rating of 4.5
or less. A rating of 4.5 or less would suggest a maximum reserve of
20 percent. If a company received a rating of 6 on each of the items within
the finaiw:ial risks system (i.e., poor cash flow, liquidity and performance),
it is reasonably possible that it will not survive. It was also noted that
the ratings appeared to be inconsistent within each company, between
companies and between reviewers.

Recommendation - Develop a system from which accurate, beneficial results are
obtained. Consider using different weighting factors or possibly injecting
more judgment. Early identification of problem loans will serve to assist
the staff in working with borrowers for the protection of the Authority's
assets. If problems are detected early, larger problems may be averted.
Also, include in the system a realization that classifications requiring
percentage reserves are of less or no value when a loan reaches a significant
deterioration point. At this point, recoverable collateral value should
determine the required reserve level.
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CHAPTER 19

Operation Screw Worm

As Akihide Sawahata approached the bunker's large metal exit

doors, his footsteps echoed from the concrete floor. His knock
on the plate steel door, signaling his wish to leave, reverberated

as if it had come from a hollow^ steel drum.

The returning echo followed the arched roof and was rem-

iniscent of the acoustics of a church's vaulted ceilings.

A faceless guard opened the door. As Sawahata started to step out into

the chilly night air, he paused, turned and focused on Terry, saying, "I guess

it's sayonara time. Goodbye, Terry-san."

Reed felt alone now that Sawahata was gone. It was time to decide his

future. One chapter of his life was ending. Another was about to begin.

Terry thought, as the door slammed shut, his time was at hand. He was
about to join the cabal. The other three men took up new positions at

another table, facing Terry as if sitting at a tribunal. It was a change from
business as usual to solemn ritual. The bunker took on a hallowed atmos-

phere, and he felt he was taking a sacred vow, like being knighted. He had
been found worthy of acceptance to the Round Table, where he would live

under unwritten rules and, he hoped, be judged an equal.

Cathey was the first to speak. "Terry, you're now crossing the line few

operatives . . . assets, if you will . . . are ever given the opportunity to cross.

You understand this is an honor, and we feel confident you won't let us

down. You've proved yourself time and time again. You are, in fact, a star.

So from this point on, you will be known by your code name, 'Sehor

Estrella.' Congratulations."

With those flowery words, Terry was initiated. In the darkened room,

whose lights cast long shadows over the faces of the three other men pre-

sent, he felt as if those in a position of sacred trust were placing their faith

in him. This was an appeal that went to the core of his being. It was not only

a position of honor but of obligation. He was to protect the core of Ameri-

can values.

He felt he had been part of a sacred ritual, but he did not realize then

that there was a Judas among them.
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Turning to Cathey, Robert Johnson and Max Gomez, he said, "Thank
you, gentlemen. I feel deeply honored. I will do everything in my power to

make Screw Worm a success and to represent our country with honor and
professionalism."

Johnson continued the briefing: "Terry, as you know, from this point

forward you will be in the gray zone, a no-man's-land in which assets oper-

ate. You have no written contract to protect you nor to hinder you. You can

move freely. We will always be near you, yet you must be kept at arm's

length for built-in deniability— for your proteaion, as well as ours. We will

be your shadow in Mexico, and Max wdll see to it that the maximum allow-

able security will be provided for you and your family. But we wdll not be

in a position to direaly or overtly intervene in an emergency for fear of

exposing your cover."

"Beyond the three of you, who else in-country wdll know of Sefior

Estrella and his mission? Terry asked.

"At an Agency operational level, only our local handler in Ajijic and
the consul-general in Guadalajara," Johnson answered. "Others may have

to know that you are somehow aligned wdth the State Department and get-

ting preferential treatment, as is not uncommon for U.S. businessmen being

supported overseas by our government. But only those two individuals

know exactly your, and our, true objectives."

Later on, only twelve names— "The Dirty Dozen"— surfaced in the

Iran-Contra scandal as having detailed knowledge of the affair. By design,

Terry began to realize how small the circle was of those "in the loop."

Cathey had an additional concern. "And Terry, that brings up another

point. I know you told me your wife knows generally what's going on here

in Arkansas up to now. But from this point forward, you should begin lim-

iting her knowledge of details that may compromise her or put her at risk."

Johnson then revealed what Terry had already assumed. The Agency
had done an extensive background check on his wife and her family. John-

son said his wife had been cleared for a "general operational knowledge"
on a "need-to-know" basis.

"But it's important for you not to forget that we're investing a great

deal of time and money in you," Johnson stressed. "And we wouldn't want
to jeopardize the whole operation over a mere marital dispute. Spouses

have been problems in the past, not saying that yours will be. I've been told

you have a very stable family relationship."

Gomez had another point of view. It was clear by this time that a subtle

friction was already developing between him and Terry. Only later did Terry

realize that Gomez didn't hold most Anglos in high esteem.

"That's where we Latinos make much better agents than you gringosl"

he said, reflecting his Latin macho attitude. "We don't tell our wives fuck-

ing shit!"

"You guys just tell your secrets to your mistresses in order to impress

them," Cathey shot back, shaking his head and laughing. "Some security!"

Johnson stepped in to head off any more racial comments and to

soothe ruffled feelings. After referring to Gomez as the "held jefe" for Screw
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Worm, he asked for an up-to-date operational briefing about Mexico, whicli

ended tlie squabbling.

"Well, at the present time all should be in place to receive Mr. Reed and
start up the operation within sixty days ... by May at the latest," Gomez
replied.

Terry said he needed more time to phase out his regular business in

Arkansas to avoid bringing attention on himself by making a too-rapid

departure. "There are ongoing automation projects both here and in Texas

that require my involvement. I can't go that soon," Terry said.

"He's right. Max," Cathey said. "Let's move slow on this, so it appears

that Terry is just making a career move. That way his present customers and
suppliers won't get jumpy or suspicious on us. We have all worked too hard

in order to develop this multinational front for Machinery International,

and we don't want to blow that cover. It's excellent for our purposes."

Terry had been successful in attracting two other companies, one
Japanese and one Hungarian, into this operation to make it a real multina-

tional joint venture. Maquinaria Internacional, S.A., was the name of the

company Terry was setting up to front for the gunrunning operation. Head-

quartered eventually in Guadalajara, it would serve as a legitimate import-

export, machine-tool trading company.

For now, at least, the new company would use Cortec's warehouse
facilities in Mexico City, and Reed's operation would serve as a "satellite" or

franchise operation based in Guadalajara. Robert Johnson had liked the

idea of remotely locating Reed's warehouse away from Cortec, not only for

security reasons, but for giving the business the appearance of being one

that was expanding from an already established firm.

From the onset. Seal had told Terry the Agency's attraction to him was
his ability to move in international trading circles that included German,

Japanese and Hungarian companies. This would give the operation firm

business "roots" and a true multinational flavor.

Front companies, or proprietaries as they are called, must not only

appear to be legitimate businesses, they have to be legitimate so as not to be

exposed. Carrying out seemingly real operations requires real businessmen

who speak the "language" and understand the intricacies of the front busi-

ness they are carrying on.

Even in a dark world, some things must he opaque or their truefunction will quickly

become transparent.

Gomez did not wait long to respond to Cathey's fear of going too fast

for Terry's investors, adding fuel to the existing tension.

"After my visits to Reed's commie friends in Mexico City, the Hungar-

ian KGB assholes, I don't think anything we do can scare them off. They

know opportunity when they see it. I've been able to buy off more moth-

erfuckin' Mexicans in the past five months than those Russian influence

peddlers have in the past three years. This is a good deal for them, and they

know it."
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Gomez's prejudice highlighted a problem that plagued the operation

from the beginning. "Reed's commie friends," as Gomez had put it, were
legitimate Hungarian businessmen operating a machine-tool company
named Cortec in Mexico City. This is what made the plan attractive to the

CIA. But Gomez couldn't overcome his continually professed hatred of any-

thing "communist." Terry was beginning to view Gomez as something akin

to an Air Force guard dog that can never be retrained to become anything

more than a killer.

Terry had informed the Agency earlier that one of the Hungarians was
indeed KGB, something he had been told earlier by the FBI. But the CIA
found this attractive and intended to use this as a conduit for disinforma-

tion and, possibly, as a source for obtaining weapons from Eastern Europe.

The "buy-offs" Gomez was referring to were bribes he had been paying

high-level Mexican government officials to ensure total foreign ownership

of Machinery International, something rarely allowed under Mexican law.

It was essential to the CIA plan because the Agency wanted to be certain

that no Mexican partner would be brought in, as is normally required.

There could be no security leak.

Stepping in again as mediator, Johnson replied, "That may be true,

Maximo, but, for Terry's sake, let's go slow on this. We've waited too long

for an opportunity like this just to blow it through impatience. Don't you
have a sufficient stockpile of weapons in place in-country to carry the Con-

tras through until summer?"
"With all the disorganization down there, I don't know," Gomez admit-

ted. "These guys you brought into the supply side of this, John, are just not

professionals in my professional opinion."

(Rodriguez would later testify in congressional hearings that the resup-

ply operation was being run solely by profiteers "and not patriots." They
were, he testified, "unprofessional.")^

"If worse comes to worst," Johnson repfied, "I can get Southern Air

Transport to fly some missions direct to Honduras or El Salvador, but I don't

want to. It's too risky. That's the beauty of Screw Worm. Once this front is

set up in Guadalajara, the pressure will be taken off. We can control things

in Mexico, and no one will be looking there. Terry's facility can warehouse
several months of munitions and supplies, with the ability to bring in

weapons from all over the world through this multinational appearance.

That's why Operation Screw Worm is so important to Mr. Casey's plan.

Max, you can control things in Mexico for us? Over the long haul, I mean?"
"By this time next year, I'll have Mexico wanting to apply for statehood

in the U.S.," Gomez said. "I'll have them all speaking English as their native

tongue . . . I'll be the true conquistador of Mexico. I will make Cortez appear

to be a coward."

Cathey had had enough. "Calm down, Maximo. I'm sure you could do
all that . . . with enough bribe money. But, in the meantime, please brief us

on the operational considerations of Screw Worm, okay?"

After a piercing stare at Cathey, and a long pause, Gomez returned to the

agenda. "I have been in touch with my good friend at the DFS (the Mexican
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CIA) in Mexico City, Mr. Jaime Bravo. He is taking care of security at both

facilities, the Hungarians' warehouse in Mexico City, as well as the ware-

house at the Guadalajara Airport. By working through his people in the

Mexican Army, he can station DFS agents within pissing distance of all our

materiels. It will be secure.

"My good friend Capitan Raul Fierro, the ex-comandante of the Guada-
lajara Airport, will be in charge of operations. He's connected with the Mex-
ican FAA and can fix anything as it pertains to flight plans, documents et

cetera."

Cathey liked what he heard, but he was still worried. What about flight

records maintained by the Mexican air traffic control system?

Specifically, Cathey wanted to know, "Now, are you sure that if one of

Southern Air Transport's planes delivers a load of guns to Terry's facility that

Fierro can fix the international air traffic control system so that there is no
permanent record of that flight? Either from its origination as it penetrates

Mexican air space or to its destination at Guadalajara?"

"Seiior Fierro said to tell you he has a brother who provides this same
security service in the Bermuda Triangle," Gomez joked. "What flies in

never flies out, at least not from ATC point of view." That took care of Mex-
ican air space. With everyone still laughing, another problem occurred to

Johnson.

"What about our own satellite reconnaissance?" he asked.

Cathey had the answer to that. "The same procedures as we used for

Dodger sorties. We will have them blinded just as we did for Seal's depar-

tures and penetrations. The military's satellite coverage is from the equator

north all the way into the U.S."

"But I'm curious," Johnson said. "I've never understood how Seal got

back in. Taking care of the defense system is one thing, but what about

American ATC? Don't these two systems overlap?"

"Sea Spray is the coordinator," Cathey replied.

''For the purpose of my report, remind me what Sea Spray is," John-

son requested.

Cathey explained the technical details of Sea Spray, itself a black, joint

Army-CIA unit that provided "cover" for covert ops flights to enter and exit

American air space undetected, and added, "Terry knows how it works. He

went on a Sea Spray flight with Seal down to Panama. Remember, Max?"

Gomez nodded.

"Beautiful," Johnson said. "The flights just never happen."

Satellites in orbit provide the primary defense network that protects

American coastal air space. By "blinding" those satellites, Cathey was refer-

ring to the Defense Department's ability to selectively turn off their detec-

tion capability. This had to be done in order to prevent a triggered response

from the military, whose mission is to intercept unauthorized incursions

into U.S. air space.

Southern Air Transport's aircraft, which would be carrying the weapons

to Guadalajara, would be exiting and entering United States air space with-

out flight plans. For such black flights to come and go, avoiding detection
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and interception by the military, certain select air corridors would momen-
tarily be "established," allowing penetration without detection.

Electronically, a "hole" is temporarily created in the defense network.

This was how Barry Seal was able to fly weapons south from Arkansas for

so long, seemingly without interference. The same was true for return

flights, when Seal and others were hauling drugs.

Gomez said that he was going directly to Miami after the meeting in

order to brief the "black operations" commander at Southern Air Transport

about the procedures their air crews would need to use.

"Mr. Fierro has developed a system for penetrating and departing Mex-
ican air space while on a 'Sierra Whiskey' mission," Gomez added.

"Sierra Whiskey?" Johnson asked.

"Screw Worm," Gomez replied.

"Oh, yeah, Army talk," Johnson confirmed, appearing a little embar-

rassed. Reed guessed he hadn't been in the military and didn't know the

phonetic alphabet.

Since he had to separate and safeguard the shipments after they arrived

at the facilities in Mexico, Terry expressed concern about flights where legit-

imate machine tools would be arriving and how he would be informed as

to which flights were which.

Gomez said the legitimate flight plans would be processed in normal

fashion and would be labeled "negative Sierra Whiskey." He went on to say

that Fierro's people typically would know twenty-four hours in advance of

the arrival ojf black flights, and they would nearly always be at night. All

Terry had to do, he said, was to have his warehouse ready to receive cargo.

"How does Terry know when to ship black cargo that he has been ware-

housing?" Johnson asked.

"His local boss in Mexico, Mitch Marr, will alert him," Gomez
answered. "He's in charge of that. I will communicate to Mitch by a secure

system and he will then inform Mr. Reed ... or Sehor Estrella, that is. They
will be living in the same village south of the airport."

The problems arising from air operations seemed to have been
addressed. Now they turned to licensing aspects of Machinery International.

"What about all the necessary business licenses Sefior Estrella and
Machinery International will need?" Johnson asked as he appeared to check

off a list in his pocket-size day planner. "Where do we stand on all that?"

"I've already greased the wheels in Mexico City, and they are just wait-

ing for the green light," Gomez boasted. "Seiior Estrella will have to appear

personally before several personas muy importante in Mexico City. I can't do
anything about that. That is just a Latino formality."

The meeting was winding down. It was time now for a Cathey pep talk.

"Good, gentlemen. Let's all make Phase I of Screw Worm a gigantic success.

I would like for the brass upstairs to hear nothing but glowing reports on
this operation so that we can implement Phase II of the plan as soon as pos-

sible. So, Terry— I mean, Senor Estrella—what is your commitment date

to move . . . when can you be in place so that we may get started?"
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"Let's do it the government way. I'll be in place the first day of fiscal year

1987 (meaning July 1, using the military fiscal-year system)," Terry said.

Everyone was finished but Gomez. "I would like to add something, a

personal message to Mr. Reed. I am a professional agent. I have spent my
whole adult life involved with the CIA in one way or another. I know that

you come to this operation with high qualifications technically, but from an
intelligence point of view, I still consider you an amateur. This is my oper-

ation and you are a key player . . . but don't screw this project up by play-

ing like a spy. You are to be an American businessman conducting

high-technology trading in Mexico, period. Just go about your business,

and leave the spy work to us professionals. You provide the cover and we
pay the bills, it's just that simple. Comprende? Don't play spook and don't

cross us."

Cathey again felt the need for moderation. "What Maximo is trying to

articulate, Terry, is that it's our job to handle the dirty end of the business.

Your job is to attend to the clean end. A good asset always remembers who
he is and what his mission is. It's imperative that you not compromise our

agents and our methods. This will take a lot of self-control. But try to turn

a blind eye to our side of the operation and do not delve into areas in which
you do not have an absolute ..."

"Need to know," Terry said, finishing the sentence. "I know, Intel 101."

Johnson now was closing down the meeting. "Gentlemen, this con-

cludes our operational meeting. Sefior Estrella, with Mr. Seal gone, you can

continue reporting directly to me at SAT, just as you have been doing. Keep
us informed of your progress as you move to Mexico."

There was one more small piece, or so it seemed then, of unfinished

business for Terry, a small detail that would come back to haunt him. He
had been maintaining a hangar at the North Little Rock Airport at Agency
expense. He thought he would not be needing it now as he moved on to

Mexico.

"One question. With the Arkansas operations all but shut down, will

the Company need me to maintain the hangar at North Little Rock, once I

depart for Mexico?"

"Good point," Johnson said. "Yes. Keep it rented, leased, whatever

your arrangements are. The SAT maintenance people are always in need of

secure storage facilities—safe hangars if you will— especially considering

all of our flight activity here in the central U.S."

Gomez was now thinking of something beyond the meeting. "Sehor

Estrella, where does a good-looking Latino ladies' man go around here in

order to surround himself with these southern belles I keep hearing of? It's

still early, and I don't go back to Miami until tomorrow."

Cathey had the answer. "Maximo, for a guy like you, I would suggest

a place on the Arkansas River not far from here called Snug Harbor. The

women there are accustomed to servicing all of the different racial elements

stationed here at Camp Robinson. But on second thought, I don't think

they'll fuck Cubans!"
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"You wouldn't say things like that if I had my weapon! Speaking of

which, Where's my Clock?" Gomez snapped back with a smile. "I feel naked
without it!"

The four men left the bunker and joined the security force outside.

Cathey volunteered to drive Terry back to his home on the golf course in

nearby Maumelle.

Terry would think about this night for long time.

Notes

1. U.S. Congress, Testimony of Felix Rodriguez, Iran-Contra Hearings, 100-3 (Wash-

ington, D.C.: Government Printing Office, 1988), pp. 302-306.



CHAPTER 20

Mexican Handoff

Terry was quiet during the ride home. John Cathey, who was
driving, sensed something was troubling his passenger.

"What's wrong? Are you upset because we didn't go with
Max to Snug Harbor?" Cathey asked, trying to inject a little

humor and draw Terry out of his funk.

"No. It's ... I gotta be truthful with you. I still have to sell

this idea to Janis."

'T thought she was totally on board!"

"She is, based on my deceit. I haven't been totally truthful with her.

She's not aware of the circumstances of Barry's death. And John, I'm gonna
go home and tell her everything. It's just not fair for me to ask her to give

up her life here in Arkansas and move to Mexico based on a scenario of

half-truths."

"Well, all I can tell you is, I'm counting on you. We've gone with you
a long way on this program. This was your idea, whether you realize it or

not. Call me as soon as both of you have made up your minds on this. I've

got to know, one way or the other."

The car's headlights illuminated the lawn of Terry's new house at 32

Club Manor in Maumelle. Its serene setting wasn't helping him cut his ties

with the community he now felt part of. The light was on in the upstairs

bedroom as he got out of the CIA man's car. "I'm not gonna tell anybody
about your indecision for seventy-two hours. Then I'll be obligated to alert

them," Cathey said in parting.

"Thanks."

The sedan pulled away form the house, leaving Reed alone with his

thoughts and his problems. Damn! He didn't feel any happiness, and it was
his own fault. He had just been "sworn in" to what he thought was an elite

brotherhood. A once-in-a-lifetime opportunity to work undercover as a

secret intelligence agent in a foreign country lay before him. What the thou-

sands of Walter Mittys would pay to trade places he could only speculate.

But on the opposite side of the scale was Janis, the mother of his two
sons and the woman he had vowed to love forever. He had lied to her. He
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had let her down; he had let himself down. He had to confront her with the

whole truth.

"So tell me how it went," she said, peering through her reading glasses.

She put her book aside to give him her full attention. "Who all did you meet?

Is it real? Do they really want you to go?" The questions came tumbling out.

He now had to dampen her enthusiasm, and the answers came as fast

as the questions. "Janis, I've let you down and you don't even know it. I'm

sorry I lied about Barry's death. He died in his car all right . . . from multi-

ple bullet wounds. He must have gotten in way over his head. All I know
is, he died a violent death. And I've led these guys on as if you're 100 per-

cent behind me. And now I've got to back up and deal with reality. The real-

ity is that this could be a very dangerous business, and I've got you and the

boys to think about. I'm willing to abide by your decision if you want me
to pull the plug on all this."

She was furious. It was not only that he had lied, she said, but that he

had not trusted her enough to be honest. Now he was tossing the problem

in her lap, putting her in the position of a spoil sport. If she wrecked his

opportunity and said "No," he would rebuke her all his life.

It was a long and tormented night. After telling her everything, includ-

ing all he knew about Barry's murder—an assassination as she saw it— the

decision was made for him. He realized as he was describing the gruesome
details, as he understood them, that this flirtation with danger should not

have gone this far. It was no kind of life for a family.

"Terry, Barry Seal was assassinated" Janis lectured. "You need to accept

that and quit referring to his death as a murder. I know you weren't doing

anything wrong, but you were around Barry so often that whoever killed

him probably thinks you were in on his activities, too. You may be next.

They would love to get you out of the country where it would be easier to

kill you. And maybe me too."

He awoke early the next morning. As he surveyed the bedroom his

sleeping wife had so tastefully decorated, he realized she was right. They
were giving up too much security to leave Arkansas for the unknown. His

cooling-off period had given him a new focus. He would not go to Mexico.

He called his attorney, Mark Stodola, at his new office. He was now the

Little Rock city attorney and a political-wannabe who had run unsuccess-

fully for county prosecutor.

"Can I take you to lunch?" he asked Stodola. "I need some advice on
running for office."

Over lunch, Terry outlined his hope of running for mayor of Maumelle.
Stodola said he would contact a "political handler" named Buddy Vilines, a

former Little Rock mayor. Vilines, Stodola said, had been the mastermind
behind several political upsets. Terry left convinced that Vilines was on the

inside of the political fast track and looked forward to meeting him.

The following night, he dined— no, drank— with Vilines, a man with

a hollow leg at the Faded Rose, the political hangout in Little Rock. Vilines

drank multiple whiskey sours, starting at happy hour and all through
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dinner. He seemed impressed with Terry's plans for bringing foreign indus-

try to Maumelle.

"If you can deliver, or even come close to deliverin', on your promise
of a new factory in Maumelle, I'll be your campaign manager," Vilines told

him. He then gave Reed—on a paper napkin— a cost-per-vote analysis.

"I'm glad Stodola sent you my way. This could be fun. You know Bill Clin-

ton is makin' a lotta noise right now about his upcomin' trip to Japan to

recruit industry. We can steal his publicity. It's a good idea."

Janis was excited when she heard about her husband's plans to enter

the political arena. She got the nominating petitions and began collecting

the mandatory signatures he would need to get on the Democratic primary
ballot.

"Are you sure this is what you want to do?" she asked. "You're not

doing this just to put excitement in your life since you're not going to

Mexico?" He told her no.

He lied. In fact, he genuinely dreaded informing John Cathey of his

decision. He scheduled lunch with Bob Nash instead. Nash and Clinton had
left the bunker meeting with a compromise settlement. Reed felt it politically

advantageous to inform Nash of his decision to stay in Arkansas. He still was
having ambivalent feelings. He was trying to convince himself he was more
an Arkansan than part of the cabal he had joined in the bunker. In hind-

sight, he was unhappy about the cavalier way Nash and Clinton had been
treated by the men from Washington.

"You need to inform your people that I'm not going to Mexico," Reed
told Nash as he spooned his egg drop soup at Fu Lin's. "I have new plans."

Reed told him of his desire to stay in Arkansas, where he saw great oppor-

tunities in the machine-tool business. Besides, he said, he was planning to

run for office, and there was a possibility of attracting a Japanese company
to Maumelle.

"Why this sudden change of heart?" Nash asked.

"To tell you the truth. Bob, this Barry Seal death has strongly influ-

enced my decision. I just can't get it out of my craw that there's a lot more
to his death than we all have been told."

Nash sat silent, looking at Reed. "This'll really be a disappointment to

our friend," Nash said, referring to Cathey. "Have you informed him yet of

your change of mind? You know he's already factored you into his plan."

Reed told Nash that he had not informed anyone up to now. His pri-

mary reason for not going, he said, was concern for his family's safety in

Mexico. But there were other considerations, too. There was the burgeon-

ing media coverage of the drug trial of Hot Springs attorney Sam Anderson,

Jr. The trial was bringing Roger Clinton's name back to public attention.

Roger, who had pleaded guilty to drug-trafficking charges, had turned

informer and was the government's star witness against Anderson.

This scandal was certain to spread, if it hadn't already, into Dan
Lasater's bond firm, which handled millions in state bond business along

with Seal's money and the "deposits" from the green flights.
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All of this renewed media coverage about Roger was generating haunt-

ing thoughts of Seal's comments about being involved in a Republican-

backed sting operation to bring down some major Democrats. He was
certain that somehow Seal's name would surface in all of this and that other

motives behind his death and connection to Arkansas would be revealed.

He couldn't be sure how much Nash knew about this.

"I still have unanswered questions about what all Barry Seal was doing

here. You and I both know Barry was doing a whole lot more that just flying

'green flights' into the Triple-S/' Terry said.

"What are you referring to?"

"Well, since Barry's dead now, I guess he won't mind me talking about

it. But he alluded to being the source of the drugs that are bringing down
some important people here. I guess you know all about that." It had been

discussed by the governor himself, in a roundabout way, during the bunker

meeting at Camp Robinson ("Gettin' my brother arrested and bringin' down
the Arkansas bond business in the process isn't my idea of kosher!").

Nash shot back, "You weren't involved in any of that, were you? 'Cause

Bill is really pissed. And if you were, it'd be my advice not to plan a politi-

cal career in Arkansas. In fact, if I were you, I wouldn't plan any career in

Arkansas."

Terry shook his head. "No. I wasn't involved in any way . . . that I know
of. I was aware of some mutinous planning by Seal, but I thought it was
only against the Agency. It certainly didn't involve Roger, Lasater or anyone
else close to Bill. What I did learn was strictly after-the-fact stuff. Bob, I've

never had anything to do with drugs."

"That's good. I'll tell Bill. I've got to call Cathey on something else

anyway. Do you want me to tell him about your decision not to go?"

"Yeah, I'd really appreciate that. It's a call I haven't been looking for-

ward to, and I have no way to contact him directly anyway."

"I'm sure he won't be happy. But you know the Feds, they're never

happy anyway." Reed felt they parted as friends.

Whatever Cathey's reaction. Reed's news would certainly not sit well

in the governor's mansion. Terry Reed had been an eyewitness during the

secret Camp Robinson meeting when the CIA, through Robert Johnson,

gave the 39-year-old Bill Clinton his marching orders. Now Terry, who had
been privy to unauthorized Contra operations and money laundering in

Arkansas, was not going to Mexico. Instead, he was planning to stay in

Arkansas and attempt to build a political power base there, just as a major
political scandal was unfolding. He would be an ongoing threat to Bill Clin-

ton, who was already in trouble.

Because of his Agency connection, Terry had inadvertently amassed a

lot of political dirt. Locked in Terry's head, which had a tremendous capac-

ity for detail, were enough dark and dirty secrets to send half of the

Arkansas oligarchy to prison. Clinton didn't need another loose end in

Maumelle. The phone lines between Little Rock and Washington had to be
buzzing about Reed's decision to stay.
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For the next three days, Terry kept waiting for the phone to ring with

an irate John Cathey on the other end. The call never came, and it was
beginning to eat at him that he had not told Cathey personally of his deci-

sion. But what was really tearing at him was whether he had made the right

decision about staying in Arkansas.

He endured a hectic week wrestling with all the turmoil of his decision

and trying to get in the groove of his machine-tool activity. How could he
ever live the life of a mundane surburbanite, even as a small-town mayor,

with the secrets he had acquired in the spook world? Janis knew by the look

on his face that he was "faking " contentment with his decision.

Twice she had broached the subject of his decision. Had she been respon-

sible for it? she had asked. Both times, he assured her that was not the case.

He lied.

It was a Saturday afternoon, April 19,1 986, and Terry was in the garage

for a self-imposed therapy session. Restoring the 1967 Corvette he had pur-

chased was actually therapeutic.

Janis leaned through the doorway holding the receiver of the hall

phone. "I've got Cherryl Hall on the phone, and she wants to know if we
want to go with her and Wally tonight to a new Mexican restaurant."

The last thing he wanted was to be reminded of Mexico, but he knew
Janis wanted to go out for the evening.

"Sure. Why not? It'll get my mind off things." What the hell, he
thought, there'd be a price to pay if he didn't.

As he continued reassembling the Corvette's engine, all he could think

about was how he wished he would be going to dinner with Barry Seal or

someone else with whom he had something in common. He knew Barry

liked engines. If he were here, they'd both be "shootin' the shit" and dis-

cussing such things as the compression ratio of a 327-cubic-inch, small-

block Chevy engine.

Wally Hall was just not his type. It wasn't that he disliked him; they

simply had nothing in common. Terry knew the evening would be occu-

pied with idle chit-chat centered on what jock could jump the highest,

who'd elbowed who, sports injuries, coach gossip and, of course, which star

athlete was servicing the wife of some Arkansas power broker. Yup, he
thought, that about sums up Wally Hall, the famous Arkansas sportscaster

and sports editor of the Arkansas Democrat.

His wife, Cherryl, now, that was something else, he decided, as he

torqued the cylinder head bolts. Cherryl and Janis had become rather close

friends, but it was a friendship founded on convenience. They worked
together in real estate, had joined the same firm at the same time and had

had a child the same age. Cherryl, for some reason, had decided to share

with Janis all the intimate, blow-by-blow minutiae of not only her present

extramarital affair but the details of her previous criminal charges stemming

from drug addiction while living in Virgina Beach.

Wally was totally in the dark about his wife's jaded past and her cur-

rent sexual indiscretions, making it a pain for Terry to try to remember what
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he could and couldn't say around the Halls for fear of bringing up some-

thing he ... or Wally . . . wasn't supposed to know about. Yeah, it was sure

to be a hell of an evening.

Shit, Barry, it's all yourfault. I miss you. Ifyou hadn'tgone and got yourselfriddled

with bullets, Janis wouldn 't have turned on me, and we could all he in Mexico

tonight havin ' fun, he thought to himself while caressing the body lines of Zora

Duntov's creation.

But Terry made one of those marital compromises a wise husband makes.

His wife wanted to go. That night, the four of them drove to Juanita's

restaurant in the Reeds' van. Terry was at the wheel making idle conversa-

tion with Wally who was seated in the front with him. The two wives were

laughing in the back, drinking preprepared margaritas as part of their mood
adjustment. His thoughts were not on Wally's gossip about basketball coach

Eddie Sutton leaving Arkansas and going to Kentucky.

He needed some adrenaline, he thought. Damn, it had been a long time

since the Contra "graduation." He needed a "fix." He was certain he had
made the wrong decision, but he couldn 't admit it.

And little did he know that Janis in the back seat was thinking the very

same thing. She and Cherryl's conversation had gravitated to a discussion

of the Montessori school system, where their children were enrolled. Is this

all there is to life? she thought, as she listened to Cherryl worry about the

school letting in black children. She had forced Terry into making the wrong
decision, but she couldn 't admit it.

It was what marriage is sometimes all about, pursuing a course that each thinks the

other wants and that makes neither happy.

"My God, look at the crowd! They're standing outside just to get in,"

Reed said, looking for a place to park a block away. The sight turned Terry

off. Here was Little Rock's "Who's Who," all fighting to get into what was
now becoming the new "in place," where one would go to be seen and dine

on Tex-Mex food.

"Whose idea was this?" Reed asked of no one in particular. "Let's go to

SOB'S. At least they've got a band there."

"No," Cherryl said," we have to go here. Everybody in the office is just

raving about this place." Terry was outvoted, three to one.

Before elbowing their way through the Corona-drinking crowd that

spilled out onto the sidewalk. Reed noticed a dark-colored van parked
directly in front of the screen door, which served as the entrance.

I've seen that van before. Reed thought to himself, and then shrugged
it off as he searched for the right person to bribe for a table. The women
remained outside, while Wally accompanied Reed to the maitre d'. Terry

pressed a $20 bill in his hand and said, "We're the Reed party of four. I hope
the wait won't be long."
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As they returned to their wives with four bottles of beer, Wally said for

everyone to hear, "Shit! I can't believe it. Terry just bribed that guy $20, and
the maitre d' said we'd only have to wait fifteen minutes." Janis threw him
a dirty look. He shrugged and said, "Hey, I couldn't help it. I've been prac-

ticing for Mexico by bribing people. This looks like Mexico to me, or at least

as near as I'll ever get."

Cherryl was impressed. Wally never bribed anyone. She admonished
him that he probably didn't even know how. They were ushered in past the

throngs of people and seated in the back on the west side of the packed restau-

rant. In the southeast corner of the main dining area was a large, rowdy group

of people seated around several tables put together to form one large one.

The Reed party ordered their Tex-Mex gringo food and passed the time

in meaningless conversation. This was very much like the vacation scene in

Puerto Vallarta, people trying to offset their week-long misery with two
hours of drunken merriment. Why couldn't people live a life that made
them happy most of the time? Why did people find it necessary to group

together and make fools of themselves on the weekend? It rekindled the

thoughts Terry and Janis shared in Mexico. He didn't want to be like these

people, yet here he was, with them, instead of in Mexico. By the strained

look on her face, he knew Janis was sharing the same feeling.

When the check came, Wally placed the cash Terry had laid on the table

in his pocket and pulled out his company credit card, saying, "I hope you
don't mind if I take your money. I need some cash for the weekend and this

way I won't have to use the money machine. I'll just put the whole bill on
my credit card." Reed shrugged, figuring the newspaper had probably just

bought the four of them their dinner and Wally had turned a profit by pock-

eting the cash. Terry hadn't noticed a man approach their table. He looked

up and saw Bob Nash standing beside him.

'T noticed you were just finishing with your dinner. Bill would like to

talk to you cutside," Nash said.

"Bill?"

"Yeah, he's right over here in the corner . . . Oh, here he comes now."

Reed turned around in his chair to get a better look and saw Bill Clin-

ton walking away from the unruly group in the corner toward Reed's table.

Clinton made eye contact with him but sauntered by without stopping.

"Hi! . . . Bye!" was all he said, as if speaking to no one.

The young governor continued walking until he reached the exit. It

was easy to see by his glassy gaze and relaxed posture that he was under

the influence.

Nash shrugged his shoulders and conjured up an apologetic expression,

"I guess that means we're going."

"I hope you'll excuse us," Nash said to Janis and the Halls. "I'm sure

we won't be gone long."

Terry excused himself from his wife and the wide-eyed Halls.

Outside, Clinton was already seated in the parked security van with the

side door open. A man and a woman stepped out of the van as Reed and
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Nash approached, and the governor told Nash, "Bobby ... I'd like to talk to

him privately." Reed stepped in and Nash closed the door. Standing guard

outside the restaurant watching the van was Arkansas State Police Lieu-

tenant Raymond (Buddy) Young, the governor's chief of security. This was
the same vehicle he had witnessed Clinton arrive in for the Agency's meet-

ing at Camp Robinson.

Clinton was comfortably seated in a plush, swiveling captain's chair on
the street side of the van, and Reed took the one opposite him on the curb-

side with his back to the van's side door, which was now closed. His eyes

scanned the interior of what was really a mobile command post equipped

with an array of electronics that included a computer terminal. It was a

much-scaled-down, wingless version of Air Force One, he thought.

The governor's invitation had come as a surprise to Terry. He would be

even more surprised by what he was about to see and hear.

"Bobby says you've got a problem about going to Mexico because of

the deal with Barry Seal," the glassy-eyed governor began. By this time, the

smell of marijuana was unmistakable.

Clinton paused for a moment as if trying to sort out his thoughts. "I can

see your concern. I understand Seal was a friend of yours. His death does

appear suspicious. And Bobby says you got a feeling somebody here in

Arkansas may have had a motive to kill him. But nobody here had anything

to do with that. Seal just got too damn big for his britches, and that- scum
basically deserved to die, in my opinion ..."

With that, Clinton got up from his chair and went to the back of the

van, returning with a half-smoked joint. He reseated himself. He took a

long, deep drag. After holding it in until his cheeks bulged, he then exhaled

slowly and deliberately.

He extended his arm^ and offered the joint to Reed. Terry shook his head
and gestured. No, thanks.

"Go on. I'm the commander-in-chief here; you won't get busted," the

governor said with a straight face while exhaling. Reed felt uncomfortable

with a cop standing right outside the van, and he sure didn't want to cloud

his mind with anything more that the two beers he had already consumed
in the restaurant.

"No, thanks. I just want to get all of this straight. You're saying that

Seal's death, from what you know, is just as the papers say, that he was killed

by some Colombians because of his connection to the Medellin Cartel?"

"Yeah. And I think you're makin' a big mistake by passing up the

opportunity to go to Mexico for Cathey. It sounds attractive to me. I wish I

could go in your place. Terry, these guys are counting on you, and they're

leaning on me to get you to go. I'm not standing in your way. I just want
to tell you that if you wanna still go to Mexico, you'd be leaving here with

my blessing. There's no hard feelings about anything that happened here. I

wanted you to hear that coming from me."
Clinton took another deep drag, held it and exhaled. In a raspy voice,

with smoke still coming from his mouth, Clinton added, "Sure you don't

I
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want some of this? This is good shit. We sure do grow lotsa good things

besides watermelons here in Arkansas."

"Thanks again, but I gotta get back inside with my group before they

wonder what happened to me."

"So what's your decision, you gonna go or aren't ya? I gotta tell Cathey
somethin' ASAP to get him offa my ass. It's ridiculous, but he's holdin' me
responsible for your vacillation."

"Tell him I'm goin'."

"Good."

Terry walked back toward the restaurant entrance and could hear Clin-

ton calling out to Nash. "Bobby, get 'em rounded up. I'm ready to go."

How could Terry know then he had just witnessed the future president

of the United States smoking a joint and inhaling with expertise.

As he rejoined his wife and friends, Terry felt elation beginning to

bubble up inside him. He had spent a miserable evening with boring com-
pany and had just left a man close to his age who was the governor and
who should be on top of the world. Yet this same man had just expressed

the desire to change places with Terry. Nobody's really happy, he decided.

Like Grandpa said, "The grass is always greener ..." Somehow the thought

of grass seemed fitting.

He had needed a "fix," and the adrenaline was now flowing. Yes, he

was going!

Back at the table, Cherryl, always nosey, was chomping at the bit and
demanded to know what had just happened. "I didn't know you knew Bill

Clinton. What's that all about? Where'd you go?"

Ignoring the question, Terry turned to Janis and smiled. "We're going

to Mexico."

Oblivious to their dinner guests, she asked, "Are you sure you're

making the right decision?"

"Yeah. V^hat's the worst that could happen? We're off on an adventure."

On the drive home, he had time to think about what had happened in

the governor's van. With all things considered, and even having inside

knowledge of the source of "capitalization" of the governor's industrial

plan, Terry still liked Clinton. He and Janis had found it refreshing to live

in a state that was ruled by someone of their generation. Clinton was doing

a lot of good things for Arkansas and was taking it from its "corncob-pipe-

and-moonshine" past to its proper place in the industrialized world.

But he couldn't help feeling let down by the hypocrisy demonstrated

by Clinton smoking a joint in his presence and yet not possessing the

strength to campaign openly to reform marijuana laws. When, he won-
dered, was someone from his generation going to stand up and tell it like it

is to the voters?

Throughout the state that night, Terry was sure, kids were being busted

and their lives destroyed for the possession of a few joints of "Arkansas's

finest."
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Reed's decision to move to Mexico meant he would no longer be orbiting in the

same circles as Bob Nash, Aki Sawahata, Dean Mangum, and Tony Matejko. Little

did Reed know, however, that his knowledge of Operations Jade Bridge and Cen-

taur Rose as he transitioned to Operation Screw Worm would make him a liability

to powerful people in Arkansas.
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CHAPTER 21

Escape from "Freedom"

In a 1984 Chevy conversion van, loaded to the ceiling with all

the Reeds' "important, have-to-have, can't-live-without, abso-

lutely essential stuff," Terry, Janis and the two boys sat waiting

for the United States Customs agent to raise the barrier, allow-

ing them access to Mexico.

It was June 15, 1986, a day they thought would never

arrive. The mystique of a secret agent's life lay just across the meandering
stream called the Rio Grande.

Presidio, Texas, which advertises itself as the onion capital of the world,

was both their port of debarkation and their springboard to happiness, or

so they thought. Across the river lay the sweltering and dusty Mexican
town of Ojinaga, one of the typical "armpits" strung along the border.

It was early Sunday morning, and they were the first car of the day to

pass southward through the checkpoint, catching by surprise the U.S. Cus-

toms agents who had to rouse themselves and raise the barricade.

Terry had honked the horn, thinking the booth was unmanned. The
confused, young agent walked out with a mirror mounted on wheels and
rolled it underneath the van to inspect it for contraband. "Excuse me, we're

going into Mexico, not coming out," Terry reminded the groggy agent. An
embarrassed GS weenie, as Seal would have called him, raised the barri-

cade, and they made their escape.

Fifteen minutes later, after bribing Mexican Customs officials in

exchange for expeditious and hassle-free passage, they were on their way
and free at last, dodging the potholes on Mexican Highway 1 6 en route to

Chihuahua. Janis was in the back entertaining the children and breaking

out the toys she had packed to occupy them for their journey. They were a

full thirty miles inland and avoiding cattle roaming the road when it finally

hit them—they had done it; they had escaped the American rat race at last.

Everything was now a blur from this point back to that night two months
earlier at Juanita's restaurant when Bill Clinton had personally taken the

trouble to encourage Terry to join the operation. This gesture had removed
Terry's fears about any sort of ill will or retribution coming as a result of con-

fusion that he may have been part of Seal's dirty-tricks campaign.
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John Cathey and Robert Johnson were relieved that both Reeds were

now 100 percent on board. Besides putting final touches on the business

plan with Johnson, Terry began interfacing with Gomez in anticipation of

his "handoff" from the States to Mexico. The itinerary had been difficult to

plan, due to machine-tool business that Terry had to clear up before leav-

ing. The cover story for Terry's departure was that he was expanding his

machine-tool business to Mexico and wanted to test the Mexican market

for factory automation.

In addition to contractually transferring maintenance obligations that

Applied Technologies had with clients in Arkansas and Texas, Terry had

been busy "mothballing" the firm just in case Mexico didn't work out as he

hoped and he wanted to return. Janis had frantically shut down her real

estate activities in Little Rock just days before the moving van arrived to

transfer their household goods to storage. Then there were the usual good-

byes to friends and associates and the calls from well-wishers who couldn't

believe they were actually taking children to Mexico, considering all the dis-

ease and filth they had heard about there. Janis and Terry knew this was a

myth perpetuated by ill-informed nontravelers, but they didn't wish to cor-

rect these misconceptions for fear that too many gringos might move there

and destroy the paradise they had discovered.

Janis and the children had departed Little Rock on June 1 to visit her

parents in Kansas City, while Terry had gone to Texas to oversee a large

machine-tool installation. While in Texas, Gomez called him with the itin-

erary for Mexico, and he was told to be at the Hotel Playa Conchas Chinas

in Puerto Vallarta by June 2 1 . It was a remote hotel on the outskirts of town,

he was told, and it was frequented primarily by Mexican tourists.

A man by the name of Mitch Marr, he was told, would find him and
rendezvous with him there.

"Why meet him in Puerto Vallarta? Aren't we going to set this up in

Guadalajara?" Terry asked Gomez.
"There is a very large gringo element in Guadalajara," Gomez explained.

"That's a bad place to meet. . . . Someone who knows him might see the

two of you together there. Remember, you and Mitch are never to be seen

together in public. Mitch wants to meet you in PV (Puerto Vallarta) and
spend some time with you. You know, get to know you. He'll be your han-
dler and, I'm sure most important to you, your money man. Besides, this

trip is on Uncle Sam, and Mitch wants to take advantage of the scenery and
the women at the beach."

The Reeds had planned a leisurely trip to PV, which included a stopover

at several cities they had never seen. They had factored in several days for

the trip from the border to their destination, and the second night "in-coun-

try" was spent in Durango, home of the large Hollywood movie set where
John Wayne and other Western stars filmed some of their best.

After finding el centro, they purchased a brochure on the city and dis-

covered that Pancho Villa was assassinated right across the street from
where they were parked. They decided anyway to spend the night in the

very room the assassin had taken.
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The foreign intrigue began to remind them of their honeymoon in

Budapest. Janis was very amorous that night. This was, after all, Mexico,

with its endless, night-long street sounds mixed in with mariachi music and
laughter. Both were starting to settle in together, and the aura of pending
danger, coupled with cutting the cord to the life she had known, excited her.

The next day, they proceeded on to Mazatlan on the Pacific coast, after

first crossing the famous gorge of El Diablo Canyon. In Mazatlan, they

found a very Mexican beach hotel, away from gringos, and checked in for

the night to watch the sun set and take on a supply of margarita mix. They
were, after all, on vacation, and tequila was why Mexico was famous. Jose

Cuervo was only three U.S. dollars a bottle.

They quickly discovered that it was the tourist off-season, due to the

sweltering heat and the summer invasion of insects. The humidity was
unbearable, and only the poorest Americans turistas were showing up now,
causing the hotels to virtually give the rooms away. For every minus there

is a plus.

They had been out of the U.S. for three days and still having difficulty

dealing with having no phone and no schedule. Work habits die hard for

gringos. Even though there was nothing to plan, Janis kept her daily plan-

ner up to date and attached her yellow Mexican automobile insurance

policy sticker with a phone number to call in case of accident. They hadn't

yet discovered that only gringos believed in and were required to have

insurance. The entire industry was one that Mexicans not only avoided but

ridiculed, classifying it as a "Yankee" problem and creation, not one of

theirs.

The following day brought them to Puerto Vallarta, their destination, a

day ahead of schedule. After asking directions, they discovered the hotel

they were seeking was situated on the far southern limits of the cove that

defines the port city. The southern area geographically shared nothing with

the central city and the hotel row on the north, built on flat coastal terrain.

This area had steep cliffs and was much more private and exclusive,

reserved more for wealthy Mexicans and foreigners who wanted to avoid

the tourist element. The hotel was built on the side of a cliff and had forty

"junior suites" that extended down to beach level from the lobby level,

which was the top floor.

On the twenty-first, a Saturday morning, the phone rang around 9 a.m.

in the Reeds' room. The desk clerk, in his best English, told Terry, "Your

friend is waiting for you at our Oceanside Bar. He requests for you to join

him for desayuno." Terry would soon find why Marr rhymed with bar.

He left his sleeping family and went to join his new "handler" at the

surfside bar. There, under the shade of palapas, the Mexican beautiful

people were taking breakfast by the beach, most enjoying fruit or a conti-

nental breakfast. From among the beautiful bodies attired in coordinated

beach wear, Terry searched for a person he had no face to hang on. Unlike

the movies, there were no whispered code words, no passed notes. Marr

spotted him first. In a loud voice, he beckoned, "Terry! It's me, Mitch! Come
join me over here."
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Marr was easy to find. Besides shouting, he was the only one wearing

an iridescent tank top, Bermuda shorts and tennis shoes.

Terry joined Marr at a small table near the bar. He would soon learn

why Marr had selected this strategic location. Once seated downwind, he

caught the aroma of stale booze. Marr was a man in his late 50s, sporting a

flat-top haircut with closely cropped sides. His full head of hair, which
showed no signs of receding, was salted with gray and joined what appeared

to be a two-day growth of beard. He was about six feet tall and had a burly

chest above his sagging middle.

Mitch was one of what the media later called the "over-the-hill gang."

Like Bill Cooper, Marr was ex-Air America, men long thought to have been

put out to pasture. But Terry was learning that old CIA men never really

retire but become "dormant," to be recalled, recycled and used again. For

Mitch, it'd been a long time between secret projects and government-paid

expenses.

"I got here day before yesterday," Marr belted out, once Terry was
seated. "Thought I'd come on down early an' check out the broads at the

beach. It's hotter'n shit this time a year, but a lot of the classy Mexican cunts

come down here in the off-season and run around half-fuckin' -naked. They
leave their fag Latino lovers at home and come down here in pairs and a lot

of 'em wanna fuck around. You're gonna like it here. Reed."

He paused long enough to down the remains of what appeared to be a

screw driver. "Coop's told me all about ya. Ain't this great? Startin' up Air

America again. Fuck, I was about to go crazy in retirement down here 'til

all this shit blew up down south. Goddamn, let's order a pitcher of bloody

Marys and drink to communism and Daniel Ortega."

Terry was observing the results of too many years with not enough to

do in "Margaritaville," as he would later call it. He knew he would like the

life here, but only if he stayed busy and didn't end up a drunk like Marr.

"So, you still doing any flying down here?" Terry asked.

"No, flyin' brings too much attention to me. I've sorta grounded myself

for security reasons."

Terry would learn later that was a lie. Marr was grounded, but not of

his own volition. He simply couldn't pass the pilot's physical anymore, and
he had lost what a pilot calls "his edge." The booze had gotten him.

Terry didn't realize that morning, as Marr "inhaled" his huevos rancheros

while washing them down with bloody Marys, just how bad Mitch's drink-

ing problem was. The two men spent several hours while Marr gave Terry

his operational briefing and consumed the bulk of the pitcher.

"You met Diana Aguilar from Chapala Realty when you were here last

September," Marr said between swallows of the bloody Mary. "I've had her

lookin' for a house close to where I live for you and the family. After this

trip, we should not be seen together in public unless it's at a fiesta or some
gringo shindig like the ones that go on at the lake." He was referring to the

Lake Chapala area south of Guadalajara.

"I believe Aguilar has lined up several homes to show your wife and is

expectin' ya to call her once ya arrive in Chapala. Gomez said you'd be
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needin' a phone for business reasons, and the problem is that none of the

one's she's targeted has one. A phone stays with a house an' is just passed

on from one occupant to another. It's damn hard to get a phone down here.

Last time I checked, the waitin' list for a new phone number is over a year.

And only then after ya bribe some motherfucker about 500 bucks. You'll

soon learn that greenbacks make anything possible down here."

Again, it was napkin time. As they talked, Marr sketched a map of the

village of Ajijic, showing where he lived. "I don't have a phone either, so if

we need to communicate directly, ya can walk over to my house, at night.

I'm normally at home then. Don't drive. I don't want the neighbors to see

your car near my home. We'll only have reason to see each other a couple

of times a month once things get set up. It's my understandin' you'll just be

comin' to me for money, and for monthly progress reportin', which I'll just

pass on to Gomez."
"How do you communicate with him if you don't have a phone?" Terry

asked.

"Say, you know better than to ask questions like that! You just do the

reportin'. Communication's my problem."

Marr, he learned, was going to play strictly by the rules, at least for now.
Marr would be Terry's only communication link to the Enterprise, as Oliver

North and Richard Secord called it. For security of the entire operation,

Terry was being insulated and, as he would find, isolated as well. He had
learned as far back as the Air Force Intelligence School in Denver that you
can't compromise what you don't know, no matter how much someone
would try to extract it from you. And for now at least, he realized his link-

age to the intelligence world started and stopped with Mitch Marr.

What a scary dilemma, Terry thought, as he watched the ex-Air Amer-
ica cowboy wolf down the last of the refried beans and fart loud enough to

attract the attention of the "classy Mexican cunts" sitting near them. Marr
certainly wasn't as well preserved as Bill Cooper, for whom Reed had noth-

ing but admiration. Oh, well, maybe he was seeing Marr on one of his bad

days. We all have those, he rationalized.

The reality of what was happening began to make Terry feel a little

claustrophobic. To the world, Terry was to appear as an entrepreneurial

driven American businessman. Only he and his wife would know the deep,

dark secret about their sponsorship into the Mexican business community.

From what Marr was telling him, only this CIA retread could attest to Terry's

secret linkage. For this reason, Terry decided to confirm what he had been

told during the bunker meeting back in Arkansas. "Up in the States, I

attended a meeting with Gomez, Cathey and Johnson in which I was told

that the American consul also knows of my true mission. Is that so?"

"They told ya that?" Marr asked, somewhat taken aback. "I didn't think

ya were supposed to know that. But hell, if they told ya that, I guess ya

know already. Yeah, his name is Daniel Darrach. What else did they tell ya?"

"Only that I was to turn to him only in an emergency."

This made Terry more comfortable, knowing that someone officially

linked to the State Department would be on hand if something went wrong.
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"But ya shouldn't be goin' there and talking to him or anythin' like that.

He's only there, like they said, for an emergency," Marr stressed. "I'm the

only guy you're supposed to be havin' official contact with. Understand?"

Reed nodded.

The balance of the conversation at the beach that morning consisted of

an outline for a trip, during which Marr would introduce Terry to the people

selected to provide the services he would need in order to operate as a busi-

nessman in Mexico.

"When ya get ready, I'll take ya to the Guadalajara Airport an' intro-

duce ya to Comandante Raul Fierro. He's an old buddy o' mine and we go

way back," Marr boasted. "He ain't the real comandante anymore, but ya

still gotta call him that or he'll get offended. He's big on respect. You'll find

his family is the Mexican equivalent of the Wright brothers, Charles Lind-

bergh and Chuck Yeager all rolled into one. His brother flew an airplane

nonstop from Mexico City to New York, and somehow these fuckin' Mex-
icans think that compares to Lindbergh's flight over the Atlantic. No one's

ever confirmed if he even fuckin' did it nonstop, or over any fuckin' water

for that matter."

"So does Fierro know what I'm doing here?" Terry asked, trying to

probe deeper into the command structure in Mexico.

"He knows enough, and another guy in Mexico City named Jaime

Bravo, who's with the DFS (the Mexican CIA) wifl take care of aU the flight

plans in an' out, or at least that's my understandin' from Gomez. Remem-
ber, you're not supposed to be pokin' your nose into areas ya don't belong.

Gomez told me to remind ya not to be playin' a spook . . . just run the

fuckin' company."

"You've mentioned Gomez several times today; you know him pretty

well?" Terry asked again.

"Yeah, but he's one of those guys you'd like to forget sometimes. We
all go back to SEA (Southeast Asia) together. Back when killin' commies
was legal, uncontrolled and fun. Weren't no limit on 'em then. I always

liked killin' slant-eyed commies the best. Somehow I just never cottoned to

killing the ones with round eyes, though. They seem a lot more human."
It was apparent from Marr's comments, and what was not being said,

that Mitch had seen a lot of action in Southeast Asia. He would later learn

that Marr had been in Korea as well as Vietnam and Laos.

Marr looked pensively at the water lapping over the beach next to

them and added, "Some of us have grown up since then, though. But then

there's Gomez; he'll never change. He's made commie killin' his life's occu-

pation. Nah, me an' Coop, we see through it aU now that we're older and
wiser. We're just in it for the money and adrenaline. Adrenaline keeps

ya young."

This lapse into personal philosophy and war stories was a sign that the

endless bloody Marys Marr had consumed during the past two hours were
starting to take effect. It was 1 1 a.m. and the palapas could no longer insu-

late them from the heat.

"Say, it's gettin' fuckin' hot," Marr said. "We don't have to cover all this

shit in one day, ya know. Why don't we knock off 'til tonight when the sun
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goes down? One good thing to remember is there's no hurry down here,

'specially when the Company's payin' the bills."

Terry suddenly heard Janis shouting from the balcony above them and
waving, "Is it okay if I come down and join you? These kids are driving me
crazy cooped up in this room."

She and the children, dressed in their bathing suits, joined the two
men. Duncan, their oldest, ran to the coral-rimmed tidal basin, while the

younger, Elliott, now thirteen months, contented himself with playing in

the sand.

Terry took the opportunity to introduce Janis to his new CIA handler.

She was not impressed. He represented all the attributes of the male stereo-

type who looked at women as decorations and something to be tolerated in

exchange for sex. Something better rented when needed and not owned.
Based on her initial conversations with him, she could tell Mitch was not

someone with whom she wanted to socialize.

She was definitely not offended when Marr told her they could not be

seen together in Ajijic. "It's real unfortunate I won't be able to introduce

you to the little lady," Marr said, referring to his wife. The term made her

cringe. "She needs a new friend, someone to keep her occupied and offa my
ass." He laughed.

Janis winced. He was not the type of "spook" she was used to seeing.

It was only 1 1 a.m.; he was already drunk and no party was going on. She

also found his words offensive and his macho, condescending attitude

toward women insulting. And Terry found the situation uncomfortable

because he had to make excuses for someone he had only just met and
would be dealing with on an ongoing basis. She learned quickly that spies

come in many styles and varieties, and this guy was certainly not like Joszef

Bona or Wayne Barlow back in Oklahoma.
After making his excuses about the heat and leaving the table with

plans to meet that night, Marr staggered off to his room and left Terry to

defend his unprofessional actions.

"Hey, Janis, we all get drunk occasionally. The guy said he's been wait-

ing here for two days, and he's obviously been relaxing a little too much
and vacationing on the CIA. I'm sure he has a good side to him, otherwise

he wouldn't be in charge of this project at this level."

"I don't know. There's something about him I don't like," Janis said

apprehensively. "He seems like the kind of guy that would stab you in the

back if he had to. I do want to meet his wife, once we get settled, in order

to learn more about him."

She got no argument. Such information would be helpful to Terry

as well.

After a day of frolicking in the surf and admiring the golden brown
bodies of the Mexican "cunts," as Mitch referred to them, Terry decided

it was time to prepare for the evening meeting with Mitch. The family

retired to their room to shower and dress, waiting for Marr's call. The call

never came.

A check of the front desk revealed that no one by the name of Marr was

registered there. Either Mitch was using an assumed name or was staying
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somewhere else. Terry figured that was just spook caution. But regardless

of the reason, being stood up was something else, something that bothered

Terry. And this made Janis even more suspicious.

"I'll bet he's dead drunk somewhere and doesn't even know what time

it is," she said in a chiding tone as they headed out on their own for dinner.

Nor did she appreciate Terry's idea of humor when he said, "Maybe some
commie assassin got to him."

They dined that night at a place named Le Bistro, which was situated

near the river that flows through Puerto Vallarta and turned out to be the

number one "action spot" in town.

The continental atmosphere, the gourmet food and the romantic set-

ting peopled by mostly upscale Mexicans helped compensate for his wife's

uneasiness with Marr. Having subcontracted the children's care that

evening to the hotel nanny, they both settled into what they envisioned

more to be the life of a CIA asset with his family in a foreign country. Later

that night, as the sound of the pounding surf echoed up the cliff and into

their suite, Janis had to take special care to touch only the areas of her hus-

band's sunburned anatomy that had been shielded by his swim trunks. The
pleasure and the pain offset each other.

Early the next morning, an apologetic and still-unshaven Mitch Marr
summoned Terry back to the breakfast bar by the beach. "I guess it's a com-
bination of the heat and the remnants of Montezuma's revenge. I took some
medicine that wiped me out for the night. But I'm feelin' great today, so

let's get on with the details. Hey, waiter, give me and my friend a pitcher of

screwdrivers."

Terry nursed one glass, while Marr quickly emptied the multiliter

pitcher. It was becoming pretty apparent the type of guy with whom Terry

was dealing. Since Marr was having some "hair of the dog," Terry decided

he had better get this meeting over with quickly and get the important

points out of the way before Marr needed more "medicine." Not the least

important topic was Reed's need to get in touch with William Cooper.

"Do you have a way of contacting Cooper?" Terry asked. "He and I still

have a little unfinished business up in the States." The Charlie cuatro was
still where Terry had buried it in Little Rock. Terry revealed the C-4 situa-

tion to Marr and informed him that Mark McAfee's building was going to

be auctioned off in the fall. Someone, he said, had to remove the explosives

before the new owner moved in and increased the chance of the C-4 being

discovered.

"I'll be making weekly trips between here and Texas for the next six to

eight weeks in order to finish up a factory start-up I'm involved with. I'd

like you to help me take care of this matter before I get permanently situ-

ated down here."

"Yeah, I can contact him for ya," Marr replied as he downed another

screwdriver.

Marr said Terry's concerns would be relayed to Cooper and, in fact,

indicated that Cooper would be flying in and out of the Guadalajara Airport

from time to time. Marr said he was planning to have a reunion of Air

America old flyers when circumstances permitted.
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After a discussion of finances dealing with the methods of payments,

disbursements, accounting and draws for the new operation, Marr handed
Terry an envelope.

"Don't open it and count it here, but there's ten grand here. That ought

to take care of ya for a couple a weeks, at least until I get back from a trip to

Washington. They want to talk to me about all of the chicken shit aspeas of

this operation. Remember, if ya wanna be reimbursed, ya gotta have receipts."

As Marr was heading to Washington to discuss "chicken shit" details,

there was good news and bad news for the Enterprise. With congressional

elections five months away, the White House apparently had twisted

enough arms to get the House of Representatives to reverse itself and
approve, after a vote of 221 to 209, a $100 million appropriation for mili-

tary and humanitarian aid for the Contras. It was a major victory for Reagan,

reversing as it did the most recent Boland prohibition on military aid. The
bad news was that North and Rodriguez were at each other's throats again.

It was clear from what Terry had heard during the bunker meeting near

Little Rock just a few months earlier that their personal animosity toward

each other could not be contained. But this time. North, in the presence of

former Air Force Colonel Robert Button, another operative who had been

activated for the operation, accused Rodriguez of talking about secret infor-

mation over open phone lines. Rodriguez countered with the same charges

against Button and William Cooper. This behavior resulted in internal

power struggles based on conflicting ideology, animosity, jealousy and
greed. It was beginning to show that there was no real chain of command
holding the operation together. The "commie killers" were turning on and
devouring each other. ^

Marr continued with his instructions for Terry while he was away in

the States.

"All you need to do is get settled into your new house and begin

scoutin' around for a suitable attorney, et cetera. Gomez tells me that you
and Johnson are takin' care of all the business paperwork up in the States

... so I don't have to fuck with any of that, I hope. I don't like fuckin' paper-

work unless it's green and has pictures of Benjamin Franklin," Marr joked,

making reference to hundred dollar bills. It was flashback time.

"Bid Coop ever tell ya the story of the time I flew a BC-3 loaded with

Meo tribesmen and $10 million in gold bullion out of a 2,500-foot strip built

on a cliff overlookin' the side of a karst mountain near Tchepone on the Plain

of Jars in Laos while gettin' hit by over fifty rounds of 23 mm ack-ack fire?"

The day's business, obviously, was over. Marr was slipping off into one

of his "there I was at 10,000 feet with both engines on fire" stories.

Terry could have listened all day.

That night. Reed made the mistake of calling Texas and checking on

the status of his machine-tool instaflation in progress there. He learned to

his dismay that his presence was needed there immediately. He made plans

for Janis and the children to remain in PV until he could return by air.

Beplaning from Aeromexico Airlines on his return four days later, he

was greeted by a sunburned, very relaxed, beautiful woman wearing a

strapless sundress and escorted by two handsome young sons.
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She had enjoyed some "quiet time" with only herself and the children,

had become immersed in her own thoughts and adjusted to the time warp
separating the Mexican and gringo cultures. In her bag was a newly pur-

chased, must-read book entitled Distant Neighbors analyzing the chasm that

separated the cultures of the U.S. and Mexico. She was trying to understand

what made this nation of twenty-five million people so different from the

chaotic environment she had just left.

She watched Terry clear Customs and saw a man in a business suit and
carrying a briefcase, the modern American's battledress. As Duncan,

dressed in his surfer outfit, rushed to greet his father, Terry felt he was view-

ing a family that in four days had become foreign to him. It was unnerving

to see how fast his family had shed their Yankee look and attitudes.

Terry truly hoped that what lay ahead was a life that would give him
the one thing he had not had in the U.S.—time to spend with his family.

He no longer wanted to subcontract the care of his children to a day-care

system that had turned into an industry.

He hugged Janis and kissed her and, while Duncan embraced his leg,

he spoke softly. "You sure you're up for this? We can turn back now. I don't

ever want to hear I made you do this."

He needed the assurance from Janis that she was still a consenting

adult participant in the cultural shift underway.

"Hey, what's the worst that can happen?" she said, using his favorite

line and grinning. "Let's get you out of those funny-looking clothes and go

find our new home."

Notes

1. U.S. Congress, Testimony of Felix Rodriguez, Iran-Contra Hearings, 100-3, pp.

221-222, 275-276; Testimony of Oliver North, Iran-Contra Hearings, 100-7, pp.

302-306, 333-335 (W^ashington, D.C.: Government Printing Office, 1988).
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CHAPTER 22

Margaritaville
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Home for the Reeds was now less than a day's drive through

the layers of Mexican climate. From the steamy, tropical coast-

line upward and through the high desert elevations into the

cool microclimate around Lake Chapala.

It was Mexico's rainy season, and the foliage on the moun-
tains that provided the backdrop to Chapala and Ajijic was a

sharp contrast to the smog-laden air of nearby Guadalajara.

They departed Puerto Vallarta on June 27, 1986, and arrived in Ajijic

the same day. After checking into La Posada, they contacted Diana Aguilar,

as Marr had instructed. After two days of searching, they found the house

they wanted, one just off the square at 57 Calle Hidalgo, which was being

vacated by a congenial male couple who were part of the large gay com-
munity there. As is often the case, this artistic pair was drawn to this roman-
tic, isolated and naturally beautiful area.

Strangely, the macho Mexican culture made less ado about homosex-
uality than America did, causing many to "flee south," where they lived

openly in their relationships and seemingly were accepted by the Mexican
community.

The expensively furnished house was on a cobblestone street that fed

into the zocalo (town square) and had once been converted into a private

art gallery. From its exterior, the walled compound gave no hint of the opu-

lence hidden inside. A large palm tree rose from the lush, manicured lawn
and provided a perfect, shaded playing area that could be viewed from
inside the glass-encased house. A casita, or guest house, was included in this

single-story, stone-and-glass, L-shaped home with a secure, off-street park-

ing area. All of this Third World elegance came at a "grossly inflated" rental

price of $350 a month.
By July 4, the Reeds were ready to celebrate their house warming, with

the help of their new day maid, Concha, a woman in her mid- 30s with six

children of her own and two foster children.

It was fitting that the Fourth of July, the day America celebrates its

independence, was being celebrated by the Reeds in a foreign country, from
which Terry hoped freedom for Nicaragua would be spawned. Congress be

334



Margaritaville 335

damned! There would be victory this time whether they approved of it or

not. Terry Reed and John Cathey would make it so. He felt elated that he
was part of something, a cabal about which only a few knew. It was time

for Terry to cash in, believing that the members of the cabal had singled him
out to collect his reward for what he had suffered in Southeast Asia. That's

what he thought, anyway.

That evening, as the colorful, handmade firewheels spun in Terry's

front yard, he felt light years removed from July 4 just a year earlier when
he was training Contra pilots in Arkansas. He thought of his students, prob-

ably jettisoning cargo over some battle-scarred area of Nicaragua, and he
hoped for their safety on that night of the celebration of freedom.

In addition to getting his household in order in the early part of July,

Terry had gone to Mexico City to visit with George Fenue, his Hungarian
soon-to-be partner, to discuss the types of machinery likely to be preferred

by Mexican customers.

Marr had quietly returned from his trip north and found Terry mired

in decision making concerning compliance with Mexican laws as they

related to the new company. Marr arrived discreetly at Terry's house one
evening in mid-July and invited him back to his home for a secret opera-

tional meeting. The two men departed separately for Marr's house so as to

not be seen together in public.

Terry seated himself in Marr's favorite room, his den. It contained his

essentials: an overstuffed, rattan papa-san chair from Southeast Asia, a fully

furnished wet bar and his Sony Trinitron large-screen TV. Recessed into the

masonry wall was a major collection of mostly pirated videos of Rambo, John
Wayne, Clint Eastwood, and Rocky movies, including anything that pertained

to Vietnam or martial arts. Enshrined in a special place was the videotape of

Apocalypse Now. He had even recorded the film's sound track on an audio

cassette, which he later loaned to Terry so that he could listen to it in his car.

"So what are you drinkin'? Have you discovered Mexican white light-

ning yet?" he asked as he produced a plastic milk carton from the refriger-

ator. Scrawled on the side with a black marker was "1982."

"It's worth livin' in Mexico just for this. It's green tequila bought right

at the factory and personally aged by me. I've got all the years aging, goin'

back to 1975. However, 1982 was a very good year. So I chilled this just for

us. Maria! Traiga dos limones, por favor."

The Mexican maid appeared with two limes, two tumblers and a jigger

of salt. It was obvious she had served her master his liquid drug parapher-

nalia many times before. Her silent actions were so rehearsed as to be almost

mechanical.

She filled both tumblers to the brim with the aged green tequila which

had been purchased at one of the factories in the city of Tequila, north of

Guadalajara. The fiery Mexican drink, which comes from the fermented

juice of the tequila cactus, is something akin to rocket fuel. Tequila could

be bought there in bulk at a certain time each year for approximately $ 1 per

gallon as the maturing product is moved from vat to vat. It was part of an

annual pilgrimage for the American expatriates living in Mexico. It was a
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way to lay in a twelve- month supply cheaply and was another fringe ben-

efit of living south of the border.

While Terry was busy biting his limon in preparation for the taste test,

Marr was preparing the entertainment.

He thumbed his remote control to activate the videotape of Apocalypse

Now already loaded in the VCR, as he emptied half his tumbler in one gulp.

The previously queued tape was strategically wound to show the invasion

scene with Robert Duval as commander of the Air Cavalry unit attacking a

Vietnamese village by helicopter at sunrise while loudspeakers blared the

music from Wagner's Ride of the Valkyries.

Terry coughed as he swallowed the tequila in his glass. Suddenly his

attention was drawn to Marr, who was mouthing the dialogue of the entire

battle scene being played out on the giant screen. The sounds of war shriek-

ing from the dual speakers reverberated off the arch-brick ceiling, causing

Marr's eyes to glass over as he joined Duval in saying his famous line: "I love

the smell of napalm in the morning."

Marr switched off the movie, drained his tumbler and said, "Goddamn,
I miss 'Nam. They don't make scenes any better than that, do they? Sure

wish you and I could hang out together. I've got lotsa war stories I could

share with ya. It gets pretty lonesome down here between wars. An' that

bitch of mine is drivin' me fuckin' nuts. She just don't understand me.

Know what I mean?"
Terry viewed the whole scene with a mixture of humor and sadness

tinged with respect. He also felt somewhat uneasy in that he could remotely

identify with Marr . . . wondering if he was seeing himself years from now.

He had observed that seasoned combat flyers like Marr often substitute

alcohol for the adrenaline high they can no longer experience. They
couldn't kick the habit from the rush their own bodies created, and at this

stage in their lives instead ingested foreign chemicals.

Adrenaline's repeated and controlled rush not only raises one's thresh-

old of fear but lowers one's threshold of boredom. It may enable a person

to deal with fear and stress, but it's as addiaing as tobacco. Reed knew from
his previous two-pack-a-day habit.

For now, Terry put this thought out of his head and felt thankful to see

a fate he wanted to avoid.

"Yeah, Mitch, that's a great movie. Duval's a great actor. But it's getting

late, and I don't think you asked me here just to look at a movie, did you?
By the way, where 's your wife? I was hoping to meet her."

"Ah, we're not gettin' along right now," Marr responded in a low,

melancholy tone. "She's up in the States visitin' her grandchildren. Besides,

that's the best place for her right now with all the action we got goin' on
down here." He paused and then continued in an upbeat way. "And guess

what? I think Coop is comin' over for a visit next month."
"Glad you brought up his name," Terry interjected. "I mailed him a

letter while I was up in the States and haven't heard back. I'm hoping to

rendezvous with him in Arkansas sometime this month. He mentioned to
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me that he'd probably be attending his daughter's wedding this summer.
Has he said anything to you about that, 'cause that would be a perfect time

for him to pick up the Charlie cuatro we talked about."

"Yeah. I saw him while I was in Florida," Marr noted. "It's my under-

standin' he'll be attendin' the wedding. It's a big occasion for him. His last

kid living at home is finally leaving. I nearly forgot; he said to tell you to

pencil in July 31 as a target date to meet in Little Rock."

Terry was relieved. Finally he would be able to resolve this problem.

Marr continued, this time on the business arrangements and partners.

"And Johnson wants ya to meet him and your Jap friend Fuckikawa in

Dallas around the same time. He wants to talk to you about the stock issue

and all that business stuff. So if you can make it, I need to know soon, so I

can relay the info."

"Tell them I'll be there."

The remainder of the evening centered on the plans for Terry to meet
Raul Fierro, the Mexican contact, at the Guadalajara Airport and to deal

with problems that had arisen as a result of the American Drug Enforce-

ment Administration (DBA) moving its aircraft maintenance to a company
called Aviacion del Pacifico, which was situated next to the warehouse
Fierro had selected for Terry to house the machine-tool company.

"In some ways, that's bad. You'll have to be awfully careful not to com-

promise yourself or our mission with these beaner flyers the DEA is usin'

down here. Ever since that Camarena shithead (DEA agent Enrique "Kiki"

Camarena who was kidnapped and murdered along with his pilot a year

earlier) got greased down here, the DEA has been on red alert about cartel

sabotage to their airplanes. They trust this cat nicknamed Gato. His real

name is Ricardo de Veal; he runs the maintenance for Aviacion del Pacifico.

His chief mechanic is a Mexican by the name of Pablo Ponce. Pablo used to

fly Agency missions down here until his brother cracked up doin' the same.

He sorta retired from flyin' after that. You know, lost his nerve. He's still a

good mechanic, though. He used to work on my 123.

"So you'll have Feds, if ya want to call them that, crawlin' all over the

place right next to your facility. But it's been my experience when you're

dealin' with these card-carrying government types, the best place to be is

right under their noses. They never think to look right there. So we'fl go

out there tomorrow and talk to Fierro. I won't be hangin' around with ya

once the introduction is made."

"Is it safe for you to be going to the Guadalajara Airport? What if you get

spotted out there?" Terry asked, recalling the "never-be-seen-together" rule.

"No one out there will think anything of it, "Marr said with a shrug. "I

hang out there a lot. I know all the pilots in Mexico, foreign and Mexican.

You forget, I flew C-I23s out of Guadalajara for six years for the Agency."

Terry had learned from Marr's discussions at the beach that several of

Air America's old crews and aircraft had been reassigned to Mexico when
the CIA cut back operations in Southeast Asia. Marr had been based at the

Guadalajara Airport since 1973 and had been involved in a program, also
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called Screw Worm, to secretly photomap portions of Mexico using state-

of-the art infrared surveillance equipment to pinpoint poppy fields grown
for fieroin production.

All of this had been done by the CIA without the Mexican govern-

ment's knowledge under the cover of a United States Department of Agri-

culture program to eradicate a parasitic worm that attacks cattle. This was
one way the Agency could retain the pilots and planes that had been used

by Air America during the Vietnam War without congressional knowledge.

The code name Screw Worm, Marr told Terry, was being resurrected

for the new operation being started in Mexico as a way to further disguise

the arms transshipment program. If the name was heard by compromising

ears, they would probably think it was only a reference to the old operation

and not suspect there was a new one.

They wound down with a plan to meet the following morning near the

base of the VOR transmitter (a ground-based navigation antenna building)

centrally located near the airport terminal. As the maid opened the squeaky

wrought iron gate to let Terry out of the compound, Marr had restarted the

VCR and Terry could hear Duval screaming amid the mortar explosions:

"Lance, get me my surfboard. . . . Sure the beach is secure. . . . Charlie don't

surf."

"Senor Mitch es muy loco, " Maria said as she chuckled at the door.

The next morning, at ten-hundred hours, the two men met at the des-

ignated spot, and Marr took Terry to the general aviation terminal that

housed Aerovias Castillo, a fixed-base operator, and the pilot's lounge.

When the two men entered the combination lounge and flight-plan-

ning room, Comandante Fierro was already regaling a group of airline pilots

with one of his famous flying stories—something pilots call "hangar flying."

Fierro was not only the scion of Mexico's premier aviation family but had
become the patron of the Guadalajara Airport. Though he was no longer in

charge officially, he nonetheless was the man without whose approval

nothing moved or happened.

The group of uniformed, off-duty pilots from various international air-

lines stood captivated around Fierro as he talked about shooting an instru-

ment approach while flying an ice-laden 707 through a mountainous pass

in the Andes on one engine. Out of respect, Marr waited for the group's

laughter that signaled the end of yet another tale that always improved with

age. Aviation, by Fierro's macho interpretation, was a Latino invention.

When the story ended, the time came for Fierro to switch from enter-

tainer to store owner and sell supplies to the waiting aviators. Fierro's con-

cession stocked not only the usual array of pilot necessities such as charts,

plotters, flashlight batteries, flight computers and Rayban sunglasses but

also a good-sized supply of miniature bottles of liquor in the glass display

case that served as a check-out counter.

To Terry's shock, many of the Mexican and Latin American airline

pilots were popping the caps and downing several shots of whiskey as they

charted their next flight. Aviation rules in the Third World appeared to be
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a lot more lax than in the U.S. There clearly was no rule here about time

restrictions between "bottle to throttle."

From the embrazo Raul Fierro and Marr exchanged, they actually were
the "blood brothers" Marr had said they were. They were about the same
age, and as they hugged, Terry could see that Fierro had the same stocky

build as Mitch, though he was slightly shorter. His light complexion sug-

gested to Terry that he was of the Mexican ruling class, meaning someone
of Castillian descent. He, too, had a full head of dark hair peppered with

gray. A relaxed demeanor and cherubic face radiated the quiet confidence

of someone who didn't need to demand respect . . . since he knew he was
going to get it.

"Raul, this is my friend from the States, Mr. Terry Reed," Marr said as

he introduced them. "He's the one you've been waiting for."

Fierro seemed apprehensive, looking around as if to see who might be

watching. He quickly ushered the two men down the hall to his office. The
rather functional office, whose walls were adorned with framed mementos
and photographs of Fierro and his family shaking hands with dignitaries,

contained a singular gray metal, U.S. -government-issue desk, around
which the men seated themselves. Terry was somewhat surprised at Fierro 's

tact. Instead of an operational briefing, Fierro launched into a lengthy per-

sonal interview that included extensive questioning about Terry's family,

background and religion.

"So, Mitch tells me you, how do you say . . . cut your teeth in South-

east Asia supporting Air America and fighting communism," Fierro said in

his soft-spoken, broken English that reflected his bearing. "And did you
work with my good amigo, Maximo Gomez, while over there?"

Fighting communism; there were those words again. The common thread

that seemed to tie all these people together, the reason— or the excuse

—

for all their actions.

"No. I d^n't work with Mr. Gomez or with Mitch while in the Air Force

over there," Terry replied. "The man I knew best who worked for Air Amer-
ica out of Laos was Mr. Bill Cooper, who is presently based in El Salvador,

as I understand it."

"You know Guillermo!" Fierro shot back. "He is one of my other best

amigos. We go way back together. Guillermo is the only gringo I know of that

can tell a better flying story than myself, and he certainly doesn't let the

truth limit them."

The ensuing laughter broke the initial tension, and now Fierro had

found a common link with Terry, namely, their joint friendship with

Cooper. Fierro had seemingly found his personal comfort level with Terry.

Everyone was now relaxed, and Terry felt he was being accepted into the

Mexican fold. His bona fides had been established, and he was being handed

off with the usual ritual, but this time it was spiced with a Latin flavor. Terry

had apparently met the test.

"You come back tomorrow afternoon after siesta, and I will make the

necessary introductions for you here at the aeropuerto," Fierro told him.
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"You will need a flight line pass for your coche, and I will show you the com-

plejo industrial I've selected to house your new company. And Mitch, it is

my understanding you are not to be seen with Mr. Reed, so I don't think

you should leave here together."

"Sure, but on the way out, I need to buy a six pack of those little minia-

tures from ya," Marr said. "Just for the 'flight' home, if ya know what I mean."

When Terry returned home that day, he found a 1978 red Ford LTD
with Texas license plates parked in front of his house.

Upon entering his living room, he was struck by the presence of a stun-

ning, statuesque Latin beauty in her mid-20s, with long, flowing black hair

and dark eyes. Janis introduced her as Patricia Juin, a Colombian who now
lived on the lakeshore and who was married to a Frenchman named
Patrick. Janis and Patricia shared something in common. Patricia's daugh-

ter, Joana, was the same age as Duncan. The two children were happily

playing in the yard as their nannies watched over them.

Judging from the smiles on the faces of the two women, and from the

half dozen or so empty miniature Corona bottles and the lunch leftovers

still sitting on the table, it was obvious they had established an instant infor-

mal friendship.

"Terry, this is Patty Juin, she lives right here on the lake, two miles

down the road, and you won't believe what her husband does. ... He flies

ultra-lights and a hang glider, and Patty says he's setting up a company to

give tourists ultra-liglit rides from hotels on the beach."

Terry extended his hand, but instead Patty caught him off guard by
leaning over to be kissed on the cheek, a traditional Latin response among
close friends. Terry kissed her perfunctorily, but this custom was something

that always bothered him about the Latin culture. They just didn't do this

in Missouri.

The striking woman with a naturally tan complexion had already

decided that she liked Janis, and therefore, Terry, because, to her mind, they

were not like most of the Americans she had met there. Those gringos were
older, retired and symbolized the stereotypical ugly American. Many had
become alcoholics since they spent most of their time socializing, enter-

taining . . . and drinking. Live cheap and drink, was how it looked to her.

In the Reeds, she told them both later as their friendship blossomed, she

saw the type of people with whom she had always wanted her family to asso-

ciate. She wanted her daughter to speak English without an accent and, in

one afternoon of playing wdth Duncan, that process had already started. Janis

had explained that Terry was a businessman there to advance Mexican man-
ufacturing technology, something that intimidated yet fascinated her.

"Oh, we are so glad to see people like you moving down here," she

gushed. "Diana Aguilar is a friend of ours, and she told us all about your

business plan here in Mexico. I can't wait for you to meet Patrick. He'll be

home tomorrow, and I've invited you all over for dinner. We live on the

lake and have a pool the children can play in."

While engaged in conversation with her, Terry was struck by her

bearing— aristocratic without pretentiousness. Patty Juin displayed all the
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positive aspects of the Latin culture and none of its negatives. She was bilin-

gual and intelligent, demonstrated a knowledge of the world and was some-
one who could really teach the Reed family the inner workings of the

Mexican culture.

He was hoping they had found a mirror family to ease them into their

new lifestyle. And if they could contribute to the Americanization of the

Juin family, it could evolve into the perfect cultural exchange program.

The best part of all was that Janis now had linked up with a young,

female friend she could relate to and who would help her assimilate into

their new lifestyle. And even better for Janis, they would soon discover that

Patty didn't allow Patrick to smother her with his Latin machismo, which
they already had noticed was dominant in most male-female relationships.

The day following, after Terry had spent the afternoon with Fierro and
was being shown around the airport, he took his family to dinner at the Juins'

home, situated on the carreterra midway between Ajijic and the lakeside vil-

lage of Jocotepec. The two-story, salmon colored, masonry house on the lake

had an attached casita and conveyed a subtle elegance. By Mexican standards,

it was opulent. And not only did it have an unobstructed view of the moun-
tains on the south shore of Lake Chapala, it had another characteristic to

which the Reeds were unaccustomed. It was fully paid for. The Juins, not a

bank, actually owned it. A strange concept for Americans to deal with.

That night the Reeds and the Juins became a tight foursome. Terry and
Patrick Juin found they each had a common goal. Each strangely was
searching for something they believed existed only in the other's culture

—

true happiness.

Patrick thought he saw in Terry a man about the same age who was
launching a business in his adopted country, Mexico. Patrick harbored

ambitions of starting a business exporting Mexican manufactured goods to

the U.S. As the evening wore on, both realized that each viewed the other

man's country as his golden opportunity. Neither could see the downside in

the other's culture. Here was a classic example of how the grass is always

greener on the other side.

Patrick Juin was an interesting person. He had a European outlook and

features. Born the son of a French couple, Juin's father had started his own
firm in Mexico to market famous French perfumes. Patrick was born in

Venezuela and, at one time, held triple citizenship, but had voluntarily

given up his Venezuelan citizenship and had tried to renounce his French

citizenship, which is impossible under French law and custom.

After an earlier, unhappy marriage, which produced two teenage

daughters now living in Mexico City, Juin told the Reeds he underwent a

personal metamorphosis, working as a musician and becoming a drifter

searching for something he could not define. He found the answer while

wind surfing off the beach at Puerto Vallarta. Patty, the daughter of a

wealthy Colombian family, was vacationing there, too. Patricia, he said,

represented to him Eve when Adam first saw her, someone he could mold

to his liking. Their love had produced one child, a daughter, who was the

best of both cultures.



342 Compromised: Clinton, Bush and the CIA

During dinner, Patrick told the Reeds that he had just sold a jewelry

business in Ajijic that catered to foreign tourists and that he was about to

launch the ultra-light airplane project. As the night wore on, he sat with

Terry by the pool pointing out the features of the heavens as seen from
south of the Tropic of Cancer. Their talk centered on aviation, ultra-lights,

the modernization of Mexico, the decay of the United States, and the mean-
ing of life. Through Juin's eyes and experiences, Terry would get a con-

densed and practical education on Mexican culture and Latino attitudes.

Throughout the remainder of July, Janis adapted quickly and easily to

the land of manana and life on the shoreline of Lake Chapala. Her biggest

domestic problem was "maid management," or how to stay in charge in her

own house and not end up working for her hired help. Terry, having once

lived on the local economy in Thailand, had become knowledgeable about

servants and the Third World mentality when he lived off the base.

She refused to take his and Juin's advice to be "nonfriendly" to servants

and establish the necessary class lines. This led to a constant turnover of

domestic help until Janis finally mustered up the correct "gameface" and atti-

tude to supervise the "professional maids" who were abundant in the area.

Every day brought a new discovery. Janis found delight in probing the

area's large art community, discovering the region's posh hideaway hotels,

endless artisan gift shops, and, more importantly, the interesting people

who in actuality were mostly misfits and malcontents. Terry, on the other

hand, had to immerse himself in the business of setting up a company.
Marr arranged a meeting with a local abogado, an attorney named

Arturo Velazquez Lopez, who Terry was told had done work for the Agency
in the past.

"He's connected, and he knows how to keep his mouth shut," Marr
assured Terry. "He's expecting you. Don't talk about anything we're doing,

only discuss the business aspects of your licensing with him. He'll keep ya

straight when it comes to Mexican law."

It was late July when Marr told Terry it was time to travel to Dallas for

a meeting with Robert Johnson of Southern Air Transport and Frank

Fujikawa of Gomiya, USA, the Japanese investor in the Mexican operation

now called Machinery International, on the American side of the border.

On the same trip, he would link up with Cooper in Little Rock to recover

"the storage item."

Terry left Guadalajara early on July 31 aboard American Airlines for

the planned afternoon meeting in Dallas. He was told that the meeting was
to spell out Fujikawa's contribution to the project and would take place in

a rented conference room at Dallas-Fort Worth Airport. Fujikawa, in typi-

cal Japanese fashion, wanted to meet face to face with the operation's top

man, Johnson, before finally committing himself. Terry's presence was
requested to answer any questions that Johnson could not and was
designed to give Fujikawa a "comfort zone" prior to consummating the deal.

Fujikawa, he was told, had recently inspected the Hungarian's facilities

in Mexico City, and Terry took with him photographs of the facilities now
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ready to be leased at the Guadalajara Airport. Key to the plan, he also had
important Mexican client information provided him by the Hungarians,

showing projected sales to industries presently operating in Mexico. All pro-

jections showed Mexico with a pent-up demand for high-tech manufac-
turing equipment as well as the government's burgeoning desire to develop

an export economy.

In that year, 1986, tourism dollars for the first time exceeded petrodol-

lars on Mexico's GNP spreadsheet. Elements of the de la Madrid govern-

ment were pressing hard for immediate expansion of tourism to bring in

more hard currencies desperately needed to prevent default on Mexico's

massive international bank loans. Brazil had already declared a "morato-

rium" on interest payments on its billions in loans from world banks.

But the group Terry had been dealing with in Mexico City represented

a consortium of Mexican banks and businessmen pressing the government
equally as hard for tax and banking law changes to help establish an export

economy. This group's views dovetailed with the Agency's plans, and Terry

was excited about the future.

No one, including Johnson, Fujikawa or Reed, could have predicted

how far the slipping peso would eventually fall. While Terry was flying to

Dallas that morning, there already had been a devastating 23 percent drop

in one week during June. But the Mexican government was declaring that

the "monetary adjustment" was over and that the nation's financial condi-

tion was stable. This did not provide much solace for the individuals and

companies that had converted their strong currencies into pesos and had

lost 50 percent of their value over a period of a few months.

After clearing U.S. Customs in Dallas, Terry called Johnson's office in

Miami and discovered a glitch in their schedules. Bill Cooper, Johnson told

him, had already attended his daughter's wedding and had departed Reno,

Nevada, en route to Little Rock. Cooper had expressed dismay at having no

way of contacting Terry directly but was requesting his assistance immedi-

ately in Little Rock. Johnson told Terry to go on to Little Rock and he would

see Fujikawa alone, hopeful that Terry could make it back to Dallas before

the meeting was over.

Terry flew on to Little Rock, confident he could return with knowledge

that the C-4 problem had finally been resolved. Upon landing, he rented a

car at Adams Field, drove to the North Little Rock Airport and found Cooper

waiting in the city terminal.

'T guess Johnson was able to getta hold of you, but I think we need to

wait until dark if we gotta go dig this stuff up at your friend's warehouse,"

Cooper cautioned.

Terry agreed, and both men killed the day by going to the Jacuzzi Corp.

in Little Rock, one of Applied Technology's accounts, where he supervised

a machine-tool installation that was underway.

After dark, the "grave robbers" went to what had been McAfee's ware-

house and spent a half hour digging up "Charlie." Back at the North Little

Rock Airport, they loaded it aboard a Maule plane that Cooper had flown



344 Compromised: Clinton, Bush and the CIA

in and parked near Terry's hangar. The Maule, he had said earlier, was
another new plane destined for action in Central America. Cooper departed

the North Little Rock Airport at around 10 p.m., establishing a course of

approximately 120 degrees, heading southeast.

Terry breathed a sigh of relief. At last, he could clear his mind of this

troubling issue and get on with his business in Mexico. He closed and
securely locked the door of the hangar that now housed an ultra-light, a

monument he had saved to remind him of his near death, and several file

cabinets containing mostly business records. He went from there to a motel

and left for Dallas the next day.

In Dallas, he caught up with Fujikawa, who had stayed for other busi-

ness. He told Terry the meeting with Johnson went without a hitch, and he

was ready to close the deal. The money was ready, he said, and just wait-

ing for Terry to tell him where and how to deliver it. All was well.

He returned home and told Marr that Cooper was, in fact, going to try

to visit Guadalajara for an Air America reunion. Hopefully, he would be

bringing another friend of Marr's by the name of John McRainey* (see doc-

uments at end of chapter) and possibly some others. Marr was ecstatic. The
resurrection of the "over-the-hill gang" was in full swing, and Marr began

immediately making plans.

"That's great news! I'll go down to Chapala Realty tomorrow and
attempt to getta hold of the bitch by phone," Marr said, referring to the real

estate office as telephone central for Americans there and a way to contact

his wife. "She's still up in the States visitin' the kids, and that's right where
I want her to stay. I don't want her down here fuckin' up my party. You're

gonna love these guys, Terry."

The first few weeks of August Terry spent shuttling between Guadala-

jara and Mexico City, visiting potential clients with Fenue. Fierro was work-

ing out the final security details on Reed's new airport facility. It was
scheduled to be turned over to Maquinaria Internacional by the first of Sep-

tember, if the attorney finished the paper work in time.

Terry was learning that Mexico's centralized bureaucracy made legal

affairs move at a snail's pace. No document was complete unless it was
affixed with enough official-looking seals to obliterate its contents. It

seemed bureaucracy was a problem no matter where you lived.

The Reeds' immigration problems had been ironed out. Terry had been
given a temporary business visa, which allowed him to do marketing analy-

ses and set in place all the necessary elements for the planned transition to

100 percent ownership of the Mexican corporation by the U.S. corporation.

At that time, this was prohibited by Mexican law.

*From an organizational chart later supplied to the Iran-Contra congressional committees by

Retired Air Force General Richard V. Secord depicting the Enterprise's reporting structure, one

could find directly under the name of W. Cooper, Manager, C-123K/C7A/Maule AC, the name
of J. McRainey. His title was noted as Operations Director, C-123K/Maule AC, another of the

now-activated Air America "over-the-hill gang."'
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As far as anyone could tell, he was an American deeply involved in cre-

ating a venture to import machinery, something the country desperately

needed, and a company for which the government would make an exception

to its ownership rule. This was humorous, in a way, because when com-
paring the list of companies to which this exception had been granted, one
would find the likes of Ford Motor Company, Goodyear Rubber Company,
Dupont, RCA, and then . . . Maquinaria Internacional.

In the third week of August, he received an oral invitation from Marr
to attend the official Air America reunion that was to take place at Marr's

home . . . without the "bitch."

"I'm goin' out to the airport to pick up Coop and McRainey today.

Fierro says their plane is due in around noon," Marr informed him. "Why
don't you come on by the house after dark tonight. We'll down a few and
talk about the good old days in SEA (Southeast Asia)."

That night, as Terry walked under the Roman-style stone arch that

defined the entrance to Marr's posh subdivision, he was hoping his new
Nissan pickup wouldn't be stolen from the shoulder of the highway where
he had left it. He was being cautious because Marr was violating a key rule

by even inviting Terry to the party, and he did not want his 1985 orange,

four-door Mexican-made pickup seen in Marr's neighborhood.

As Terry approached Marr's compound, he could hear the VCR blaring

away, but this time it was John Wayne's voice on the soundtrack of The

Flying Leathernecks. By the sound of the laughter echoing from the den area

of Mitch's house, it was clear that the party was in full swing.

Terry rang the claxon and a voice boomed back, "What's the password?"

"Sierra fuckin' Hotel!"*

Terry's response brought Marr quickly to the door, and he ushered him
in. When the door closed behind him, he felt as if he had stepped back

through time and walked into the lounge of the Chiroen Hotel, Air Amer-
ica's hangout in Udorn, Thailand. Only the Thai hookers were missing. But

the talk had already turned to what carnal adventures might lie ahead in

Guadalajara later.

Cooper introduced Terry to John McRainey, another ex-Air America

pilot who was flying C-I23 air supply missions for former General Richard

Secord's "Enterprise" based in El Salvador. The slender, stylishly dressed

McRainey was tanned and fit, giving the outward impression of being a con-

servative businessman, a banker or maybe a corporate attorney. Also present

*Sierra Hotel was a term used by pilots in Vietnam. To understand this, you must understand

the use of the phonetic alphabet by the military to prevent, miscommunication by radio. Each

letter has a word such as A for "Alpha" and Z for "Zulu." S is "Sierra" and H is "Hotel." What

the pilots must relay to each other during an air strike is the level of destruction of a target or

bomb-damage-assessment (BDA) reports. When a target was destroyed by a direct hit in Viet-

nam, the pilots for a time were yelling "Shit Hot" to signify total destruction. The politicians

were becoming upset at such ungentlemanly language, and that forced the pilots into code

talk. "Shit Hot" was refined to "Sierra Hotel."
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were two Salvadoran Army officers in civilian clothes and two contract Amer-
ican aircraft maintenance personnel. Terry would learn through conversation

that the whole group was shuttling an old, previously mothballed C-123 to

El Salvador to join the Contra resupply operation. They had flight-planned

their route through Mexico to stay over land, considering the unairworthy

condition of the plane, which had not been flown since the mid- '70s.

"Cooper's told me all about you. You're one of the guys that was train-

ing beaner pilots up in Arkansas for the Agency," McRainey said as he

approached, acting openly friendly. "Can't believe you survived it all, con-

sidering the level of skill you had to start with. I got involved in a similar

situation training Laotian pilots. Wasn't fucking Vietnamization a great pro-

gram? Let's all toast to the hen-nhdts (Vietnamese for "cowards") we defend-

ed and to Richard Milhous Fucking Nixon!"

As the tumblers clinked together and slopped portions of their contents

onto the floor. Cooper added, "Here's hoping Daniel Ortega butt fucks

Henry Kissinger before we kill him."

Terry looked around him. He realized that what he saw in Marr's den
defined the term "post-Vietnam stress syndrome (its official name is post

traumatic stress syndrome). But this group didn't suffer from the mental

condition that the psychiatrists have defined, an illness in which veterans

have frequent, stress-related flashbacks triggered by an ordinary event that

reawakens some wartime experience. Nor was it their inability to control

their reactions to these flashbacks, which rendered them unable at times to

cope with the stress of everyday civilian life.

These men, Terry observed, were like himself. They were not the kind

to walk into a schoolyard and kill a dozen Oriental children. They were
combat veterans locked in time, suspended in an anticlimactic state of not

having been allowed to complete the mission for which they were trained.

Society had taught them that they were males and that their mission was
to defend their nation and its way of life, if called to do so. They were called,

but for all the wrong reasons, and then not given the go-ahead to do what
their training had prepared them for. They came home defeated, and in

many respects they could be compared to impotent males who never had
the psychological satisfaction of knowing they had fully consummated their

"marriage" with their own society.

He found humor in the stories and enjoyed the camaraderie of these

"men of men," who had risked their lives and were not like Bill Clinton and
other modern leaders, men who sat back and debated the morality of it all

at Oxford— after the fact—and after the shooting had started and the body
bags were coming home by the thousands.

These men at Marr's house were known commodities, tried, proven
and tested and could be counted on when the going got rough.

But Terry found sadness in a lot of this as well, since their bond was
built on mutual failure: Their inability to win and come home victorious.

These veterans found it hard to accept that they had been manipulated by
the likes of Nixon and Kissinger and that they were, truly, expendable . . .

and for what?
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Detente, they once again concluded. The reason, they each decided in

their drunken soliloquies, had to be Nixon's obsession with being the pres-

ident who "recognized China."

"Nixon couldn't figure out if he wanted to marry and make love to Mao
Tse-Tung, or to fuck him to death and shit on his grave," John Cathey had
once said. "We need leaders that know what they're doing, where they're

going, and define the role the military plays in all this detente shit."

That about summed it up as the "over-the-hill gang" toasted Ho Chi

Minh: "To a better man and leader than anybody we had on our side . . .

least he was there to win."

Here was a roomful of intelligent men burying their problems in alcohol

and living in the past. Terry hoped he wouldn't end up like the men he was
watching. What seemed apparent to him was that these men could share their

feelings only wdth one another. And this made him sad. One thing for sure,

he had the comfort of knowing he had a wife he could talk to.

He was jarred from his thoughts by the arrival of Raul Fierro, who
couldn't resist any kind of reunion with story-telling combat aviators. Each
took the floor in turn to regale the others in one-upmanship, hyperbole and
just plain bullshit. As each man spun his tale, Mitch broke out the milk con-

tainers with the 1975 tequila, his oldest and best.

As each container was drained, the subject of conversation turned to

the current war, the one that had brought them all together. Terry felt a

sense of uneasiness because Marr was the only one who had been cleared

to know his true role or mission in Mexico. All the while, Terry was hoping

the conversation wouldn't turn to Machinery International's role in all of

this, especially in front of the "outsiders" present.

Marr asked McRainey, "So how you guys doin' down there? How
many sorties a day are ya flyin', and what kind of tonnage are ya puttin' on
target?"

"We're not doin' too good, Mitch," McRainey answered. "I'm glad our

pay isn't tied to our performance. We're all gettin' older and slower, and so's

our equipment. It's a hell of an undertaking considering what we've got to

work with."

The fact was that during this period in the summer of 1986, the air

resupply operation was floundering, Felix Rodriguez would later claim

when testifying before a congressional committee that the Enterprise flew

only one successful mission during July and August of that year.

"Goddamn, Mitch, you ought to be down there flyin' with us," Cooper

said. "It's just like old times. They're puttin' pressure on us from Washing-

ton to get fully operational by the first of the year, and we could use another

skilled 123 pilot. I've got my hands full just keepin' this old iron in the air."

This was a reference to the antique aircraft being retrieved from "bone

yards" in the desert, where surplus military aircraft had been stored, as well

as those being "borrowed" from military museums. Barry Seal's C-I23K
that had been used in the Sandinista "sting" was but one example of an old

Air America war bird conveniently finding its way into civilian hands when
the CIA deemed it necessary.
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"Yeah, I'd love to go, but the Agency needs me here right now," Man
replied. He lied. He knew why he had not been recruited to fly, and so did

most of the people at the party.

"That's not your problem, Mitch. We know why you're not flyin' with

us," an inebriated McRainey injected, in an obvious reference to Marr's

problem with the bottle. The room went silent.

Cooper defused what was about to become an uncomfortable situation

by saying, "Yeah, Mitch, we know you're not flyin' with us because of your

wife. Some of us know how to control our women. Can't believe that the

Mitch Marr I knew in Asia has now settled down answering to only one

woman . . . and being pussywhipped besides!" The roar of drunken laugh-

ter broke the tension.

"Pussywhipped my ass. I'll show ya. Let's go to Guadalajara and fuck

some of them fine Mexican cunts. Line 'em up. FU show ya," Marr slurred.

Fierro suggested that they all leave for Guadalajara, where he could

arrange for the local DFS (Mexican CIA) comandante to take over a "private

club" for the night's entertainment. Terry knew he could not be seen in

public with these people and was surely passing up a memorable night, and

can now only imagine what it must have been like.

Before leaving, they all decided to hoist one more tumbler of Marr's

high-octane libation in memory of the men left behind in Southeast Asia.

The thought of prisoners of war and the knowledge of what happened to

many of them saddened Reed. It angered him that he was silenced by a

sworn secrecy statement and couldn't share this classified information with

them.*

What a depressing way to end an otherwise interesting night.

One key player in all this was not there. Felix Rodriguez was back in

El Salvador creating some mischief. Oliver North would later claim that

Rodriguez's ego was getting out of control. At the same time, Rodriguez was
aligning himself with the Nicaraguan rebels and trying to freeze out Secord

and the others dealing with North. Rodriguez claimed in his book. Shadow
Warrior, that the Nicaraguan rebels were being "screwed" by Secord, who
was simply trying to sell the whole supply operation to the CIA for a quick

profit.^ This was unquestionably true, but what was Rodriguez's motive in

all of this?

Terry believes today that this was part of a power struggle based along

racial fines. Rodriguez wanted to control the aerial operation and its assets

so that he and his Salvadoran mifitary friends could profit personally from

other business ventures that Terry would discover later.

It was more of his trademark smoke, mirrors and "war on communism"
that he used to hide his greed and true motives.

Rodriguez admits he even went so far as to meet with the rebel lead-

*Reed kept this information to himself until August 3, 1992. He officially revealed the sacrifice

of the POWs during an oral deposition in a Freedom of Information suit: John Cummings vs. Depart-

ment of Defense, in the United States Distria Court for the Distria of Columbia, 91-I736-GAG.
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ership and act as their champion in the tug-of-war over who really con-

trolled the resupply aircraft and the operation's assets. This clearly was
mutinous behavior, since Rodriguez was not in charge, nor empowered
with the authority to do so. So why was he generating all this turmoil? Was
it because he saw himself as HMFIC in the Nicaraguan war? Or was he oper-

ating under secret instructions to do so? Did someone want the Enterprise's

spooks pushed completely out of the operation so that it could be conducted
more as the vice president saw fit? After all, didn't Rodriguez have the ear

of then-Vice President Bush's closest advisor, Donald Gregg?^

Rodriguez made the puzzling admission that he persuaded the rebels

to put armed guards on the resupply aircraft to keep the Anglos working
for the Enterprise from "making off" with them. But where would they

have taken them? All this backstabbing and in-fighting was part of a power
struggle that created an environment of an accident waiting to happen. And
that's exactly what happened.'*

But Terry knew none of this in the summer and fall of 1 986 in Guadala-

jara. To him, all looked well and everything was falling into place. By early

October, Terry was up and going with Maquinaria Internacional. Even
though the Mexican corporation's ownership had not yet been approved by
the Mexican government, he was using the license of Fenue's Hungarian

company, Cortec, to get business started.

Things looked so permanent that Reed signed a lease on a larger and
more family style home situated directly on the shore of Lake Chapala, and
the family was preparing to celebrate Duncan's fourth birthday in a very

Mexican way. There would be pinatas, mariachi music and authentic Mexi-

can food served by the maid; and the guest list was growing.

On October 4, Janis savored her newfound lifestyle, which allowed her

the time to bake the birthday cakes depicting the Sesame Street characters

Bert and Ernie. How could the Reeds know they were twenty-four hours

away from disaster?

Since the Air America reunion at Marr's house two months earlier, the

"over-the-hill gang" was getting their act together. By mid- September, the

antiquated pilots and their planes were proving they still had "the right

stuff." On September 13, 1986, they had managed to put five planes in the

air simultaneously and, on one flight alone, 10,000 pounds of supplies had

been dropped deep into Nicaragua into the hands of "freedom fighters"

trying to establish a toehold in southern Nicaragua.

Bob Dutton, who was reporting to North from the field, said that more
than 180,000 pounds of supplies had been dropped successfully. But in the

Reagan administration's rush to accomplish the aerial delivery effort, there

were lapses in security that would soon impact on the Reeds and compro-

mise the Enterprise's operations.

Their lifestyle in Margaritaville would literally come to a crashing halt.

October 5, 1986, was a cool night on the north shore of Lake Chapala,

and the Reed family was just preparing for a sweater-weather barbecue

when the claxon rang at the compound's front gate.
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It was a strangely sober, and somber, Mitch Marr standing outside the

iron gate. "I guess you heard the news? Hasens fucked!"

"What do you mean? I don't get it," Terry responded. "And besides,

aren't you breaking your own rule by being here? You said we were never

to be seen together. And this is a very public location," Terry said, referring

to the home's street-side entrance that was in view of the zocalo.

Marr spoke slowly, coherently and very low-key as he went on. "After

tonight, nobody may ever give a fuck if we're ever seen together, alive

or dead."

A confused Terry just stared at him, wondering what on earth was going

on. "What's the matter, Mitch? And what does 'Hasens fucked' mean?"
"His name is Hasenfus. He was 'the kicker' on the plane—you don't

know, do you?" Marr began to realize. "I forgot, you don't have satellite

TV. . . . COOPER'S DEAD! He got shot down."

After a long pause, Marr sighed and continued. "Some commie shit put

a heat-seeker up his ass and his 123 went down in flames. He died with his

boots on, though. That lucky shit! He always did have all the fun."

While reeling from the shock of the statement about Cooper's plane,

Terry began to analyze Marr's comments. It was obvious, based on what he

was saying, that what Terry had suspected about Marr was true. He was
envious and miserable. Envious of the men still flying under fire and wal-

lowing in his retirement lifestyle that he blotted out with booze. Here he

was, wishing he could die in combat with honor like Cooper just had.

After another pause, Marr turned to a briefing mode.
"But I guess this guy Hasenfus survived the crash, and the commies got

him. I thought you knew him, too."

Though Terry didn't know it at that moment, words like Iran- Contra

and Irangate were being written by newspaper editors everywhere. As
Hasenfus was being pulled out of the jungle on a leash by a Sandinista sol-

dier, political shock waves were beginning to reverberate around the world.

Back at the White House, damage control was already under way.

There would be a flurry of questions about why a C-123 military cargo

plane registered to a CIA proprietary in Miami had been shot down that day

in Nicaragua with gringos and guns aboard.

There were, of course, responses from Washington.

President Ronald Reagan said, "There is no connection with that

(between the U.S. and the shootdown) at all." He lied.

Vice President George Bush said, "This man (Hasenfus) is never— is not

working for the United States government." He lied.

Assistant Secretary of State Elliot Abrams said, "Let me repeat flatly that

there was no U.S. government involvement in this . . . direct, indirect, pro-

vision of material financing, whatever you want to call it . . . none." He lied.

Eugene Hasenfus, the survivor and now a prisoner in Managua, told it

somewhat differently. "I worked for the CIA, who did most of the coordi-

nation of these flights." He had a rope around his neck. He told the truth.

The covert supply operation had turned overt, and Oliver North was
heading for the shredder.
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CHAPTER 23

On Ice

Mitch Marr told Terry that Operation Screw Worm was on hold

indefinitely, if not permanently.

"So what am I supposed to do?" Terry asked. "I've got my
whole family here. I'm set up and in place. I've signed a lease

on a new home. I have to move tomorrow. I'm ready to go."

"Take a vacation," Marr advised. "Drive around Mexico.

Get to know the country. Enjoy. Good bourbon is only two bucks a bottle

here. I'll authorize ya some expense money 'til these guys figure out what
they wanna do for sure."

Marr then turned and walked away, leaving Terry in shock and disbe-

lief to mourn Cooper. He needed to find a newspaper or something to con-

firm what he had just heard. It wasn't that he didn't believe Marr, he simply

couldn't accept what he had just been told.

The training in Arkansas had been undertaken for the sole purpose of

avoiding the type of catastrophic exposure the Hasenfus incident would now
reveal. "They had better be beaners, " Barry Seal had said when talking about

the necessity to quickly train Latin pilots for the aerial resupply operation.

What had gone wrong? And why weren't "beaners" piloting the plane?

From what Marr had said, there was an American survivor to interro-

gate. Cooper had mentioned the name Hasenfus back in Arkansas, think-

ing he was someone Terry might have known back in Southeast Asia. The
blood had drained from Terry's face. He walked back into the kitchen,

where Janis was practicing her kitchen Spanish with the maid.

"What's wrong?" she said, immediately realizing something had hap-

pened. "You look like you just saw a ghost!"

"Bill Cooper's dead!" The words did not come easily. "He was shot

down, from what Mitch just told me. I'm gonna jump in the car and drive

out to Patrick's house and see if I can get something on satellite TV from the

States. The papers probably won't carry this until sometime tomorrow."

At the Juin house, he learned from the maid that the family had gone

to the beach. He was asked inside and turned on the TV to watch the Amer-
ican news reports. It had happened, all right. It was the usual media feeding

352
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frenzy: interviews with State Department spokespersons and reporters

having endless consultations with each other.

A United States "military" plane had been shot down, and Daniel

Ortega was claiming it contained weapons and CIA personnel. It was worse
than Mitch had told him. This was proof, Ortega had charged, that Reagan
was "lying to the American people and Congress about his true, aggressive

intentions. ... It is clear the U.S. intends to invade. . . . The United States

clearly does not want a negotiated peace." An emergency meeting of the

United Nations Security Council had already been demanded by Nicaragua.

As Terry drove home, he activated his "pilot's checklist mentality" and
was contemplating his possible exposure from all this. What, if anything, did

Hasenfus know about him and Screw Worm? Had Cooper told him anything?

"What's the worst that can happen?" was no longer just a rhetorical

question for Terry. He was now adding things to that list of unpleasant pos-

sibilities. For now, he needed to reassure his wife, get some rest, and ana-

lyze his liabilities and options. The ensuing twenty-four hours would decide

a lot of things.

The next day was still moving day. Diana Aguilar showed up early with

the Mexican helpers and the moving truck to relocate them to their new
house at 20 Linda Vista, a picturesque lakefront property that literally

meant "beautiful view."

The family had looked forward to moving day with eager anticipation.

The new house Diana found for them was much larger and comfortably

suited the family's lifestyle. There were even quarters for a live-in maid.

Unfortunately, the shoot-down crisis was robbing them of the happiness

and excitement they had anticipated.

Moving did indeed turn out to be exciting, but for all the wrong rea-

sons. Diana Aguilar was in a total buzz about the Hasenfus affair. As she

poured herself a cup of coffee, she highlighted what she had witnessed on
her TV and was clearly relishing the knowledge that the U.S. got caught

with its pants down. Aguilar, a Californian, had lived in Mexico for most of

her adult life and had adopted the Mexican view that the United States was,

as the Ayatollah once said, "the Great Satan." Her philosophy represented

that of most of the expatriates and artists living in Mexico, who had adopted

a left-wing attitude toward America: The United States was a meddler and

troublemaker in Latin American politics and sided with the oligarchies to

keep the poor people repressed and in line.

They did not like the Sandinistas, but they felt the U.S. should stay out

of Nicaragua and let the Latin Americans deal with their own problems.

After having spent several months in Mexico listening to these views, Terry

was beginning to agree with them. He saw no contradiction in this because

he believed his efforts would result in the anticommunist Nicaraguans

having sufficient weapons and skills to force Ortega to the negotiating table.

"Where do you keep the Kahlua?" Diana asked as she rummaged
through the kitchen cabinets. "I need to calm down. They finally caught this

damn Reagan doing what we Mexicans knew he was doing all along. I hope
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this time the American people crucify the son of a bitch. It seems like all

you Americans want is war, war, war."

"The Kahlua is in the cabinet to your right. And, Diana, you talk like

you're a Mexican. Aren't you still an American, or have you been down
here too long?" Terry asked, wanting to pick a fight. "Come on, let me teach

you about the balance of power and how we'll never be able to coexist in

peaceful harmony as you ex-hippies all think."

He knew that would get her going. What the hell, he felt like a good argu-

ment. At least it would get his mind off things. The Reeds and Diana moved
to the garden and engaged in a heated debate as the Mexican workers lethar-

gically loaded their belongings onto the truck. Terry and Janis had decided to

continue with their lives as if nothing had happened, just taking one day at

a time. A_nything else, Terry was sure, would bring attention to himself.

Before sunrise that day, he had visited Marr to confirm their earlier

understanding, namely, that Terry's personal overhead would be covered

by the Agency as the CIA, Washington and the world began coping with the

political shock waves that were sure to come.

So far, Marr was convinced that Hasenfus knew nothing about Screw

Worm and could not compromise their upstart operation, regardless of how
tough the interrogation in the Managua prison might be.

"I know this guy," Marr had said. "He's a pretty tough cookie. He may
tell 'em a little. I would. Ya just need to sit tight and, like I said, take an

extended vacation on Uncle. I've already talked to Gomez, who's talkin' to

Washington, and they figure any kind of abrupt change in your behavior

might bring attention to ya. Go on about yer machinery business in a very

low-key way. Don't be signin' any legal agreements beyond what you've

committed to already. Tell your Jap and commie business partners that

we're gonna go slow on this for a while. I'm sure they'll understand. Here's

ten grand more, and there's more where that came from. I'm gonna be

leavin' for the States for a while, so I won't be here. If there's an emergency,

do as you've been told and go see Darrach (the American consul in

Guadalajara), but don't use the front door at the embassy. Just give your

code name to the guard and they'll let ya in."

This had made Terry nervous. "Where are you goin', Mitch? You're not

gonna leave me here all alone, are you?"
"Terry, there's no use shittin' ya. I got a drinkin' problem that I gotta take

care of," Marr said wdth resignation in his voice. "My wdfe's not comin' back

down here unless I dry out. She's checkin' me into one of those damn clin-

ics up in the States. It's probably best. I need to get my head screwed back on
straight so I can be useful to you and the Agency. I don't mind tellin' ya.

Coop's death has brought me back downi to earth. This is pretty serious fuckin'

business at times. I guess we all need to be reminded of that occasionally."

Terry realized that some good had already come out of Cooper's death

— a positive for every negative, as always seemed the case. Marr was now
going to dry himself out, and, if the operation did continue, Marr would
hopefully become more professional and shun the party mode reactivated

wdth the "over-the-hill gang." An old comrade had died, and now an aura
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of seriousness was starting to develop. Terry had relayed Marr's instructions

to Janis before Aguilar arrived that morning.

She was still going strong as she sat and drank the Kahlua. "Well, con-

sidering who you used to work for, I would expect you to have nothing but

an American warmonger view on this," Aguilar said, referring to Terry's

military background.

"Diana, cork the Kahlua," Terry told her. "You've had enough, and
we're not going to solve the world's political problems sitting here arguing

on a beautiful morning in Ajijic. Besides, we gotta be moved out of this

house by tonight, and at the rate these guys are moving, the new baby will

be here before they're finished. Let's get on with it."

The romanticism of Mexico had definitely drawn Terry and Janis closer

together than they had ever been before. The early pregnancy test Janis had
taken showed positive; she was pregnant. They were ecstatic. There were
going to be three little "Reed-lets," Terry only wondered why James Bond
was never confronted with this situation.

Terry viewed the upcoming birth as his final contribution to the world's

population, and he hadn't realized that getting Janis pregnant was a Latino

sign of being genuinely macho. The gardener, Geronimo, now held Terry in

true esteem. He had become one of them. Now they would call him patron.

One of the Reed's first tasks, after moving into the new house, was
to find the right obstetrician for Janis. After much consultation with the

aristocratic women they were beginning to socialize with as a result of

Terry's business dealings, Janis was referred to Dr. Roberto Lopez Ramirez.

He was a Caesar Romero look-alike who had been educated in both Mexico
and the United States. His practice catered not only to the Mexican upper

crust but to Americans traveling to Guadalajara to give birth. In Mexico
they would be assured of more personalized care at a fraction of the cost in

the States.

Janis at first was apprehensive about having her baby in Mexico. But

Lopez's charm matched his professionalism, and she was soon at ease with

him and the Mexican medical system. He personally took her on tour of the

Mexican-American Hospital to overcome any preconceived notions she had

about Third World medicine.

Terry also selfishly saw future business advantages in having a Mexican-

born child. As a Mexican citizen, the child could ovm land outright, which

foreigners such as himself could not do at that time, and, more importantly,

own 100 percent of a Mexican corporation. Some day, he told his wife, the

child could be his joint-venture partner and their legitimate tie to Mexico.

Terry decided to use this time to do a firsthand market survey and

acquaint himself with the rest of the country. This down time could be spent

analyzing Mexico's manufacturing base while also exploring the country

from a native's perspective. Because the Juins were friends and seemed to

have a flexible schedule, they were the perfect couple to help the Reeds dis-

cover the real Mexico. Before beginning their odyssey, however, they needed

proper transportation. It was now mid- October, and the Reeds decided to

travel to Kansas City to purchase a motor home as their "land yacht."
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The visit to Missouri served a dual purpose: the children visited with

their grandparents while the Reeds picked out the new motor home. They
then "set sail," bound for Guadalajara by way of Albuquerque, New Mexico.

Terry wanted to visit John Desko, his old comrade from Task Force Alpha,

whom he hadn't seen for more than a year. Terry still considered John his

only true friend, since their bonding traversed divergent experiences shared

in the Southeast Asian war.

Terry had a reason beyond friendship for wanting to see Desko. There

was a possibility, considering the nonstop headlines emanating from Wash-
ington about the fallout from Cooper's crash, that the Agency would wash
its hands of Screw Worm and force Terr^' to make a decision about his future.

Southern Air Transport had become the center of two major investiga-

tions, one by the Federal Aviation Administration and the other by U.S. Cus-

toms. Cooper's photo ID card, found in the wreckage by the Sandinistas, had

been issued by SAT, the CIA proprietary in Miami. The FBI also had joined in

the investigation, and Oliver North, whom Terr\^ still did not know was John
Cathey, was intervening wdth the Justice Depanment to have it stopped.^

For Terry's pan, he could not understand why Cooper would be carry-

ing something so sensitive. It was totally out of charaaer for a seasoned

spook like him. Air America planes, and particularly their crews, had been

completely sanitized for Agency work in Asia. It just didn't add up, and
Terry was beginning to sense something very, very wrong with all of this.

The S.O.R (standard operating procedure) for "deniable flights" called

for all data plates showing aircraft serial numbers to be removed so that they

could not be traced to a particular federal agency and for the crews to carry

no ID at all. Even their flight suits were sanitized and bore no rank or

insignia. Only basic maps and charts were carried, and these were destroyed

at the first sign of trouble.

If positive identification had to be made of a downed airman, the offi-

cial identification records, known as SAR (search-and-rescue) cards, were
retrieved from the pilot's home base. This classified card contained very per-

sonal information, such as the mother's maiden name, first automobile

owned, and the like, and was used for "authentication purposes" if positive

I.D. had to be confirmed by radio communication during the SAR process.

Flyers' dental records and X-rays were also available for identification of

their bodies, if it came to that.

It continued to haunt Terry. Could Cooper have been that sloppy?

Daniel Ortega had been sman enough to reveal the SAT I.D. card to the

American media. They did the rest, and the feeding frenzy was under way.

The predators could smell raw meat.

Janis and Terry, though, were far away from the escalating tumult in

Washington. They were mobile and free to roam. They had fallen in love

with Mexico and its lifestyle and with each other all over again, and they

desperately wanted to stay there and live successfully off the local economy.
Terry was developing an idea about becoming a middleman, or manu-

faauring broker, to bring together American retailers with Mexican man-
ufaaurers. This concept was just developing along the U.S. -Mexican
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border, and Terry was already discovering the diverse manufacturing base

located deeper inside Mexico that was anxious to find American partners

to market their products or services. When the Reed motor home pulled

into Albuquerque that day, Terry was thinking of the various products

Desko needed on a daily basis to supply his company.
"No, I'm not going in there," Janis said to her husband as their motor

home came to rest behind Desko's warehouse. "That place gives me the

creeps. Every time I go in there, I'm afraid the place is gonna blow up or I'll

be raped by some Hell's Angel biker who's shopping in there."

"Oh, come on, and get out of the car, Janis," Terry coaxed. "You know
he's my best friend, and he's a hell of a nice guy. Quit exaggerating about
all the evil equipment John sells. Most of it's police equipment, and besides,

I like this stuff, too."

"Post-Vietnam stress syndrome, here we go again," Janis said under her

breath, but loud enough for her husband to hear.

As they walked toward the door, Terry spotted Desko's pristine, white

1978 BMW R-lOO RS parked next to the owner's custom Harley-Davidson

Sportster. And then there was the lOOO-cc, ragged-out Suzuki that one of

the female employees, Allie Helmer, rode.

"Good, the gang's all here," Terry said to Janis, who was still wearing

a frown but reluctantly following with the children in tow.

"Raquel is the only reason I'm going in there," she snipped, referring

to the owner's daughter. Janis considered her the only sane person inside.

Upon entering Quartermaster Sales' facilities on West Menual in Albu-

querque, one was struck by what looked like a Hollywood prop room for

an S&M movie. The first thing that caught one's eye was a giant map of

Southeast Asia hung from the ceiling and emblazoned with six-inch-high

words: "Kill Jane Fonda, Pinko Commie Bitch."

Adorning the walls near the ceiling was a selection of posters advertis-

ing weapons and SWAT-team gear, most being draped across aggressive,

barely clad Amazon females holding weapons of death and destruction.

These, combined with posters of heavily modified Harley-Davidson motor-

cycles depicting women wearing skin-tight leather, established the mood of

what adventures might lie ahead for the adventuresome customer.

High above the counter was a sign that said: "No more Vietnams. And
don't forget the POWs. We'll never rest until they're all accounted for."

This was a veritable supermarket for survivalists. In addition to walk-

in customers, the store sold for the most part to mail-order markets and dis-

tributed SWAT-team paraphernalia to police departments and to federal

agencies all across the United States. Although not primarily a gun shop,

one could purchase any and all gun accessories known to man: night-vision

scopes, laser sights, magazines, ammunition, holsters, belts, bandoliers,

stocks, flash suppressors for gun barrels, and bayonets. Popular sellers were

self-defense items like brass knuckles, nightsticks, mace, and taser and stun

guns. In addition, there was a complete line of clothing that included cam-

ouflage and black fatigues, boots, hats, body armor, bulletproof vests and

"industrial strength" camping equipment.
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"Hey, guys, what are you doing in town? I was afraid that Mexico had
swallowed you guys up," John Desko said as he looked up from his desk.

Grinning, he picked up Duncan and gave him a big hug.

"John, does GI Joe really live here like Daddy said?" the awestruck little

boy asked.

"Gosh, Duncan, you just missed him. Hey, this calls for a celebration,"

he yelled to Allie, a 90-pound woman who was wearing one visible pistol

on her hip and a second one tucked inside her boot. Allie ran the shipping-

and-receiving end of the company's thriving mail-order operation.

As he locked the door to the shop, Desko told Allie to pull out the large

plastic garbage bin and start icing down the beer.

"It's party time. I'll go tell Bob you're here."

Bob Provance, the owner, was a man whose biker image belied the real

person. Beneath the pseudobiker look, which normally included a healthy

growth of hair and beard, a bandana, Levis, T-shirt, leather vest, motorcy-

cle boots and a chromed chain belt, beat the heart of an astute businessman

and close friend of Desko's. He had found that there were many Walter

Mitty civilians and that they harbored a craving for military paraphernalia.

And Provance was no stranger to operating most of the equipment he sold.

In actuality, he was a highly decorated Vietnam veteran who served

with the U.S. Army's elite "Black Tiger" Division in Nha Trang, South Viet-

nam. Provance saw ground action while performing in a combat role with

the Forty-fourth Battalion, Fourth Training Brigade, and his company com-
mander was the famous Captain Gerald Devlin.

Both Desko and Provance worked hard to project the image of sur-

vivalist-oriented soldiers of fortune. But Terry knew that beneath the facade

were two men who had discovered a way of making a good living doing

what they really liked, namely, purveying to the world of "mercenaries."

And they had the added benefit of keeping themselves surrounded by guns

and the latest in expensive toys.

Provance, happy to see the Reed family, pulled the blinds, locked the

doors and put the "closed" sign outside. It was time to party.

"Terry, stop him, stop him," Janis screamed, trying to get her husband
to rescue Duncan, who had just pulled the pin on a hand grenade sitting on
Desko's desk.

"Calm down, Janis; it's just a joke!" giggled Raquel, Provance's 22-year-

old daughter, who was a quintessentially wholesome and normal woman.
With that, Desko picked up the dummy grenade, which was mounted

on a wooden board that said "Complaint department. Please take a

number." Duncan was innocently holding the red tag attached to the

grenade's pin, which said "No. 1."

Provance laughed. "This is our hottest mail-order item this year, Janis.

It's only a joke. Get it? We don't sell explosives. Have a beer and tell me
about Mexico!"

Janis breathed a sigh of relief as the Reeds were toasted by this engag-

ing group of characters. Desko then whipped out his latest creation. He had
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seized on the marketing potential of the front-page news by using it on his

latest bumper sticker.

"Whatta ya think, Terry, want one for your motor home?" Desko said,

holding it up. It read, "Free Hasenfus/Kill Ortega." Terry wished he could

confide in Desko the truth about what he was doing in Mexico. By doing

so, he would become an instant hero to the Quartermaster Sales gang. Bob
would probably have closed for the remainder of week and done some seri-

ous partying.

As Janis observed the camaraderie between these Vietnam veterans,

she felt a slight jealousy, since they seemed to be able talk in their own spe-

cial code. Much of their feeling and communication was in what was not

said. She was reminded of a line she had heard in a movie whose title she

had long forgotten. "Women never get to share anything so important as a

war/' the heroine had said.

If she didn't know these men, which included her husband of five

years, she would think she was watching the road company of The Dogs of

War, a movie about mercenaries. It disturbed her to think that before falling

in love with her husband, she had viewed most Vietnam veterans as

"sickos" and not as they truly were: men who had been done an injustice

by their country, especially their leaders.

As the conversation shifted to gun control and the National Rifle Asso-

ciation's view of it as a "communist conspiracy to disarm Americans," Janis

and the children gravitated toward Allie, who was opening soft drinks for

the children.

"What kind of gun you carryin' down there in Mexico, Janis?" Allie

asked her. "We just got in a good selection of used Smith & Wesson .38-cal-

iber airweight specials. They make great girl guns, especially if you have the

hammer shaved like mine so you can carry it in your boot. Make Terry buy
you one."

"Allie, just being around guns makes me nervous," Janis told her. "I'll

leave all that up to Terry. My role in life right now is packin' diapers and

wet wipes, not pistols. It's still sort of a secret, but I'm pregnant again. We're

going to have a Mexican baby."

"Hey, guys, Janis says she got pregnant by a Mexican!" Allie blurted out

across the shop.

A blushing Janis had to explain to the group what she meant.

The women then turned their conversation to the subject of life in

Mexico, and the men focused theirs on the business purpose of Terry's visit.

Having discovered the textile industry of Mexico, Terry was telling Desko

and Provance about the significant cost savings they could realize by having

their most popular clothing items custom manufactured in Mexico.

They requested quotations for comparison and agreed to consider

Mexico as a source in the future, if things were as Terry claimed. With busi-

ness matters out of the way, the talk turned to fast motorcycles, fast cars

and fast women. All three men were happily married, but a private discus-

sion of women was somehow mandatory.
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Provance took the opportunity to produce his latest bumper sticker,

which read, "If it has tits or wheels, it will cost you money." Janis found no
humor in it.

The Reeds accepted Desko's invitation to spend the night at his home.
Over dinner and considerable reminiscing, the old friends agreed that they

would meet again in Mexico the following summer, provided the Reeds

were still living there.

Later, as Terry drooled over John's immaculate 500-cc Penton dirt bike

in his impeccably clean garage, John asked, "So what kind of firepower are

you carryin' to neutralize the handitos down there?"

"I was hoping to come by your shop in the morning and buy a couple

of items before leaving town," Terry replied.

"Come on down. I'll get you fixed up with whatever is necessary."

The next morning, Terry met with Desko to make his weapons pur-

chases. He selected a nickel-plated 9 mm Smith & Wesson for himself and,

per Allie's suggestion, the airweight special for Janis. That, along with sev-

eral boxes of ammunition and a selection of survivalist-oriented items, gave

Terry a more warm and fuzzy feeling for what dangers might lie ahead while

camping in Mexico.

Yup, he and Desko again agreed, that's why they had fought the Viet-

nam War—to protect the American way of life, which included owning guns.

With the motor home now loaded for the trip south back to Mexico,

Desko's wife began to get teary-eyed while standing on the manicured lawn
in front of her suburban home. "We're gonna worry about you guys trav-

eling on those dangerous roads down there. We'll pray for you. You let us

know if we need to come rescue you. I won't come, Terry, but I'll send Bob
and John."

Desko stood on the opposite side, out of view of his wife, rolled his eyes

and shook his head. After having spent an entire year on a remote jungle

air base with Terry, he knew Terry would not be exposing his wife and chil-

dren to needless danger.

"No shit, if you do have any problems down there, call me," Desko said

reassuringly. "I'll call in an air strike. Just let me know what kind of ord-

nance you want delivered. Better yet, me. Bob and the gang would love to

live out Let's Go Get Harry (movie in which a group of friends rescue a kid-

napped American from foreign terrorists)."

"Mai pen rai, kuip, " Terry answered in Thai, which means "don't sweat it."

During the four-hour trip on 1-25 to the border, Terry mulled over the

meaning of the special relationship he shared with Desko. It was just one
of those automatic things. You didn't have to work at it, it just happened.
It did give Terry a sense of security knowing he had a friend like Desko.

After they motored through El Paso, the usual Third World harassment

by the Mexican Customs inspectors awaited them. In the Customs booths

were men dressed in tight, unkempt dress resembling bus drivers' uniforms

and bedecked with medals for unknown achievements.

The Reeds wondered what these medals were for. Had Mexico won a

war? Not that they could recall. Terry concluded that they were probably



On Ice 361

rewards for baiting gringos and negotiating bribes. As their motor home
waited on the Rio Grande bridge to clear Mexican Customs, Terry appreci-

ated the nooks and crannies a motor home afforded in which to conceal the

newly purchased handguns. He had not confided to Janis that they were
hidden in the R.V.'s waste tank for fear of making her more nervous. Border
crossings always had that effect on her, even when they had nothing to

hide. They cleared Customs with no problem, despite the hidden booty and
the Hasenfus bumper sticker.

The motor home was an instant hit in Mexico, but the bumper sticker

had to go.

Immediately upon returning to Ajijic, Terry went by Marr's house for

an update on the crisis. The Marrs weren't there, but Maria, the maid,

informed him that "Senor Mitch estd muy enfermo en un hospital en los Estados

Unidos. No se cuando regrese" (Mitch was very sick in a hospital in the U.S.,

and she didn't know when he would be returning). Terry knew what that

implied.

Feeling like he was now "flying blind" and on autopilot, with no new
instructions, Terry decided it best to "drive around Mexico and get to know
the country," as Mitch had suggested.

The Reeds began mapping a practice camping trip to the Pacific Coast to

familiarize themselves with the motor home and to get accustomed to guid-

ing the large vehicle over the narrow roads, which were normally jammed
with heavy truck traffic. They set off with the maid on a round-robin trip

with two stopovers, and planned to return to Ajijic several days later.

"You never fly into combat in untested equipment with untested

skills," Terry always cautioned. To Janis, just packing the proper items for

two small children to live in Mexico's radically diverse climates was a major

undertaking.

Terry had come to have nothing but respect for Mexican drivers, who
displayed courtesy and unquestionable skill in maneuvering their vehicles

over less-than-desirable roads. In the short time he had been there, Terry

had grown to sincerely believe that the State Department was spreading dis-

information concerning Mexico. The U.S., he was now sure, didn't want
Americans to discover what a paradise it was.

The propaganda about crime, hunger and economic collapse was
simply not true. Instead, he and Janis had discovered a country with a true

national identity, something no longer found north of the border. Milk, tor-

tillas and medicine, basic human needs, were subsidized and guaranteed by

the government. That, he believed, was why the people appeared so pas-

sive and content, displaying no threat of an armed revolution.

The Reeds were discovering firsthand that the American system

seemed to be driven by one evil catalyst

—

credit. The pressure Americans

felt for their daily, aggressive performance could be summed up by the

words of one bumper sticker Patrick Juin loved to sing: "I owe, I owe, it's

off to work I go."

Juin had invited them to join him and his family at a beach hotel north

of the resort town Manzanillo near the quaint village of Boca de Iguana.
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Prior to their arrival, all the Reeds knew was that Patrick was a friend of the

hotel's owner and that the Juins were living there for the tourist season.

The Juins had moved to the beach in order to run their new business

of taking gringos up in ultra-lights for a bird's-eye view of the incredible

coastline. The Reeds were not expecting what they would soon find.

As their motor home pulled off the main coastal highway and lum-

bered down the unimproved dirt road through the palm groves toward the

beach, Janis feared they were getting lost. "This can't be right. Patty said

they were living in a five-star hotel that has 200 rooms. The holes in this

road can swallow up a small car."

Thirty minutes and five miles later, the ocean finally came into view.

Nestled among the coconut trees was an eerie, dated. Third World hotel

complex that had the appearance of being abandoned and in desperate need

of maintenance. Parked under the covered entrance where a doorman nor-

mally would stand were the Juins' two vehicles and three ultra-light air-

craft with their wings folded.

Abandoned described it, all right. What the Reeds learned was that the

hotel belonged to a wealthy Mexican businessman who had built it some
twenty years earlier. He had shut down the hotel, and Juin was providing

security from vandals by living there, at the same time giving him a cost-

free base of business operations.

The hotel was to have been the prototype for a number of resort "sex

hotels" the owner planned to build in the world's most beautiful places. His

plan was to take the Club Med environment one step further and eliminate

the haunting fear of every male vacationer: Am I going to spend all this

money and not get laid?

His master plan was to build a plush, elegant, five-star romantic setting

situated near but not directly in an already popular tourist location. Male
vacationers would not only escape the pressures of society but create a

hedonistic society of their own, without the stigma of having to negotiate

with a prostitute. After selecting their female companion from the hotel's

photo "menu," which would have been mailed in advance to the prospec-

tive vacationers, they were guaranteed not only a positive answer to their

nagging question but a face to put on their fantasies. All this at a packaged

price that included airfare and baggage handling. The creator of the resort

had thought of everything.

Juin was not sure why the hotel had failed, but his wife Patricia sus-

peaed it had something to do with the developer's spouse discovering its

existence. Both Patrick and Terry concluded that the hotel's failure had surely

set back societal advancement by light years. So much for macho idols.

As the adults sat in the gargantuan lobby drinking Bohemia dark beer,

sunlight flooded through the massive domed skylight onto its marble floors,

where the children were racing their tricycles from one end of the lobby to

the other.

"Mommy, this floor is a fast race track! Can I ride my trike inside when
we get back home?" Duncan asked, leaving skid marks as he came to a halt

in front of his parents.



Cadet Lt. Colonel Terry K. Reed (sabre drawn) in 1966, with award-winning ROTC
Company Alpha, which he commanded.
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Harry S Truman receiving sabre from Reed's ROTC unit. Photo courtesy of the

Truman library.



Emery (Veda) West, the FBI's Hungarian technology-transfer asset in Oklahoma
City, 1981.

Terry Reed (left) in 1981 with Hungarian KGB asset George Fenue at the height of

the FBI's technology-transfer "monitoring."
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The young Barry Seal in about 1972,

when he became the world's youngest

Boeing 747 pilot.

Barry Seal testifying before the Presidential

Crime Commission, 1984.

Barry Seal in late 1985 outside the

federal courthouse in Baton Rouge,

Louisiana.



Hangars used for CIA black operations at the Mena Airport.

Computer-enhanced aerial photograph of the CIA's "Nella Field," situated north of

Mena, Arkansas.



Oliver North (left) as he

appeared when undercover

as CIA agent John Cathey.

A World War II ammunition storage bunker near Little Rock, Arkansas. The CIAs

infamous "bunker meeting," which included Bill Clinton and Terry Reed, among
others, took place in one like this.



CIA asset Fred Hampton, Jr.,

the man who ran Barry Seal's

airplane maintenance operation

in Mena.

CIA asset Joe E\'ans, Barry Seal's

chief aircraft mechanic.



POM Incorporated

The parking meter factory in Russellville, Arkansas, where CIA weapons parts were

secretly manufactured.

Webster (Webb) Hubbell, Hillary

Clinton's former law partner, corpo-

rate attorney for POM and now
number three man in the Clinton

Justice Department. Photo courtesy

of the Arkansas Democrat-Gazette.

Seth Ward (left), the owner of POM,
with his friend Joe Ida. An ultra -light

appears in the background.



Raymond (Buddy)

Young, Bill Clinton's

former security chief

and the man who
guarded the "bunker

meeting," posing in

front of the Arkansas

State Capitol Building.

Bob Nash, Clinton's chief

economic advisor and

former liaison to the CIA's

operations in Arkansas,

now with the Clinton

administration in D.C.

Photo courtesy of the

Arkansas Democrat-Gazette.



Terry with copilot Duncan Reed at the Guadalajara Airport, 1987, during Operation

Screw Worm.
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Terry Reed (with sunglasses) at the Mena Airport in 1984, during the time of CIA
Operation Jade Bridge.

Terry, Elliott, Janis and Duncan Reed in 1985, shortly after Reed's CIA-funded fact-

finding trip to Mexico.
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A young Felix Rodriguez with Che Guevara in Bolivia, just prior to

Guevara's execution.

Then-Vice President George Bush and Felix Rodriguez/Maximo Gomez about

the time of CIA Operation Screw Worm.



Terry and Janis in

Mexico, 1987,

showing the results

of "undercover" work.

Janis is carrying

baby Baxter.

Janis and Terry partying in Mexico with Patrick Juin, witness to Terry's "divorce

meeting" with Felix Rodriguez.
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Terry and Janis Reed

shortly after their marriage

in 1981, when Terry was

"monitoring" technology-

transfer activities by the

Hungarians for the FBI.

Janis Reed and children in Ajijic,

Mexico, 1986. Terry was working

undercover in Operation Screw Worm.

The Reed family in Mexico shortly

after the birth of their third son,

Baxter. Seated on Terry's lap are (left

to right): Duncan, Baxter and Elliott.



Assistant U.S. Attorney Robin Fowler,

the man who led the government's

merciless attack on the Reeds and

who was defeated.

Terry being processed into the

criminal justice system, August

1988, courtesy of Mr. Fowler and

the grand jury proceedings.
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Terry and Janis Reed

in 1989 packing for

the odyssey to federal

coun with legal

documents loaded

on the roof.



Steve Clark, the former Arkansas

attorney general and the man who
would be governor had he not threat-

ened Clinton's political future. Photo

courtesy of the Arkansas Democrat-

Gazette.

John Wesley Hall, Jr., the Reeds'

former attorney and the man who
assisted TIME magazine in preventing

the Reeds' civil suit from going to trial

during the 1992 presidential election.

Photo courtesy of the Arkansas

Democrat-Gazette.

William C. Duncan, formerly an IRS

criminal investigator and the man
whose Mena investigations were

stonewalled by the Reagan-Bush

White House.

Russell Welch, Arkansas State Police

investigator in Mena, whose inquiries

about CIA activities were stonewalled

by the FBI.



Reed's refuge and "secret communications headquarters" in Bernalillo, New Mexico.

Clark Ronnow, who befriended

the Reeds and gave them asylum

after TIME magazine's vicious

attack.
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After explaining that this wouldn't be acceptable behavior at home, only

to watch her 4-year-old do a wheelie across the lobby toward the marble-

inlaid fountain, Janis realized she was getting accustomed to out-of-the-ordi-

nary sights. She decided to just take it all in stride. This was an adventure.

Patrick explained the details of his new business and introduced Terry

to his ultra-light pilot employees, one an American and the other a French-

man. The new business concept was simple and highly lucrative. From the

hotel's packed-sand runway, he could service other tourist hotels up and
down the coast, which included Fiesta Americana, Club Med and Las Hadas.

For $10 U.S., you got a fifteen-minute ride over the ocean and surround-

ing countryside. Juin would be making money for something he would be

doing anyway, relaxing at the beach and flying his ultra-lights. When Juin

learned that Terry's "silent partners" were reassessing their business com-
mitment in Mexico, allegedly due to the peso devaluation, he begged him
to become his partner so that he could expand and service the entire coastal

tourist trade. Terry found the offer tantalizing.

Later that evening, as he grilled huachinango (red snapper) over the

open fire on the beach, basting it with fresh lemon and garlic, he watched
another of Pacific Mexico's intoxicating sunsets, and his children frolicked

in the surf. But a nagging thought disturbed his reverie.

"What are you thinking?" Janis asked as she approached. She was
wearing a diaphanous dress over her bathing suit. Pregnancy had not so

much changed her appearance as added a glow to her complexion that

accentuated her sensuality.

"\ wish I had the ability to slow down and try out a lifestyle like this . . .

but I don't," he replied sadly. "\ just know it would drive me crazy after a

while. I guess I'm just driven to be successful. Let's pack up in the morning
and get back to Guadalajara's pollution before I begin to like it here."

"I'll bet you'd stay if this hotel was still operating," she said with a grin.

The following day, they headed toward their next destination, leaving

the Juins with the understanding that the two families would soon make a

motor home trip together through some of Mexico's more remote indus-

trial areas. The Juins said they would be returning to Ajijic by Halloween

to attend the annual private masquerade party hosted by a mysterious and

wealthy Mexican woman who was an heiress to a department store for-

tune. Mexican custom allowed the Juins to invite the Reeds, even though

they had not gotten a direct invitation from the hostess.

When they reached home, Terry returned to Marr's house for a status

check. Maria informed him that she had no news about Sefior Mitch. Terry

felt uneasy. The Mexican papers were now filled with speculation about the

scandal that was developing in the U.S. Strangely, the American media

seemed to have lost their initial enthusiasm in covering the story, but Daniel

Ortega continued to receive extensive coverage in the Latin American press

as he raged on about the Yankee imperialist pigs.

Terry feh sure that Operation Screw Worm was doomed and that he

had better start firming up his own personal business plan for Mexico if they

wanted to remain there without the Agency's assistance.
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For the Reeds, each day was like another chapter in a book, and they

were becoming as close as the pages. They were not only discovering the

true Mexico, they were learning to have old-fashioned fun.

But to offset their more relaxed lifestyle, Janis had encountered a prob-

lem in Mexico that was driving her up the wall. She was discovering that

controlling a Mexican maid was a full-time job. It was late October and she

had just fired the third maid they'd had since arriving in June. This one had

run up a $400 phone bill to her cousin in California. Janis decided this time

that she was going to take the Juins up on their offer of letting them con-

duct the job interviews.

Managing a domestic staff was the least of Oliver North's problems,

though. He knew that he had to create some sort of diversion of his own,
and fast. And it was not the diversion of money to the Contras from Iran-

ian weapons sales that then-Attorney General Edwin Meese referred to

three weeks later in his White House press conference.

The real diversion ended up intertwining a major foreign policy initia-

tive with the scandal that was erupting and had to be contained. What
better way to contain it than to shroud it in secrecy and blend it with true

national-security interests? Putting a humanitarian edge on it and masking

the scandal behind the release of the American hostages in Beirut was a

stroke of genius by the CIA.

After all, who could denounce such a morally correct mission? ,

North was working overtime with the White House. He was on his way
to Israel to try to work out the problems connected with another secret ship-

ment of arms to the Iranians. His trips, coupled with increased hostage

negotiation activities, became the foundation for grafting the illegal Contra-

support operation to national security interests in the Middle East. From
this, the term Iran-Contra was invented. And the media later signed on,

taking the bait hook, line and sinker.

By Halloween, Terry was beginning to breathe a little easier. It had been
nearly four weeks since the shootdowm, and maybe this would all blow over

despite the fact that the previously slumbering American media, which was
getting its information from a Beirut weekly, was pressing hard now for

more details. But Terry was amazed that so far nothing at all had surfaced

about Arkansas's involvement. Was the investigation at a dead end?

Arkansas, he knew, was where all the trials would lead if someone was
smart enough to follow them. He was fearful that perhaps some of the

weapons on board the Cooper plane might be traced to factories in the Hog
State. Weapons without serial numbers should create serious questions if

the Nicaraguans were smart enough to know what to look for. And not only

had there been pilot training in Arkansas, Terry knew that somewhere in

Rich Mountain Aviation's maintenance records in Mena there had to exist

a paper trail showing repair work performed on aircraft used for the Contra

program. And what about the hundreds of millions of dollars in cash that

Seal had dropped on Arkansas?

What if investigators began following the money trail between the drop

zone at the Triple- S Ranch outside Little Rock and the Arkansas Development
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Finance Authority by way of Lasater & Company? These undocumented
transactions and unexplained injections of cash into the Arkansas financial

community could spell imminent disaster for everyone involved.

Terry's memories of Watergate centered on Deep Throat saying,

"Follow the money."

And how was the CIA's Hasenfus holding up? By now he had a team
of American attorneys and was starting to change his story and play down
his connections to the U.S. government.^ This would certainly test the CIA's

ability for scandal containment and damage control. The federal spin doc-

tors had to be working overtime.

Terry speculated that if the Agency could masquerade the whole
tawdry mess as a national security matter, they might just pull off the decep-

tion. It certainly seemed their only option.

On that afternoon before Halloween, his attention was also focused on his

costume for the masquerade party that night. The Juins were back in town,

and the four of them had a date to meet for an evening's celebration Latino-

style.

The Reeds had decided to go all out and get absurd with their costumes.

They had created "his" and "hers" potted palms as their theme. The look

was achieved by attaching eight-foot palm fronds to the interior of a bot-

tomless wicker basket large enough to be worn around the legs with feet

protruding, thereby allowing the wearer of the "plant" to walk around.

As Terry put the final touches on the costumes, Janis was having diffi-

culties of her own. She was furiously clearing out the personal effects of the

newly hired live-in maid. She had just discovered the children riding their

trikes around the swimming pool while the maid was preoccupied by an

intimate conversation with her boyfriend through the back fence. She was
history!

After making last-minute babysitting arrangements with the Juins'

maid, the four adults finally arrived at the picturesque estate near the lake.

The Reeds were taken aback by the hostess's live giraffe, a member of her

menagerie. The hostess, in true aristocratic Latin tradition, did not attend

her own party until nearly midnight.

When the orchestra arrived around 8 p.m. and set up studio-quality

professional sound equipment, Terry began to realize he had never before

been to a real party.

The guests, dressed in extravagant costumes that looked as though they

had been rented from a Hollywood studio wardrobe, outgrew the capacity

of the elegantly decorated home and began spilling into the courtyard and

onto the lawn. A live band provided the music and, during breaks, blasted

the entire valley with a recording of Latin America's idol. Franco, singing

the song of the year: "Toda la Vida."

The merriment, drinking and dancing continued nonstop until the

Reeds realized they had reached the limit of their endurance. There was a
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ritual that usually preceded a pany like this, one with which the Reeds were
not familiar. The praaical thing to do in order to survive this type of revelry,

they were told, was to sleep until 6 p.m. the day of a party, arrive around
10 P.M. and indulge until sunrise. The next day should be spent sleeping. You
lose at least twenty-four hours when you party properly, Juin told them.

At 2 A.M., just as the mobile taquito can, the Mexican equivalent of a

New York hot dog stand, and its owner arrived to begin ser\^ing food to the

300 people, the award for the best costume went to the Reeds, to the dismay

of many partygoers who had outspent them but had lacked true originality.

November dawned for Terry wdth a hangover—from the pany and
from the Hasenfus incident. He had to come down to earth and attend a

business meeting November 4 wdth Fenue in Mexico City. Gomez already

had met with Fenue a number of times, and Fenue and his company, Tech-

noimpex, had been clued in on the capitalistic, profit-making opponunities

ahead. The Hungarian knew that the machine-tool company was to be a

front for weapons shipments and that things right now were on hold

because of the Hasenfus incident.

Fenue had no knowledge of how connected Terry had been to the pilot

who had been shot down and killed, or about his true aaivities back in

Arkansas. Fenue knew basically that Terrv' was running a cut-out for the

CIA just as Fenue was running one for the KGB. Strange bedfellows, he

thought. They simply viewed each other as peers.

But the two men agreed that this time should be used to mutual advan-

tage and to continue developing their joint marketing analysis, at least

through the first half of November. That way, if by chance all systems

became "go," they could launch into the actual sales phase.

Just as the Reeds and the Juins were preparing for their first joint motor
home trip, Mitch Marr reappeared in Ajijic, dried out and seemingly ready

to get do^vn to work. He relayed to Terrv' in their meeting that there had
been discussions in Washington about getting Screw Worm back on course

and gearing up for weapons shipments. Marr kept saying everyone was
"cautiously optimistic" that the Mexican operation had not yet been com-

promised by the shootdown and the ensuing investigations. Marr expressed

the belief that Reed's front operation was now a necessity if the Contras

were to continue being supplied. He knew for sure that all resupply aaiv-

ity out of El Salvador had been curtailed, he told Reed.

Man was confident, based on his talks in Washington, that the Agency
needed a new source of arms deliver}' to be developed and put into place

regardless of what Congress did with their yo-yo aaions toward the Contras.

He said Cathey had told him that CIA Direaor William Casey had invested

too much time and money on preparing the groundwork for Screw Worm to

abandon it now. The Agency, Cathey had told Man, was working on a secret

plan that hopefully would contain the scandal and diven the media and
Congress away from Mexico. Marr told Reed to continue with "whatever

you're doing" until funher notice. "Don't worry, the expenses are on Uncle."

It was great to actually meet the real Mitch Marr. This one was anicu-

late, much less vulgar, and behaved more like a "take-charge pilot t^^^e."
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It was unnerving and saddening to discover through Marr that Bill

Cooper's remains had still not been laid to rest. Marr told Terry it was driv-

ing Cooper's wife and daughters crazy not having a proper funeral but for

some strange reason, the State Department would not release the corpse to

the family.

Terry drew more expense money and set out with the Juin family on
a small fact-finding trip to Cuernavaca. After visiting several industries,

including the Nissan truck factory located there, the two families returned

by way of the Mexican resort area of Valle de Bravo, west of Mexico City.

The breath-taking beauty of this area, where Juin had once lived, further

convinced the Reeds that they had found their hidden paradise. Terry now
hoped the State Department would continue spewing out its misinforma-

tion and propaganda so that not too many ugly Americans would discover

their secret and screw it all up.

Even though Terry had lived abroad before and Janis had traveled

extensively throughout Europe, both were just beginning to see their coun-

try from another perspective. Through the eyes of the Juins and others,

America's arrogance and dictatorial policies toward Third World countries

were just coming into focus, and the Reeds didn't like what they were seeing.

In many respects, Mexico was taking much better care of its social prob-

lems and had retained and was building upon a very unique institution

being discarded by Americans— the family. The way the U.S. government
was trying to force American attitudes, values and way of life upon Latin

America, the Reeds were beginning to wonder if it wasn't, in fact, a giant

step in the wrong direction. The Mexican people, for the most part, seemed
happy and content, and did not rely upon the government to cure their ills.

Instead, they turned inward, to family, church, friends and the community,

like America used to do in the days when Terry was young.

It was simple, Patrick reminded him once again. America's problems

centered around their Yankee aggressiveness based on overextended credit,

and that leads to 'T owe, I owe, so it's off to work I go." And yet, strangely,

that's the kind of life Patrick's wife yearned for. It was at times a peculiar

and argumentative group, motoring around Mexico, analyzing the world's

social ills.

With the rule in effect that all four would speak only Spanish to one

another half the day and English the rest, it was turning into a cultural

exchange on wheels, and both families were pleased to see how quickly the

children were learning each other's language.

Upon Terry's return to Ajijic, Marr had good news for him. "Gomez
wants you to be in Mexico City for a meeting he has set up for December
4. Meet him at the Hotel Century in the Zona Rosa. The address is Liver-

pool, number 152. You'll like it there. It's a spook hangout.

"And oh, yeah, he said to bring the Jap's money," Marr instructed, refer-

ring to Frank Fujikawa's "capitalization" of Machinery International, Inc.

By this time. Attorney General Meese had set in place what Marr had
referred to earlier as Casey's "secret plan" to contain the scandal and divert

attention away from Arkansas and Mexico. Meese, at a White House news
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conference on November 25, 1986, had revealed what he said was "the

diversion."

Meese said funds from the sale of U.S. weapons to Iran were being

diverted to aid the Contras. The investigation was continuing, but a

National Security Council staff member by the name of Marine Lieutenant

Colonel Oliver North had done this all alone. Somehow, Meese indicated.

North had taken over the entire government bureaucracy without anyone
else noticing. Incredibly, just about everyone bought it.

Meese never said specifically if anything was wrong with the diversion

and was evasive when pressed by reporters on this scandalous behavior. He
replied that the U.S. had no control over the diverted funds because they

were "never the property of the United States." But if these funds were not

American funds, whose were they? Meese speculated that the money
belonged to the "party" that sold them to Iran—and that was Israel.

So was the diversion itself a diversion?

"What's to prevent an increasingly cynical public from thinking that

you were looking for a scapegoat and you came up with this whopper, but

it doesn't have a lot to do with the original controversy?" was a question

posed to the attorney general.

Meese replied that he was laying out "the facts," but he didn't say any-

thing more about the "original controversy" for the rest of the press con-

ference.^ Nor was he asked.

Meese had thrown out enough peanuts to send the trained monkeys
in the White House press room scurrying to pick them up. Somehow they

overlooked the fact that this really didn't make sense. And the inquiry

ended there. North, of course, knew the truth, though he was not remem-
bered for being particularly adept at uttering it.

North himself remarked later in his book Under Fire, "The diversion was
a diversion."

Notes

1. U.S. Congress, Testimony of Robert Button, Iran-Contra Hearings, 100-103, pp.

239-240, 280; North testimony, 100-7, part II, p. 105; Deputy FBI Director

Oliver (Buck) Revell deposition, June 11, 1987, pp. 60-71 (Washington D.C.:

Government Printing Office, 1987).

2. The New York Times, October 17, 1986.

3. Theodore Draper, A Very Thin Line (New York: Hill and Wang, 1991), pp. 544-

546.
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CHAPTER 24

The Snake that
Wouldn't Die

^Nk

Attorney General Edwin Meese was performing his post-

mortem on the viper conceived by Ronald Reagan and the CIA.

As he attempted to peel back the epidermis surrounding

the Cooper shootdown, he found two black cancerous growths

that appeared to have metastasized the organs of the presidency,

not unlike what John Dean had described during Watergate

when he told Richard Nixon, "There's a cancer growing on the presidency."

And perhaps even worse, this viper, labeled Iran-Contra, was still

twitching and might still be alive.

Secretary of State George Shultz wrote recently in his memoirs: 'T

feared that, despite the press, congressional and public uproar, some ver-

sion of the operation was still alive. Those who were responsible for the

operation now seemed desperate to vindicate their judgment in the face of

overwhelming criticism."^

Shultz was deeply troubled in December 1986. The roof was falling in

on the Reagan administration. The president's dual obsession with keeping

the Contras together "body and soul" and trying to free the American
hostages in Beirut had blown up in his face. The president was facing seri-

ous problems, maybe even impeachment.
But Shultz was learning to his dismay that Ronald Reagan and William

Casey were still dealing behind the scenes, and behind Shultz's back, with

an Israeli named Amiram Nir, who had been North's link to the Iranians.

This is what Shultz referred to when he said he was disturbed by finding

elements of the operation "still alive" even after Meese's disclosures to the

nation that as much as $30 million from the sales of arms to Iran had been
diverted to the Contras.

After Shultz gained knowledge about the depth of the CIA's involve-

ment with Iran, conducted through the Israeli cut-out Amiram Nir, Shultz

tried to make Reagan see that his explanations were not truthful with

regard to America's dealings with Iran and that this was undermining public

confidence. Reagan had, in fact, been trying to swap weapons for hostages,

while saying at the same time that "the United States will never negotiate

with terrorists."^
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But what did secret dealings with the Iranians have to do with Cooper

being shot down over Nicaragua? Shultz, like the rest of America, didn't

know there was any connection at all. This signaled to Shultz a total lack of

leadership at the top, allowing compartmentalization of policies and con-

flicting goals, with no feedback to those in charge of implementing policies,

namely, the secretary of state and his department.

"The CIA and NSC (National Security Council) staff, with the apparent

support from the . . . Vice President (George Bush), were still proceeding

just as though nothing had happened," Shultz wrote. "Congress was being

misled now, a month and a half after the revelation (the Cooper shoot-

down) first appeared. What was worse, John Whitehead (Deputy Secretary

of State) said, 'The CIA has told the Iranians that the State Department is

just a temporary impediment (italics ours), and that after it calms down. Cave

(a ranking CIA official) and Secord will be back in action. The president is

being ripped to pieces, and the CIA is reassuring the Iranians.'"^

CIA Director William Casey seemed to be stepping into an apparent

vacuum of leadership and seizing de facto control of the government. Was
some kind of "coup" developing? If Shultz had been getting briefings on this

type of behavior going on in another country, he would probably have

called it just that ... a coup. And, as in any coup attempt, at least two fac-

tions are involved. Who was behind this coup? Casey had no political ambi-

tions. And if not Casey, then who?
In private meetings that included Reagan, Bush, Casey, Defense Secre-

tary Casper Weinberger, White House Chief of Staff Donald Regan, National

Security Advisor John Poindexter, and CIA official George Cave, Shultz was
learning to his dismay that the CIA was running foreign policy and possi-

bly controlling the president. Unlike Shultz, they were telling Reagan what
he wanted to hear, namely, that his goals were correct and that he should

continue pursuing them despite everything. The end justified the means.

Shultz was discovering this was another real-life example of "The

Emperor's New Clothes." He was the only one telling Reagan to his face that

he was naked, that he had violated his own stated policy and was lying to

the American people and the world by stating that the U.S. would never

deal with terrorists. The others in the Reagan circle, led by Casey, were
telling the president that his wardrobe was superb and that deceit was nec-

essary for security reasons to carry out the secret policies with which the

president had become obsessed.

But to Shultz it appeared that Reagan didn't fully understand the

depths of the CIA's activities in the Middle East and had no knowledge of

the two secret operations being intertwined. And he refused to even con-

sider suggestions that he and others had been breaking the law.

Attorney General Meese confided to Shultz during his internal inves-

tigation, "Certain things could be a violation of law. The president didn't

know about the Hawks (missile shipment to Iran) in November 1985. If it

happened and the president didn't report it to Congress, it's a violation.'"*

Perhaps this was part of the plan Mitch Marr had referred to as the CIA's

secret way to steer attention away from Arkansas and Mexico. If so, it was
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working. Oliver North had been successful in weaving the two operations

together. He had taken the illegally generated profits from the arms sales to

Iran and diverted them to purchasing arms and supplies for the Contras.

Neither action, Shultz was learning, was legal, nor were they approved by
Congress.

But if a Marine lieutenant colonel and an admiral. National Security

Advisor John Poindexter, had been the only ones influencing Reagan and
had now been fired, why was this monster still alive and breathing. Was
Shultz dealing with a hydra-headed serpent? And, if so, where were the

other heads hidden and likely to surface?

When Terry Reed and his wife checked into the Century Hotel in

Mexico City on December 3, 1986, as instructed by Mitch Marr, he was car-

rying with him the Japanese investor's "contribution" to Machinery Inter-

national, the company whose job it was to create the new "head" of the

serpent (see document at end of chapter).

"What are you going to do with all that money between now and until

your meeting tomorrow?" his wife asked nervously as the Mexican bellboys

unloaded the baggage from their car.

"Nothing special. Just don't be nervous and bring attention to it.

Nobody knows I'm carrying a quarter of a million dollars in cash except you.

Relax. Let's enjoy this trip. Besides, who would think there's that much
money in a plastic, eight-dollar briefcase?"

Janis still occasionally marveled at her husband's ability to put on a

poker face and pretend nothing was out of the ordinary. She was still in

training as the wife of a spook and was having difficulty dealing with some
of the job's requirements.

Marr's instructions to "bring the Jap's money" meant he had to get the

money down to Mexico and in cash. Frank Fujikawa's $250,000 had been
on deposit in a bank in Kansas City awaiting instructions on the transfer.

Fujikawa and Robert Johnson had agreed in Dallas that the Japanese busi-

nessman would hand over $250,000 in untraceable cash in exchange for

stock in the new American corporation. There would never be any official

record of this transaction, and the stock would be reflected on the books as

issued with "no compensation received." They had agreed for security rea-

sons that the transfer would take place outside the United States in order

to throw off any banking trail between the withdrawal of the funds and the

eventual redeposit. "No paper, no trail," as Barry Seal had said.

By withdrawing the funds from the bank in Kansas City and physically

handing them over to Max Gomez, there would be no linkage between
Fujikawa's newly formed holding company, Okami Limited, and Machin-
ery International. Thus, the investors could remain anonymous, since it

was a privately held corporation requiring no public filings or disclosure.

Security and deniability required taking risks like carrying around large

amounts of cash.

Furthermore, Fujikawa's company, Okami, had no corporate or legal

ties to Gomiya USA, the Japanese company that Fujikawa managed in
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Chicago. "The linkage had been broken," Fujikawa assured Reed and John-

son, meaning that there was no trail between the two companies.

After checking into the hotel, the Reeds were beginning to appreciate

the digs the spooks had become accustomed to in Mexico City. The small

and elegant European-style hotel was lavishly furnished with imported

marble, and its rooms had sculptured walls with no intersecting corners.

Each mini-suite automatically came equipped with a large sunken tub with

ornate gold-plated fixtures.

It was strategically situated on the eastern edge of the Zona Rosa, an

area of the city with a European ambiance and close to Insurgentes Boule-

vard, the Mexican equivalent of the Champs Elysee. The hotel itself was on
a small, uncluttered street that allowed easy access to the autopista (high-

way) looping around the world's largest city and that was within walking

distance of the elite shopping district where Mexico City's chilangos (ruling

class) lived, played, dined and shopped.

Within the Zona Rosa were streets closed to all but pedestrian traffic

and lined with scenic gardens and sidewalk cafes and dotted with Paisano

umbrellas over tables where beautiful people stylishly dined, flirted, sipped

cappuccino or just watched the world go by.

After dining at the Vagabond Trucha, a popular seafood restaurant

within walking distance of the hotel, Terry and Janis walked to the monu-
ment dedicated to the Ninos Heroes, the hero children of Mexico. At the large

traffic circle there, they sat in the park and read the inscription that told the

story of young military cadets who defended their academy from foreign

invaders. Terry choked with emotion as he learned that they all committed

suicide with honor rather than surrender to the invading forces who held

them under siege. As they were about to be overwhelmed by superior num-
bers, he read, they climbed to the highest point on the wall, wrapped them-

selves in the Mexican flag and leaped to their deaths. Why wasn't this story

taught in American history, Janis wondered, since it indeed involved Amer-
icans? The invading American forces, she was ashamed to read, were under

the command of Theodore Roosevelt. How many monuments like this, they

wondered, were scattered throughout the world. The term ugly American

took on a new meaning for them.

The next morning Janis was preparing to spend the day Christmas

shopping for the upcoming holidays and for her soon-to-be-needed mater-

nity wardrobe. Just as she was getting ready to leave, their room was
buzzed, and Terry was informed that the meeting was at hand.

To Terry's surprise, waiting in the coffee shop was not only Gomez but

another man he had met before. He was the same man who had sat

strangely quiet during most of the meeting in Chagres, Panama, a year ear-

lier. This brought back sad memories of Barry Seal's last days.

Maximo Gomez went straight to the introduction and business at hand.

"Seiior Estrella, I know you've met this gentleman before, but now I would
like for you to understand more about him, who he is and the role he is

about to play in all this. But first, el dinero Japones, por favor!"
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Terry handed Gomez the briefcase containing the money and, without

bringing unnecessary attention of any kind, casually set it between himself

and the other man. Terry was sure from the aplomb Gomez demonstrated

in taking the money that this was an exercise he had gone through many
times before.

After executing the trade, he introduced Terry to Sefior Pat Weber. In

reality, "Weber" was the very same Amiram Nir that George Shultz was so

concerned about at that very moment. The serpent was still very much alive.

With no discussion at all about the contents or the amount inside the

briefcase, Gomez began, 'T have good news from north of the border. All sys-

tems are go, as we pilots like to say. In faa, in light of recent occurrences, we
are going to expand into Phase 2 of your plan immediately, if not sooner!"

Terry was surprised at what he heard as the briefing unfolded over cups

of strong European coffee and croissants. The Agency was literally pulling

out all the stops. Gomez was requesting Terry not only to return to Guadala-

jara and immediately consummate all outstanding legal agreements being

held in limbo as a result of the shootdown but to begin implementing Phase

2 of the plan ahead of schedule.

Phase 2, as it was referred to in the business plan provided to Johnson,

was the portion dedicated to the manufacturing of weapons and compo-
nents. But it had been designed to be implemented only after successfully

developing the storage and transshipment portion, which was Phase 1.

Gomez said it now appeared that Screw Worm had not been compro-

mised in the two months since the scandal broke. As a result of the shoot-

down, however, and since Centaur Rose was now shut down, the Agency
was desperate for Screw Worm to come on line . . . immediately. The need
now was to begin quickly producing arms, not just storing and shipping

them. What Terry was hearing from Gomez was that the CIA no longer had
time to fully develop Phase 1 before cautiously transitioning into Phase 2,

per the plan.

"The Contras are rapidly depleting inventories warehoused in Central

America," Gomez said. "Even though Congress has turned on the lethal aid

valve, it may only be momentary. That's why it is necessary for you to get

down to business with the production phase."

"But Max, I'm only one guy," Terry complained. "I've been devoting

my time with marketing efforts to develop legitimate Mexican clients. And
now you're telling me I have to duplicate Arkansas overnight? In a coun-

try that has an acute shortage of skilled machinists?"

It took a year, Terry knew, to get the arms manufacturing loop in

Arkansas into production and stabilized and that was in the U.S., where raw
materials for the weapons were produced to strict standards.

Arkansas also had the necessary infrastructure in place to build upon,

not to mention the support they could count on from the governor's office.

Gomez was asking him to do something he felt was reckless and way too

much of an undertaking to attempt by himself, especially in a Third World
country.
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"That's why Mr. Weber is here. Pat and his people can make things

happen here in Mexico, fast. Almost as fast as I can," Gomez said in his typ-

ical braggadoccio.

"Pat and his people?" Terry was confused. "Are these machine-tool

people you're referring to, people with weapons-manufacturing back-

ground?"

"Yes," Weber answered. "My people have much experience, not only

in manufacturing, but, I think you'll agree ... in using them as well." Weber
and Gomez both laughed, but the humor escaped Terry.

"Seiior Estrella, I represent the government of Israel," Weber informed

him.

Holy shit, Terry thought. Who am I dealing with here? His mind flashed

back to the Panama meeting. Had the Israelis been part of this plan for more
than a year? He could remember Weber sitting there in Panama taking

extensive notes and later asking detailed questions concerning all aspects of

Screw Worm. And since no one from "his side" intervened as he answered
Weber's questions, Terry could only conclude that the government of Israel

must have been Weber's "silent investor" all along.

"I can see by the expression on your face that you are reviewing your

memory concerning what we discussed in Panama," Weber said. "Enjoy

your croissant for a moment while you adjust to who I am and who I rep-

resent. I would wish the same."

It was obvious to Terry that this guy hadn't just left the kibbutz. Terry

didn't know that this man with a glass eye and undefinable accent was trav-

eling in the same circles as John Cathey and had just a few months earlier

personally briefed George Bush on Israel's role in acting as a middleman for

the United States to establish diplomatic contact with Iranian moderates

wishing to undermine the Ayatollah Khomeni. Had Terry known all this

then, he would have felt even more honored to be involved in such a high-

level loop.

Terry was getting a lesson in geopolitics as well as the spy business and
manufacturing. He had accepted the CIA's behind-the-scenes liaison with

the KGB, but to now be spicing the clandestine recipe with the addition of

what he assumed was the Mossad made him curious. And he was wonder-
ing, did the Mossad have this symbiotic relationship with the KGB else-

where in the world?

What did the Israelis really want out of this triad? For them, weapons
export is vital to their existence for two reasons, one obvious, the other less

so. First, their battle-proven weapons such as the Uzi submachine gun bring

in hard currency. But second, and equally important, arms bring the Israelis

influence in the countries to whom they sell.^

After Weber gave Terry an appropriate amount of time to finish chew-
ing his croissant and his thoughts, he turned to security. "Mr. Estrella, I am
fully briefed. Not only on Screw Worm but on your prior intelligence activ-

ities as well. You have served your country well, and I am honored to be

working with a professional. I know you were a friend of Mr. Seal's, and I
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join you in grieving over his death. I am sure Mr. Gomez will agree that you
should not share any knowledge concerning my country's involvement in

Screw Worm with your wife. There's no need to transfer potentially dan-

gerous information to her. Do we all agree with that?"

By now, they were all chewing Chiclets sold them by a street urchin

who was in the process of being run out of the coffee shop's streetside

entrance.

"Yes, I agree," Terry answered. "But I am curious. What can you specif-

ically do for me in light of the pressure Max here is exerting? Do your people

have plans for getting directly involved in Maquinaria Internacional? Just

what are we discussing?"

"What you need here in Mexico is what you had going for you in

Arkansas," Weber replied. "You need a state government on your side, with

a governor desperate to make things happen quickly for his impoverished

state."

"Do you know such a place?" Terry asked. "One in which your people

can exert the same type of influence the Agency did in Arkansas?"

"Yes. Max and I both have friends in high places in the state of Michoa-

can. The governor there in many ways compares to the man who was in

charge of the state of Arkansas. He has high political ambitions and is wall-

ing to, how do you say ..."

"Play ball?" Reed guessed.

"Oh, yes, that's the expression I was searching for. One of your great

American pastimes."

"What are the others?" Gomez asked.

"I know of only one besides baseball . . . starting wars. That's what you
Americans are known for worldwide," Weber joked.

"This time, we're not only going to start a war, we're going to finish

one!" Gomez boasted. "Communismi is going to die out in this hemisphere,

at least with all our joint efforts."

"Not if you keep behaving as unprofessional as you were and by allow-

ing such an embarrassment to happen," Weber said, chastising Gomez
about the Cooper crash. "Actually, my people are being drawm into this

quicker and deeper than we would like, in an attempt to help you keep con-

trol of this messy situation."

Gomez now seemed anxious to shift the conversation away from
intelligence foul-ups and onto something he did well, namely, bribe people

and arrange meetings. He produced a portion of a topographical map detail-

ing the remote, high-elevation region of north-central Michoacan. He
pointed to the city of Morelia, which he said had been targeted as home of

the new manufacturing complex where the Agency would secretly produce

weapons as they had in Arkansas.

"On the west side of town, near the airport, we have selected a piece

of land to build a new building to your specifications," Gomez briefed. "We
can co-locate the manufacturing with a new technical school the governor

wants to build. That will be a way to train the machinists to make the

weapons parts. See, that's simple. We've thought of everything."
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That's what bothered Terry about Gomez, always oversimplifying.

Sawahata and Seal had learned the hard way that there was a lot more to

any type of close-tolerance manufacturing than meets the eye. But he con-

tinued to listen without comment.
With his pencil Weber traced a route that began at Morelia and con-

tinued 50 miles west to the town of Patzcuaro. From there, his pointer went
south to the small town of Santa Clara del Cobre and then 10 miles further

west to a small lake.

"On the west side of this lake is a small village by the name of Zirahuen.

You need to be there on January 5 for a very important meeting with Gov-

ernor Cuauhtemoc Cardenas and others."

The man he was referring to, Cuauhtemoc Cardenas, had high politi-

cal ambitions that came to him naturally, since his father had once been

president of Mexico. He later ran for the presidency in 1988. Many say the

election was stolen from him by the vote-counting fraud traditionally

employed by the ruling party, called the PRI (an acronym for Institutional

Revolutionary Party). This entrenched political machine has held office for

more than sixty years. Cardenas is now the head of a new political party

known as the PRD (Democratic Party of the Revolution), which was gain-

ing popularity and positioning itself for the 1994 election.

"The meeting will be very similar to the one you attended in Panama,"

Weber continued. "I will make the introductions, and you should be pre-

pared to make a presentation to these people . . . like you did for me in Cha-

gres. I'm sure no one on his staff will be able to ask technical questions, but

be prepared to cover all facets of what you will need to make this project

happen. Bring your shopping list."

"Where will we meet once I get there?" Terry asked.

"You'll be driving your new motor home?" Weber asked, with Terry now
realizing the Agency and the Mossad were keeping track of what he drove.

Terry nodded.

"It's a very small place. We'll find you," Weber said.

Gomez added, "You should go to Morelia first by yourself and take a

look around. It's a good-size city, and I would like for you to see the town
through your eyes, without the governor's entourage that will be accom-

panying you later."

For once, Terry thought, Gomez was making sense. From his earlier

experience in the States, he'd found it best to always scout around a

prospective factory site alone. That way, you get an uncensored view of the

area, its people and its problems.

Gomez went on, saying, "Don't take your Mexican friend Juin with

you on your scouting trip to Morelia. We don't want anyone getting any

idea of our plans for there."

This bothered Terry. Someone had been watching him. Was it Marr?

Or someone else? Someone was reporting not only what he was driving but

about the personal relationships he was developing, and Gomez must have

been aware of Terry and Juin traveling together earlier to Cuernavaca. He
put these feelings aside for now, figuring it came with the job.
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Immigration became the topic. Gomez informed Terry that he had been
applying some "lubricant" to some key Mexican immigration officials who
would now surely expedite Terry's papers, allowing him to work legally in

Mexico.

For one to appreciate what it takes for a foreigner to be gainfully

employed in Mexico, you have to understand why Mexico is protectionist.

Having been invaded by foreign conquerors beginning with Cortez, Mexi-

cans say with some irony that they never fought a war they didn't lose. This

is why they are distrustful of everyone, particularly Norte Americanos.

So laws and a bureaucracy were created to keep foreigners at arms

length and in the country only long enough to spend their money and
leave. Retirement incomes are welcome, but for Terry to be out aggressively

soliciting business in his own name through his own company is normally

viewed as a threat to national security. In their view, that's stealing both jobs

and income from deserving Mexican citizens.

Even though he was now "in country," Terry was still running head-first

into an invisible wall that kept him in visitor's status and unable to negotiate

and close business contracts. This was essential for his company's existence.

The full impact of just who Gomez was lubricating to get over this legal

hurdle Terry would not fully appreciate until he later relayed his stories of

this trip to gringos in Chapala. They had been fighting unsuccessfully for

years to qualify legally to work on the open Mexican economy.

"Mariana en la manana, you need to go to the lobby of the building

located at this address," Gomez said as he passed to Terry a small slip of

paper that had typed on it:

Subdireccion de No inmigrantes

Insurgentes Sur #1388

Casi Esq. Con Parronquia

Horariode 9.00 a 13.30

"Go there before they open officially, around 800 hours. You need to

ask for a Seiior Iturraldi. He is chief of Mexican immigration documenta-

tion. Give him your correct name. He is expecting you."

"What is he going to do for me?" Terry asked.

"Any fucking thing you ask him to do. If you want a Mexican birth cer-

tificate for the nonexistent children of your children, he will give it to you,"

Gomez said with a boastful laugh, obviously trying to impress the Israeli

participant in these shadowy affairs. "He's on my payroll. And you tell me
if he gives you any shit!"

"Fine," Reed answered.

The meeting was over.

The following morning, at precisely 8 a.m., Terry's taxi pulled up in

front of the federal building whose address Gomez had given him. The two
Army guards positioned in front of the locked glass doors indicated to Terry

that somebody had not gotten the word and that he'd probably have to

wait outside until the building opened. Just for kicks, though, he said in
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Spanish that he was there to see Seiior Iturraldi concerning an immigration

problem.

Much to his surprise both soldiers came to present arms, the equiva-

lent of a salute, and allowed him to pass through the door unescorted,

where he was joined by a shapely Mexican secretary typical of the lighter-

skinned chilanga women who populate Mexican government offices. She

wore five-inch spiked heels, black mesh stockings, a skirt that looked like it

had been painted across her slightly plump posterior, and a ruffled blouse

that was one size too small. She walked with her shoulders thrown back

and her head erect to accentuate a well-endowed chest that kept one's ini-

tial gaze off her overly made-up face.

She exuded an aura of importance as she paraded past the lesser sec-

retaries, who had darker skin and belonged to the working classes. On their

desks were antiquated typewriters and piles of yellowed papers stacked on
their work areas and beyond. It was an image of Third World bureaucracy

raised to its highest art form.

As the secretary approached a massive door at the end of a hall, Terry's

licentious viewing from the rear came to an end. Without knocking, she

opened the door and led him into an ornately furnished office. He con-

cluded that the opulent and somewhat gaudy furnishings were probably the

fruits of decades of kickbacks, or "commissions" as they are politely called.

The Mexican bureaucrat sitting behind the carved wooden desk looked too

young to fit the dated Spanish decor. He had to be important, since his

trademark credenza, which was centered under a huge portrait of Presi-

dente Miguel de la Madrid, held the requisite number of continental tele-

phones. The more telephones, he would learn, the higher the rank in

Mexico.

Standing on either side of his desk were huge Mexican flags, giving the

whole room the appearance of an altar where some Mayan might sacrifice

a virgin to the sun god.

The young bureaucrat sprang from behind his desk, snapped to atten-

tion, clicked his heels and bent forward slightly at the waist in order to greet

Terry. The only act of deference that was omitted was the kissing of Reed's

ring.

"My name is Licensiado Felipe Urbiola Ledezma. I am chief of the

Department of Immigration for all of Mexico. I am here to serve you in any

way I can. Mr. Iturraldi will not be available. ... I am his superior. When
he told me of the importance of your request, I felt it necessary to get per-

sonally involved. Wfiat may this office and the government of Mexico do

for you, Sefior?"

Terry outlined his needs and the problems associated with the new
company start-up, emphasizing the lack of government response to the 100

percent ownership issue as well as his own working papers.

"No hay problema, Sehor Reed. How else can I be of service to you?"

the official said as the secretary sashayed from the office to get the papers

typed.
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When the typing was finished, he then selected several stamps from
the plethora of official government rubber stamps on his desk carousel and
applied them to the document, giving Terry his coveted right to work.

Terry felt a bit uncomfortable. What was the protocol now? Was
Urbiola expecting the usual "commission" for his services? Here Terry was,

standing in an office whose walls were draped with crushed red velvet,

something akin to the inside of a coffin, he thought, and he didn't know
what was proper or expected. A misplaced bribe to an official at this lofty

level could cause embarrassment. Gomez had made no mention of his con-

trolling the chief of all Mexican immigration.

"Sefior Urbiola, may I pay the fee for your office's services directly to

you?"

The official immediately began waving his hands, squinting his eyes

and shaking his head as if someone had just offered him a jellyfish to hold.

"Tsk, tsk, tsk!," he said.

"Sefior Reed, please do not insult me! There is absolutely no fee

required for your immigration papers. It is my duty to service businessmen

like you who are helping to advance Mexican technology."

By now Terry had noticed that he had been handed only documenta-
tion solving his immigration dilemma, but when the subject of his corpo-

rate problems were raised, that was something else.

"As for the papers for your corporation, you will need to travel to

Dallas, Texas, and have them issued out of the country by our consul there.

His name is Senor Raul Gonzalez Certosimo, and it is my understanding that

you have had dealings with him previously. I spoke with him yesterday by
phone in anticipation of our meeting, and he is standing by to service you
and your company's needs immediately."

More confusion. Gonzalez was the same man Terry had been dealing

with in the States prior to moving to Mexico. This same man was the one

who had told Terry it would be "impossible" to get the proper papers issued

until he was in place and residing in Mexico. This, he had said, was the

visual sign of foreign commitment necessary to demonstrate true intent to

the Mexican government before such a major request could be granted. At

that time, 100 percent foreign ownership of a Mexican corporation was a

violation of the Mexican Constitution.

"Mr. Gonzalez is now prepared to issue what he previously said he
could not? I am confused."

"It is simple. We here in Mexico are controlled by the Spanish sistema

de notario (notary system). This was set up by Cortez and basically allowed

each province of Mexico to function under its own rules as long as it stayed

generally in line with Spain's wishes. Mr. Gonzalez is now a notario and can

execute such documents, but only on soil he controls. Our building in Dallas

is Mexican soil. This way, he can expedite your wishes without upsetting

officials here in Mexico who may only delay your request."

The term notary, Terry already knew, had a totally different meaning in

Mexico than in the U.S. In the Spanish bureaucracy imposed on Mexico by



The Snake that Wouldn't Die 385

its conqueror, the notary was the law, and an extension of the Spanish

Crown. Each notary was the chief of a province carved from the vast colony

of Mexico and answered directly to Cortez, but in a very loose fashion that

basically allowed them to rule their territories as fiefdoms.

Terry was learning that there were notaries placed in Mexican
embassies as consul who could operate as if their diplomatic missions were
Mexican states. Terry was about to learn that Notario Gonzalez viewed his

consulate as a sovereign state and was being allowed to bypass the Mexico
City bureaucracy, and at a handsome profit to himself.

"When will Mr. Gonzalez be prepared to receive me?"
"It will take him approximately thirty days to get all of your paperwork

in order. I will notify you by phone when all is ready, and it's as simple as

that. Like I said, we are anxious to serve you."

As Terry was preparing to depart, thinking this all had been too easy,

he found out his instinct was right. The official interrupted his departure by
saying, "Oh, by the way, Mr. Reed, Mr. Gonzalez's services require lots of

paperwork, and you must bear the cost of internal expenses generated

within his office as a result of your unusual demand."
"Do you have an estimate of cost for these services?"

"Precisely $20,000, U.S. currency. And please, no checks. You may pay
Mr. Gonzalez personally."

As he was leaving the immigration building, Terry mused about the

Agency's inability to control their Third World "client states." Even though
Gomez prided himself on his ability to buy off anyone in Mexico, it was clear

that some of those who had to be bought off were operating outside of

Mexico, not under the control of the internal Mexican bureaucracy. He was
wondering how Gomez would take this requirement to be stiffed for an

additional $20,000, which he was sure was going directly into both Gonza-

lez's and Urbiola's pockets. Oh, well, that was Gomez's problem.

With all of the "official business" out of the way, his attention returned

to more domestic problems. Being Santa Claus's surrogate and tasked wdth

hauling a Christmas tree on top of his car all the way back to Guadalajara

from Mexico City presented an immediate one. Also, how were they going

to hide all those Christmas presents Janis had bought for the children until

Christmas morning?
This was the Reeds' first Christmas in Mexico, and they were learning

that, unlike in the U.S., Christmas trees have environmental value. Mexico

has very few forests, and it's a federal crime to possess a Christmas tree that

does not have a federal tag attached to it showing it has been legally cut.

The "official" trees in Guadalajara were ugly and resembled the one in

"A Charlie Brown Christmas" that had a lonely exposed trunk with spindly,

wilted branches. Janis had learned while shopping, however, that in

Mexico City the chilangos were having American-grown trees air freighted

in to assure their freshness.

Back in Washington, D.C., Christmas trees were of small concern to

some people in the Reagan administration. Meese was asking for a special
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prosecutor to be named to investigate possible criminal activities on the part

of the Contra conspirators. And high-priced Washington attorneys were
getting frenzied calls from those who knew they were obvious prosecutor-

ial targets and whose names were now appearing daily in the media.
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engineering sales service

February 24, 1987

RECEIPT

It is agreed between all parties below that the transaction described
here-in will be conducted as follows:

1. Terry and Janis Reed agree to give to Richard Tingen
$20,000.00 (twenty thousand dollars) U.S. currency,
in cash on February 24, 1987.

2. In return, Richard Tingen agrees to provide Terry Reed
with a cashiers check in the amount of $20,000.00 (twenty
thousand dollars), U.S. currency made pjayable to Terry K.

Reed or Janis Kerr Reed, to be drawn upon Ctfilu 'i Fvosl IUT02 pl<2ST
Bank of San Antonio, Texas.

3. The check will be made available for pick-up by Mr. Reed
on February 27, 1987, at the Cullen-Frost Bank, San
Antonio, Texas.

<:S>^
Terry K. Rei

Receipt for the transaction between Terry Reed and Richard Tingen that served as

security for the twenty thousand dollars needed in the form of cash in order to bribe

a Mexican diplomatic official in Dallas.

389



Providing Support—The Private

Network

With funds available from Country 2, North

turned to creating a mechanism for provid-

ing materiel support for the Contras.

North testified that, at Casey's suggestion,

he turned to Retired U.S. Air Force Maj.

General Richard V. Secord:

I approached General Secord in 1984 and

asked that he become engaged in these activi-

ties. . . .

I went back to him again and at some point in

'84, he agreed to become actively engaged. He
agreed to establish, and did, private commer-

cial entities outside the United States that

could help carry out these activities. It was

always viewed by myself, by Mr. McFariane,

by Director Casey, that these were private

commercial ventures, private commercial ac-

tivities. . . .

[I]t was always the intention to make this a

self-sustaining operation and that there always

be something there which you could reach out

and grab when you needed it. Director Casey
said he wanted something you could pull off

the shelf and use at a moment's notice.

The network, albeit privately run, was

created for the purpose of pursuing 'Toreign-

policy goals." According to North: "It was

never envisioned in my mind that this would

be hidden from the President."

The President has publicly stated that he

was kept informed of some of the efforts by

private citizens to aid the Contras. Poindex-

ter testified the President **knew the contras

were being supported ... by third-country

funds and by private support activity. . .
."

There is no evidence, however, to suggest

that the President was ever informed about

an ^'off-the-shelf covert operation.

Excerpts from Oliver

North's congressional

testimony describing

the "off-the-shelf"

operation that CIA
Direaor William Casey

hoped would enable

the CIA to circumvent

congressional restraints.

Reed's Guadalajara

operation became the

central focus of that

effort.
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CHAPTER 25

Project Z

Santa Glaus successfully found the Reed home. Apparently, the

letter Duncan had written Santa notifying him of his new Mex-
ican address had arrived at the North Pole in time.

There was a big problem, however. The new German
shepherd puppy Terry and Janis had purchased in Mexico Gity

during their shopping trip had not arrived by December 25 as

guaranteed. This was the only gift Duncan had asked for, something he had
been promised he would get when he turned 4. He was now three months
beyond his birthday, and he still was waiting.

But fastened to the Christmas tree was a note Santa had left saying that

this year, due to his unusually large sleigh load, he could not carry all the

gifts to the children and was having to use Mexicana Airlines to deliver his

surplus.

After an excitement-filled morning of exchanging gifts under the tree,

the Reed family set out for Guadalajara to greet a flight from the North Pole

that carried a special passenger. It was a six-week-old puppy with a note

attached to its collar attesting that it was the offspring of Santa's own guard

dog, whose job it was to protect the reindeer from hunters.

They officially named him Bavarian Machismo Wolfgang III (BMW)
and affectionately called him Macho for short. As he grew. Macho became
a full member of the Reed family and the protector of the children, a much
more important task than guarding Rudolph.

With the Christmas holidays over, the Reeds began the new year with

optimism. The previous year, 1986, hadn't been the best of years in many
ways. Terry had lost two good friends. Barry Seal had been murdered, and
Bill Cooper had died with his boots on. Cooper, like Seal, had been a true

silent warrior for a long time. But due to his photograph having been lam-

inated to the Southern Air Transport identification card he was carrying at

the time of his death, he was now famous. His picture and headlines bear-

ing his name were in print throughout the world.

The on-again, off-again project was now back on, for good it seemed,

and Terry was in a hurry to put the last elements of his business plan in
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place. He also felt the added pressure and anxiety of being pushed to rush

into Phase 2 of his plan . . . manufacturing.

He had notified the Hungarians and the Japanese of Gomez's response
— "all systems are go"—and was spending a lot of time at the offices of Cap-

itan Raul Fierro and lawyer Arturo Velasquez and at Marr's house ironing out

the legal details concerning the warehouse at the Guadalajara Airport. With
any luck, machine tools would be arriving there in February, and already

local politicians and industry were talking about the new firm, Maquinaria

Internacional, and its goal of assisting in the automation of Mexico.

On January 3, the Reeds were busy packing their motor home for the

200-mile trip over "improved" Mexican roads to Zirahuen, where the meet-

ing with the former governor of the state of Michoacan was scheduled two
days later.

Terry had decided to take along the entire family and the nanny in

order to share the beauty of the Michoacan region with Janis. He had made
two exploratory business trips there in mid-December and was anxious to

show Janis the charm and aristocratic elegance of the city of Morelia—the

future home of Agency Project "Z," as it had been code named.
The plans called for finding a hotel room in Zirahuen for Terry, Janis

and the children, thereby allowing the nanny to serve as "night guard" by

sleeping in the motor home. At least that had become the drill on the major-

ity of their other excursions, since they were finding the term Mexican camp-

ground was mostly an oxymoron.
Mitch Marr had been unable to provide much advance information

about what the meeting would entail, or even who the participants would
be. "All I know is Gomez and his Israeli friend will be there with the gov-

ernor. But you can bet on him havin' his ass-kissin' entourage in tow, it's

the Latino way," Marr had said in his usual demeaning way. Then he added,

"The Agency is giving him a big break by puttin' this factory down there.

So don't let him or any of his Third World henchmen give ya any shit. You
got somethin' they want and need."

Their road trip took them through the industrial town of Zamora and
on to Patzcuaro, a picturesque lakeside town famous for the strange-look-

ing yet unique-tasting nearly transparent fish indigenous to this lake. The
Reeds stopped for a photo session, capturing the local fishermen plying their

trade with butterfly nets on the deep blue lake.

Not everything, however, was so picturesque. The bases of the trees of

the heavily forested town had been whitewashed midway up their trunks

and converted into gaudy political advertisements. Most bore the letters

"PRI" painted in green, red and black, the acronym for the ruling Mexican
political party. This city, the Reeds learned, had become the focal point of a

political tug of war between the PRI and a challenging party, PAN (National

Action Party). The balance of the once-beautiful eucalyptus trees sported

the "PAN" insignia, denoting the upstart party's contention for the region.

The highway extending south out of Patzcuaro took the family to the

high elevation ancient mining town of Santa Clara del Cobre, famous
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throughout Mexico for its copperware. The entire town was one gigantic

showroom of handcrafted copper items and was riddled with mom-and-pop
shops and fabricas that converted copper sheeting into a multitude of

exquisite articles.

Although now close to the village of Zirahuen, the Reeds stopped to

shop and ask directions, since the roads they were now traveling were
remote and, as usual, poorly marked. The attitude of the otherwise friendly

shopkeeper changed drastically when Janis asked her for directions to their

meeting place. The jovial demeanor disappeared.

''No se, " she answered curtly as she abruptly turned away. "\ don't

know." Janis began to feel uneasy and to wonder if she had unintention-

ally offended the woman, or if perhaps they had simply lost their way.

Confused, they sought help from the local poHcia, who was sleeping

behind the wheel of his patrol car parked on the village square. He was the

Mexican version of a stereotypical Southern sheriff and volunteered direc-

tions, but only after demanding to know why they were going to Zirahuen.

"Somas turistas, " Terry answered. "Solamente venimos para hacer cam-

pamiento. Es verdad que hay un lago bonito en donde se puede pescar?" (We're

tourists who have only come to camp. Is it true there's a beautiful lake that

offers good fishing?)

The police officer must have accepted the answer. After eyeballing

Terry's fishing equipment tied on top of the motor home, he gave directions,

then added, "Tenga cuidado alia, es muy peligroso. " (Be careful there, it's very

dangerous.)

Terry shrugged off the warning, figuring the sheriff was concerned

about the dangers of drowning while boating and fishing. He saw no need
to relay the message to Janis.

A short distance south of town they found their turnoff to the west,

which the policeman had been told would lead to Zirahuen. They turned

onto a well-maintained cobblestone road capable of handling two lanes of

traffic, a stark change from the road they had just left. A few kilometers

later, they curiously arrived at a combination guard shack and toll booth. A
rope extended from the shack and stretched across the road as a make-shift

traffic barrier.

The guard within demanded 350 pesos (about $1 then) before allowing

them to pass. Quite a sum in Mexico, they thought, to be this far from civi-

lization. From this vantage point, though, they could now see the edge of

the crystal blue lake, surrounded by tall pine trees to the west. Below, in the

valley, extending for what seemed forever, was the road leading to the lake.

After a drive of 10 miles, more or less, they were stunned to discover

the cobblestone road dead ended at a resort complex on the water's edge.

Contained within was an improved campground complete with electrical

hookups. The RV site they selected was situated on a small hill within view

of a large floating dock complex. They found it extremely odd that this

campground, the best they had encountered in Mexico, was not listed in

either the Mexican or American camping guides.
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Someone had spent a great amount of money constructing and main-
taining this remote resort complex, which was totally devoid of campers . . .

other than them.

Between the campground and the shoreline was a series of intercon-

nected stone arches resembling a Roman aqueduct, which stretched for

more than a quarter mile but served no apparent purpose. There was even

a small floating restaurant, bobbing ever so slightly, built up on the main
boat dock. Nearby, a chalet-style house was nestled in a grove of tall pines

trees, the home of the caretaker, no doubt.

The shoreline near the pier was strewTi with small pleasure boats that

appeared to be in storage, out of the water for the winter season. Tied to the

pier along the dock were several thirty-foot launches painted white and
bearing red, green and black stripes. Alongside them was an array of small

pleasure and fishing boats, a few of which contained lonely-looking fisher-

men using single-line poles.

Zirahuen, they were told by the caretaker, was only a few kilometers

further south, but the Reeds decided to camp there for the night to avail

themselves of their surprising find. It was off-season for campers and basi-

cally closed for the winter, so they would have the entire place to themselves.

After spending a quiet afternoon and evening washing all the while that

the nanny had been left behind so they could privately enjoy each other's

company, the Reeds bedded down for the night.

At precisely 6 a.m., with Teutonic precision, the nearby town's civil

defense PA system began to blare "Deutschland Uber Alles, " and everyone in

the camper, and probably everyone in the surrounding countryside, bolted

from their beds. They may have gone to sleep in Mexico, but it sounded like

they were awakening in the Third Reich.

Now fully awake, Terry dressed and walked to the village to see what
exactly was going on. He was not prepared for what he saw. Around a curve

in the road, and built in a cove on the water's edge, were the buildings and

houses that defined Zirahuen. The architeaure was a conglomeration of

Scandinavian and Mexican design, much of it adobe but with wooden
peaked roofs. The A-frame-style construction of some of the homes, espe-

cially the gingerbread trim of the larger chalets, gave the village the look of

having been transported from the Alps.

Standing in the center of the zocalo was an old man in a military uni-

form blowing a trumpet, which apparently was the signal for the village

children to assemble for their march to school.

"Jesus Christ," Terry said to himself. "Am I in Mexico? I was when I

went to sleep last night."

The children, many of whom were light-skinned and some even blond,

lined up like Hitler Youth, performing a youthful version of the military's

"dress right, dress." The old trumpeter was now substituting the horn he

had played for a drum he was wearing. All the inhabitants gathered in the

village square to view the old man tap out cadence and lead the children

several times around before marching them off to the school.
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No more than a half hour had passed since reveille, and the village was
bustling with activity. This was definitely not typical Mexican behavior. All

the shops were now open, with shopkeepers busily sweeping the sidewalks,

so Terry decided to look around. He heard an unfamiliar dialect of Spanish

being spoken, somewhat Indian he guessed, but gutteral-sounding as well.

He concluded that these villagers had to be remnants of Nazi Germany who
had fled after World War II and settled here. After a tour of the square, with

a freshly purchased bratwurst in hand, Terry walked back to the motor
home to share his unusual discovery. And the day had just begun.

Later that morning, Terry took Duncan down to the dock for some fish-

ing. Fishing had been a special time between him, his father and his grand-

father— a time of conveyance—and he wanted to try to duplicate this type

of parental bonding with his children. While preparing their tackle, he
joked with his 4-year-old companion about the possibility of reeling in

Moby Dick.

It was definitely sweater weather, but the warm, noonday sun offset

the cool, midday January temperature.

Suddenly there was a flurry of activity on the dock. A team of Mexi-

can workers was giving the official-looking launches a thorough cleaning.

A man in a European-cut business suit, wearing sunglasses, had arrived and
was barking orders to the laborers and communicating with someone via a

walkie-talkie he was carrying.

Terry looked around and noticed a large antenna mast adjacent to the

caretaker's house and another smaller one on the roof of the dock's restau-

rant. The workers were feverishly setting the tables inside the launches with

white linen tablecloths and fine China, the accoutrements of a formal

dinner. He hadn't seen Mexicans of any occupation move this fast since he

and Janis started living there.

Then, with the transformation of the vessels now complete, a second

transformation took place before his eyes. With the manual work now fin-

ished, the workers disappeared into the restaurant, only to reappear, but

now as weU-groomed waiters. The work clothes were replaced by elegant

attire; the men were resplendent in white Nehru jackets, black trousers and
black patent leather shoes, a sight not often seen in Mexico. They then

rigidly began milling around the restaurant, behaving as if they were fear-

ful of soiling their uniforms. It was reminiscent of waiting for inspection in

his ROTC days, Terry thought.

With the dock now returned to its original, placid state, Terry and
Duncan got back to the serious business of fishing . . . just in case Moby Dick

was lurking out there somewhere.
As the tethered red-and-white bobber teetered from the ripples of the

lake, the reflection from the sun on the water's surface made the fishermen

squint. While being hypnotized by the motion, Terry heard a faint whirring

noise in the distance. He tilted his head away from the breeze to remove
the wind noise from his ear and could hear something intermittently . . .

something that sounded familiar in a strange and eerie way.
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Gosh, he thought, do these things really happen? He had discarded all

the theories he had read or heard about Vietnam, and the so-called stress-

related flashbacks. But now he was sure he was hearing something and
looked to his son for reassurance.

But Duncan didn't hear it! The boy, instead, was intently focused on
his fishing line, oblivious to everything else. Maybe flashbacks are real,

Terry thought. He was sure he could faintly distinguish the sound of

helicopter rotor blades. Maybe the Oso Negro, the local vodka, was getting

to him.

It was like an audio track stored deep within his memory bank, labeled

Thailand, where those very sounds never stopped. There, the Air Force heli-

copters on continuous perimeter patrol circled the base at low altitude day

and night, always on the lookout for infiltrators.

The sound from their main rotors beat the air in an unending rhythm
twenty-four hours a day, providing a background noise that one had to lit-

erally, mentally, turn off in order to get anything done. He and John Desko,

his close buddy, had jokingly theorized that the CIA was using them as

guinea pigs to conduct audio-fatigue testing.

Terry squinted and raised his eyes to peer across the lake to where he

hoped the sound was originating. From over the distant tree tops, he could

now see faint images from his past. It looked as if a group of helicopters was
approaching from the east at extremely low altitude.

Shit, I'm not only hearing it, but seeing it, too, he thought. No more
Oso Negro!

"Daddy, look at the helichoppers!"

Images were coming into focus. Their unsynchronized rotor noises

were now echoing throughout the quiet valley and off the water, with the

armada flying toward them in tight formation.

Terry counted four Hughes 500D helicopters in camouflage, escorting

a large, white Bell HH-53 helicopter bearing the official Mexican insignia of

green and red stripes.

He observed one of the 500-Ds break formation, head directly toward

them, buzz the dock at low altitude, and then begin circling the campsite.

The once-serene setting now converted to one of chaos, as in horror he

watched the destruction created by the down-wash of the buzzing rotor

blade. The severe turbulence wreaked havoc on the motor home's awning,

exerting enough leverage on the RV to rock it violently. Janis, with the

nanny carrying Elliott, ran from the vehicle in shock, unable to compre-

hend what was happening as the helicopter simply hovered nearby, con-

tinuing its "attack" upon the campsite.

Terry grabbed Duncan and ran toward the site, which by now was in a

state of bedlam. The helicopter had descended and hovered only fifty feet

off the ground, completely engulfing the R.V. in dust. With the near-hurri-

cane velocity of the rotor-wash now captured under the awning, the vehi-

cle pitched back and forth so acutely that it was in danger of rolling over.

Terry finally drew the pilot's attention, realized it was none other than

Max Gomez, and frantically signaled for the aircraft to back off. Gomez,
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with all the speed of molasses, eventually comprehended what was occur-

ring and landed nearby. With the near-disaster over, Janis comforted the

children while the nanny began gathering the litter generated by the

copter's wake. The other helicopters had by now landed closer to the lake's

edge, a safer and more prudent distance from the motor home, not finding

it necessary to duplicate the macho entrance made by Gomez.
Gomez, appearing somewhat humble and embarrassed, got out and

signaled Terry to join him. After apologizing profusely for the turmoil he
had caused, he escorted Terry toward the group and began identifying the

men who were deplaning and assembling. It was very apparent to Terry

who the former governor was, and Gomez had no need to point him out.

Cardenas was at the center of an entourage of sycophants who were dis-

embarking from the other helicopter. (At the time of the meeting, Carde-

nas had just departed public office, having been defeated by the PRI in the

gubernatorial election of 1986. Out of respect, and custom, the people

around him still referred to him as governor.)

"Come, let me introduce you to Seiior Cardenas," Gomez said as they

walked toward him together. "He is a very important man in Mexican gov-

ernment. His father was once presidente de Mexico. But don't forget, he's in

our pockets and I am personally paying him lots of Agency money to make
this project happen. So think nothing of his attitude of royalty during

today's meeting. He's ours."

By this time, Terry had spotted Pat Weber, who had flown in with Car-

denas and was now chatting with him beside the white helicopter. He also

recognized another person he had seen before, Leroy Tracta, Seal's ex-

handler and the CIA man who had "hosted" the Panama meeting more
than a year earlier. All were casually but expensively dressed and were
accompanied by three of Cardenas's political aides who had in tow two busi-

nessmen from the city of Morelia. Two fashionably attired Latin women
were the last to deplane. Adorned with jewelry and overly made up, they

were immediately escorted to the restaurant by the man with the European
suit and the walkie-talkie.

"Shall I go get my wife?" Terry asked, somewhat confused. He hadn't

planned on inviting Janis, thinking it might be a breach of security.

"These are not wives!" Gomez corrected. ''You gringos are all alike. You
just don't know how to live. One of them is the mistress of Sehor Cardenas

and the other is the mistress of the mayor of Morelia. They only came along

for the helicopter ride. Don't worry, they will not be present during any sen-

sitive discussions."

"Isn't it classified just to know who is in attendance?" Terry asked.

"They know better than to say anything. They are Mexican mistresses,"

Gomez informed Terry in his instructional tone. "Their job continually

demands that they can be trusted with sensitive information. The only time

you have to be careful is when you replace an old one with a new one . . .

that's when they become a security risk. And then, I've found, it's best just

to kill them," he boasted in his characteristic macho tone and then broke into

a grin. "I had you going for a minute, didn't I, amigo?"
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Terry felt uncomfortable, still convinced that Gomez had been serious.

He put these feelings aside in order to focus on the unprofessionalism of it

all. Terry shook his head. Who else but Latinos would bring their mistresses

to an intelligence briefing? .

The group toured the dock while Terry went back to the motor home
to change from his fishing garb into more appropriate attire. Walking past

the launches on his way back to the restaurant, Terry observed the waiters

now scurrying around putting fresh fruit on the plates in the launches.

Inside the restaurant, Weber escorted Terry to the bar and passed a

rather rowdy group that had Gomez as its center. With the women on either

arm, he had the cluster of Latinos totally enthralled with yet another war
story bragging of his exploits. As Terry and Weber sipped their drinks, the

sound of starting engines signaled it was time for Gomez to bring the story

to an end and for the group to board the launches. With the governor now
unencumbered, Weber made the introduction.

"Mr. Terry Reed, I would like to introduce you to a very important man,
not only in the state of Michoacan but in all of Mexico as well. This is Seiior

Cuauhtemoc Cardenas, the governor of this beautiful state."

While the two men firmly shook hands, Terry took the opportunity to

study the official. He radiated an aura of confidence.

"Mr. Cardenas, I am honored."

"Please don't refer to me as Mr. Cardenas. It is my understanding that

we will soon grow to be friends. Let us drop the formalities. Please call me,

as my friends do, Lazaro; it was my father's given name."

The young governor, who was about Terry's age, explained the com-
plexity of his name after seeing the relief mirrored in Terry's face for having

been relieved of the requirement of continually calling him "Cuauhtemoc."

"I am a descendent of one of Cortez's lieutenants," the former gover-

nor said. "His name was Cardenas, a family of royalty from Spain. He was
a key aide to Cortez during the conquest of Mexico. The other side of my
family was Aztec. The family name was Cuauhtemoc, and one of them was
a spiritual advisor to Montezuma. And I'm sure you know, of course, my
father Lazaro was presidente de todo Mexico."

Dutifully impressed and with introductions out of the way, everyone

headed for the launches. The women, escorted by the man with the walkie-

talkie, boarded a separate launch. The men all boarded the main launch,

with most of the servants in a third. One armed helicopter pilot boarded

each boat, leaving the others to guard the helicopters. The boats then set a

course for a heavily wooded island set in the middle of the lake.

Terry and Gomez were sitting beside each other at the dining table, par-

taking of fruit and sorbet served in champagne glasses, when Gomez whis-

pered to Terry under the concealment of the boat's engine noise, "That

fucking story about his name, all it means is that one of Cortez's men raped

some Indian bitch. And sitting across from us is the bastard descendant of

that act of love."

As the boat's captain retarded the throttle, Terry ended his conversa-

tion with the Cardenas aide seated across from him and took notice of a

well-constructed dock nestled inside a small harbor. Above the dock, he



Project Z 399

could see a stairway zigzagging up a hill to a large and elegant-looking

chalet built of stone and glass.

"This is Sehor Cardenas's summer and weekend retreat/' the aide told

Terry. "He only escapes here to relax and to entertain dignitaries." Reed was
impressed to be in such company. Somehow, all this Third World opulence

was missing from the State Department's brochures.

The inside of the home radiated a feeling of relaxed formality. A huge
stone fireplace was the centerpiece of the understated yet lavishly decorated

main room overlooking the lake. Persian rugs covered the floor, and hand-
carved Spanish colloquial furniture had been placed informally around the

room. From the art, statuary and oil paintings visible on the walls, Terry

perceived that no expense had been spared in decorating.

Waiters circulated and took drink orders while the guests gathered and
chatted informally as they waited for the dining table to be prepared for

dinner. Cardenas and Tracta talked quietly by themselves, leaning on a

bookcase in a corner. From their body language, it appeared that they knew
each other well and had much to discuss . . . privately. Weber moved from
group to group and at times joined the governor and the CIA man in their

hushed conversation.

After a gourmet meal in the adjoining dining room, which was fur-

nished with Japanese-style black lacquered furniture, the time for business

had come. The two women were escorted to a launch for the trip back to

the mainland.

With the women now gone, and the foreplay out of the way, Tracta

took charge of the meeting while the after-dinner coffee was served.

"Sefior Cardenas, I'm sure you'll agree that opportunity is getting ready

to land in your backyard . . . literally," Tracta began. "The site you have

selected at the Morelia Airport is going to need some infrastructure devel-

opment. Therefore, I'm going to turn this meeting over to Mr. Reed so he

can tell you personally what will be required in order to make the project

successful and to bring technology to the state of Michoacan."

In order for everyone to understand fully what was required for site

development at Morelia, Terry began by saying that air transportation was
the centerpiece of this operation. Having been to the Morelia Airport during

his fact-finding trips in December, he had discovered that the runway sur-

face at the rather small facility was in need of repair and that the length

could only marginally accommodate the type of aircraft that Southern Air

Transport—meaning the CIA—would be using to service the new facilities.

The Mexicans, he assumed, had not taken into account the C- 1 30 and 707-

style aircraft that SAT operated.

He told them it would not be feasible, in his opinion, to use the poorly

surfaced roads between Morelia and Mexico City to transport the equip-

ment by truck. He pointed out the fragility of the computers and the sophis-

ticated equipment that would be needed to build the close-tolerance arms

components, then offered a remedy.

He explained that two birds could be killed with one stone. Building a

new runway at the Morelia Airport would not only solve the road problem

but would also help provide security for weapons shipments in the future.



400 Compromised: Clinton, Bush and the CIA

As Barry Seal had demonstrated in the U.S., transporting weapons by air

avoided ground detection from roadblocks, weigh stations and nosey police.

Cardenas at this point interrupted Terry's briefing to carry on a con-

versation in Spanish with the mayor of Morelia. After a brief interchange,

he switched back to English and asked, "How long a runway do aircraft of

this size need to operate?"

Reed estimated that, taking into consideration Morelia 's 6,000-foot ele-

vation, they would need at least 7,000 feet of runway to safely accommo-
date the large, heavy aircraft on a hot day.

"Okay, consider it done. What else do you need?"

"What is done?" Reed asked, somewhat confused by the brief answer.

"We will build a whole new airport, just for this operation, and I will

provide you with 8,000 feet just for safe measure. The mayor will begin

work immediately."

Terry was impressed with how fast things can be done in the Third

World. What would have taken months of planning between federal, state

and local governments and airport commissioners north of the Rio Grande
had been accomplished in minutes. Terry ascertained that he was dealing

with the top level, or the HMFIC.
"I repeat, Sefior Reed, what else do you need?"

"Power," Terry answered. "I need a constant source of quality electricity

that does not fluctuate in voltage. Power surges wreak havoc on equipment
of this type. It will be necessary to build a substation near the new building

that has transformers large enough to monitor and control the electricity

that powers the new equipment."

This time, the mayor began a brief dialogue in Spanish with one of his

aides. He turned to Terry and asked, "He wants to know if 440-volt, three-

phase will suffice, and, if so, how many KVA do you need?"

Terry was surprised, and glad, that someone with technical knowledge
was there.

"That depends on the type of foundry we build," Terry responded. "If

we use oil or gas as a source of heat, we will need less, but I prefer an induc-

tion furnace using electricity. And therefore, the KVA requirements can be

quite high." Later Terry learned that the man whom the ex-governor con-

ferred with was the federal representative for the Mexican government's

utility consortium.

Within twenty minutes, the money and manpower for a new runway
and power substation had been approved. By the expressions on their faces,

Weber and Tracta, and even Gomez, were impressed. It was acutely evident

that Cardenas was serious about fulfilling his gubernatorial campaign
promises to create skilled "jobs for Michoacanans."

In regard to the square footage and foundation requirements for the

new facility, Terry had researched and discovered a history of volcanic activ-

ity in the area. In fact, there were still active volcanoes west of Morelia in

the state of Colima. He had no personal experience in foundation require-

ments in this type of geologic region and didn't feel qualified to make
recommendations.
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After pointing this out, Cardenas assured him that a civil engineer from
Mexico City who dealt with these problems would be assigned to this proj-

ect. The governor had an immediate answer and solution for everything.

Terry liked his style. After a discussion of the types of machine tools that

would be needed, the conversation turned to manpower requirements.

Another of the mayor's assistants took from his briefcase an artist's ren-

dering of the technical school complex they planned to build adjacent to the

new weapons plant. From among its graduates, they said, they intended to

draw a pool of skilled machinists. In addition to that, the instructors who
would be recruited and hired would all be "hands-on" engineers themselves

and would serve as division managers for the new company. These people

would not only be responsible for running the school but for filling the

supervisory positions for the factory as well.

Phase 2, it appeared to all, was a definite "go."

During the trip back on the launch, Gomez maneuvered to become the

center of attention by telling more tales of killing communists. As the story

approached its climax, Weber, who was sitting next to Terry, leaned close

and whispered, "You see, I told you in Mexico City that we had a governor

who was as desperate as the one you worked with in Arkansas."



CHAPTER 26

Birth, Life and Death

Dr. Roberto Lopez Ramirez was shaking his head.

"I don't know, I am worried. It is mid-May and the baby's

head is so large I would swear it is way past term."

He and Terry Reed were looking at the sonograms just deliv-

ered to him by the Mexican version of Federal Express, a foot

runner from the office of Dr. Ricardo Ortiz Amezcua. The obste-

trician was still not used to discussing medical details with a patient's hus-

band. Terry had been his wife's coach during her two previous natural

childbirths, and the Reeds had upset the bulk of the medical community in

Guadalajara by insisting that he be part of the pregnancy and birthing process.

That just wasn't done in Mexico. Reluctantly, Lopez agreed and used

the Reeds as a "pilot" for what surely was to come as Mexico shed its macho

mentality and attitudes. Mexican males that Terry had met took advantage

of the time their women were in labor to celebrate at the bars with their

friends and to get drunk, while their wives gave birth under sedation. It

wasn't fashionable to experience pain, Janis had learned from the chilangas,

the upper-class women with whom she had become acquainted.

The pelvic examination was over, and as Janis dressed, Lopez expressed

concern at the head size of the baby she was carrying. She was near term,

and Lopez decided it best to consult a colleague in Houston who had expe-

rience delivering "these large gringo babies."

Terry and Janis were still looking at the sonogram negatives when
Lopez shocked them by announcing, "Let's go to the hospital and have a

baby." He had decided after consultation that a Caesarean procedure was in

his patient's—and the baby's—best interests.

"Only if Terry can be with me. Otherwise, I think we'll just get on an

airplane and head back to the States," Janis said, feeling a little uncomfort-

able about having a C -section in Mexico.

Terry reiterated Janis's position, and Lopez shook his head but gave in.

"You American males . . . you amaze me. Why do you want to see all this

pain and suffering? Is it because your gringa women all control you? Or is

it that you truly think you are each other's equal?"

402
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Later that night, at 9:30, at the Baptist Mexican-American Hospital in

Guadalajara, several records were set. On May 18, 1987, Dr. Lopez suc-

cessfully delivered a nine-pound, ten-ounce baby boy, the largest he had
ever delivered. And the hospital had allowed the father to be present in the

delivery room, not only during the birthing process but during the surgery

as well. Everyone was pleased.

Two days later, after much discussion, the baby was named Baxter

Xavier Kerr Reed Kerr, the second Kerr automatically added by the Mexi-
can government to reflect the Latin custom of appending the mother's sur-

name to that of the child. Terry now had a future Mexican business partner,

since being born on Mexican soil to American parents automatically

bestowed dual citizenship on Baxter.

Two weeks later, it was time to document the baby's American citizen-

ship at the U.S. consulate in Guadalajara. Terry found it amusing that

Baxter's American birth certificate was signed by U.S. Consul-General

Daniel Darrach, the only American official in Mexico who knew what Terry

was really doing there.

For Terry, it was a time to be honored by the Mexican males. He had
fathered three sons consecutively, quite an achievement for a gringo, his

friend Juin said.

For Janis, it was celebration time. She had been delighted with the care

she received in the Mexican hospital. The attention, amenities, and espe-

cially the food surpassed her previous birthing experiences. Her first dinner

after Baxter's birth was catered Chinese food, and she and Terry were
touched when Dr. Lopez joined them in her private room to share their food

and present them a gift of vintage wine. Not quite like the hospitals in the

States, she thought.

And now her friends were giving her a "coming out" party at La Posada.

It was time for her to catch up, since she hadn't allowed herself to indulge

in the fine Mexican wines during her pregnancy. Though unheralded out-

side the country, they are among the best in the world, and as her friends

toasted her and her new son, she couldn't have been happier.

On a Friday night in early June, a mysteriously absent Mitch Marr sud-

denly reappeared with his wife as the Reeds were sitting at the Posada's bar.

Certain that the infectious, wailing mariachi music and the drunken danc-

ing would provide the distraction he needed, Terry approached Marr's table

and pretended to be admiring some of the local Mexican artwork on the wall.

"Glad to see you're back," Terry said without directing his glance to

Marr. "I need to see you immediately."

Marr, without looking up from his drink, said, "What's the matter?

Your commie friend has another problem?"

"Yes. But this time he has the evidence we need."

A lot had happened since the meeting at Zirahuen back in January,

which, when Terry looked back on it, seemed like a stilted scene out of Apoc-

alypse Now. After returning to Guadalajara from that trip. Operation Screw

Worm had been kicked into overdrive. Out of nowhere, as in Brigadoon, the
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entire clandestine operation that included both Phases 1 and 2 of Terry's

plan took form.

Maquinaria Internacional's facility at the Guadalajara Airport immedi-

ately began receiving, storing and shipping large bulky and heavy contain-

ers that occasionally contained machinery necessary for legitimate business

activities. Mexicana Airline's forklift drivers learned well the path between
the Mexican Customs holding area south of the main terminal and Terry's

warehouse a quarter of a mile away.

Southern Air Transport C- 1 30s and 707s were eased in and out of Mex-
ican air space unobtrusively day and night through special flight plans

denoted as "Sierra Whiskey" flights. Raul Fierro, the DFS and CIA's main
man at the airport, had assigned all Screw Worm air activity to a person

under his control in the flight operations division. This was Ricardo Lopez

Alcantara, who worked for the Mexican FAA, and he personally processed

all of the Agency's flight plans to be sure they "never happened." It was, in

fact, as Max Gomez had boasted back in the bunker in Arkansas: "What flies

in never flies out, at least not from the ATC point of view."

Fierro took all of Terry's problems straight to the top. Customs docu-

mentation, restricted area passes, extra security for Terry's warehouse and
even hangar space for Terry's private airplane, which he brought to Mexico
in April, were all expeditiously handled by Guadalajara's Comandante del

Aeropuerto R A. Gerardo Mejia Rodriguez. By the way that Mejia responded

to Fierro 's demands and instructions, he clearly was just a puppet coman-

dante manipulated by the real boss. And the real boss in Mexico, Terry was
learning, was the CIA.

It was interesting for Terry to be on the receiving end of American
influence and power, but it was upsetting to see America's foreign policy

toward its allies from this perspective. Outwardly we say we support

democracy and the American way. Terry was seeing that in reality the CIA
was subverting democracy. It behaved in Mexico as if Mexican laws didn't

exist. The Agency's and Gomez's ability to "grease the wheels" was under-

mining efforts by progressive Mexican reformers to achieve true democra-

tic reforms and keep the oligarchy in power. It was an old story repeated

over and over again in the underdeveloped republics of Central America.

Terry observed that the banana republic attitude in Mexico was simi-

lar to that in Arkansas. There, through Seth Ward, he had been sponsored

into the upper echelons of society and put into play with powerful people.

The sponsor for Mexico, however, was not analogous to Ward. It was much
more powerful, and Terry could feel its presence everywhere. The under-

currents of power and greed in both places bonded easily with the CIA's

objectives. It mattered little to these Mexican rulers that they were giving

away their sovereignty, just as Terry had seen the government of South

Vietnam do years earlier.

The elite in Mexico behaved like the elite in Arkansas, opposing any
change unless they could see a personal benefit for themselves. This "me"
attitude began to disgust Terry, forcing him to look inward to reanalyze his
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own motives. He felt he was beginning to get reacquainted with his old self.

He was, in fact, still the poor boy from Missouri, the great-grandson of a

mule trader, and the addictive social trappings offered by his CIA sponsor-

ship didn't interest him.

How could these elitists not really care for the millions of poor peas-

ants, their fellow Mexicans? What Mexico needed was a strong middle class

to establish a large tax base, but these people suppressed the development
of that group, fearing it would diminish their power just as the elitists in

Arkansas did.

But these disturbing observations were put on the back burner as

George Fenue, his Hungarian partner, began expressing concerns in early

February about what he thought were mistaken billings to his company,
Cortec, in Mexico City.

Terry had not yet made his trip to Dallas to pay the "processing fees"

for his Mexican corporation because the Mexican consul there was vaca-

tioning in Europe. This forced Maquinaria Internacional to continue using

Cortec's preestablished business licenses for importing and exporting pur-

poses as it conducted machinery business in Guadalajara.

Fenue complained of receiving invoices for Customs services from his

Customs broker in Nuevo Laredo at the border for a shipment Fenue and
his employees had not sent.

'T have an invoice from my agente aduanal for a 500-pound shipment

of tooling going to the United States," Fenue told Reed over the phone.

"Shall I send the bill to you for payment?"
"I haven't been shipping anything to the U.S. It must be an erroneous

statement," Terry suggested.

Terry's plan, from conception, had called for procuring /rom the United

States hard-to-find and precision items. Nowhere had it included exporting

to the States. He was aware that Maquinaria Internacional was receiving

American-made items via SAT aircraft, but these were weapons, and they

didn't require Customs bills of lading. The CIA left no paper trail.

What Terry initially dismissed as an error on behalf of Fenue's Customs
agent, Andres Mounetow, was anything but. Mounetow operated a Cus-

toms brokerage firm in Laredo, Texas, with his brother, Alfredo, covering

the Mexican side of the business in the town across the Rio Grande, Nuevo
Laredo. The Mounetows adamantly claimed that they had, in fact, handled

a single-crate shipment going from the Mexican town of San Miguel de

Allende to the U.S. Their records indicated it had been delivered to the

border by an overland express truck service out of Mexico City, had cleared

the scrutiny of both Mexican and U.S. Customs agents, and was held in their

warehouse on the American side for pickup.

With the crate now gone and signed for by an indecipherable signa-

ture, Terry and Fenue were mystified. Reed brought this incident to Marr's

attention during an expense reimbursement meeting, but Marr seemed
oblivious when told the details. And he, too, attempted to explain the event

away as a mistake.
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But what haunted Terry was that the paperwork from the shipment

showed the name Maquinaria Internacional listed on the manifest with

Fenue's export license number. This was strange, he thought. Shouldn't it

have mentioned only Cortec, which was Fenue's firm? If the Customs broker

had made a mistake, Maquinaria Internacional's name should not have

appeared at all. Maquinaria Internacional had no account with this broker.

But it was early February and Terry was being torn in all directions.

With the governor of Michoacan anxious to get his hands into the CIA's

pockets, Terry was spending much of his time outlining the details for the

new arms facility in Morelia, which was scheduled tentatively to be opera-

tional by late summer. Between this and getting Screw Worm's facilities

operating in Guadalajara, he had little time to worry about $300 invoices

that appeared to have been issued in error.

The rat-race life he had now built for himself in Margaritaville was
quickly becoming the Mexican version of the American bumper sticker.

"Yo debo, yo debo, y asi pues trabajaryo voy (I owe, I owe ...)." Patrick Juin

gave up trying to keep up with Terry and decided he didn't want to be

Americanized after all if this was the type of work schedule necessary for

success.

Terry had Japanese problems as well. As he itemized the equipment

necessary to be ordered and put on display for the Guadalajara operation,

he found that Frank Fujikawa had overcommitted himself and was having

difficulty getting Gomiya, his firm in the States, to go along with putting

large amounts of consigned equipment in Mexico. This was an integral part

of the plan, and it was agreed that behind the scenes, and with a definite

conflict of interest, Fujikawa was to have used his executive influence to

floor-plan computer-controlled machine tools in Terry's Mexican facility.

But with the peso in a continuous shallow slide, the Japanese were getting

cold feet about investing in Mexico.

This was really straining relationships between Terry, Johnson and

Fujikawa. Meanwhile, the Hungarians were hoping to be part of the Japa-

nese marketing operations and were starting to view this delay by Fujikawa

as a possible breach of contract. After all, they had a tangible investment in

Mexico. They viewed Fujikawa's vacillation and delay as an opportunity to

demand a bigger share of the company. His communist friends were defi-

nitely honing their capitalist skills and learning the art of the powerplay.

But the Hungarians were "married" to Terry's plan by now, since

Gomez had, in fact, been able to "grease" Mexican Customs properly and

save them the heavy 100 percent duty normally imposed on imported

machine tools. They were actually beginning to turn a profit after years of

losses. Fenue was beginning to appear to headquarters in Budapest as the

equivalent of a "corporate turn-around man."

As Terry was stomping out these small fires, he finally received word
in late February from Felipe Urbiola Ledezma that the vacationing Mexican

consul in Dallas was "ready to receive you now." This meant that Terry had
to lay his hands on $20,000 in cash for the "licensing fee."
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Marr knew Terry would be needing that money since he had reported

his earlier conversation with Urbiola. And Terry still laughed at Gomez's
comments when told of the "processing fee."

"Jesus fucking Christ," Gomez had shouted. "I'm paying these mother-
fuckers enough money as it is. For $20,000 dollars, I could grease up Mother
Teresa! But it's Agency money anyway, so what the fuck. No sweat off my
mangoes."

"So, Mitch, I'm here for the money," Terry told Marr at his house. "I

need to run up to the States, bribe this guy and get my ass back down here.

I'm busier here than I was up there."

Marr seemed ill-prepared for Terry's demand. He also appeared to be

sliding off the wagon that night in late February.

"I can't get it together until tomorrow afternoon," Mitch told him. "I'll

go to Guadalajara in the morning. You better come back tomorrow night.

By then I'll have it."

This was the first time Marr had not had money ready and waiting for

Terry. He was extremely curious where Mitch was doing his "banking."

Terry rationalized that with pending Japanese problems, and in light of

everything else that had occurred unplanned since arriving there, it

wouldn't hurt to know where Mitch was actually getting the money.
Terry knew that Marr normally used a "taxi" when he went to

Guadalajara, a kind of Third World limo service provided by Mexican locals

who used their private cars to make a little money. For this reason, Terry

was sitting in his Nissan pickup at a strategic point on the Guadalajara high-

way early the next morning, hoping to see Marr pass by.

Sure enough, at precisely 9 a.m. Marr went by with his Mexican driver

piloting him toward Mexico's sprawling second largest city.

All of Terry's suspicions were confirmed when Marr's cab pulled up in

front of the U.S. consulate. Marr got out and walked to a secure area pro-

tected by a chain-link fence. Heavy security around the building had been

put in place since the abduction in broad daylight in February 1985 of DEA
agent Enrique (Kiki) Camarena on that very street.

The armed guards allowed Marr immediate access through a side

entrance. Terry stood on the corner eating peanuts and waiting for Marr's

exit, wondering if by chance he too was being watched. Terry knew he was
"sort of" violating Gomez's rule of not acting like a spy, but he wanted to

make sure Marr exited the building with a parcel. That way he'd be posi-

tive this was the source of money, since Marr had gone in empty handed.

Sure enough, approximately fifteen minutes later, Marr came out car-

rying a small attache case. Bingo ... he had found the bank.

That night, as instructed, he went back to Marr's home and was some-

what astonished when the now-inebriated Marr handed him $20,000 in

brand-new, consecutively numbered $100 bills.

"So how am I supposed to get this money to the U.S.?" Terry ques-

tioned. "I certainly will have a difficult time explaining to U.S. Customs

where I got this if I declare it."
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"That's your problem. My job is to get you the money. It's your job to

spend it. Wanna stay and watch a film?"

A bad sign, Terry thought. He had known Marr long enough now to

realize that when he became overly preoccupied with his VCR and war
films, his old problem had returned.

But Marr wasn't the only one withdrawing from reality. Ronald
Reagan was sitting alone in the White House, watching old movies.

Reagan had slipped into a deep depression when awakened to the fact that

he really had been trading arms for hostages. As his popularity slipped for

the first time in his presidency, he became a recluse watching the films he

had starred in during his youth— over and over again while sitting in his

pajamas.

"Aye, fucking caramba!" Richard Tingen exclaimed while looking at

the carefully banded stacks of money that Terry had laid on his desk. "I'm

afraid to touch it. Where did you get it?"

"Oh, let's just say I came into it," Terry answered to the young Cana-

dian, who was about his age. "Besides, the reason I'm here is that Diana

(Aguilar) said you help your clientele out with their banking problems, and
I'm a client."

It was February 24, 1 987, and Terry was sitting in Tingen's private office

in the back of Chapala Realty. Tingen was an interesting man. From what
Terry knew, he was a Canadian citizen born of upper-middle-class parents,

who left college on a summer break to explore Mexico. He never returned.

He had been in Mexico more than twenty years, having married a chilanga

from the city of Chihuahua, whose marriage had produced three children.

Richard was by now bilingual, and many of the retired gringos assumed
incorrectly that he was an attorney.

Well-versed in Mexican contract law, he had become sort of the pied

piper of the north shore since those gringos in need of almost any business

service gravitated to him. A laid-back individual always sporting a tan, and
a smile and dressed as if on a perpetual vacation, he had a reputation for

solving most problems.

Terry had a problem that morning. He did not want to break American
law by transporting $20,000 into the U.S. and not declaring it. His only

other alternative was to declare the money and risk the consequence of

explaining where and how he obtained it.

"If you'll guarantee me that this money's not hot, I have an idea,"

Tingen said. "I could use some American cash down here for my business,

and I have money up in the States in my bank in San Antonio. You could

give me your cash, and I could arrange for you to draw $20,000 out of my
bank in the form of cashier's checks. Will that help?"

Terry was relieved. For some strange reason, he just couldn't shake the

feeling that something bad was going to happen if he tried to transport the

money to the U.S. himself. This way, he wouldn't be breaking the law, and
Tingen considered his favor offset by the fact that he had immediate access

to $20,000. The float on the money certainly was in his favor (see docu-

ments at end of chapter).
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The trip to the States was uneventful. Terry was given cashier's checks

totaling $20,000 on February 27 in San Antonio, and the next day he tried

unsuccessfully to pay the Mexican official with them in Dallas. But he
wanted cash only. The Mexican, too, knew the Barry Seal rule: No paper,

no trail. The checks were cashed and Raul Gonzalez Certosimo was paid his

processing fee . . . in greenbacks.

After entrusting the Mexican to do his job, and to get the necessary cor-

poration documents to Robert Johnson in Miami and to the government
officials in Mexico City, Terry returned to the land of manana iust in time to

discover that somebody in the States once again had a strange need to buy
Mexican tools.

"I just received another bill from my Customs broker," Fenue said by
phone from his Naucalpan office. "The shipment appears to be identical to

the last one. It was shipped from San Miguel to the border. This time I want
an answer from your people. Who is using our business license number for

this activity?"

Terry could tell by Fenue's voice that their friendship was being

strained by this mysterious activity. In Mexico City, both men privately dis-

cussed their options, since Mitch Marr still seemed unresponsive to Terry's

demands for an investigation and answers. And Fenue was beginning to feel

vulnerable. Both men fully realized that the main export Mexico was
becoming famous for was narcotics. What frightened them both was that

whoever was doing this had access to their business names and numbers
and was skilled at not leaving a defined trail.

They discovered that the point of origin of the shipments was an

overnight express company that specialized in quickly shipping cargo to the

border. Shipping costs for both crates had been paid in cash, thus leaving

no paper trail back to the sender. The invoices from San Miguel simply

showed Maquinaria Internacional as the sender, with the broker in Laredo

as the consignee.

Their suspicions were beginning to zero in on Fenue's Customs broker,

and both were wondering if perhaps they were dealing with a much larger

smuggling ring, perhaps with connections to some government official who
had access to corporate records. If so, they theorized, there was not much
they could do about it. But quietly, and without Terry's knowledge, Fenue

decided to get to the bottom of it. What he saw was greater risk than Terry

felt at the time. He was still a KGB asset and was fearful that one of his new-
found business partners, the CIA, was setting him up.

Back at the Guadalajara Airport, a major screwup had occurred that

demanded Terry's immediate attention. One of the sales of machinery that

Terry had consummated with a firm in Guadalajara required importing an

expensive Okamoto Japanese grinder, which was warehoused in the States.

The Conex container housing the grinder, a large aluminum shipping

box measuring approximately ten by twenty by eight feet, had been mis-

taken by a SAT crew for a container of weapons destined for Central Amer-

ica. They had inadvertently delivered to his facility a container full of M60
grenade launchers, and the grinder was sent on to the Contras.
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Oh, well, mistakes happen in any business, Terry told himself. But as

he tried to track down his equipment and keep his irate Mexican client

happy, Terry was beginning to feel like the little Dutch boy with his fingers

in the dike. But he was running out of fingers.

Just keeping everyone satisfied and at bay was becoming a full-time

job. This multinational concept looked great on paper, but now that he was
dealing with volatile personalities intertwined with cultural barriers and
personal differences, his prior life in Arkansas seemed at times attractive.

It was at this time mid-March, and the decisions about the Morelia Air-

port runway, power requirements, foundation specifications and so on had
all been made. There was not a lot Terry could do until the new factory

building was completed. Ground breaking had occurred for the new tech-

nical school, and Pat Weber was taking care of all of the political problems

associated with the project.

The first weapon to be produced at the new site had been selected.

Weber had told Terry it was a weapon that the Israeli military was hoping

to add soon to its arsenal as a close-quarter combat weapon. He said his gov-

ernment and the CIA felt it would be a good initial exercise to be conducted

on Mexican soil to fine tune and test the Mexicans' capability to produce

quality firearms. It would require casting, machining, plating and heat

treating as well as plastic-injection molding.

It was a rather crude weapon, Terry felt, but certainly would test the

concept from A to Z. He had been informed by Weber that the Israelis would
be contributing technical expertise to the project in the form of bilingual

technicians. What price was Governor Cardenas really paying for all this

opportunity, Terry wondered. He predicted one thing for certain— CIA and
Mossad favors didn't come without strings attached.

On his desk in Guadalajara lay the blueprints for this weapon. It was a

shotgun. But this new weapon the Mexicans were going to "cut their man-
ufacturing teeth on" was not your garden-variety shotgun. This one

appeared extremely lethal.

Terry knew from his days in Southeast Asia that, from all the modern
weapons the Army had to choose from, the grunts still preferred the shot-

gun in close combat, especially in jungles where vision is limited. The shot-

gun, the army proved, was the type of weapon a person could fire under

duress and perhaps still hit something, due to the larger "pattern" its pro-

jectiles created.

The Agency-supplied blueprints defined a 12 -round, semiautomatic

shotgun that had been recently developed and was to be marketed as the

Striker 1 2 -P. It had an 1 8-inch barrel and looked similar to a Thompson sub-

machine gun, making it short and easy to carry. Its overall length was only

19.7 inches with the stock folded and 26.2 inches with it extended, and its

nine-pound weight made it a shoo-in for the Contras, who desperately

wanted this weapon.
Terry was studying those prints in early June when he received a near-

panic call from Fenue.

"You need to come to Mexico City immediately! "he said.
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"Can't it wait until next week? I'm awfully busy," Terry said.

"No, get in that airplane of yours and come now. I have something here

you'll find very interesting."

Terry wasted no time. He piloted his twin-engine Piper Seneca II,

N13LM, out of the smog layer overlaying Guadalajara into the clear air for

the trip to Mexico City.

After getting rid of the cockpit work load required to safely get the

plane to altitude and out of Guadalajara's ATC, his mind began to wander.

He dismissed his concerns about why Fenue had summoned him, and his

thoughts drifted to his favorite copilot. How he wished his son, Duncan, was
here with him. Duncan loved flying already and he was only 4 years old.

Terry's mind went back to a special day just before Easter when he and
Duncan flew the plane from Mineral Wells, Texas, to Mexico.

He had purchased the plane with the idea of using it in his business in

Mexico, in order to better service the industrial base that he was finding was
scattered throughout this expansive country and, in many instances, in

remote regions served only by bad roads. Once the postpurchase inspection

was completed and the plane deemed airworthy, he and his son had picked

up the plane at a fixed-base operator in Mineral Wells early in the morning
and planned to rush back to Guadalajara in one day so that Janis wouldn't

worry.

"Two people I love will be in that airplane," she had told him by phone
before he left Texas.

"Don't worry," he had told her, gently assuaging her concerns.

"What's the worst that can happen?" she fired back. But she knew
what the worst could be. She could lose her oldest son and her husband
over the remote desert regions of Mexico.

But nothing was lost that day. On the contrary, a lot was found. To

Terry, it was as near a religious experience he felt he could ever have. He
and his young son, isolated in the cockpit of an airplane, bonded as few

fathers and sons ever had. As the 4-year-old "pilot," displaying no fear

whatsoever, radioed Guadalajara approach, tears welled up in Terry's eyes.

How could he be so lucky? And he was so thankful that he had found

a special woman to produce this special child.

"November one-three Lima Mike, this is Mexico City approach paint-

ing you three-zero nautical miles west at eleven thousand five hundred,

squawking one-two-zero-zero. State your intentions."

The ATC's voice woke Terry from his trance. On the ground at the

Mexico City Airport, a pacing Hungarian was waiting for him, and it was
time to become a pilot and land.

"I'm glad you came immediately," Fenue told him. "I'll take you to the

warehouse and show you the 'shipment of tools' I intercepted at the border.

On the way to Cortec's facilities, Terry's Hungarian friend told him how
he had alerted his Customs brokers to intercept any additional shipments

through their facilities at the border. His instructions to them were to seize

any future shipments bearing Cortec's name and to hold them for his per-

sonal inspection.
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Together they were going to review this third mystery shipment. From
what Fenue was saying, it was identical in size, weight and packing as the other

two, and he could only conclude that the others had contained the same "tool-

ing" as this one. He had, in fact, intercepted the crate before it crossed the Rio

Grande and had personally returned it by truck to Mexico City.

"It's cocaine!" Fenue said as he and Terry looked into the crate neatly

filled with plastic-sealed parcels that were now stored in the private rear

office of the warehouse complex. "We've already had it tested, and it's pure.

My people are not in the drug business ... at least, not here in Mexico," he

added. "You need to get hold of your boss and find out what exactly is going

on here. I have already told my people, and they are expecting an answer.

Comrade, I'm afraid our friendship is now on the line. Please . . . help me
with this problem."

The two men were the same age and were caught in the same web of

conspiracy and deceit, which neither could understand. Why either side

would be attempting to embarrass the other was beyond their reasoning,

since both were compromised by their mutual involvement in Screw Worm.
Even though they came from different ideological backgrounds, Fenue

and Terry had hoped that their working relationship in Mexico would in

some small way bring together their two cultures and countries. They
viewed themselves as political pioneers, the equivalent of two young mili-

tary officers in opposing armies who suddenly realize that the future is in

their hands. They had hoped to prove that there was no reason to continue

along the same path of hatred and paranoia as their elders had followed. By
working well together on this project and laying the groundwork for trust,

they had also hoped to prove to their respective handlers that there was no
longer the same foundation from which to continue the arms race—the

world's preoccupation with self-destruction that had affected them their

entire lives. Somehow, this project was in itself a fragile experiment in coop-

eration and understanding. They had dared to dream that the intelligence

agencies of the world could teach a lesson to their political masters.

But here they were, staring into a crate that contained a substance that

could subvert and compromise the entire operation. Who would be so fool-

ish? Was it someone who, for his own selfish reasons, did not want the

political hatred to end?

Was someone toying with both of them?
As a deniable link to the CIA, Terry realized at this very second how

vulnerable he actually was.



CHAPTER 27

Powdered Money

John Desko emptied the remnants from his third bottle of

Bohemia lager, brought up a belch from the depths of his diges-

tive tract and said, "That's some story. Reed. How the hell did

you get in so deep with these guys?"

Firecracker explosions echoed throughout the Lake Cha-

pala valley, signaling that the 1987 Fourth of July celebrations

were in full swing. In the backyard of Terry Reed's walled estate just off the

Chapala highway, he was violating a cardinal rule of intelligence.

For the first time since graduation from the U.S. Air Force's intelligence

school in 1968, he was crossing the line and possibly compromising an entire

operation by passing on sensitive information to a person who did not have
an operational need to know.

In the weeks prior to Desko and his wife arriving for a vacation in

Mexico, Terry had been wrestling with his dilemma. He was overwhelmed
with the problems that surrounded him and had made the decision to con-

fide in the one person, besides his wife, that he trusted. It was his old buddy
from the days in Task Force Alpha. He and Desko had seen each other

through their problems before, and he was reaching out to John from the

darkness.

He had some hard and possibly life-threatening decisions to make. And
he already knew what he had to do. He needed to hear Desko's words rein-

forcing his moral choice. He couldn't turn to Janis yet. He had not told her

about George Fenue's discovery for fear of frightening her. The entire intel-

ligence operation he was involved with was, in his opinion, out of control.

It had degenerated from the business plan he had developed into a monster

that he felt was about to devour him. He needed Desko now, more than he
had ever needed him in Thailand.

Through their common interests, common values and ability to com-
municate, often without words, they had been able to support one another

through their stressful time of disillusionment during the war. They had
been misled then and through their use of logic had been able to sort

through the misinformation being dumped on them by elders and superi-

ors to find the morsels of truth they needed to be sustained.

413
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As the smoke rose from the barbecue grill and the steaks sizzled, Terry

not only shared with Desko all the dirty details of Screw Worm but recapped

all of his intelligence work since becoming a civilian. It had been an inter-

esting psychiatric session for the two men while the wives sat out of earshot

by the pool watching the children swim.

Terry's worst fears had come true, and most troubling, he had told

Desko, was the behavior of Mitch Marr when he had reported George

Fenue's discovery of the cocaine.

"So what are you going to do, Mitch?" Terry had asked. "Fenue has the

evidence you said we needed to prove our case. This time, I expect action,

and I owe him a hard answer to a hard question. Who in the fuck is ship-

ping cocaine through our company?"
Several days later, Terry went back to Marr urgently seeking answers.

Fenue had severed all business ties until he and his people were told who
was behind those shipments. If it were some lone wolf in the organization,

he had said, they could accept that, provided this individual was dealt with.

Everyone has people problems, Fenue acknowledged. But if this were some
kind of CIA conspiracy to embarrass the KGB, he said their cooperation was
at an end. And they might even retaliate. Terry was witnessing firsthand

just how easily wars could get started.

"We know nuthin'," Marr slurred. "Call your commie friend back and
demand the truth from his end. We think it's his people that are doin' it

—

if it's even bein' done. It's still only his word that those crates were bein'

shipped up there through his company. How do ya know he's not in the

drug business and usin' you for cover? He didn't take ya with him to the

border to reclaim that box, did he? Ya can't trust these goddamn commies.

I coulda told ya that. You and Cathey's fuckin' multinational business plan.

I coulda told ya it'd fail . . . commie bastards."

Terry was beginning to feel isolated, dealing with a drunk who seemed
more preoccupied with "commies" than understanding what was really

happening. He always felt that Marr was "in and out of it" with his pen-

chant for the bottle. Now he wondered if Marr was part if it. And if so, there

probably had been no investigation. Or had there? Could Marr be right?

Was Fenue tricking him? Where do you turn for the truth?

All Terry knew was that the situation read like a crime novel. A crime

had been committed, and everyone was pointing fingers at each other, pro-

fessing their own innocence. One thing was for sure, however: Terry was
in the middle and felt like a negotiator as all of the participants were walk-

ing away from the table. This must have been how Henry Kissinger felt

when Le Due Tho stomped out in Paris. But Kissinger had B-52s to force his

return. Terry had nothing. By this time, the Japanese also wanted out of the

volatile situation. Frank Fujikawa was living up to the name Marr had given

him— "Fuckikawa"—and he had sued Terry in federal court in Arkansas in

order to distance himself from his involvement in Mexico. By muddying
the water between Gomiya and Terry's old firm. Applied Technologies,

Fujikawa, he figured, was trying to slow down any investigation that might

ensue. Masking the entire Japanese involvement as a business dispute was
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slick, but Terry didn't give Fujikawa the complete credit for the plan's cre-

ation. When he heard the name of the law firm Fujikawa had retained, he
rationalized that perhaps Frank had "'fessed up" about his Agency involve-

ment to his superiors back in Japan and that now no cost was being spared

to implement crucial face-saving measures.

Gomiya had hired the law firm of Masuda, Funai, Eifert and Mitchell,

Ltd., out of Chicago, to blindly build an effective smoke screen in federal

court in order to insulate the Japanese firm and Fujikawa's past involve-

ment in Operation Screw Worm. What Terry found most interesting was
that the law firm was none other than the one that had represented the

scandalous, treason-riddled firm of Toshiba Machine Company . . . the

Japanese company that had sold American defense secrets to the KGB. He
figured they were a foe to be reckoned with since they appeared to be a firm

that applied few litmus tests to those they represented. He wondered if

Gomiya/Fujikawa had been so nice as to inform the firm's lawyers about

the illegal exporting of the Dianichi computer technology to communist
China. Probably not. But recalling the words of his grandfather

—
"Attor-

neys are like assholes; everybody with shit on his hands has one"—he

expected this greed-above-ethics behavior.

Terry was wallowing in deceit and deception. He was still recovering

from his discovery of the true identity of John Cathey.

What a day that had been. It was fashionable among the American
expatriates in Ajijic to oppose the U.S. policy toward Nicaragua. In fact, a

small club had developed whose purpose was to keep track of noteworthy

events about the "Yankee imperialists" who were subverting the U.S. Con-

stitution, and they had even printed bulletins highlighting the Iran-Contra

proceedings and hearings underway in Congress.

None of this material, however, included photographs of any of the key

participants in these "atrocities." So one could imagine Terry's astonishment

when he discovered John Cathey's true identity while attending an Iran-

Contra wine-and-cheese party hosted by the American gay community in

Ajijic. The host was showing videotaped hearings in Washington and there,

in recorded color, was a uniformed Marine Lieutenant Colonel who
appeared to be in "deep shit," too. Oliver North appeared to be "reacting"

to these events rather than "acting," as Terry had always seen him before.

Janis recognized him, too, causing her to nearly spill her vintage

Chardonnay on the plush Oaxacan carpets. This shocking experience had

followed yet another startling revelation.

Terry sat in the doctor's office of Roberto Lopez Ramirez reading a sec-

ondhand copy of the New York Times dated May 28, 1987, while Janis was
being examined by the doctor. He turned to page A- 1 2 and received a shock

that nearly floored him. He discovered from a picture and an in-depth pro-

file that he had been working all along with a Cuban CIA agent by the name
of Felix Rodriguez, age 45, who had adopted the code name Max Gomez.

The article highlighted the results of Rodriguez/Gomez's testimony before

the congressional hearings on the Iran-Contra affair. He still didn't know
Rodriguez/Gomez's background sufficiently, so he confronted Marr with
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the newspaper story, who then confirmed that Gomez was in reality Felix

I. Rodriguez, a Cuban exile activist. Bay of Pigs veteran and professional

Cold Warrior.

It all made sense— now. North had come into his life back in Oklahoma
as a CIA agent involved in protecting American nuclear submarine tech-

nology. It stood to reason that someone from the National Security Coun-
cil would be heading up such an investigation, or at least monitoring it

closely. Terry was honored to have been dealing with someone of North's

stature and ranking within the U.S. intelligence community. Rodriguez was
something different, and questionable.

After the dust settled, Terry reported his newfound knowledge about

North to Marr and demanded to know if Marr was who he said he was. Was
he really Mitch Marr? He swore he was ... for whatever that was worth.

"Lies or lives," were the words uttered by North during the ensuing con-

gressional hearings. Terry was learning that the operation was heavy on lies.

Things were coming apart. Business partners in the Enterprise were
becoming disgruntled and suspicious of the operation and each other. To

make matters worse, the peso had been devaluing horribly, dashing hopes

of building a bonafide business. The life of James Bond was truly a fantasy.

As the two men finished their conversation and downed more
Bohemia, Terry added, "Well, J.D., you're lucky you got out of the intelli-

gence game. I'm in way over my head, and I don't know who to reach for."

"The whole situation sounds FUBAR (fucked up beyond all recogni-

tion) to me," Desko responded. "I'd get my family the hell out of here if I

were you. These guys are playing hardball. And as far as your reaching out

for help, you know you can always count on me, but I can't do much for

you down here. If you can make your way out of Mexico and up to Albu-

querque, that's my backyard. The desert has a way of just swallowing things

up, if you know what I mean. I can arrange that, if that's what you want."

Desko had to pause in order to finish his beer, belch once again, and con-

tinue. "But I know you, Terry, and that's not your style. In Thailand we
always dealt with our problems head on. You gotta reach down deep inside

of yourself and find that guy I knew in Thailand. You've made tough deci-

sions before."

Desko was right and he knew it. His old friend was sending him a cryp-

tic message: Terry had to take matters into his own hands if he was to sur-

vive, the way he had survived in Southeast Asia. The military's "sheep

mentality," as they called it, needed to be continuously questioned. At

times, they had found it necessary to disregard orders and policies in order

to protect themselves. Without telling him what to do, Desko was remind-

ing Terry of what he had to do.

Terry recalled one of their dilemmas in Thailand when it appeared to

them the Air Force needlessly put them in harm's way and possibly was
going to sacrifice them.

As a result of the Tet Offensive, in which there were more Americans

killed by friendly fire than by the VC, the military had changed its policy of

giving each soldier a weapon and ammunition. In Thailand, that policy had
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evolved to a ludicrous degree: each arriving airman was assigned an Ml

6

rifle, but it was then kept locked in the armory and made available to them
only for cleaning and in emergencies. Even then, they had learned to their

chagrin that ammunition for the weapons would not be provided until, in

their minds, it would be too late. This ridiculous policy obviously had been
decided by some Pentagon bureaucrat in Washington or by a general bask-

ing in Hawaii. To Terry and Desko, who had been raised in a rural survivalist

environment, this policy made no sense. If they were mature enough to be

there and to be put in harm's way, why were they not entrusted with the

weapons they needed to defend themselves?

Their unit. Task Force Alpha, situated at the perimeter of the base, had
been put on red alert in the early months of 1970, fearing that North Viet-

namese regulars who had crossed the Mekong River into Thailand were
recruiting Hanoi-sympathetic Thais and massing them for an attack. All

enlisted personnel assigned to the top-secret project had a secondary mission

of augmenting the security force for this type of emergency. The first time

this had happened Terry and Desko were assigned to a perimeter bunker and,

to their disbelief, were left there alone in the dark with no ammo.
In the event of an attack, an armed military policeman with a radio was

to call for ammunition to be delivered. As they sat there in fear, peering into

the jungle in front of them that night, they swore this would never happen
again.

Later they decided that if their own superiors wouldn't arm them ade-

quately, they would supply themselves from the thriving black market in

the nearby town of Nakhon Phanom. There they illegally purchased four

magazines of Ml 6 ammunition, which they taped to their legs under their

jungle fatigues when the next emergency came. The security police techni-

cal sergeant in the bunker with them took note of their action and
exclaimed, "Where in the fuck did you guys get the ammo?"

"We could tell ya, but it's classified. And then we'd have to kill ya,"

Desko had replied sardonically.

This survivalist instinct is what had gotten them through the war. They
were young men being forced to second-guess all their leaders' decisions,

whereas those who put them in harm's way should have been looking out

for the Reeds and the Deskos who were serving their nation. War is a black-

or-white, life-or-death issue. You don't just "sort of" die and you don't just

"sort of" defend yourself. To Reed and Desko, their civilian leaders were

playing politics with human lives, while Henry Kissinger was playing poli-

tics in Paris, being chauffeured in his Citroen and dining in the gourmet cap-

ital of the world.

As the Deskos and Reeds ate their barbecued steak that night, sampled

Mexican red wine and prepared to attend Chapala's nighttime fireworks

display, little did Terry and Desko know that the next day, July 5, would be

Terry's independence day, the day he would have to take matters into his

own hands again and sever himself from the CIA.

The following day, the phone rang, and it was Raul Fierro, the patron

at the Guadalajara Airport. Fierro was upset. He couldn't gain access to a
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cargo shipment being held in Terry's airport warehouse. Terry had changed
the locks for security reasons, and Fierro's keys no longer worked. On an
earlier occasion, Terry had found two Mexican guards who said they had
gained access through an open door wandering inside the facility. Terry

decided to change the locks and had been unable to connect with Fierro to

provide him a new key.

"You got to get out here right away," Fierro said. "There's a bird on the

ground. I've got a whole crew standing around waiting to receive cargo.

Bypass main security when you arrive. I'll tell the guards to let you in."

Leaving the wives at home, Terry and Desko drove together to the air-

port in Terry's BMW. Access to the field and through Mexican security was
swift. As they rounded the corner of the taxiway that led to Terry's ware-

house they saw an L-lOO, the civilian version of a C-130, bearing a gray-

and-white color scheme and the name of Southern Air Transport. The giant

cargo plane. North American registration number N517SJ, was backed into

loading position by the main door of Maquinaria Internacional's facility.

Though Reed didn't realize it at the time, this was the same airplane he had

seen on May 30, parked in nearly the same position.

However, on May 30 it bore a different registration number, N46965,

but had the identical paint scheme, a black band running longitudinally

down the fuselage, with white above the stripe and light gray below it. The
number change was discovered in a search at the FAA records center in

Oklahoma City by investigative reporter Jerry Bohnen, who found that tail

number N46965 had been surrendered back to the FAA by SAT and
replaced by N517SJ.*

Reed and Desko noted that the plane's loading ramp was down, but

after circling the plane with the car, they ascertained that no crew members
were present, so Terry parked 100 yards from his warehouse in the shaded,

general-aviation-aircraft parking area.

"Before we go find these guys, J.D., I'd like to go inside and make sure

there's no mix-up on the cargo they've come for." This was a reference to

the earlier foul-up in which Terry's machinery v/as accidentally shipped

south.

From invoices he had received, there should have been another grinder

belonging to Maquinaria Internacional in one of the containers. To avoid

another cargo mix-up, both Terry and Desko decided it was necessary to

open the two Conex containers stored in the warehouse to determine

which one to ship.

*The information obtained from the FAA records in 1991 by investigative reporter Jerry

Bohnen showed that both tail numbers associated with L-lOO aircraft supporting Reed's oper-

ation had indeed been issued to Southern Air Transport in Miami, Florida. Curiously, both had

been assigned to the same plane in the summer of 1987. This, in effect, gave SAT the ability

to give one plane the appearance of being two different ones, just as Barry Seal had done to

his Lear jet during his covert trip to Panama with Reed. One can then conclude that the plane

that Reed saw on May 30 was the same one he witnessed on July 5.
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After breaking the metal band attached to the handle of the container

nearest the hangar door, Terry, to his horror, unexpectedly found the "hard

evidence" that Marr had demanded.
Desko cooly peered inside the container. He shook his head in disgust.

"If these guys can get loads like this in, Terry, the Agency obviously has the

DEA and Customs under their control."

The two men were looking in disbelief at a load of cocaine that mea-
sured at least ten feet wide by twenty feet long and five feet deep.

The container was filled waist high with green wooden weapons crates

with rope handles. They were about four feet long, two feet wide and one
foot high. Two of the boxes, whose label said they held rifles, had shifted in

transit, and one had spilled its contents. Clearly visible were at least twelve

rectangular parcels neatly wrapped in plastic and sealed with duct tape.

From all the movies they had ever seen, the two men were certain the white

powdery substance they were looking at was cocaine.

"It's either cocaine or someone is spendin' a hell of a lotta money to

air-transport sugar," Desko said.

"It's gotta be tons!" Terry exclaimed. "Think this'll be enough evidence

for Marr? Fenue certainly had nothing to do with this shipment."

So much for the war on drugs!

Terry told Desko to return quickly to the car. He did not want his friend

to become more deeply enmeshed in what they had found. Neither man
realized it then, but Desko would become Terry's witness to that infamous

day, July 5, 1987, when Terry knew for a certainty that the CIA was in the

drug business ... in a big way!

Now Terry knew he had to act. With Desko out of the building, Terry

decided to give Marr the hard evidence he had been demanding. What
better way than to store some samples as evidence just in case Marr con-

tinued to insist that it was only the "commies" who deal in drugs.

With the evidence safely tucked away in a nearby tool box, the Conex
container closed and Desko out of view sitting behind the tinted windows
of the BMW outside, Terry set out to find Fierro. He figured it would be best

just to get the crate out of the warehouse as fast as possible and give him-

self time to think. He didn't want to create a scene with Fierro on his own
turf. Always pick the time and the place, his grandfather had taught him.

Terry exited the hangar and went to the flight-planning section of aerial

operations looking for the crew. He found himself in an entourage of pilots

and cargo handlers. In addition to Fierro, Terry recognized SAT pilot John
McRainey, whom he had met at Marr's party and who was wearing an

orange flight suit. There was another Anglo pilot and two Latino loadmas-

ters wearing sanitized flight suits, whom he did not know. The suits all had
the velcro attachment points for name tags and rank insignia, giving them
the appearance of being the military issue variety.

Fierro requisitioned two Mexicana forklifts and operators to load the

container aboard the waiting SAT aircraft. Noticing that the band of the con-

tainer had been broken, McRainey asked Terry if there was a problem with
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the cargo. Terry simply replied that he had opened it to make sure which of

the two containers belonged to him, and no further questions were asked.

After seeing the cargo safely loaded, and having given Fierro his new keys,

Terry watched the L-lOO engines fire up and taxi away from his warehouse.

He was anxious to lock up the facility and return to his waiting friend, glad

that no one had spotted him sitting in the car behind the tinted windows.

"Okay, Mitch. This is not my paranoia at work, and my 'commie friend'

had nothing to do with this shipment," Terry began ninety minutes later as

he stood in Marr's den. Marr could tell by Terry's demeanor that it was time

to put down the tequila and the channel changer and just listen.

After rehashing the events at the airport, Marr attempted to theorize

that Terry was, again, witnessing some sort of DEA "controlled delivery"

(sting) operation and that SAT was merely the courier for the drugs. It

wasn't uncommon, he said, for the CIA and the DEA to work in concert for

this sort of black operation. He apparently could see Reed's anger surfacing

and that he wasn't buying this line. He then promised to get in touch with

Gomez/Rodriguez and to get to the bottom of things.

Marr's reference to an earlier incident was an occurrence on May 30,

in which Terry inadvertently walked in on what appeared to be a drug

transshipment at a hangar next door to his facility, where the DEA stored

and maintained its aircraft. That incident, which Terry had reported to Marr
as well, again involved an SAT L-IOO and crew that appeared to be receiv-

ing drug cargo from a Mexican-registered Cessna I82RG being operated by
the American DEA.

The longer he sat and fumed, the angrier he became. The sight of Marr
being drunk again added to his rage. Terry wasn't buying any theories from
Marr. He wanted answers.

"I don't mean to sound threatening, Mitch, but I figure forty-eight

hours is long enough to get an answer about the plane, the crew, its con-

tents, and most of all, what the hell was that shit doing in my facility in the

first place?"

"Calm down," Marr slurred as he attempted to extricate himself from

his papa-san chair. "I'll get with fuckin' Gomez— I mean, Rodriguez—and
tell him you're pissed. He'll get to the bottom of things."

Marr escorted Terry to the gate of his compound and was shocked to

see Reed's car parked directly in front of his house. He was even more
shocked to see Desko sitting there staring at him.

"Who's he?" Marr said, somewhat taken aback. "I didn't know you
drove here . . . you're not supposed to be this visible, you know."

"He's an old Air Force buddy of mine, Mitch. Down for the holidays.

And about me drivin' here, I figure this is an emergency . . . don't you?"

As the two men drove off, Terry turned to John and informed him,

"J.D., you just met my handler, Mitch Marr."

It didn't take forty-eight hours for Marr to report back. But he didn't

seek out Terry to relay any answers to his questions.

"The shipment is short two bags . . . you know anything about that?"

Marr queried.
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That was it. The trick had worked. Terry had dyed the water and the

man who allegedly knew nothing was standing there with dye on his hands.

Nothing else needed to be said. Marr had gone for the bait. Terry had not

told him about the two parcels he had taken from the container. He had
hoped and yet feared he would get this response.

The CIA was dirty.

Instead of Marr giving him the answers he had demanded and giving

the illusion of concern about the drugs . . . here he was standing at Terry's

front gate being concerned only about the shipment being shy some cargo.

Now Terry's nightmare scenario was unfolding and becoming a reality.

He recalled that night his words of more than a year earlier in Arkansas.

"Hey," he had said, "what's the worst that can happen?"

Now, he knew the answer. And since that day, Terry's life had gone
steadily downhill. He felt a swarm of emotion: anger, isolation and the feel-

ing of being used, but most of all, he felt violated. Patriotism had become a

joke. It had become just another word for profiteering. His patriotism had
been exploited in Southeast Asia, and now it was happening again. The self-

ishness, greed and illegal activity by a handful of renegade CIA operatives

had placed him and his family in peril.

At this moment he could not be certain exactly who was involved in

trafficking and how high up the chain of command it went. He wanted to

reach out to Oliver North, whom he considered the only true professional

ever involved in the disintegrating organization. He still trusted North, who,
Terry believed, was someone too straight to be involved in drug activity. But

North had problems of his own as he prepared for his congressional testi-

mony, and Terry had no idea of how to locate him. North probably couldn't

even be approached now that he was insulated by attorneys, Terry rea-

soned. And would North even acknowledge him now?
How long had America been in the drug business? he and Desko won-

dered. In Laos, Terry had been aware that certain U.S. military personnel

had been arrested and court-martialed for shipping heroin under the guise

of classified material. Now, seemingly alone and helpless, he was smack in

the middle of a drug ring and was being set up to take the fall if anything

went wrong. The company documents all bore his name, and everything

seemed to be disintegrating.

Terry thought there could be no lower point in his life. His foreign busi-

ness partners wanted out and their money back. His reputation as an honest

businessman was being destroyed.

George Fenue had already walked away to protect his communist-

backed trading company. George could not allow his firm to be associated

with trafficking. His Japanese partner had sued him and was holding Terry

personally responsible for the business losses.

And it was becoming clear to Terry that Rodriguez and company would
take the drug profits as long as they could and then let "the commies" take

the fall, along with Terry, if the activities were discovered or if anyone got

out of line. Rodriguez, George Bush's good friend, would later write a book
entitled Silent Warrior, telling of his selfless patriotic service to America, even
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as he was tightening the noose around Terry, and he would probably choke
and kill him if he didn't go along.

Fate had placed Terry in a dangerous position. Through no fault of his

own, he had become a major liability for Rodriguez. If Terry could not be

controlled and he had no skeletons in his closet, the CIA's dirtiest secret

could now become public knowledge.

For six stressful days, Terry attempted to entertain the Deskos, to whom
he had promised to show the hidden beauty of Mexico. As they drove

through beautiful Mexican countryside, Terry's mind was elsewhere. He
kept reassembling the major events in his life that had led him here and to

this fork in the road where he now stood. Life was complex yet simple, he

realized.

You lose your way a little at a time. He felt he had made no one major decision in life

that had put him here. . . . It was just the opposite. It was those little decisions that

were all adding up to a major problem. As he often did, he compared his situation

to flying. It's like a pilot failing to make the minor adjustments in heading and atti-

tude that keep a plane squarely on altitude and course. Instead, the unwary pilot

looks up and wonders, "How the hell did this mountain get in front ofme?" That's

exactly how he felt.

It was good having Desko with him. As John sat in the right front seat

and they relived their travail in Thailand and talked of the innocence they

had had then, the answer to his problem was becoming clearer. He had to

go back and find and reassemble the pieces of himself he had lost along the

way, the pieces of his grandfather that he felt lived within him still. His hard-

headed grandfather, who saw things in black and white, would never have

gotten this far off course. Had it been money? Was it power? Was it post-

Vietnam stress syndrome? What had gotten him here?

He didn't have one singular answer, but he knew the solution to his

problem was going to require inner strength and the ability to do what he

should have done a long time ago in Thailand. Stand up. Just say no.

When confronted with the gut-wrenching decision in Southeast Asia

during his military service of participating in the destruction of American
POWs or not, he had given in to their logic: "liyou don't do it, someone else

will." This time it was going to be different. He felt like he was being given

a second chance to do it the right way. This time they could do it without

him, and he was prepared to suffer their wrath. He knew it would be the

hard way.

He and John were the only two in the motor home who knew what
had happened, and they talked privately of Terry's options. They both kept

coming back to the same alternatives: Either turn your back and walk away
or play ball. The second option was unacceptable. How many powerful men
are out there. Reed and Desko wondered, who owe their fortune and their

power to the CIA and its drug proceeds? Does anyone truly make it on his

own any more?
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And what about the Israelis, he was thinking. It had been a while since

he had seen Pat Weber. Were the Israelis in on drug trafficking with the

CIA? Why was Weber hanging out with the likes of Rodriguez? He didn't

have the answers to these complex questions.

But he was about to find out.

As soon as the Desko family departed for the States, Reed returned to Marr's

house for another round of questions and answers. He didn't need to be

coached by his dead, mule-trading great-grandfather in order to realize that

his only trump card was the evidence he was "safeguarding."

Mitch was anxious to take possession of the missing evidence, but Reed
wanted answers to some nagging questions before any deal could be struck.

He demanded from Marr an accounting of the remainder of the people he
had been put into play with in Screw Worm.

Marr swore on a stack of his favorite VHS tapes that Terry was in for

no more shocking revelations. "Gomez is Rodriguez, Cathey is North, and
I'm the authentic Mitchell Fuckin' Marr. That's it ... no more surprises . . .

I swear on top of my nonpirated copy of Apocalypse Now."

That sworn statement held water about as long as it took Terry to get to

Mexico City to consummate the divorce proceedings of the joint venture with

the Hungarians. They too were reading TIME magazine, Newsweek, the New
York Times and Pravda about the Iran-Contra scandal and were eager to get

as far away from the Agency's negocio malo (bad business) as they could get.

Terry and Fenue sat in Cortec's office and talked into the night, sensing

that this would be the last contact permitted with each other. While trying

their damndest to destroy their livers, his young Hungarian friend listened

intently while Terry attempted to explain his motivations for dragging Tech-

noimpex into this mess and did the best he could to genuinely apologize.

The Washington scandal wasn't the only thing the KGB seemed to be

well-informed on. Fenue said he had a full report on the cocaine activity,

and "his people" had concluded that Max Gomez and friends were behind

it. But it was so intertwined, as he put it, with other Agency activities, both

legitimate and otherwise, that it was impossible for them to know how high

up the CIA chain of command approval for such activity went.

"It would be as difficult as determining if it were only the CIA and KGB
who killed Kennedy," he said with a gleam in his eye and a smirk.

He went on to advise Terry not to get overly concerned about the

Agency's trafficking problems, as he put it, and said that the KGB had been

infected with this same problem for years, except that "Moscow's finest"

preferred dealing in heroin instead of cocaine.

Fenue said he knew the true identity of the American agents Terry had

been dealing with, and a lot more besides. After killing the last of the Oso

Negro Mexican vodka, he added pensively, "You need to be careful, com-
rade. You are traveling in a very high orbit. Higher than you realize perhaps.
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and I wouldn't want to see you shot down like Gary Powers . . . and your
old friend, Barry Seal."

The effects of the alcohol dulled the wave of emotion that swept

through Terry as he deciphered the Hungarian's coded message. He had no
inkling, up to now, that Fenue even knew the name Barry Seal, and yet he

was finding that his friendship with Seal was a matter of KGB record.

"George, where did you get the name Barry Seal, and what makes you
think I was a friend of his?" Terry questioned in a low-key manner, not

wanting to cause a premature termination of the conversation.

The question forced Fenue to become even more cagey. "As Joe Bona
(the KGB agent) always said, we aren't like the CIA. We don't have to wait

until things happen in order to discover them."

While Fenue was still basking in the victory of this verbal touche. Reed
decided to get serious with the drinking, thinking it might loosen his com-
rade's tongue. When he returned from the office refrigerator with some ice-

cold Corona, popped the tops on two, and took a long slow swallow, Fenue
began, "Listen, Terry. I like you and Janis and your children. You don't have

to get me drunk in order to get me in bed. You look in need of a friend. I'll

quit playing games. What do you want to know? You get one question."

"Tell me all about Seal ... for beginners," Reed responded, letting

Fenue know he would press for more than one question.

Fenue gulped down half a beer, belched and, while staring at the ceil-

ing, began.

"Adler Berriman Seal.

"He worked for the CIA since the early '70s.

"He was a CIA pilot . . . among other things.

"His handler was CIA Agent Leroy Tracta.

"Your government fucked him, arrested him, and put him on trial after

his arrest on set-up explosives charges.

"He penetrated and worked directly inside the Medellin Cartel for both

the CIA and your DEA . . . and others.

"He was the one who masterminded the CIA/Sandinista sting operation.

"He worked on Operations Jade Bridge and Centaur Rose with you in

Arkansas.

"He took you to Panama for a meeting on Operation Screw Worm . . .

as you call it.

"He introduced you to the Israeli agent that is now involved in Screw
Worm— Weber. Pat Weber is his code name.

"Bona approached and unsuccessfully tried to 'turn' him.

"He bribed and successfully 'turned' one of our agents here in Mexico.

"He bought from that agent a copy of a very compromising surveillance

video showing your Vice President Bush's children caught in a very com-

promising situation.

"He was killed not for the reasons alleged by your government.

"He took with him to his grave more secrets than I ever want to know.
"Have I left anything out? Let me see . . . oh, yes, he was a Cancer like

you, and, strangely, he shared your birthday, July 16. He was born in
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1939 . . . you in 1948. You see, you aren't the only one with a photographic

memory."
If Fenue could perform this well drunk, it was scary to think what he'd

be capable of when sober. Before Terry could absorb all that had been spit

out, literally between gulps of Corona, Fenue added, "How's that for mind
control, Sefior Estrella?"

Shit, Reed thought, Fenue out-gunned any agent he'd ever met, pro-

fessional or otherwise, military or civilian—Red, or Red, White and Blue.

He even knew his code name. There was only one way he could know this

much about the American intelligence operations . . . they had a mole . . .

a double agent had to be in the American camp. He had reconstructed an

entire dossier from a vision on a blank ceiling.

"Impressive. ... So who actually killed Kennedy?" Reed asked.

"You used up your one question," Fenue answered, still staring intently

at the ceiling.

"At least you have to tell me the real name of the Israeli you men-
tioned. Since you know it's a code name, you must know his true identity.

Come on, impress me again," Reed baited.

"Sure, why not. Your side knows who he is. Our side knows who he

is. His side knows who he is. You're the only one in the dark," he castigated

Reed. "His true name is Amiram Nir, the Israeli Prime Minister's Advisor on
Combating Terrorism. You should be honored to be orbiting with him. He's

very connected. . . . He's also a nice guy, about our age."

With that, Fenue inhaled one more beer and terminated the unsettling

conversation. "There, I've crossed the line for you." He paused to belch,

then peered intensely into Reed's eyes. "Someday, comrade, I'll expect the

favor to be repaid . . . with interest, as you capitalists say."



CHAPTER 28

What a
Birthday Present!

The sound of the airplane engine at red-line rpm and the pro-

peller being cycled through its feather check was a welcome
distraction to Terry Reed. His task at hand: coming to grips with

his decision to turn his back on the covert world.

He could not pay the price. He could not look the other

way while the CIA trafficked in narcotics. His family, he was
certain, was in danger, and it was up to him to extricate them from this

mess. Once again, Terry was preparing a contingency plan.

This, for Terry, was worse than assimilating a scenario for nuclear war
in which nations would be attacked. He had done that before while work-

ing for the SAC (Strategic Air Command). Now it was him and his family

who were the targets that faced destruction.

As he sat and mulled this over, the thought-shattering sound from the

airplane engine being tested next door was rather like music to his ears,

blocking out the considerable problems facing him that summer day at the

Guadalajara Airport.

Movement in the adjoining warehouse quickly brought him back to

reality. Gazing through the large glass windows that separated his office

from the warehouse, he saw a familiar face, a man gesturing with both

hands and quietly motioning Terry to step out onto the airport tarmac.

Terry joined him outside, and the man introduced to him earlier in

Mexico City as Pat Weber was nervously scanning the area to see if anyone
was watching them. Both men stepped into an area between the warehouse
and Terry's plane parked outside.

The unexpected visitor spoke first. "I didn't want to talk inside," he

said. "The place might be bugged." Terry got the uncomfortable feeling one

gets when conversing with someone who has a floating eye, and he found

himself looking at the glass eye rather than the good one.

He shifted his focus to the good one in order to concentrate on what
the Israeli intelligence agent was saying. Pat Weber spoke first in native

Hebrew and then quickly translated. "We have a saying in Israel . . . Jews
survive by their cunning. And we need to be cunning right now. I tell you

426
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this because our people are very upset by the cowboy actions of your
people. You are the only low-key avenue to North that I know of, now that

Seal is gone."

The date was July 16, 1987, Terry's birthday, only days after Oliver

North had finished his marathon testimony before the Iran-Contra com-
mittees in Washington and five days since John Desko and his wife had
returned home.

Outside the office, before Weber started detailing his problems, Terry

decided it was time to test the agent's behavior in response to his newfound
knowledge about Weber's alleged true identity.

"I was told that your true name is Amiram Nir and that you are a highly

placed agent working closely with the prime minister's office. Is that true?

I need to know the truth. ... I need to know who I can trust."

Weber glared back intensely, asking, "Who told you that . . . your
people? I'll bet it was that drunk, Marr."

"Yes," Reed answered, deciding to hang the security slip on Robert

Duvall's clone.

"Well," the Israeli began, "I suppose it's best you know. We can go directly

to the business at hand. I won't have to mince words, as you people say."

Nir then confided that he felt he could no longer travel safely and
unobserved in the United States even under his alias. He had been compro-

mised. His other contact, the one he had referred to, was Adler Berriman
Seal, who had been murdered seventeen months earlier. Adrift in Mexico
and fearful of what he had pieced together through deduction, Nir said he
had come to Terry desperately seeking a channel to North. His fear centered

on Felix Rodriguez, the man that Washington had put in charge of things

in Mexico. The Enterprise was now in a free-fall, reporting channels were
severed, and anyone of importance in Washington now had an attorney

and had sealed his lips.

Referring to Rodriguez, Nir said in a tone bordering on fear and laced

with disbelief, "That crazy Cuban madman is going to take us all down. I

don't understand why your vice president (George Bush) can't control him.

My God, he was the director of the CIA. . . . Doesn't he realize this incident

had all the markings of an international double-agent setup? I'm effectively

neutralized with the hearings in progress. I'm being watched. My phones

are bugged. I can't travel. Shit, I'm even afraid for Pat Weber. Where can

we talk that's for sure a safe place?"

Terry could not believe the change in Nir's demeanor. The cool, calm

man with the analytical mind he had seen in Panama, Mexico City and
Zirahuen was now obviously gripped by paranoia and fear. What had hap-

pened to him? Why had Weber sought him out? Terry wondered.

(The Israeli's reference to Bush was no accident. Bush was definitely

no stranger to this man. Just a year earlier in Jerusalem, Nir had briefed the

vice president in detail about what had been called the Iran initiative

involving the swap of American weapons for hostages being held in Beirut.

The earlier meeting between Nir and Bush had been arranged by Oliver
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North. ^ But Nir's links to the upper echelon of the American government
were now severed, due to the shootdown of the C-123 over Nicaragua the

previous October. That incident had not only led to the exposure of Amer-
ican involvement with the Contra supply effort but also to the Israeli "cut-

out" and their secret dealings with Iran on behalf of the U.S.)

Nir was sensing a double-cross, and he believed Rodriguez was behind

it. He needed to confide this to Terry but was paranoid about being seen

with him.

Terry had a solution to Nir's security fears. "Why not up in my air-

plane?" he suggested. "We can fly to Morelia and pretend to be inspecting

the runway construction for 'Z.'* That will give us a couple of hours alone

together. Surely they can't eavesdrop on us at 13,000 feet."

But Nir hesitated. He had a thing about flying in small airplanes. "I don't

trust those little airplanes. I'm sorry, it's . . . how do you say ... a phobia."

In hindsight, this was an odd disclosure, considering Nir's death in a small,

single-engine commuter aircraft sixteen months later near Morelia, where
they were now heading. The accident came just a week after Bush's elec-

tion to the presidency, and it sealed forever the lips of the one man who
could have revealed exactly how "in the loop" George Bush really was.

"My little plane is not so little," Terry reassured him. "Besides, it's a twin

(two engines), and I have over 3,000 hours pilot time. Come on, it's the

only place I feel safe, unless they shoot us down with triple-A (antiaircraft

artillery). Just joking."

"The thought of triple-A fire reminds me of the Yom Kippur War," he

answered.

"And Yom Kippur is how Cathey ... I mean. North, and I believe a war
should be fought," Terry stated while draining the fuel sumps on the left

wing. He still hadn't gotten used to Cathey's real name.
To calm Nir's nerves, he had him assist in the preflight of the aircraft.

"You Israelis are lucky. You don't have a fucked-up Congress. You have

leadership with direction and you win decisively, not like our Vietnam."

"This could turn out to be our Vietnam if it's not controlled properly,"

the Israeli noted somberly. "You must bypass Marr and Rodriguez and get

to North. . . . And about the way we fight. It's not that we have any better

leadership than you. As I've told North, we just fight scared. Our backs are

to the sea. It gives you motivation to win. The will to live is motive enough,

don't you agree?"

"Yes, but I always thought you Jews had a couple of other hidden

advantages."

"Oh, what are those?"

"You own the banks of the world, and God is always on your side. Or
is it the other way around?" Terry joked.

Nir laughed as he walked around the plane and assisted in the safety

check, a strategy Terry often used to put passengers at ease. "By watching

•^This was the code name given the weapons plant being buih at the Morelia Airport.
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you safety check the plane, I feel more comfortable about flying in it. But I

definitely would not go up in one with only one motor," Nir added.

As the Piper Seneca II commenced its takeoff roll, Terry brought the

manifold-pressure needles up to the red line, 40 inches of mercury, and the

tachometer needles on both engines to 2,575 rpm. Exactly the correct read-

ing for a high-density takeoff, considering the 5,000-foot elevation of the

Mexican runway.

The ground speed quickly built to 66 KIAS, Terry "rotated," cross-

checked the attitude indicator and air speed, and confirmed on the vertical-

speed indicator a positive rate of climb. He then "sucked up" the landing

gear, and was once again absorbed in flying. But somehow, he thought,

flying had complicated his life. After all, it was his flying ability that had
impressed North, Barry Seal and Bill Cooper. There's definitely something

to be said of a "pilot personality"— a calculated risk taker, he could hear

Seal say.

But what of Emile Camp, he thought, as he banked the airplane to a

southeasterly heading. Camp had been flying a plane just like this one when
he crashed in February 1985 near Rich Mountain in Arkansas. That still

haunted Terry, considering the expertise he had seen exhibited by Camp. It

just didn't add up, his "buying the farm" that way.

He suddenly realized his mind was wandering, something deadly for a

pilot. He forced himself back into the cockpit to relay his flight plan to the

Mexican air traffic controller below.

"Roger, Guadalajara," he then reported. "Understand, November one-

three Lima Mike is radar contact heading one-zero-zero degrees climbing

through niner-point-five for one-three-thousand, cleared vector five,

Morelia. Please inform Comandante Fierro that this is a 'Sierra Whiskey'

sortie and to process the flight plan as usual."

The air traffic controller's voice changed markedly when he heard

Fierro and the code name mentioned together. That meant that this was an

intelligence flight, which would require "special handling" by the ATC
system in Mexico. In fact, once the craft arrived safely in Morelia, the ATC
knew to erase all stored computerized data concerning this flight. He was
to destroy all physical evidence of the flight plan. In other words, the ATC
was to eliminate any and all data concerning Sierra Whiskey flights in and
out of Guadalajara. Once the safety of the flight was ensured, as far as the

outside world would know, the flight never happened.

"Roger, Seneca one-three Lima Mike. Guadalajara copies. Sierra

Whiskey in effect. Have a good trip, Capitan Reed."

The Israeli in the right front seat started to relax somewhat as the pilot

leveled off at 13,000 feet and engaged the autopilot.

"Okay, here we are alone. Lay it on me." He slid the pilot's seat rear-

ward to get a better view of the Israeli. The plane was now flying itself at

200 mph heading east toward Morelia.

And lay it on he did. Terry's worst nightmare scenario began to unfold.

It was worse even than his discovery eleven days ago that the CIA and

Rodriguez were trafficking in drugs.
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Nir expressed to him the belief that Rodriguez was a double agent—and
directly responsible for the shootdown over Nicaragua the previous October

of Bill Cooper's C-123 supply plane and the capture of Eugene Hasenfus.

There were too many disturbing coincidences to that crash. "Think

about it for a minute," Nir demanded. "We're not so naive that we believe

these happenings are circumstantial. Just try to explain away these events.

Number one, you knew Bill Cooper much better than I. I've been told he

was an excellent flyer. You don't live to be a 60-year-old pilot by acting reck-

less! What was he doing flying many miles off his flight plan and directly

over a Sandinista stronghold ... a military training camp no less?

"Number two, why did the aircraft have unnecessary and classified

documents aboard? Documents from prior missions reflecting the dates of

the flights, the crew members' names, the tonnage and descriptions of the

munitions and the coordinates of the drop zones.

"Number three, why was the crew not sanitized as the orders always

called for? My God, Bill Cooper even had his Southern Air Transport iden-

tification card with him. That we cannot accept as an accident. My God, a

direct link to the CIA. Cooper knew better!

"Number four, this guy Hasenfus . . . the dumb-ass survivor . . . what
kind of a story is this? No one was to have a parachute. The intention is to

always go down with the craft in case of an incident like this. You know
from your training that is the procedure; no one is to live. No loose ends.

Instead, this guy claims his brother bought him a parachute in Wisconsin.

My God, if it wasn't so serious, it would be funny.

"Number five, how does he know the plane was hit by a surface-to-air

missile? If he was blown out of the plane by the explosion as he claims, he

wouldn't even have seen it coming, let alone recognized the type of weapon.

"No, sir, it's all too convenient. Daniel Ortega 'accidently' captures an

American flyer who immediately spills his guts and starts babbling 'CIA, the

White House, guns. Southern Air Transport,' and then to top it off, he's put

on trial as a war criminal convicted for his crimes and released as a human-
itarian gesture! Shot down in October and home by Christmas. I'll bet your

Vietnam POW flyers would ha\'e liked such an opportunity. Just think of

it all."

As Reed adjusted the heading "bug" on the autopilot and fine-tuned

the plane's engines, he absorbed the Israeli's itemized list of fatal mistakes.

"But I've saved the best morsel for last, if that's not enough to convince

you," his passenger tantalized. "We warned Seal back in early 1986. Just

before his murder, we warned him that your side had a leak, which could

bring about a political thunderclap. And that's exactly what happened
when the C-123 crashed and exposed to the world the deviousness of the

Reagan administration."

Terry's mind flashed to his feelings about Fenue having too much in-

depth knowledge of the Agency's operations. He had suspected a mole. Now
Nir was confirming that the Israelis, too, had suspicions. He decided not to

interrupt and to just listen.
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"We knew something was going to happen to bring unwanted public-

ity to this operation. Again, what a waste of a good agent. That makes two
friends of yours who are dead for no good reason. Cooper and Seal."

"Three friends, if you count Emile Camp," Terry added. "I still think his

crash was sabotage. His plane was exactly like this one. He left Baton Rouge
with three hours of fuel. He crashed two hours later. There was no post-

crash fire. And no fuel in the engine lines. That's fuel starvation! Combine
tfiat with the fact that he crashed in a heavily wooded area, miles off course,

while executing an instrument approach to Mena in VFR conditions . . . No,

he was definitely sabotaged. But by whom? Emile never got along with

(Ramon) Medina."

Terry's comments about Medina stemmed from his observation of argu-

ments on several occasions between the camp jefe and Emile Camp. This had

made him suspicious that Medina was involved in sabotaging Camp's plane.

"Oh, Medina. That's another example of your CIA stooping to use ter-

rorists to do agents' jobs. What did Medina ever do besides blow up civil-

ians in airliners? These damn Cuban rebels, they're just not professionals."*

Reed almost wished to hear no further details, but Nir wasn't through.

"An agent of ours in El Salvador reports that Rodriguez boasted that he

was responsible for the killing of both Seal and Camp. You know Rodriguez,

he must continually brag of his exploits. Who knows how many people he's

either killed or caused to die? He's definitely ..."

"A loose cannon, as they say in the Navy," Terry said.

"Yes. A loose cannon. We don't see how this program can continue. It

may not even be salvageable."

What came next was a surprise to Terry. The Israelis were keeping close

tabs on Felix Rodriguez. He had a shadow and most certainly wasn't aware

of it. This became evident when Nir revealed that he knew about drug ship-

ments from San Miguel de Allende northward to Laredo, the same ship-

ments that Terry had reported to Marr.

Nir was confirming Terry and George Fenue's suspicions that Rodriguez

was involved with the earlier shipments from San Miguel, and Nir also said

that these drug shipments involved some of Rodriguez's unspecified relatives.

"That's simply profiteering for the sake of his relatives. It's ridiculous.

Who's supposed to be in charge of this idiot?" Nir asked spitefully.

That was a good question. With North on the grill in Washington,

Rodriguez was operating alone and out of control.

"He's a runaway freight train with no engineer at the throttle," Nir said.

He bolstered that comment by saying that Israeli intelligence in Mexico had

intercepted some very disturbing long-distance telephone conversations.

Rodriguez, in violation of all intelligence rules, had called Washington

*Medina, an alias for Cuban exile Luis Posada Carriles, was a friend of Felix Rodriquez and

was charged with masterminding the bombing of a Cuban airliner that killed all seventy-three

passengers. Shortly after Hasenfus was captured and interrogated by the Sandinistas, he iden-

tified both Rodriguez and Medina as CIA links he had been working with.
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directly from Central America on unsecure phone lines and discussed clas-

sified data.*

"My God, it's just so apparent to us that he is a double-dipper (slang for

double agent). He must be eliminated one way or the other."

Rodriguez might be the mole, the one who kept Fenue so informed and
up-to-date on the Agency's plans, Terry thought to himself. After all,

Rodriguez had been to Cortec's facilities several times, and he knew Seal's

dossier well enough to pass it on to the KGB. Shit, I bet that's right, he

thought. Rodriguez was probably the leak the Israelis had warned Seal

about. It all made sense.

But talk of "eliminating" someone bothered Terry. "If you're talking

elimination, do you have concrete proof, beyond a shadow of a doubt? I

mean, he might just be an idiot, like you said before. A greedy idiot suffer-

ing from post-Bay of Pigs stress syndrome."

"Yes, we have the proof, and no idiot, as you suggest, could bring in an
ex-Air America kicker and 'turn him' as quickly as Rodriguez did."

"So your people think he recruited and compromised Hasenfus?"

Nir was not specific as to how this information had been obtained. But

he was certain about his facts, he claimed. "We know it for sure. And did

anyone from your side tell you about Cooper and Sawyer, the copilot?"

"I've heard nothing new about the shootdown since the meeting with

you and Rodriguez in Mexico City last December. What are you referring to?"

Terry was shocked, again, when Nir answered. "They were both dead

before their airplane took off on that supposedly ill-fated flight."

By this time, Terry's head was reeling, but some things were starting to

make sense. All the circumstances outlined by Nir earlier concerning the

shootdown were coming into focus. Nir said the autopsy performed by the

Nicaraguans, the results of which had been relayed to the CIA, indicated

the crew had been dead several hours, maybe even twelve, before the plane

crashed. There was no evidence of the usual profuse bleeding associated

with a crash when the victim is alive on impact. This had to mean they were
dead before they went down, Nir concluded.

This probably explained why Cooper's body hadn't been returned for

burial, Terry thought.

"My God, do you think it's Hasenfus that killed them?" Terry asked.

"Marr told me Hasenfus knows how to fly a C- 123, even though he doesn't

have a pilot's license."

"We're not prepared to say that. But he had to know the dead crew

members didn't pilot the airplane ... if he was even on the plane at the time."

"Why? Don't you believe that plane was even shot down?" Reed asked,

now fearing the answer.

"No. The aircraft remains were put on display in Managua, and our

people there said it appears the plane exploded outward, as if it had been
rigged with explosives prior to its last flight and then deliberately destroyed."

*01iver North reprimanded Rodriguez for violating secure communications procedures during

a meeting in the Old Executive Office Building in Washington on June 25, 1986.^

I
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Both men then wondered if this could have been accomplished with a

remote detonating device after Hasenfus bailed out of the airplane.

Terry had yet another shock. Nir informed him that the other dead

crew member was the man Terry had called "Ramon No. 2," one of his

trainees in Arkansas. Nir said Ramon did not die from the crash. His throat

had been slit!

"What a way to get rid of Ronald Reagan," Nir summarized. "The com-
munists must be patting themselves on the back. They expose a covert oper-

ation that is in violation of congressional law and get the president of the

United States impeached— all at the same time."

This statement shocked Terry back into his role as a pilot. He scanned

the instrument cluster, realizing he had become so engrossed in the con-

versation he'd nearly forgotten he was flying. His DME was showing only

25 miles out of Morelia. It was time to get busy.

"Morelia tower, this is Seneca November one-three Lima Mike, level

one-three thousand, twenty-five DME west, inbound vector five, landing

mike mike. Please advise altimeter and active runway."

Terry slid his seat forward in preparation for the landing ahead. He
banked the plane to the right in order to line up on runway 23 and dropped

the landing gear. He then turned to his nervous Israeli companion and asked,

"Are you afraid of Rodriguez? It sounds as if he's capable of anything."

While rolling wings level on final approach, Terry could not help but

be in awe of how fast things could happen, constructionwise that is, when
a welcome, covert industrial complex was coming the way of an underde-

veloped state such as Michoacan. It reminded him how quickly things hap-

pened in Arkansas when the Agency began setting up operations there in

1983. But here things happened even faster. He was getting, literally, a bird's

eye view of the new Morelia Airport, named after Mexican General Fran-

cisco J. Mujica. He couldn't help but feel partly responsible for its new
runway, which now measured exactly 7,874 feet, with 197-foot overruns

on both ends. It was just as Governor Cardenas had said: "I will provide you
with 8,000 feet." He was good on his word . . . when backed by CIA money.

As he "crossed the numbers" at the northeast end of Morelia's newly
surfaced runway and did one final GUMP check to ensure the landing gear

was down, it hit him how he and Seal had envisioned all this happening

two and a half years earlier. A secret weapons-manufacturing facility in a

Third World country. Technology was definitely coming to Mexico, and the

governor and his people were there with open arms.

The tires of the Seneca's main landing gear chirped, signifying contact,

and Nir exhaled as if to vent his pent-up tension. "Yes," he said.

It had been so long since Terry had asked the question, he had to pause

in order to recall it. "Yes, what?"
"Yes, I'm afraid of Rodriguez." He seems to have gained a lot of power

during all this turmoil up in Washington. He's an opportunist, and he's

apparently seized the opportunity to promote himself while the chain of

command has been broken, due to your congressional investigation. Like

I said earlier, with North neutralized, I don't know who's in charge.
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But Rodriguez is having secret meetings with your vice president, and this

bothers us."

To explain, Nir admitted matter of factly that Israeli intelligence was
following Rodriguez and had placed him in several clandestine meetings

with Bush. Nir indicated that this was disturbing to his country because the

Israeli ambassador was being kept in the dark about these meetings.

"They are up to something, and we Israelis have a lot of exposure from
this whole ordeal— unnecessary exposure, I might add, especially consid-

ering what is going on here in Morelia."

"What do you suppose Rodriguez and Bush are secretly discussing?"

Terry asked.

Before Nir could answer, they were both startled by a tapping on the

wing by a Mexican soldier armed with an Uzi. They had been lost in their

conversation and were unaware of the approaching squad of armed secu-

rity personnel. Tight security was in effect at the airport's east side, due to

the construction.

"Why don't you talk to him," Terry suggested. "That way, if he decides

to shoot you first, at least you'll have died from a weapon made by your

own country." Nir was not amused.

"I wish you wouldn't joke about death, Sehor Estrella."

They then explained to the jefe of the security squad that the purpose

of their visit was to inspect the. construction of the new building complex
that would house the machinery scheduled to arrive soon. Terry had
accepted the reality that this was a pipe dream, however, in light of the dis-

integration of the joint venture. But he had decided to go along with it all

and make no waves until he could eventually flee . . . somehow.
"We knew from your flight plan you filed in Guadalajara that you were

coming to Morelia. It's just that Capitan Fierro did not know the reason for

your visit or who your passenger was. Feel free to inspect the facility."

As soon as the armed goon squad walked away, Nir began to speak.

"Shit!!!! I was hoping no one observed me at the airport. Based on those

comments, Fierro knew you had a passenger when you left Guadalajara.

You see, I am being observed and followed!"

"Calm down. Don't let your paranoia run away with your logic. Maybe
it's me they're observing and following, and you just happened along."

"But why would they be watching you? They trust you, don't they?

You're not supposed to know enough to be dangerous. You're just their

front, right?"

Nir apparently hadn't gotten the word that Terry had "crossed the line"

from being a silent asset who turned a blind eye to the Agenc\''s true activi-

ties to a complaining liability.

By his question, it was obvious he was unaware of Terr^^'s July 5 dis-

covery in his warehouse. And Terr^^ was learning a lot. Up to this point, he

hadn't been sure if the Israeli knew about that discovery. Nir had little way
of knowing that Terry was, by then, appearing to be the most dangerous

thing someone can be in this situation— a whistleblower. Terry's demands

I
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for a thorough investigation of the Agency's cocaine trafficking obviously

were not being passed along to the Israelis. Otherwise, Nir would have
known why Terry was no longer trusted.

Terry suggested that they both walk over and pretend to be inspecting

the massive pouring of concrete that was in process for the foundation of

the arms-manufacturing site known by its code name, Z.

"I'm glad you're confiding in me. I need a friend, too," Terry admitted.

"This whole fucking operation is out of control . . . and yes, they have

reason to be monitoring me."

"But why?" Nir shouted over the roar of the concrete trucks dumping
their loads.

"I guess I know too much! And I'm sure they don't trust me any longer

... at least after what happened July 5."

After a brief discussion with the work crew about the density and thick-

ness of the concrete. Reed and Nir returned to the plane in preparation for

their trip back to Guadalajara. As Terry processed his flight plan over the

plane's radio, his nervous companion disappeared behind the aircraft in

order to relieve himself.

"Clear prop!" Terry shouted out the pilot's storm vent as he brought the

Continental engine to life on the left side of the plane. The ensuing pro-

peller blast caught Nir by surprise, and he suddenly learned the aerody-

namics associated with urinating behind an airplane.

He climbed into the right front seat appearing to be in need of clean

trousers. Looking embarrassed from his ordeal, he secured the cockpit door.

"Didn't your grandfather teach you to piss downwind?" Terry asked,

chiding his passenger. "But I'm glad you went already, because what I have

to tell you on the way back will probably scare the piss out of you!"

"Fll bet I can top what you're gonna tell me," Nir challenged as the

plane taxied into takeoff position. Little did Terry know that this soon would
be the case-

Terry advanced the throttles and departed Morelian air space, setting a

heading for the return leg to Guadalajara. It was another strange alliance

formed that July day in 1987.

He started to inform Nir of the Agency's drug-smuggling activities,

which he had now confirmed firsthand from the July 5 incident. But it

seemed Nir was anxious for Reed to finish his lengthy story, as if the Israeli

had a more pressing matter to discuss.

Terry had just violated the cardinal rule. Not only had he told someone
something that he didn't need to know, but worse than that, he had con-

fided it to a known agent of a foreign government. And Nir had done the

same. It was a mutual Munich.
"Okay, top that, my friend." Terry had placed the plane on autopilot

and was again looking in Nir's eye. "My own fucking government is in the

drug business. There's supposed to be a war on drugs, and I find out that it's

our own CIA that just can't say no. ... It can't say no to the money, I guess.

You know, it looks like Lenin was right. Democracy just doesn't work!"
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To say Nir had an interesting observation would be an understatement.

"You don't know how close your comments are to the real problem. We
don't think you have a democracy any longer!"

"What are you saying?"

"We think your country has had a very quiet, internal coup. Look at

the evidence; it's all there." What followed then puzzled Terry. Was he once

again being drawn involuntarily into yet another loop?

How did drugs and democracy dovetail into a briefing on geopolitics as

seen through the eyes of the Mossad? Terry, like many Americans, had seen

things in stark black and white. In Israeli intelligence, the world was seen

differently, in shades of gray. Nir needed to make Reed see the world through

a different prism, hoping to bend his mind to a different way of thinking.

"You have, or maybe I should say had, a very popular president. One
who is hell-bent on destroying communism. Now, on the surface, that may
appear good. You know, a carryover of your Cold War objectives. The U.S.

wins, Russia loses. But if you'll look deeper, as we Israelis have, destroying

or even crippling the USSR is not a very good idea.

"You see, as we know in the Middle East, you need a balance of power.

Two rival countries, or even more than two, are much easier to manipulate

and control than one. They are always turning to each other either overtly

or covertly to assist in maintaining that balance, the harmony that nature

intended. It's actually healthy for society, and people, too, to have goals and
fears. It gives an order to things. That bond of unity, that bond of allegiance,

that bond of ethnic identification.

"Nature always has two of everything . . . male and female . . . plus

and minus. It is not intended for either the U.S. or the USSR to dominate

completely."

This was becoming a little too esoteric for Terry. He was beginning to

lose the meaning of this "briefing," which had turned very philosophical and

sounded like it was headed toward the merits of the puzzle of nature. Terry

had always believed that coups occurred in other, less developed countries

and that they were often engineered by the U.S. This he studied in intelli-

gence school. He knew that when coups do occur, one of the most impor-

tant factors for survival was to back the winner. Was this Nir's problem?

"So what are you saying? Your country has knowledge of a coup in the

U.S.? Something brought on by the USSR? Something you've assisted in

order to maintain a balance of power?"

"You're partially right. But it's not something we've had a direct hand
in ... I don't believe. The facts support our analysis. The United States has

been prospering ... on credit, I might add . . . while Russia is declining. All

brought about by Reagan's plan to destroy the USSR by bankrupting it. He
calls it 'riding tall in the saddle' as an American while the Russians call it

'going hungry while standing in the bread line.' You probably don't even

know how bad things are. Why, this thing in Nicaragua is probably the last

foreign expedition they (the Russians) can afford, and the last thing they

need to be doing with their limited resources. Between Central America and
Afghanistan, it's sure to bring an end to communism as we know it."
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"But why's that bad?" Terry asked. "That's what I've been trained to

do. I'm a Cold Warrior. I would love to win. I would love to see the end of

the USSR in my lifetime," Terry said emphatically.

"You sound just like North. You two have a lot in common. You're both

very bright, yet very stupid!"

"Well, enlighten me then, Allah, because I just don't get it. You're

saying the USSR is on the verge of economic collapse and that is bad? You
mean, if I help the U.S. in Nicaragua, that is bad? That's what I've been
trained to do, WIN! You're beginning to sound like a football coach who
wants his own team to lose the homecoming game."

"Think about China," Nir replied with a soft voice and after a long pause,

"because we are. Who will replace the USSR as the power base of all of Asia

if Russia collapses? China will. Don't you get it? The enemy of my enemy is

my friend. We have much stronger ties—both the U.S. and Israel, I mean

—

with Russia than with China. China we fear . . . and so does your country, I

might add. No, you need a healthy Russia to keep China in balance."

After a brief pause and scanning his eye across the beautiful Mexican
countryside below, where he would later die, Nir added in a melancholy

tone, "And it's not surprising you have difficulty understanding that,

because your President Reagan doesn't understand it either."

"So you're saying Reagan is a threat to world peace, or so you perceive

it?"

"Yes!" Nir snapped. "And it's not only us who perceive it that way. We
have many supporters of this view, both friends and enemies. We Israelis

would not normally care what happens within your government, unless

we see ourselves being set up to be double-crossed and embarrassed. And
worst of all, maybe not being aligned with the proper president of your

government."

"What do you mean, 'proper president'? Don't we have only one?"

"No," Nir answered. "You have two. Bush is now in charge* and he's

trying to overthrow Reagan. It's a coup, plain and simple." It was becom-
ing painful to listen to.

"How do you convince me of that? Being from Missouri, I've got to be

shown, or haven't you heard?" Terry responded, still doubtful of the Israeli's

wild statements and conclusions.

"Well, our agents have been mingling with your agents for years, just

as you and I are today. And we have all been writing reports for years, advis-

ing our leaders on the merits of maintaining a balance of power between the

U.S., Russia and China. But only in the past six years has your country had

*Ronald Reagan's former national security advisor, Robert C. (Bud) McFarlane, in his book

Special Trust, underscores this breakdown in constitutional authority. McFarlane is the first

Reagan White House insider to put George Bush directly "in the loop" of the Iran-Contra scan-

dal something that Bush has vehemently denied. In an interview with "60 Minutes," in Octo-

ber 1994, McFarlane described the internal breakdown within the White House when he

revealed that Bush was briefed about covert operations that Reagan was not aware of.



438 Compromised: Clinton, Bush and the CIA

a leader—an actor, my God—who as president is hell-bent on winning this

Cold War. And if he is successful, the world will be a much less stable place.

"It is our fear that the conditions of instability in which Israel finds itself

in the Middle East will spread throughout the world if Russia declines. So

we have been . . . uh, monitoring, that's a good word . . . monitoring a con-

dition in your government in which you have a maniac at the helm and a

much more astute second-in-command in the shadows. George Bush, your

ex-director of the CIA, understands these complex issues. He's a true player

of chess, and Ronald Reagan barely understand checkers, I think. Anyway,
our people have been monitoring certain relationships within your gov-

ernment that lead us to believe that your CIA is closely aligned, and in

agreement with, your vice president.

"We have all, unfortunately, been caught up in a foreign policy dispute

in Central America. So along comes this Hollywood cowboy who's deter-

mined to kick the communists out of Nicaragua, even if he has to break the

law and lie to your Congress and the American people in order to do it. You
and I are even part of that lie, I might add. So your CIA and Mr. Bush rec-

ognize that they must somehow seize power and stop this madman."
Terry was now starting to see the big picture and, as they say, get his

mind right. "So they do it by staging an international incident. Something

that proves to the whole world that Reagan will violate the law to get his

war in Nicaragua."

"Right!" Nir nearly applauded, seemingly relieved that his student had
finally drawn the right conclusion. "This whole shootdown was a staged

event from the very onset. Something right out of the movies. Quite fitting

for Reagan's demise, don't you think?"

Terry was now feeling used . . . and sad. Cooper, he thought, had simply

been one more pawn. "Except Bill Cooper died in order to keep the USSR
alive," he pointed out sadly. "I wonder how he would have felt about that

. . . given a choice, I mean."

Nir had a ready answer. "Soldiers are trained to die; you know that.

Besides, he probably went the way he preferred." The "gray" thinker had a

black-and-white answer when it was necessary.

Terry's confusion was now giving way to wonder. "Why are you telling

me this? It seems like things are turning out just as you Israelis want it. The
U.S. has another Watergate, Reagan gets impeached, or whatever, and Bush
assumes power. He moderates our foreign policy. Russia doesn't collapse

economically. And the world has a harmonious, three-way balance of

power, the U.S., Russia and China, just the way God and Israel planned."

"Except something has gone wrong. It's been over nine months since

the shootdown, and we now feel that Reagan has somehow miraculously

been able to survive. I was able to talk to North early on, and apparently,

right after the incident, your attorney general and the secretary of state

seized important documents and were able to contain the scandal by elim-

inating most of the damaging evidence. Like I say, it's been a miracle, but

so far Reagan appears to have fought off the coup."
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Now the Israeli's motivation was becoming dearer. "So now you are

frightened because your country had prior knowledge of the coup and
didn't alert Reagan, right? Maybe you didn't back the right guy, huh?
Maybe you backed the loser of the coup."

"Yeah, that's about it." But the worst was yet to come. "And now it

looks as if the people near Reagan are trying to drag us Israelis into the lime-

light. It's very embarrassing for us. We were never to have been exposed as

the country dealing with Iran. Your George Shultz and Ed Meese are

responsible for our embarrassment and exposure . . . we've been compro-

mised. For Chrissakes, Meese even labeled it Iran-Contra. That alone put the

media attention on the Middle East and Israel. North lured us into this plan,

and we need your help. Contact him if you can. We must know what your
government is doing and thinking and, most of all, who's in charge."

But getting to North? That would be impossible for Terry. North was
only accessible to him now by satellite television and newspaper articles.

Terry hadn't even been able, so far, to get an "audience" with Rodriguez.

"But we're especially frightened by your government's behavior here

in Mexico," Nir added. "They are proceeding with Phase 2 of Screw Worm
as if nothing happened. And we're afraid we'll now be exposed as an
accomplice in all of this. That wouldn't appear kosher to the world for Israel

to be conspiring with elements of the CIA, KGB and DPS to arm the Third

World."

"No, I suppose not," Terry said in agreement. "But has any direct action

been taken against you, or are you just reacting out of paranoia?"

"We had a break-in at the embassy in Mexico City. It was very profes-

sional, and they knew exactly what they were looking for. All the material

stolen was very compromising data . . . data we had intercepted about the

shootdown and evidence of our involvement in Screw Worm.
"But even more disconcerting to me is that we must have a double

agent in our own embassy. They knew exactly where to locate the perti-

nent files. Shit! Sometimes I hate this profession!"

"And you think Rodriguez and his group are behind the break-in?"

"Yes."

"So what can I do with this knowledge?" Terry asked. "It appears to me
it's out of our control. I'm barely able to keep on speaking terms with Marr.

I've demanded a meeting with Rodriguez, but I don't know if I'll ever get

one."

From the twinkling in Nir's one good eye, Terry believed he was now,

finally, going to find out what they really wanted. Camel jockeys, he

thought. Always a hidden agenda.

"We know how to get a meeting," Nir continued. "That's where you
come in. We could stage another international incident right here in

Guadalajara. All you have to do is alert me when another large shipment

of cocaine comes through your facility. We could assist you in seizing and

moving the entire shipment to another location, say, by truck, and that

would give us all something to negotiate with. But most of all, that would
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neutralize Rodriguez. We could serve him up to Reagan as a gift. It is our

fear that unless we do something drastic, he will blackmail us all—my gov-

ernment, me, you, your CIA. He will play us all against each other unless

we get him first."

To prove their support to the winner, the Israelis now had to deliver

big. And how to do that? If they could get the goods on the CIA and the

ones behind the coup, they would have an ace to deal with. But they

needed more than Terry's cooperation in order to do it the way Nir had just

suggested. They needed his knowledge and information about Screw

Worm's facilities and network in Guadalajara.

And what did he know? He knew the Agency was dealing in drugs.

That was valuable information. That knowledge, in the right hands, is "neu-

tralizing material." And now it was clear what the Israeli really wanted from

Terry. He could help the Israelis neutralize Rodriguez.

Nir could probably see that Terry was wavering. He apparently felt

compelled to play his last ace in order to portray Rodriguez as the evil man
Terry believed him to be.

"We have agents who say they know for sure he was compromised years

ago while in Southeast Asia by communist agents." Nir was playing the

commie card.

"Did the compromise you refer to involve heroin out of Laos?" Terry asked.

"How did you know that?"

"I worked with Air America, remember? It was common knowledge at

Air Force Intelligence that communist elements were trying to lure Amer-
icans into the narcotics trade in order to compromise them and convert them
into double agents."

"Yes, we have confirmed that," the Israeli replied. "Rodriguez was com-

promised. But when the Agency found out, they felt it better to use him as

a triple agent, as is often the case, than to embarrass itself through charges

and an investigation. Shortly after his return from Vietnam, he was basi-

cally suspended during the investigation and then, allegedly, released by the

Agency due to medical reasons. But we know the real reason. He and his

supervisors in Vietnam were all dirty. They were trafficking out of the

Golden Triangle."

"So your people know for sure that Rodriguez conspired with Ortega

in order to stage the shootdown?" Terry asked, needing to be reassured once

again.

"Yes. Like I said, we've been following him for years, and we inter-

cepted message traffic. I suppose you're right about one thing. Democracy
just doesn't work."

Terry's head was now swimming from the avalanche of data relayed to

him by the Israeli agent as Seneca N13LM was handed off to Guadalajara

approach.

But most of all he was recalling the personal warning that Rodriguez

had given him at the bunker meeting in Arkansas. "I am a professional

agent," were his words. "You are an amateur. Don't play spook and don't

cross us."
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Terry was now thinking about doing both. Mainly, he knew that fail-

ing to report any meeting with a foreign agent would be considered collab-

orating with the enemy. He had already met secretly with Fenue, and now
here was Nir. But who could he trust to report it to? Who could he trust at

all at this point? Was the Israeli his friend, or was he just trying to use him
to compromise Rodriguez?

Terry was feeling alone, and there was no one in the intelligence com-
munity to turn to. He had been told to turn to U.S. Consul-General Daniel

Darrach in an emergency. But Terry had construed these instructions as

applying in the event of him being compromisedby foreign agents, not people

from his own side.

And how deep did the conspiracy go? What if Darrach was in on the

drug trafficking? That would be like walking into the lion's den and lock-

ing the door. He needed protection from the CIA, a safe haven similar to

that afforded by the Witness Protection Program. But where could that be

found? Probably only in Moscow.
The worst thing he could do, he felt, was to open another tier of prob-

lems by taking Darrach into his confidence. That would be a big risk . . . one
he feared to calculate. No, he did not need to draw attention to himself and
perhaps become a target of a DEA investigation while residing on foreign

soil, if he wasn't already.

"Pick your time and pick your place," he again remembered his grand-

father saying. He had to get out of Mexico, he felt, and deal with this prob-

lem on American soil and, hopefully, surrounded by friends.

He had to turn to his inward strength— the strength that had always

been there from his high school days in ROTC to his military days in South-

east Asia.

Terry was certain of one thing. He decided that he would not tell Nir

about the "drug samples" he had seized from the July 5 shipment. His pri-

ority was to get his family safely out of Mexico. His "evidence" was his only

trump card in this deadly game. If an agent like Nir was afraid, Terry knew
he was in over his head.

"Roger, one-three Lima-Mike is clear to land," the Mexican ATC said

as Terry "hit the numbers" with his Seneca on that July 16 afternoon.

"Seiior Fierro wishes you to report to his office, Capitan Reed," the

ground controller said as the aircraft cleared the active runway. Fierro knew
Terry had a passenger and probably knew who it was. The problem of

reporting the Nir meeting solved itself.

Upon deplaning near Terry's office, Nir was unmistakeably anxious to

make his getaway. "Okay, let's keep in touch, and think about what we need

from you. Come by the embassy whenever you're in Mexico City. But don't

telephone me with any sensitive information. I have no confidence in the

security of our communications, at least without a decoding device. But

above all, if you don't trust us, try to get to North. Tell him we must meet.

Rodriguez is out of control."

Nir then spotted the armed guard approaching the plane and shifted

the discussion. "Okay, the building progress appears on schedule. I'll file a
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report to that effect with my people. Keep up the good work. Let's make
the project a success. And by the way, feliz cumpleanos."

Yeah, happy birthday, Terry thought, as Nir walked way and the Mex-
ican guard helped him push the plane into the hangar. Thirty-nine years

old and involved in a foreign intelligence operation that was coming apart

at the seams.

Someone had sabotaged the Mexican operation. Their motives weren't

clear, but the results were. The prototype of cooperation that Terry had
believed he was involved in was at an end. Snuffed out in its formative

stage, the cooperation between the KGB, the Israelis, the CIA, and the DFS
would not be truly tested. Or had it been? Until the likes of Felix Rodriguez

and the other "professional" communist haters either die or are killed,

experiments such as this were surely doomed.

No one was to be trusted, and everyone was to be feared. Everyone

except his wife and John Desko, he thought. A pretty small circle of friends

after 39 years.

His goal of being a millionaire by the age of 40 was starting to slip from

his grasp. His goal now was more modest: Just to reach the age of40!

The psychologist Maslow, whose pyramid of needs Air Force Intelli-

gence used as its model of mind control, was very much in his mind. He had

hoped to attain the pinnacle of Maslow's pyramid of needs and be "self-

actualizing" by the time he reached 40. Right now, however, his focus was
on the bottom rung of the pyramid— survival!

That was the last time Terry ever saw the man he knew as Pat Weber. He
would later hear about and view with great suspicion the circumstances

surrounding Nir's untimely death. In November 1988, Nir met his demise

in the crash of a single-engine Cessna T-210 near Morelia. Why was he

aboard a small private plane, which he so dreadfully feared, Terry won-
dered? The passport he was carrying listed the dead, one-eyed Israeli as

"Pat Weber."

It also left the world wondering: What was Amiram Nir doing in this

remote area of Mexico? Reed's account goes a long way toward answering

that question. What the world knew of Nir's clandestine activities consisted

only of whispered rumors.

It had been assumed that Iran-Contra had effectively put an end to

Nir's political career as the Israeli prime minister's consultant on terrorism.

In the spring of 1988, he resigned from the Israeli prime minister's office

and moved to London, with only a few people knowing the nature of his

work. He seemed to have dropped off the planet. There were reports that

Nir was preparing his cover for a new spy mission.^ Death snuffed out the

life of one of the few men who could possibly have known for sure the

depth of George Bush's involvement in Iran-Contra and the "coup" he

revealed to Terry.
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CHAPTER 29

Max or Felix?

)>l/

The traffic on tlie outskirts of Mexico City was beyond con-

gested as Terry Reed guided his orange Nissan pickup truck

between the craters in the highway that August night in 1987.

To make matters even worse, it was pouring rain and his

sole passenger, Patrick Juin, had not ceased talking for the

nearly six hours since they had left Guadalajara. Their destina-

tion, the Hotel Century in Mexico City, situated on the edge of the Zona

Rosa, was still 40 kilometers away.

As he slowed the stiffly sprung vehicle to a near stop to negotiate a

series of topes (speed bumps), Terry turned to his chatting companion.

"Tell me, Patrick, with the Mexican highways as fucked up as they are

from their natural state of disrepair, why does your government waste so

much money constructing and maintaining these damn humps on the

roads? Who the hell can speed anyway in all this traffic?"

Juin, who preferred to think of himself as a chilango (the ruling class of

Mexico, whose ancestry could be traced to Europe) and an expert on all

subjects, quipped, 'This is something you Americans could learn from us.

We call these topes 'sleeping policemen.' They serve the purpose of slowing

the traffic without the need of so many patrolmen, as your country has.

Speaking of which, why does the United States need so many policemen?

When I travel there, it makes me paranoid!"

"Paranoid!" Terry shot back as he pulled the truck into a service station

near the Toluca exit on the northwest edge of the world's largest city.

"Patrick, my friend, you have no idea of what paranoia is truly about."

Paranoia was the reason Terry was driving that day instead of flying his

airplane, which would have been more usual and much more practical.

Paranoia, though Juin did not know it, was exactly why Terry had invited

him along. Paranoia was the reason he had been losing countless hours of

sleep lately as he planned a way to extricate himself and his family from the

dangerous state of affairs that had developed since his discovery that the

CIA was in the drug business.

Terry had crossed the line. If he had been on an accountant's spread

sheet, he would now be listed as a number in red, a liability, no longer a
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"black number," an asset. He knew too much. And that put him on Felix

Rodriguez's shit list and maybe his hit list.

He kept rolling Nancy Reagan's slogan through his mind to keep his

nerves calm in preparation for the next day's meeting.

"Just say no, just say no, just say no. ..." he kept thinking. "No matter

what they offer, just say NO!"
Juin's constant boasting brought Terry out of his trance as his Mexican

friend and tour guide of the past fourteen months offered yet another chap-

ter in the life and times of Super Stud. "Have I ever told you the story of the

time a virgin girlfriend of mine called and asked me to deflower her on the

night before her wedding to another guy?"

As Terry aimed his truck toward the city's center, he actually welcomed
the never-ending "stories" his macho companion conjured up. They tem-

porarily took his mind off his problems.

"No, amigo, I don't believe you have, but I'll bet you're gonna tell me."

As Juin droned on and on about fulfilling his impassioned girlfriend's

desire to give her maidenhead to the man she truly loved rather than her

betrothed, Terry's mind drifted away to the problems and dangers at hand.

He flashed back to the July 5 discovery in his company's Guadalajara

warehouse— to the aluminum Conex containers filled with cocaine. That

was the day his worst suspicions were confirmed.

CIA contract pilots and operatives were involved in a conspiracy to

smuggle tons, literally tons, of cocaine through Reed's warehouse facilities,

which were clearly being used as a transshipment and temporary storage

area for narcotics.

This was not the way it was supposed to be. The business plan he had
developed for the CIA was to conceal a weapons-transshipment facility

under the guise of a machine-tool trading company. He would not have

been part of any plan to use his proprietary to smuggle drugs into the U.S.

The hypocrisy of his government's position on this infectious epidemic

thoroughly disgusted him. One arm of the government that had taken on
a life of its own, the DEA, was responsible for stemming the deadly flow

of cocaine. The other arm, the CIA, was plainly fueling this so-called War
on Drugs.

Since that day of discovery, Terry's world had changed forever. For the

first time in his intelligence career, he had drawn the line. He had reached

his moral bottom. And he feared not only for himself but for his family. He
was demanding answers and getting concocted responses from his local

handler. Rodriguez, he knew, was the core of the problem. From what
Amiram Nir and George Fenue had told him a month earlier, Rodriguez was
not only dealing in drugs but was a double or triple agent as well.

All the key people who had drawn him into this mess were either not

who they had claimed to be ... or were dead. Thoughts of mortality were
once again on the front burner. People had died! Agents had been "termi-

nated," he was convinced! And that wasn't all that had been terminated.

Technoimpex was "terminating" their part in the operation. The Japan-

ese were "terminating" Applied Technologies' existence by suing Terry in
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federal court. Business relationships that had taken him years to cultivate

were disintegrating right before his eyes.

He had simply and unintentionally gotten in way over his head, and
having noted Amiram Nir's behavior during their last visit, Terry wasn't the

only one that was "reacting" instead of "aaing." Even the Mossad appeared

to be in over its head.

He was now convinced that the KGB was the only intelligence agency

that knew what was really going on. He felt like contaaing Fenue again to

see if Moscow knew who was actually running the United States at this point,

or who was the real president. Fenue had given him more information on
Barry Seal in sixty seconds than he had learned about him in three years.

He'd even dreamed of Barry. And he was laughing. From his grave, he

was laughing. Not at Terry, particularly—just laughing. Laughing at the

whole fucking mess. When Terry awoke, he walked outside and demanded
Seal to return from his grave and give him counsel. That didn't work.

So he had demanded a meeting wdth Rodriguez to negotiate his way out

of this operation. His bargaining chip? The twenty kilos of cocaine he had

taken from the shipment. On that day in the warehouse, Terry^ had the pres-

ence of mind to take two large bags of the drug and hide them. This would
be the evidence that his handler, iMitch Marr, had demanded earlier as proof

of his suspicions that someone inside the organization was "dirty." So far, he

was sure that the evidence was probably all that was keeping him alive.

Juin was just winding down with, literally, the climax of his story about

deflowering his old girlfriend when Terry pulled the truck up in front of the

Hotel Century at Liverpool 152 in the Zona Rosa, the same "spook hotel"

where he and Janis had stayed the previous Christmas. It was August 19,

1987, and the major players of the Iran-Contra scandal by now could only

be reached through their attorneys. Things were unraveling all over.

The preceding day, August 18, a secret federal communique had been

sent to the FBI in Arkansas and CIA headquarters alerting them that the

national media had discovered Mena, Arkansas. The residue of the Agency's

"dirty" operations there were in danger of becoming as visible as the dirty

ring left in a bathtub after it drains. People were getting desperate, and loose

ends had to be taken care of (see the end of Chapter 18).

Juin unloaded the truck in preparation for valet parking, something

Terry hated. Valet parking to him was the Mexican equivalent of the demo-
lition derby. Terry went to the front desk, announced his arrival and

inquired as to the arrival of Sefior Maximo Gomez.
The desk clerk summoned the manager, Victor Dorantes G., as his card

read, who said Gomez would not be checking in but had been there earlier

and had changed the time and the site of meeting to the following evening

in San Miguel de Allende, a city 100 miles to the northwest. The manager
informed Terry that Gomez had said to check in at the Hotel Posada de la

Aldea when he got there and await further contact.

Just like in the movies, Terry thought to himself. To make sure your

contact is not being followed, he is run from location to location so that he

can be observed and approached in an environment of choice. Slick!
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Terry and Juin would spend the night in Mexico City, which was good
news to Juin because by now his story about the old girlfriend had aroused

in him an unyielding desire to find her, so he spent the evening pouring

through the Mexico City telephone directory, without success.

"These fucking Third World phone books!" he shouted in frustration.

"At least America has a good phone system . . . too many policemen, but a

good phone system."

The next day the two left for San Miguel, arriving in the early after-

noon of August 20 to check in at the appointed place (see documents at end
of chapter). Terry's tension was beginning to show as they drove north, and
Juin's constant chatter was now wearing thin. Being cooped up with a

overly talkative, know-it-all chilango as he solved the world's ills was, in

itself, an ordeal.

Had it not been for the fact that Terry wanted a witness to the impend-
ing meeting, he would never have brought Juin along. But it was a poker

game, and Terry was building a bluff. Juin hopefully would be seen as a

wild card. Juin, Terry was told by Marr, was rumored to be an intelligence

operative of sorts, one of the network of underlings that kept tabs on for-

eigners and reported his findings to the DFS. Marr had cautioned him on
this when he discovered that the Reeds and Juins were befriending each

other. He'd kept the information to himself, thinking it might come in

handy as a channel for disinformation. Terry had no way of confirming any
of this rumor, passed along by a drunk, but now was the time to use any
and all resources.

Terry knew that he might be exposing Patrick to danger, but he hoped
Gomez would perceive Juin as someone he perhaps had confided in,

thereby not being able to determine how widely disseminated the drug

information might become ... if something bad happened to Terry and his

family. It was a risk, but a calculated one.

The city of San Miguel is one of Mexico's prime tourist attractions, with

its rich history and old Spanish-colonial architecture. For reasons not clear,

it is also the retirement city of choice for many former American intelligence

agents. What spiked Terry's curiosity was that two unauthorized shipments

of "tools" and one confirmed shipment of drugs previously shipped through

his company had originated in San Miguel.

As the truck turned off the manicured, cobblestone Calle Ancha de San

Antonio and into the parking area bordering the lush gardens of the pic-

turesque hotel, Juin volunteered, "I'll get the bags."

Once in the hotel, the desk clerk informed Terry that no one had left

any messages. The two checked into room 312, and being weary from the

travel, the tension, and the incessant conversation, Terry decided to rest and
to wait. He wanted a fully charged battery for the mission that lay ahead.

Three hours later, at around 4 p.m., the desk clerk phoned the room, awak-

ening Terry from his nap.

"Mr. Gomez called and arranged a dinner meeting at 7 p.m. at Restau-

rante El Faro; it is one-half block southeast of la plaza," the desk man said.

The games go on, Terry thought to himself.
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At 7 P.M. exactly, Terry and Patrick walked into the restaurant, but not

before Patrick had first scouted out the place himself to determine the

ambiance. Terry had debated in his own mind whether to carry the Smith &
Wesson 9 mm pistol that was hidden in his truck. He decided it would be

unnecessary to bring it to the meeting after Juin informed him the restaurant

was high-class, with a well-lit, open courtyard at the center of the main dining

area, complete with a fountain. It seemed like an unlikely place for any kind

of violence since Juin said the establishment was "jumping with action."

When they asked the maitre d', they learned that no one named Gomez
had yet arrived, so they decided to wait in the area containing an upscale bar.

Both ordered a drink, and Juin, a musician himself, was drawn to the

alluring flute and guitar music of the group playing across the room. Terry

surveyed the room and saw no sign of the man he now feared, the man
whose hands, he felt, held his family's safety and future.

About thirty minutes had passed when Terry's eyes rose to a small pri-

vate balcony overlooking the musicians, and he suddenly spotted Gomez.
He wasn't alone. He was sitting with a woman, a classic Latin beauty, at a

table along the balcony's edge.

Upon making eye contact with Reed, Gomez excused himself from his

female companion and disappeared through a doorway above. He reap-

peared in the entrance to the bar, and Terry rose to meet him.

"Shall I call you Felix or shall I call you Max?" Terry asked, staring

pointedly into Rodriguez's eyes. It was the first meeting since Terry had
learned Rodriguez's true identity.

He was trying to block from his mind the information Marr had passed

on after their confrontation. "Yeah, Gomez ... I mean, Rodriguez ... is one
tough fuckin' hombre. He personally killed Che Guevara, then cut off his

fuckin' hands for Agency I.D. purposes. Only question is, was Che dead or

alive when Felix chopped 'em off?"

"I actually prefer Maximo, but Felix will do," Rodriguez replied coyly.

The sight of Juin had the desired effect on him. Rodriguez was visibly upset

that Terry had a companion.
"Who's he?" Rodriguez asked, glaring suspiciously toward Juin.

Terry mustered a smile as he said, "Just a friend along for the ride.

Who's the woman with you?"

"Nobody you need to know about," Rodriguez shot back. Looking at

Juin, Rodriguez informed him, "You'll have to excuse me and Mr. Reed. We
need to have a private business discussion."

Things were going as Terry had planned, at least initially. He and
Rodriguez were in a public place, and there was a witness. Terry felt safe, at

least while they were inside the restaurant. The feeling of security would
give him an emotional edge during the ensuing discussion.

Juin remained at the bar, and the two men were shown to a table Terry

had chosen earlier. It was strategically located so that Juin could observe

them from a distance through the course of their conversation.

"I thought you were a big boy, a trained spy," Rodriguez started imme-
diately, in a taunting tone. "What's this cry-baby attitude all about? Misuse

of our warehouse?"
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Sitting there face-to-face witfi tfie man Nir liad said was responsible

for Bill Cooper's death had a nerve-wracking effect Terry knew he had to

disguise.

Putting on his best poker face, Terry attacked back, "Transshipment of

tons of narcotics through my business and my being concerned about the

legal ramifications is not reflecting a cry-baby attitude! A narcotics investi-

gation could bring down the whole operation. If you're going to continue

with this attitude, I'll just walk out of here and go to the consul-general's

office and the DEA and tell them all I know. Don't provoke me, Felix!"

Rodriguez's attitude changed immediately. He plainly had not antici-

pated a counterattack in a public place. "Okay, so it's over for you. You want
out, and I want you out. The only thing standing between you and your

family attaining safe passage out of Mexico is your vow of silence and the

return of our stolen property."

Rodriguez was referring to the twenty kilos of cocaine Terry had taken

from the shipment in Guadalajara. Marr originally had told Terry it was a

"controlled delivery" by the CIA and the Drug Enforcement Administration.

A controlled delivery is, in essence, a sting operation undertaken in order

to track the drugs' path and distribution in order to ensnare traffickers and
arrest them.

But if that had been true, Terry had reasoned, how did Rodriguez know
exactly how much was in the total shipment and, therefore, how much was
missing? And why would he care and be so concerned? But what really

troubled Terry was the warning earlier by Nir about his suspicion that

Rodriguez was actually a double agent, that he was "dirty" and was a "loose

cannon" about to expose everyone else's involvement in these clandestine

affairs. No one could be sure of his motives. Was Rodriguez just loco, or was
there a more sinister motive?

What Terry did not know was that, as this meeting was taking place,

Mexican DFS (the Mexican CIA) agent Raul Fierro and his goons back in

Guadalajara were ransacking Terry's office and warehouse frantically

searching for the missing twenty kilos he had taken as evidence. Had they

located it, this story probably would never have been told. Reed would have

joined Seal and Camp and Cooper in that place where "ya don't need flight

plans to fly."

In the dining room, with Juin as an eyewitness, Terry put his cards on
the table. It was time to cut a deal.

"I'm a businessman," he reasoned with Rodriguez. "That was your

attraction to me in the first place. Let's negotiate an acceptable conclusion

to these affairs. I've got something you want, and you've got something

I want."

Rodriguez had an offer at the ready. "In exchange for your silence, I'm

prepared to pay a handsome severance package to help you relocate to

Arkansas. In exchange, of course, I would expect your 'evidence,' as you

call it, to be given to Mitch prior to your departure.

"I would also expect you to do the proper thing and phase yourself out

of the operation gradually over the next couple of months so that you don't

bring unnecessary attention to yourself or to Maquinaria Internacional. Let's
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stay friends. We're all in this together. Mitch tells me you know that both

Oliver North and I have appeared before Congress, and that's not a fun place

to be. They would like nothing better than to send us all to prison. They're

all a bunch of communist cocksuckers. So you better keep your silence, or

you'll end up there, too. Telling a very unbelievable story, I might add."

He paused to let Reed digest what he had said and then added in

Godfather fashion, "You leave with my blessing. Just keep your end of the

bargain."

In was all over in twenty minutes. Terry felt somewhat relieved. He had
known that it would be dangerous to confront Rodriguez and now felt, fool-

ishly as it turned out, that he had struck an honorable deal. But he didn't

know what was happening in his office in Guadalajara.

Rodriguez exited the restaurant with his mujer para la noche (woman
for the night), and Terry and Juin stayed to enjoy a leisurely dinner, the first

relaxing one for Terry in the weeks since he had found the cocaine. The per-

fect way to diet with immediate results, he now knew, was to be involved

in a Mexican standoff with the CIA. He had finally lost the weight he had
promised himself he would lose years earlier in Arkansas.

After finishing their dinner, Juin gave Terry a macho grin and sug-

gested, "We're near the city of Leon. If we can drive through there tomor-

row, I'll try to locate an old girlfriend of mine who plays the piano. She has

a great sister, who's always had the hots for me. Maybe she's ready to be

deflowered."

Terry chuckled, not realizing that the worst for him was yet to come.
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CHAPTER 30

Severance Pay

Terry was aghast. He was looking into his normally neat, well-

kept office and realized he had been the victim of a black-bag

job.

It had been a day and a half since leaving San Miguel and
his meeting with Felix Rodriguez. He had returned to the

Guadalajara Airport, hoping to continue with business as usual

and fulfill his agreement with Rodriguez. But he couldn't shake the fear that

comes from knowing too much, and being a liability because of it.

He had crossed the line, and was surely now viewed as a whistle-

blower. If there ever was an investigation, he would be the subject of it.

But after entering his office, which showed no signs of forcible entry,

Reed found something very unsettling. Someone had ransacked his office

records and had spent a great deal of time conducting a thorough search of

the warehouse as well.

Plainly, someone had been looking for his "evidence," and probably

any embarrassing documents that would provide police with information

about other "unauthorized shipments" by the Agency.

What he didn't know, and had to find out, was when the illegal entry

was made. If it had been done after his handshake with Rodriguez thirty-

six hours earlier, Terry was being double-crossed. If the search had preceded

the agreement in San Miguel de Allende, that would be understandable

since Reed did, in fact, possess something that belonged to them. He had to

confront Mitch Marr, and right away, to get the answer.

A short time later Terry was being let into the walled compound by the

Marrs' maid. He found Mitch in his usual condition, sitting in his papa-san

chair next to his Rambo tapes with a bottle of bourbon within easy reach.

"So, Mitch, have you been in contact with Felix since our meeting in

San Miguel?"

Reed winced as Marr emptied the contents of the shot glass into his

mouth and ran his tongue around the inside of the glass to extract the last

drop. In answer to Reed's question he grumbled, "Yeah, he contacted me.

I'm glad you guys worked everythin' out. It takes pressure offa me, and I
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don't need any more fuckin' pressure. I had enough pressure flying 123s

for Air America."

Reed needed to divert Marr from the war stories that were always trig-

gered by the booze and back to the matter at hand.

"So what's your understanding of our agreement?" Terry asked.

"It's simple. You give us our shit, and we give you some fuckin' money,"

Marr replied.

"So Felix didn't mention to you anything about a plan to undermine
my negotiating position by 'locating' the evidence you've been trying to talk

me out of?"

"Naw, naw . . . what the fuck do you mean?"
From the tone of Marr's voice, Terry was sure he was lying. But that

didn't stop Marr from rambling on.

"Hey, this is the Agency you're dealin' with. These are honorable guys,

patriots. They won't fuck ya. You been watchin' too many movies. Speakin'

of movies, do you wanna see Stallone's latest? We can have a drink. My
wife's gone to the States. It's only me and the maid. Besides, I got some
money here for ya. Here's two grand for your travel expenses."

"I don't have time for a drink, but since you brought up the subject of

money, Felix discussed severance pay with me and said that you would
inform me of how that would be worked out and how much we're talking

about."

"I'm not sure about the amount, but they'll be generous. We'll pay you
as you leave, provided we get your 'evidence' back."

"Since you don't think it was our people who rifled my office, should

I get the Mexican police over to the warehouse to officially complain about

the illegal entry?"

"Christ, no. If nuthin' valuable is missin', just go on about your busi-

ness. We don't want any fuckin' Mexican police pokin' around. You're a

short-timer; you're goin' home. Besides, it was probably just some of

Fierro's people lookin' for somethin' anyway."

Marr was unconvincing. Terry knew that he was lying by the forced

expression on his face, but he knew that his priority now was to collect his

"severance pay" and get his family out of Mexico. As Terry was leaving the

house, Marr reached for the bottle and settled back into his chair dressed in

his usual attire of an armless undershirt and Bermuda shorts to enjoy his

latest pirated copy of Rambo. It was midaftemoon, and Marr was well on his

way. He loved it when his wife was away, since she could not nag him about

hitting the bottle or berate him for watching the violent movies she hated.

"It just won't work. We're in over our heads, and these people could find

us anywhere in the world," a worried Janis Reed argued as she fed the

pigeons that day near the Benito Juarez statue in a Guadalajara park.

"Besides, we would need a lot more money than we have now in order to

take an indefinite 'vacation'."
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Both Terry and Janis had driven to the city for what he always called

a "stand-up briefing." It was the first time since his return from San Miguel

de Allende that the couple had talked together in detail about their plight.

They had decided against talking at home for fear that the Agency had
placed bugging devices in their house in Ajijic. They were always con-

cerned, too, about Geronimo, their overnosey gardener who always seemed
to be eavesdropping when they talked.

Terry knew his wife well and felt that she could handle the truth. Theirs

was a special relationship, and she had never been a millstone around his

neck, especially when they entered the dark world. Just the opposite; she

had embraced it with enthusiasm.

"I'm gonna tell it to you straight if you promise not to revert to being a

Baptist on me." The taunt was intentional because Terry knew Janis hated

being categorized as a Baptist. "I was raised Baptist/' she always corrected him.

While feeding the pigeons, Terry looked around to ensure no one could

hear his conversation.

"You remember the day I took John (Desko) with me to the ware-

house? While I was alone that day I took the liberty of hiding two bags of

a white powdery substance that I intended to use as evidence to prove to

Marr that his people were in the drug business. That evidence is now our

ticket out of here if we play our cards right."

"Terry, what are you trying to tell me?" Janis screeched and then

quickly lowered her voice to the level of a whisper. "Are you trying to tell

me you've got cocaine hidden somewhere! And you're trying to blackmail

our way out of here?"

Her mind worked quickly. "Terry, we're going to all end up dead out of

this deal!"

A cerveza purchased from a vending cart did little to calm her as the

gravity of the situation began to sink in. In a few moments, she regained

her composure and began to think how best to grapple with their problems.

She quickly realized they needed a plan.

"So the Air Force paid you to develop battle plans. You got any good
ideas now?" Janis said, forcing a smile. Terry lifted her chin and kissed her,

whispering, "You know I always do."

"I figured you were going to say that and . . . 'what's the worse that can

happen?'"

A plethora of alternatives were discussed, and the most viable emerged.

Plan A: They would leave immediately and head for the U.S. border and
then split up just south of the Rio Grande. Janis would cross the border with

the children, and then Terry would take off to some as-yet-unknown des-

tination, probably Thailand.

Or they could opt for Plan B: Secretly, they would load the motor
home, exchange the dope for the money, leave Ajijic abruptly during the

night, zig-zag across Mexico to Cancun, put the motor home on a freighter,

and, disguised as tourists, head for some remote area like Australia.

And then there was Plan C, the one they both knew in their hearts they

had to do: Go along with the Agency's divorce proceedings, return to the
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U.S. together, hopefully without being harmed in the process, and report

their findings to the proper authorities, probably the Iran-Contra commit-
tees. Plan C, he knew, was doing the moral thing— doing it the hard way.

That day in Guadalajara, however, both were aware that to implement
any of their plans required lots of money. Janis agreed with her husband to

proceed with negotiations about the cocaine, but she made it clear that she

didn't want to know any of the details.

They returned to Chapala and immediately began preparations for a

quick departure.

Janis, who had discovered that early retirement in the land of mafiana

for a person of her age could bring on mental atrophy, was teaching in pri-

vate school in Ajijic. She began quietly making plans to obtain a replace-

ment for her elementary class.

Terry began winding down his business operations in a manner designed

not to draw attention to his departure. He told associates that the catastrophic

devaluation of the Mexican peso was the basis for his return home.
Janis, who acted as the family accountant, was concentrating on their

financial needs, and both she and her husband felt the urgency of finding

out what Rodriguez's "severance package" would be. The amount would
strongly influence their future plans.

Several days later, after several unsuccessful attempts to locate Marr,

Reed found him at a local watering hole, the Posada, during Happy Hour.

Marr was sitting on an equipali chair in the corner, drinking by himself.

As Reed approached, Marr motioned him to sit down. "Since you're leavin',

I guess it's okay that we be seen in public. What are you drinkin'?"

Terry ordered a Dos Equis dark and slid his chair closer to Marr, keep-

ing his back to the wall. He was paranoid, extremely paranoid. Visions of

Barry Seal being riddled with bullets kept flashing before him. It was totally

out of character, but he was now carrying a concealed, 9mm semiautomatic

wherever he went.

"We need to work out the conditions of exchange for everything,"

Terry began quietly. "And I need to know how much severance pay we're

talking about."

Marr said Rodriguez was unhappy because he felt Terry was black-

mailing his way out. Why, Marr asked, didn't Reed just turn over the drugs?

He would be "rewarded handsomely later." Marr then said that if Reed did

"the right thing" he would stifl be on the Agency's friendly side and could

be eligible to be tapped for other assignments in the future.

Reed knew this was a ploy, and he wanted no part of it. "Mitch, now
you wouldn't do that. You didn't survive your years in Air America by being

stupid. I don't consider myself stupid, so don't insult me with such offers.

The only thing I'll find acceptable is a plan that gives me the security I need

while I extricate my family and myself from this mess. Now tell me a plan

where we can all accomplish our objectives."

Marr emptied the tequila from his shot glass, bit the slice of lime and
wiped his mouth on his bare arm. "Well, it was worth a try, but you're right.
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I wouldn't go for it either. Okay, here's the deal. We'll pay ya a hundred
grand in cash when ya hand me your evidence."

Reed countered immediately with the plan he had devised during

many sleepless nights since his last meeting with Marr. "I'll give you half

the evidence, you pay me the full amount and, upon my safe arrival in the

U.S., I'll telephone you and tell you where you can find the other half. I

won't double-cross the Agency. They know where they can find me and
my family in the event I did. And believe me, the CIA is the last organiza-

tion I would ever double-cross. That, Mitch, is the only way I find accept-

able. You can rest assured that I wouldn't try crossing the border with your
evidence." Tongue in cheek, he added, "'cause that, Mitch, would be con-

strued as trafficking."

Marr had switched to Bohemia and was downing a mouthful when
Terry finished. He brought up a hearty belch, and as he peeled the label from
his bottle he said, "I see where you're coming from. I can't approve that,

but I'll pass it along. It sounds fair to me."

Terry got up to leave, tossed down some pesos to cover his bill, and
started to turn from the table.

"You ought to be careful about carryin' a gun in Mexico, 'specially a

concealed one. It's against the law, ya know."

Terry spun around and challenged, "What makes you think I'm carry-

ing a gun?"

Marr smiled. "Fuck, I would be."

Within several days, Marr came to Reed with the news that "they don't

like doin' it this way, but I've convinced them that you won't fuck us when
you get to the States. So when can I have half of the evidence?"

"Just as soon as I see 1,000 pictures of Benjamin Franklin smilin' at

me," Reed said. "And you were right before when you brought up the sub-

ject of guns. I am carrying one. This is a dangerous country, you know. The
State Department says so!"

Terry found the wait while preparing to leave stressful. So much so that

he "grounded" himself and would not fly his airplane— convinced that it

would be sabotaged and that he would die in a plane crash, just as Emile

Camp had more than two years earlier.

For this reason, he arranged for his plane to be flown back by a con-

tract courier pilot so that he could travel with his family on the return jour-

ney. Things appeared to be going as planned. The only thing that impeded
their departure was finding a replacement for Janis at the school where she

taught English.

The cover story was that Terry's silent partners in the States were

reevaluating their business options in light of the peso devaluation. They

needed him there for a marathon meeting, and Janis and the children

would be traveling with him in order to visit relatives. Since their youngest

child, Baxter, was only 4 months old, they would say that they decided

to document their Mexican nanny and take her along, as evidence to any-

one watching that they intended to return. But Terry devised this as added
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security because if any violent aaion were taken against them, there would
be one more person, a Mexican national, for the attackers to dispose of.

Outwardly everything appeared normal. But inwardly they were on
"red alert," or DEFCON II, as it's called in SAC jargon. No one realized that

Janis Reed was now carrying a .38-caliber Smith & Wesson, five-shot

airweight pistol everywhere she went, even to school. Among other things,

she feared a kidnapping attempt on the children. They allowed Duncan,

their 4-year-old son, to continue his schooling, but only because he attended

the same school where she taught and because his classroom was two doors

away from hers. Terry all but patrolled their home's walled compound and
never allowed the other sons out of his sight when Janis wasn't home. "Each

child must be continuously accounted for," was the inflexible rule.

All was quiet until Terry returned home from his warehouse on the

afternoon of September 18. Just before he walked in the door, Janis, as was
her Friday ritual, had called their answering service in Little Rock to check

for business messages.

There had been two unexplained calls that day from someone who
identified himself as Gene Ogden. He gave no business name but had left a

Little Rock telephone number.

When Terry returned the call the foUovmig Monday, he was taken

aback when a female voice answered, "Arkansas State Police."

Certain that he had dialed the wrong number, he gathered his compo-
sure and asked if a Gene Ogden worked there. He was further surprised

when she gave no response and instead transferred him to an extension

where a male voice answered, "Ogden."

In the conversation that ensued, Ogden said he was vdth Trooper mag-
azine, a publication of the state police, and was soliciting advertisers. Since

he had no business listing in the Little Rock phone book, Terry was curious

as to how Ogden had come by the phone number.
When Ogden said he got Reed's number from the Yellow Pages, Reed

knew something was not right, especially so when Ogden began to ask

where Reed was calling from. "Gosh, this sounds like long-distance," Ogden
said. "Where are you calling from?"

Reed said he was outside the United States on a business trip but asked

Ogden to forward his advertising rates along with a copy of the magazine

to see if he would be interested in it for marketing purposes. Reed never

received anything.

Though Reed was suspicious, he could not know then that a frame-up against him

had started. He was becoming a disposable asset, and the Arkansas State Police had

been chosen as the instrument to manufacture a crime that would silence, discredit

and financially drain him over the next two and a halfyears.

Being unaware of the "homecoming sting" being prepared for him. Reed
had other things on his mind. He foolishly felt certain that he could handle

whatever problems awaited him on the other side of the Rio Grande. His

attention was diverted to protecting his family and taking care of the escape
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from Mexico. He had to think like a pilot and prioritize his worry about get-

ting out of Margaritaville safely. To be certain, they didn't needlessly expose

their itinerary— neither Terry nor Janis had informed their families, by
phone or otherwise, that they were returning to the U.S.

On October 4, Duncan's fifth birthday, the Reeds broke their commu-
nication silence and phoned both grandparents so they could wish the boy
happy birthday. But even then, they made no mention of returning home.

But during their brief conversations with family, the Reeds were con-

fronted with another puzzling development. Both grandmothers, who lived

175 miles apart, revealed that they had received a telephone call from
someone saying he was "an old flying buddy" of Terry's. The caller said he
was in Arkansas and trying to find Reed. He left no name or number and
said only that he would call back later.

Terry dismissed any concern about this at the time because he had a

number of old flying buddies, many of whom were former students who
still resided in the Midwest.

Later, Arkansas State Police Captain Raymond (Buddy) Young, then

Govenor Bill Clinton's chief of security, would testify in federal court that

he made these pretext calls in hope of learning the Reeds' whereabouts.

In Mexico, the packing of the motor home continued. Preparations

were also under way for the exchange of the first half of the evidence that

Terry had hidden in the rented garage where he stored their BMW. A block

from the Posada, on the lakeshore in Ajijic, in the false bottom of a garage

workbench lay the Agency's "evidence."

Little did the woman who rented the garage know that Terry had
secreted there the twenty kilos of cocaine that was his proof the CL\ was
trafficking in narcotics.

One cool evening in mid- October, Marr rang the buzzer at the Reed
home and disclosed that he had the money. "I got your Ben Franklin pic-

tures ready. Come by the house anytime. Just be sure to bring your half of

the bargain."

Still wary of Marr, Reed asked if his wife had returned home, believ-

ing that if Marr planned anything unpleasant he would be less likely to do

so in the presence of a nagging wife and a live-in maid.

"Yeah, the bitch is back. I'm goin' to the Posada for a drink. Wanna go?

For old time's sake? For Screw Worm? Come on, I'll tell ya some more Air

America stories." Reed declined. Marr then started to leave but paused and
said, "You sure ya don't wanna sell me the gun before ya leave? They're

worth a lotta money down here, ya know."

Reed put on his best stoic face. He was disturbed by the question, believ-

ing it a ploy to get him to admit he actually had a weapon. If he was actu-

ally going to be allowed to leave Mexico with $100,000, he wouldn't be

concerned about turning a profit on a gun. He was leery that the Agency
was setting him up for an arrest by the police in Mexico, where handguns
are strictly prohibited, or was simply trying to determine if he really had one.

"No. Hypothetically speaking, if I had one, I might need it on the way
out of here—you know, for banditos."
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Marr chuckled. "You been watchin' too many movies. These are all

honorable guys you're dealing with."

On Oaober 16, the exchange was made at Man's house. At high noon,

both men handed over what the other wanted. Terry got $100,000 in $100
bills and Marr got ten kilos of "pure." The remaining drugs, they agreed,

could be located after the Reed family safely crossed the border. A third

person would contaa Marr and arrange for a telephone conversation

between the two men. Terry would then tell him where to find the other half.

"Sure is a lotta hocus-pocus among friends," Marr had said while shak-

ing his head.

The last words he heard Marr speak that day in Mitch's den in Ajijic

were, "Let's toast to the burial of Screw Worm and Bill Cooper. What a way
to go ... to die with your boots on in a 123. That lucky shit!"

It took less than a minute to end a fifteen-month chapter in Terr\^'s life.

A new chapter was about to begin.

That night, hopefully without the Agency or Marr knowing about it,

Terry had a business appointment in Guadalajara. In anticipation of receiv-

ing consecutively marked bills, which had been the standard form of pay-

ment in Mexico, Terry had devised a plan for eliminating the inevitable

money trail, always a perfect way of tracking someone's movements. Again,

the story of the trail of Hansel and Gretel came to mind. He certainly didn't

want to leave "green" crumbs to be tracked by.

The man who had insured his airplane was a Mexican entrepreneur

who had another business in addition to his thriving insurance agency

—

that of money changing. Terry had sought out his services because he had
been told that he was "conneaed." After making sure he wasn't being fol-

lowed, Terry rendezvoused at the insurance office to do a little after-hours

banking. He had alerted the man earlier that he would be "coming into some
money," which he would like to exchange for different bills. He appeared to

be accustomed to this kind of request, as his money-changing service

catered to the foreigners living in Guadalajara. He said he would have the

$100,000 ready for the exchange for his usual fee . . . and a slight surcharge.

The previously negotiated fee for this service was to be $2,000. But

upon seeing the Agency's consecutively marked, uncirculated, newly
minted bills, he reneged. After running the money through the machine
that deteas counterfeit bills, he demanded $3,000 more.

"It's not counterfeit, but due to its condition and appearance, I must ask

for a larger than normal fee," the money changer said. "I do not press my
clients as to the source of their problems ... I mean money. But I'm afraid

this dinero is so hot that I will have to exchange it for rubles just to unload it."

If the man was going to aaually purchase Soviet currency in order to

move the cash out of the country, Terry laughed inwardly at the thought of

leaving a false money trail all over Siberia. That would keep a few agents busy.

Terry negotiated the total fee down to $4,000. He departed the office

with used American bills of unknown origin, but only after he made the

Mexican run them through the counterfeit-deteaing machine.

On the drive back home, the thought of the money being tainted with

cocaine residue kept rolling through his mind. He was going to have enough
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problems explaining the source of the money to U.S. Customs. The last

thing he needed was a trained narcotics dog pissing on the side of their

motor home, signaling the Reeds were traffickers.

So back home, their newly purchased Mexican washer and dryer did

several loads, the likes of which redefined the term money laundering.

The next day the Reeds, the Mexican maid, the kids and the German
shepherd. Macho, all packed into the motor home and headed north. The
motor home was valued at $20,000, but on that day it was worth consid-

erably more . . . say, $100,000.

Reed had hidden the money in the waste tank, but that was only a tem-

porary repository. Unbeknownst to Janis, he had devised what he considered

an ingenious plan to get it across the border undetected. It was not against

the law to have the money; it was only illegal not to report it to Customs
when he crossed. Terry didn't relish the thought of breaking the law, but this

was an emergency that could make the difference between life or death.

As Fawn Hall, Oliver North's secretary, said to the congressional com-
mittee investigating Iran-Contra, "Sometimes you have to go above the

written law."

The Reeds spent the first night of their tense journey at the only three-

star hotel in Zacatecas, where the maid slept in the motor home for the

night as a security precaution. To smuggle the money into the motel, Janis

stuffed it in the diaper bag alongside her pistol.

Once inside, the Reeds began to implement their plan. Janis counted

the $100 bills for the first time and placed them neatly in waterproof plas-

tic zip-lock bags. Her husband sat in the shower and carefully removed with

a surgical scalpel the so-called tamper-proof seals from two one-gallon plas-

tic bottles of Prestone antifreeze.

He then packed the baggies into the bottle, refilled them with anti-

freeze, and with super glue replaced the tamper-proof seals. It was the most
expensive antifreeze on the face of the earth.

As she nervously waited for her husband to finish his tedious task,

Janis poured herself a glass of Mexican red wine. Her assignment finished,

the impact of what they were doing began to sink in. Terry, to keep his wife's

nerves steady, had promised her that this concealment was solely for secu-

rity while in Mexico— to prevent it from being found and taken in the event

of an accident or robbery. When they reached the Texas border at McAllen,

he told her, it would be declared, proper and legal.

He lied.

The next morning the tension heightened. They planned on making
the border by nightfall, but that would be quite an accomplishment, he

thought, after factoring in the unexpected delays he knew would result

from traveling with the children, the maid and the dog. They hit the road

at dawn to optimize the daylight hours.

Janis, he could sense, was on the verge of breaking from the stress and
acute paranoia. To break her silence and to occupy her mind, Terry attempt-

ed to draw her into conversations of plans to rebuild his business, of buying

a house near Little Rock and of blending back into the community. She

knew what he was doing and feared not only for the trip to the border but
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the future as well. She wouldn't share it with him then, but she felt deep

inside that their problems were only beginning.

Normally, they would have entered at Laredo, but the plan called for

an abrupt change in border destination. They wanted to cross at an unex-

pected location on the Mexican side in the event someone might be there

waiting for them. Always do the unexpected, he had learned in intelligence

training.

From their experience living in Mexico, Reed knew that there was
much more law and order in the interior than at the border. Border towns
were something else. They reminded him of the bar scene in the movie Star

Wars with its menagerie of misfits and cutthroats. From his observation,

these towns were magnets for social mutants from both cultures. Unfortu-

nately, they were how most Americans prejudged all of Mexico. But their

rough-and-tumble atmosphere is what concerned him the most as they

pulled into the outskirts of Reynosa after a rather uneventful trip. If some-

one was going to make a move on them, it would probably happen here.

It was Sunday evening, and by the time they arrived in Reynosa, Janis's

nerves were shattered. To give her time to pull herself together, Terry

decided it best to stay overnight there and cross early on the 19th. He also

reasoned that spending an additional night in Mexico was, in fact, doing the

unexpected, just in case anyone had surprise plans for them.

"Always do the unexpected" again surfaced as he drove around getting

the lay of the land and looking for the "right" place to spend the night.

He found a motel wdth a secure courtyard to park the motor home, and,

again, their maid slept in the RV. That night Terry tossed and turned while

his wife slept soundly after "sedating" herself with a portion of a bottle of

Mexican red wine.

From the motel window, Terry could see the American border and the

city lights of McAllen. He was almost there, yet he felt that the most dan-

gerous leg of the journey, the crossing into the United States, lay ahead.

The impending crossing would be the test, he felt, of whether
Rodriguez and his CIA cohorts were the "honorable, patriotic men" Marr
had claimed them to be. He mulled over and over to himself: What will they

be expecting me to do? Just do the opposite. His paranoia was running wild.

Even if they knew he was there, he rationalized to himself, they would
not be expeaing him to cross there. If he were, why would he be spending

the night rather than crossing over earlier in the evening?

Do the unexpected, do the unexpected . . .

We are certainly visible enough, he thought as he protectively gazed at

the three little boys lying on the floor in their sleeping bags. His gaze then

moved to Janis who was lying next to him. What a woman! he thought.

Without her inner strength, her insistence on keeping the family intact, he

would have probably opted for Plans A or B— flee or take the money and
run. He finally dozed off, exhausted, with Smith & Wesson standing guard.

The next morning was Monday, October 19, 1987.
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After Janis loaded the last child into the motor home, she walked over

to her husband and whispered, "Don't forget, you promised you would
declare that money. You did drain the antifreeze after I went to sleep last

night, didn't you?"

He lied.

She knew what was in store when he didn't lift his sunglasses. He
always lied when he didn't lift his sunglasses.

"Honey, this is one step at a time. How are we going to explain

$100,000 in cash? I promise that if they ask us about money, I'll declare it."

She gave him a look of disgust laced with disbelief, causing him to

resort to a less tactful tone.

"Just get in the fuckin' motor home and let's leave."

With two pistols hidden in plastic bags in the sewage tank and two
$50,000 bottles of antifreeze under the sink, they crossed the Rio Grande

and pulled into the U.S. Customs inspection station. They were on Ameri-

can soil. They had purposely put the oldest son, Duncan, in an upper berth

near a window and told him to wave at the Customs inspectors.

"Look wholesome," the nervous mother told him as the expressionless

agent entered their Missouri license plate number, visible on the front of

their vehicle, into the computer.

Had it not been for the single fact that the vehicle was registered in a

company's name and not his own, their trip would probably have ended
right there. Without knowing it. Reed and his wife were now the subject of

an investigation.

They were motioned into the vehicle-inspection area, and three

inspectors literally ransacked the inside of the motor home. Their immi-

gration papers showed that they had been outside the U.S. for an extended

period, and they were discovering how most Americans are welcomed
home. Law abiding or otherwise.

There were questions about the maid, and the vaccinations for the dog,

and Terry was about to give a sigh of relief when yet another inspector

approached Janis and asked, "Are you carrying currency or negotiable

instruments that are in excess of $10,000?"

It was a moment frozen in time.

If this had been a movie, it would now have been shown in slow

motion. Janis stood by motionless as Terry, carrying his 5 -month-old child,

had just answered "no" when asked that same question by another inspec-

tor looking under the sink at the antifreeze bottles.

Oh, fuck, he thought to himself as resourcefulness kicked in. He hadn't

come this far to blow it all now with an arrest for a currency violation.

"Hey, 1 just lost my ass on peso devaluations in Mexico. Do we look like

the kind of people who would have $10,000 left?" he reasoned with the

expressionless agent.

The inspector looked benignly at Reed holding the infant and agreed,

"Naw, I guess not. It's been really hard for American businessmen down
there, hasn't it?" He walked away with the others following him.

"You lied to me!" Janis snapped after she got back in the motor home.
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Terry didn't respond but simply piloted the motor home slowly over

the last speed bump and crossed into McAllen. Both were on the verge of

collapse from the weeks of tension they had endured. They were safe, they

fatuously thought.

'T can't believe you did that," she kept saying.

"Honey, please shut up and turn on the radio; we're back in the U.S.

now! Let's listen to some rock 'n roll."

She was rotating the dial seeking a station when the familiar voice of

Paul Harvey came over the radio. "Don't jump. Don't jump. It's not worth
it. It's only money. Let's not have a repeat of 1929."

Was this some kind of joke? they thought as they pulled into a service

station to fuel the motor home. Upon inquiring of the attendant what
Harvey was talking about, he answered matter of factly.

"Oh, haven't you heard? The stock market crashed." It was near noon
on Black Monday. The Reeds had come home to a national financial disas-

ter .. . among other things.

But after refueling, as they motored north toward San Antonio on 1-35

and updated themselves on the Wall Street disaster, they took comfort in

the knowledge that their assets were, truly, liquid.

Meanwhile, at the governor's mansion in Little Rock, the Arkansas

State Police and the DEA were frantically putting together a computer pro-

file of the Reeds and attempting to learn their whereabouts. The Reeds had
miraculously slipped through the border net.

The "honorable men" Marr had talked about were anything but.



CHAPTER 31

Double Cross

The phone rang in the North Kansas City motel room. It was
November 3, 1987. When he answered the call, Terry Reed
quickly recognized the voice. It belonged to the man he had
known as John Cathey. By this time, the voice had become well

known to the rest of America as well. The man on the other

end of the line was Oliver North.

"Should 1 call you Oliver or should 1 call you John?" Terry asked as he
regained consciousness from his interrupted sleep.

"It's unfortunate that deceit among friends is necessary," North replied

stoically.

"I'm out of Mexico and I'm in deep shit," Terry exclaimed, getting right

to the point.

North was in deep shit himself when he returned Terry's frantic call. In

fact, everyone connected with the illegal Contra supply operation was in

deep shit.

North had already testified about the Iran-Contra affair, and having

watched some of the congressional hearings, Terry had been somewhat
taken aback by the repackaging of the Marine lieutenant colonel for media
and public consumption. The North he knew had not behaved as a "rogue"

operating on his own, as Attorney General Edwin Meese had painted him
to be. And from what Terry had gathered from the print media since return-

ing to the States, North was now being drafted by the public as an Ameri-

can hero and something of an idol, a persona that in 1994 helped confer

upon him the Republican nomination for the United States Senate in Vir-

gina. That election race, however, turned out to be no more successful than

his mission to rid Nicaragua of the Sandinistas.

With North's newfound fame from the Iran-Contra hearings, Terry sure

hoped North remembered his old acquaintances, especially those on the

run from the CIA, the FBI and the Arkansas State Police.

Earlier, while waiting for North's call, Terry had paced the motel room,

mentally developing a battle plan from his rapidly deteriorating alterna-

tives. His present condition was most definitely FUBAR, or Fucked Up
Beyond All Recognition.

465
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It had been two short weeks since the Reed family had crossed the

border, and now he was fighting minute by minute to control his paranoia.

His overriding reason for wanting to leave Mexico had been his fear of

becoming the patsy for the CIA's dirty operation ... of being left to take the

fall if it were exposed.

As events were unfolding, it was evident that someone, most likely

Felix Rodriguez, was double-crossing him. Now he wished that he had the

"evidence" with him so he could prove his story when he went to Congress

— his only logical alternative. As it was turning out, all he had was his word.

Terry and Janis had breathed a cautious sigh of relief after their motor
home cleared the last known obstacle between the Rio Grande and their

first planned stopover in Carthage, Missouri. Janis's last panic attack

occurred just prior to the "wetback" checkpoint north of McAllen, which
they passed with no major fanfare on Black Monday, October 19. Once
beyond there, they actually began to relax somewhat, for the first time in

many stress-filled weeks.

The "Reed Traveling Circus" arrived unannounced in Terry's home
town of Carthage, Missouri, on October 21, having survived this 1, 100-mile

road trek in reasonable fashion. The plans called for a surprise visit to his

mother's house, giving her the opportunity to behave as a typical grand-

mother and dote on her 5 -month-old "Mexican" grandson, Baxter, whom
she had never seen.

Working from information obtained from Terry's youngest brother,

Roland, they were informed that his mother wasn't home but in the coun-

try visiting relatives.

They decided it best to head for Kansas City, hoping to get to Janis's

parents by nightfall. On their way out of Carthage they spotted a concrete

truck bearing the insignia "Reed Concrete Construction." Terry stopped and
had a brief fifteen-minute meeting with his oldest brother, Gary, whose
concrete company was working on a construction site nearby. Terry alerted

him that they would soon return for a proper and extended visit.

They had spent less than an hour in Carthage as they left and headed
northward on Route 71, but they would later learn that they had been

observed by someone who was an informant and who had alerted Arkansas

Governor Bill Clinton's chief of security. It was an eerie thought that their

every move was being shadowed.

The next ten days were restless ones spent at Janis's parents' home in

Kansas City. Nighttime conversation in the guest room was filled with dis-

cussions of what was "the right thing to do." On one hand, they wanted to

shout out to the American public their knowledge of the unthinkable . . .

that there was no war on drugs! Worse yet, that factions of the federal

government were actually trafficking! But on the other hand, the more ra-

tional one, they kept saying to themselves, "Put your lives back together

and quietly blend back into society."

They were torn emotionally and ethically. Terry had given his word to

Rodriguez and had taken his money. He still owed Felix half the "evidence"
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and was beginning to wonder if Marr had not already recovered it on his

own. Their repeated attempts to contact Marr were fruitless, being informed

by his maid that he simply wasn't at home. Terry found this bizarre and
unsettling. Taking possession of the "evidence" should have been numero

uno on Marr's list of things to do, unless of course he was again a guest of a

Betty Ford-style clinic in the States.

But many questions gnawed at Terry. How big of a liability was he?

Would they leave him alone, considering the dangerous knowledge stored

in his brain? How vulnerable was he legally? Could, or would, some "inven-

tive" law enforcement agent or prosecutor construct a crime based on what
he had done while involved in these black operations?

A special prosecutor in Washington was already targeting Oliver North

for indictment. Would the same thing happen to him? He was hearing about

a very old and sparingly used law called the Neutrality Act being put to a

very new use. People who had assisted the Contras were being indicted for

violating this law. This prompted him and Janis to visit a law library in

Kansas City to do a little research of their own.
They ascertained that the Neutrality Act was a law passed in 1909 that

bars American citizens from engaging in any act of armed hostility against

a country with which the U.S. is not at war. But Terry hadn't performed any

"hostile acts," or had he? Doing further research of the laws defining con-

spiracy, they regretfully concluded he probably had.

Depressed, they sought the daytime solitude of a place special to Janis's

teenage years.

"Calm down, honey," he consoled her as she sobbed while sitting in

the car at the waterworks overlook in North Kansas City. "Implicating me
legally is the last thing they would do. Only an idiot would press charges.

They won't launder their dirty underwear publicly, especially not in fed-

eral court."

He couldn't articulate it to her, but his true fear had nothing to do with

conspiracy statutes. Legal exposure was one thing. In a trial, you can fight

back, even sling dirt of your own. But when he thought of Barry Seal

and how he had been dealt with—by assassins' bullets from automatic

weapons with silencers— that was another thing. He now knew the term

silencer had more than one meaning. Their nonjudicial technique had cer-

tainly silenced Seal.

He usually told Janis everything, but he couldn't share his fear of assas-

sination with her. To do so would have resulted in total panic. He had to be

strong. He had gotten them into this mess, and he had to keep a level head

and get them out.

While sitting in the park that November afternoon, reassuring one

another while looking down at the Missouri River and the Kansas City sky-

line, old thoughts began to kindle within Janis. This was the very site where
she had made her vow at the age of 17 to leave home and live life to its

fullest. She shared with him those long-ago memories of being the rebel-

lious teen—visions she had not revisited since their first date in Oklahoma
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City. Life certainly hadn't been boring, they both agreed, and most impor-

tantly, they had found each other to share their lives with— for better or

worse.

While relishing their closeness, the haunting lyrics of a once-popular

song resurfaced from Terry's subconscious. They took on a deeper and
more sinister meaning, but it seemed as if the lyrics were written specifi-

cally for them:

Paranoia strikes deep.

Into your life it will creep.

It starts when you're always afraid.

Step out of line.

The man comes and takes you away. . . .

There's a man with a gun over there,

Tellin' me I got to beware.

They would come to adopt this Buffalo Springfield song as their "self-

help sanity check" in order to ascertain if their actions were rational or

driven by paranoia. It was cheap psychiatry, they decided, and available on
cassette, LP or 45.

Two days before North's phone call, Terry had been to the Kansas City

Public Library attempting to get the transcripts of the Iran- Contra hearings.

In Mexico, other than the spotty news coverage, he had no way of know-
ing for certain what had become public knowledge. He was especially curi-

ous if Rodriguez had made any admission or inadvertent reference to Screw
Worm. The librarian indicated that the transcripts were on back order due

to the inability of the Government Printing Office to meet the demand, so

he spent the afternoon reviewing newspaper and magazine articles. From
what he read, there had been no mention of Jade Bridge, Centaur Rose or

Screw Worm . . . yet.

Upon his return that evening, Janis rushed to him as he crossed her

parents' front lawn. He could tell from her ashen face that something hor-

rible had happened. "Get in the motor home with me," she uttered in a

demanding voice. "I've got something important to tell you privately!"

Once inside, she closed the door to the vehicle and nearly screamed out

with pent-up rage. "They're screwing us! Your damn CIA friends are setting

us up! The police are after us! What are we gonna do, Terry?" She broke

dovsm crying, and she pounded the cabinets with her fists.

She began to reconstruct what had happened. Terry's mother had
called, saying that Terry had received urgent mail, sent in her care, from

Carol Canino, the wife of the owner of the rented aircraft hangar in Little

Rock. The message instructed them to immediately contact her. There was
a problem in Arkansas.

Upon calling Mrs. Canino, Janis was told that the police had executed

a search warrant on the hangar on October 14, only five days before they

had crossed the border, and its contents— allegedly an expensive, single-

engine airplane—was seized.
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The Reeds were stunned and confused. At that point they were not

sure what precisely had been seized, since they had left behind only the

ultra-light aircraft and file cabinets containing office records. Could it be

that the Agency was trying to seize his old files and records? he wondered.

Were they afraid he had papers in storage that could implicate them? Was
this a duplication of or somehow linked to the ransacking that had occurred

at his office in Mexico? He had no immediate answers, but Mrs. Canino had
been frantic to inform them of what transpired so that her company
wouldn't be held legally liable.

She had passed on to Janis a telephone number for a police officer

named Raymond Young, who wanted to talk to them immediately. The
name sounded remotely familiar to Terry, like a name he'd heard in pass-

ing, or a name he'd read somewhere.
"They've just made the decision for us," Terry said while comforting his

wife inside the motor home. "I don't know what's going on, but let's get out

of here. We're going to Washington. Start packing. We'll leave first thing in

the morning."

As Terry sat watching the national weather report on television in

preparation for their journey the next morning, a personal tragedy

unfolded. Janis's 6 5 -year-old father. Ken, exited the bathroom with his left

arm hanging limply at his side, saying with a look of terror on his face, "I

can't comb my hair."

Janis and her mother. Vera, immediately rushed him to the hospital.

Terry couldn't believe the timing of yet another disaster. For a moment it

dwarfed their CIA problems, but then self-preservation took hold as para-

noia from the events in Arkansas surfaced.

Still stunned, and with the help of the maid, he continued loading the

motor home and moved the children, the maid and the RV to a nearby motel.

After checking them in, he joined his wife at the hospital, where his father-

in-law's diagnosis confirmed their suspicions. He had suffered a stroke.

"I've moved us out of the house," Terry informed her in the hallway

adjoining the emergency room. "We've got to leave. We could be arrested

anytime. We've got to get to Washington. I need to find North. Surely he

can help."

Janis was frantic, torn in all directions. For all she knew, her father

could be dying. Thoughts of being apprehended at his bedside flashed

through her mind. She couldn't bear to think that her father's last vision

might be of her arrest. These unthinkable events could aggravate his con-

dition and even cause his death. For all she knew, she might never see him
again, alive or dead.

But leaving posed a monumental problem. How could she monitor her

father's condition? She would have to keep her parents in the dark about

their whereabouts and their problems.

"You know we can't tell my mother what's going on or where we're

going," Janis cried. "If anyone comes looking for us, you know she'll be

compelled to tell them the truth. She won't lie."
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As if Terry didn't have enough problems, he now had to deal wdth the

stria Baptist adherence to the Ten Commandments, and at the top of that

list was Thou Shalt Not Lie. The CIA was on his trail, he was sure he was
being framed, and now he was faced with Janis's father possibly dying and
a mother-in-law who wouldn't mislead the police.

"Oh, fuck," were all the words he could muster. "What else?"

If this meant he had relatives who wouldn't lie under any circumstances,

then he and Janis would be forced to. Terr^^ suggested that Janis simply tell

her mother they were going to Chicago due to a business emergency involv-

ing their Gomiya lawsuit and that the crisis demanded both of them be pres-

ent, since they each were corporate officers in Applied Technologies. With

this problem rectified, there were others to deal with.

There was still a major nagging problem. They had not been able to

make contact wdth Mitch Marr to arrange the return of the remaining drugs

to Rodriguez. Terry now knew that he needed to contact Marr and quickly.

He was part of a cut-out that was now being cut off. He would have gladly

violated the intelligence rule of communicating "one up and one down,"
meaning that you had contact and exchanged data with only the person

directly above or below you. In faa, by the rules of intelligence, it was even

a security violation to know any others in the loop. Unfortunately, he knew
of no one else to contaa. Marr was above him but out of commission, and
Terry was the bottom rung on the Screw Worm ladder. With the link to Marr
now seemingly severed, Terry was floating through dark space alone and
isolated.

"Go by your parents' home, but don't be seen, and try one more time

to contact Marr from there," he instructed Janis. "I want you to leave a trail

to their phone, just in case it's tapped. When you talk to Chapala Realty,

spread some disinformation. Tell them that everything is fine here and that

we'll be staying with your parents for at least two more weeks before we
head back to Little Rock. Maybe that'll buy us some time. Then make sure

you're not followed, and meet me at the motel. If your dad has stabilized,

we'll leave K.C. tomorrow."

He assumed that by now his in-laws' phone was tapped and would
thereby be an excellent pipeline to distribute disinformation. It could also

underline to those listening that he was not double-crossing anyone and

that he was still trying to keep his part of the bargain.

''What are you going do?"

"I hardly slept at all last night. I'm going to try to get some rest in prepa-

ration for a marathon drive to Washington. In the morning, we'll call North

and Lieutenant Young to try to find out what's going on."

After cautiously rejoining her family at the motel, Janis informed Terry

that Diana, their contact in Ajijic, had not been able to locate Marr.

"It's like he vanished," she had told Janis in a very unsettling tone. She

went on to say that she had driven to his house and that Marr's maid told

her she thought he had gone to the States. That made the Reeds even more
uneasy. Why would Mitch depart for the States without the "evidence"?
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This made no sense. Had Marr already found the drugs? And was planted

cocaine what had been seized from the Little Rock hangar? That's probably

how it would all end up, Terry thought. He'd be set up and labeled a drug

runner, after all.

As he attempted to watch television with his children that evening, one
thing was becoming crystal clear. There was no deal anymore, if there had
ever been one, and it was now everyone for himself.

Marr's words brought a bitter taste to his mouth: 'These are honorable

men. ..."

After another sleepless night, they were thankful to hear that Janis's

father was in stable condition. They were now faced with the need to gain

intelligence of their own and to make the call to the police officer who had
left his number with the owner of the hangar in Little Rock.

There was risk involved. If the phone was tapped, he knew that the 9 1

1

technology the FBI utilized could show the point of origin of their call. For

this reason they drove to a pay phone on the south side of Kansas City to

disguise their movements in a southerly direction, figuring that if their

actions were being predicted and monitored, it would appear they were
proceeding back to Little Rock.

Thinking back to the odd "flying buddy" phone calls made to their par-

ents, Terry guessed that they had been pretext calls probably made to locate

him ... as early as late September. He decided to use the police technique

and make a pretext call himself. He told his wife to call the number, pre-

tend she was Terry's sister and find out what she could about what had hap-

pened at the hangar.

"Governor's mansion," the male voice said after Janis nervously dialed

the Arkansas number. She was taken aback by this salutation but in a wary
voice said, "I need to speak to Mr. Young."

"So you're his sister?" Young said to her in a condescending Southern

drawl when he came on the phone. "You better tell him he's in deep trou-

ble. We found the airplane he stole up in Joplin, Missouri, hidden in his

hangar. He's wanted on multiple counts, includin' interstate transportation

of stolen property, insurance fraud and makin' false statements. He's in deep

shit! Tell him he's a fugitive and he'd better call me right away."

Janis was barely able to contain her anxiety when Young asked her if

she knew where Terry could be found. When she answered that he was still

in Mexico, Young responded with a startling revelation, "You're lyin'. We
know he was in Carthage to see his mom just recently. I'll bet you're not

his sister either."

Janis slammed the phone down. She was barely able to speak as she

attempted to relay to Terry Young's comments about being seen in

Carthage. They were being shadowed, and it wasn't by any normally

detectable undercover car. Terry would have noticed that. This was a pro.

When she calmed down she didn't need any further urging by her hus-

band to get away from Kansas City, even with her father in the hospital.

"What'll happen if Dad dies?" she asked tearfully back at the motel.
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Terry loaded both the 9 mm and the .38-caliber pistols and answered
coldly without looking up, 'They'll bury him, Janis."

He had gotten more intelligence from the pretext call than he had
planned on getting. So far he had realized the word cocaine hadn't surfaced

yet. But that was probably soon coming. For now, it sounded like what had
been seized was his long-lost Piper Turbo Arrow, the one that had disap-

peared from Joplin in March of 1983, over four and a half years earlier.

Terry began mulling over the dilemma. "This is out of control. I'm

gonna try and call North," he said as he looked at a road map to compute
the route and mileage to Washington.

He told Janis, "Get supplies for the trip. I'm sure it'll be fruitless, but I'll

call the FBI in Buffalo and ask for Carlucci. Then I'm going to rest. I'm sure

we'll be driving all night."

Carlucci was the code name for Cathey, which was the code name for

North. It was beginning to sound like North's Project Donation could be

responsible for this newly discovered airplane "found" in Reed's hangar.

Terry decided to call the FBI, but not for the purpose of giving himself up
. . . not yet. He needed to reach North, and it was through the FBI that he
had always contacted his CIA handler in the past.

He called a number given him by North to use in case of an emergency
—and was this ever an emergency! The number was for a phone located at

an FBI office in Buffalo, New York.

When a voice came on the line, Terry asked for "Mr. Carlucci." In the

past Reed would leave his name and telephone number, and North would
call him back. But now, things were different. With Iran- Contra unravel-

ling, the voice at the other end at the FBI said that she had never heard of

Carlucci. But Terry insisted.

His degree of isolation was beginning to affect him. Covert operations

were inherently designed for deniability. This he learned in intelligence

school. But what he was discovering now was that the Agency had built-in

ways to not only deny a person's involvement but to take care of loose ends

as well.

False criminal charges are one way; Barry Seal's fate was another. Since

there was nothing to hold over Reed, it seemed that something had to be

quickly manufactured. It appeared as if he was going to be charged with

a theft.

Terry realized that while he had been recruited as a deniable asset he

had now become—probably as a result of crossing Rodriguez— a disposable

asset. He felt like he was being flushed once again. He had that same feeling

he had had when he returned from Asia— discarded, used, abandoned.

What he needed was a little help from his friends, if in fact he still had any.

North surely wouldn't deny him assistance, he thought. He needed to hear

from Oliver North, but he doubted it would happen.

His thoughts went back nearly five years, back to Oklahoma, when
North had first told him about what he called Project Donation. He recalled

North telling him that participation in the program was voluntary. But now
he was beginning to wonder if he had "involuntarily" donated to the cause.
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Could that have been the case? Had someone stolen his plane and made it

available to the Contra cause? Or had it been "recovered" earlier by the FBI

or others to be used now as a way to dirty him up?* Had a false crime been
created to destroy his credibility and keep him from testifying before Con-
gress? That would really look good all right . . . testifying from behind bars.

He thought of Bill Cooper and the hangar. That day he and Cooper had
recovered the Charlie cuatro, July 31, 1986, there certainly wasn't Piper

Arrow in his hangar. His thoughts then raced to the Arrow that Cooper had
flown in. But that plane wasn't his stolen plane, even though it was the

same make and model. It wasn't turbocharged like his had been. Lots of

questions and no answers. But he concluded that the government was
using the plane to play hardball, and it was only the first inning. Had they

planned to set him up as far back as 1983?

What he didn't know that day as he rested in the motel was how hard

they were playing. He would learn that someone had inserted information

into government law enforcement computers saying that Terry was sus-

pected of drug trafficking in Mexico and was "armed and dangerous"—

a

warning, in effect, to any law enforcement officer approaching him to shoot

first and ask questions later.

He had to talk to "Carlucci," but doubted he would ever hear from him
as he finally drifted off to sleep.

But two hours later North called back, awakening Terry from his sleep. As

the conversation developed and Terry pulled his wits together, he became
more and more angry. He vented his frustration about being set up, and

North's platitudes didn't allay his fear or anger.

"Goddamn it, this is no time for diplomacy," Terry told North. "I need

to be extricated from this mess, and right fucking now!"
North listened, expressed compassion and then concern when Terry out-

lined his plans to go to Washington and expose the lack of the "war on drugs."

North said adamantly, "I definitely wouldn't do that if I were you.

Walsh is looking for blood. He's going after Secord and the whole cast, and

so far. Screw Worm hasn't been compromised. If you show up, that'll open

up a whole new can of worms. Terry, take my advice and stay as far away

*A case in point, proving that the FBI does create crimes around individuals: A civil complaint

lodged in the United States Distria Court Western District of Arkansas, Index No. 84-2368,

filed December 21,1 984, alleged that the FBI and other law enforcement persons used a stolen

aircraft that had been recovered earlier and not returned to its owner as a means to entrap two

individuals involved in the Mena operation. Had the FBI been successful in creating a crime

and implicating these CIA assets, two men Reed had worked with at Mena, the results unques-

tionably would have resulted in multiple felony charges. The case was dismissed for lack of

evidence. But in July 1993, Reed and his attorney, Robert Meloni, through federal court dis-

covery procedures, came into possession of a classified FBI internal memo and file outlining

the details of the "sting" operation, thus proving the original complaint.'
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from Washington as you can. Your appearance here can only get you in fur-

ther trouble . . . and indicted at best."

He asked Terry for a chance to intercede in his behalf prior to him doing

anything "irrational." He said he would see what he could do. He had a

friend highly placed in the FBI.

"I'll contact him as soon as we hang up. Things should work out all

right."

When the talk turned to the narcotics transshipment through Maqui-
naria Internacional's warehouse, North replied, "Yeah, I heard about that

from our Israeli friend," in a reference to Amiram Nir. "Terry, I would never

condone such behavior. I truly want to apologize for getting you involved

with such wild cards as Rodriguez. He's definitely not cut from the same
cloth as we are."

The brief conversation ended with a warning and an offer of help.

"Don't do anything fucking stupid and expose your position, or there'll

be 'incoming' on your ass right fucking now," North cautioned. "I'll do my
best to arrange for an SAR mission to pluck you out of the wreckage."

If North could just intervene in his behalf with the FBI and Justice

Department, that should neutralize the problem, all right. Surely this whole
fiasco in Arkansas was just the renegade behavior of Rodriguez, he and
North concluded. Why would the Agency needlessly bring attention to the

residue of Jade Bridge, Centaur Rose and Screw Worm?
Based on the conversation and advice from North, the trip to Wash-

ington was out, for now at least. There was no sense in becoming an open
threat to the Agency. He wanted to give North time to fix things, as he had
promised.

When Janis returned with the supplies, Terry was more upbeat, but

hastily prepared for the family to change motels. Fearing that the FBI may
have put a trace on his phone, he informed her that they were leaving

immediately, probably for Kansas. At least, he told her, someone in the

know had listened and given advice.

"I've got good news. You won't believe this, but North actually called.

He said to lay low, and he would try to take care of things, but for us to def-

initely not go to Washington."

"Where are we going to go? Off on another adventure, I suppose?" she

said caustically.

"Remember the movie The In-Laws?" he asked, drawing her memory
to one of their favorite films, in which a spy is chased through a Third World
banana republic. "Serpentine, serpentine, serpentine," he said, recalling a

funny line from the movie and attempting to put his wife in a better mood.
He knew the underlying application of the term meant to become a moving
target. Moving targets were harder to sight in on, but his military survival

training never factored in a wife, three children, a dog and a Mexican maid

packed into a motor home.
In the early years of their marriage, Janis had found her husband to be

a metaphor for excitement. They had lived high and fast, in love and in

money. Now it had all changed, and they were about to become fugitives.
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It was more than she had bargained for, and tears started to replace passion

as she found herself forced to hold herself and the family together and move
from state to state while her husband formulated a plan.

During the next five months, the couple traveled 30,000 miles, "ser-

pentining," as they called it, back and forth across the country, traveling

aimlessly and laying low as North had instructed. Their days were spent

comforting their children, pretending all was normal, but their nights were
spent comforting each other and crying in the darkness while their upper-

middle-class life style fragmented and collapsed into one of survival and
stark existence. They became fugitives.

Constantly wary of CIA shadows, the Reeds would rather have been
pursued by ten FBI agents than the faceless assassins they were sure were
at their heels. They played the Buffalo Springfield cassette so often that even

the children began to sing the lyrics, and the Reed vehicle zig-zagged across

America with a bumper sticker that read: "I'm not paranoid. I know I'm

being followed."

Notes

1. FBI File #87C-18534 and 12B-283, vol. 2, serials 2-32.



CHAPTER 32

Serpentine

"Mommy, Daddy, wake up," Duncan exclaimed on Thursday
morning, January 14, 1988. "The snow is all the way up to the

windows."

Thinking her 5 -year-old son was again demonstrating his

father's gift of hyperbole, Janis Reed pulled the covers over

her head and groaned, "Duncan, please go back to bed and let

Mommy sleep."

She had not slept well in a long time. In fact, neither she nor Terry had
actually "slept in" since that fateful day in Kansas City back in November
when they discovered they were being double-crossed by the CIA.

They were now on the run. Their journey had led them to Sequoia

National Park in California, where they had checked into a rustic cabin in

Grant's Grove late the previous evening. The snow had just begun to fall,

and the National Weather Service had predicted a "remote chance of small

accumulations" over the weekend.
Duncan by now had awakened his younger brothers and was about to

receive a stern scolding from his father, who, for the first time since they had
taken to the road, had been able to shed his continual fear of imminent arrest.

Terry peered out the frost-free spot on the vmidow that Duncan had
earlier created and realized their son was not spinning a tale.

"Janis, you better get up and look at this! He's not exaggerating. The
snow is higher than the vmidow sills," he said in disbelief. "I can barely see

the road. I think we're buried."

Sure enough. The National Weather Service, which Terry as a pilot had
grown to both love and hate, had been caught with its forecasts down again.

Survival was on his mind, only this time it wasn't the fear of some assassin's

bullet, it was laying in enough provisions to see them through Mother
Nature's wrath.

Fortunately, parked outside was one of the few four-wheel-drive vehi-

cles belonging to the vacationers who had escaped Los Angeles and the Bay
Area that weekend. It was the Reed family's newly purchased 1986 Ford

Bronco that they had already affectionately named "Bronco Billy." And it

476
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was standing by, hitched to what the children had named "Tommy," a small

custom-built utility trailer sporting a matching paint scheme.

"Tommy Trailer" was bulging with the survival gear they had pur-

chased in San Diego and along their route northward. Luckily, the Reeds

had all the essentials and then some. The Reeds called their home on wheels

the "escape module" after the small repair vehicle in the movie 2001:A Space

Odyssey. The term odyssey had become such a fitting one for their plight.

Not really believing the weather forecast, they had been lucky enough
to stop in Visalia and take advantage of discounts on snow and ski suits. The
area, which largely survived on the skiing and the tourist industry in the

winter months, had been enduring a drought and had its slowest season in

years. There had been no significant snow at all that year. At least not until

the Reeds arrived.

By noon that day, as the snow continued to accumulate, the park

rangers announced that the park would be closing. Those wanting to

leave were told to depart immediately by following the snow plow, a con-

verted road grader, to the main entrance and then take the highway down
to Visalia.

With their provisions now neatly stacked in their cabin, their short-

wave radio tuned to the weather, the two gallons of "Prestone" stored under
the bed, and their guns with sufficient ammunition to fend off the faceless

enemy who might harm their children, the Reeds settled in for a long

winter's night.

They and the other few who had elected to remain behind reminded
Terry of the pioneer settlers marooned at nearby Donner Pass until the

spring thaw. From all outward appearances, no one would have guessed

that the Reeds were fugitives, evading the net that had been drawn around
them by the FBI, with assistance from the CIA.

Their heated log cabin was nestled in a group of rustic cabins that were

a quarter mile from the main lodge, where only a skeleton crew of employ-

ees remained. Guests stranded in the cabins would shovel a pathway to the

lodge each night and spend the evening socializing in front of the large fire-

place. Luckily, the lodge was well-stocked with requisite essentials for the

snowbound guests, namely, bologna, beans and brandy.

Being snowbound at high elevation and isolated from the chaotic

world below gave Terry a secure feeling, the first in so long. He had nearly

forgotten the feeling. Now was the time to mentally heal and recoup. Ana-
lyzing his plan to date, he was rather pleased. So far so good. At least they

were together as a family and hadn't been apprehended. His mind focused

on the trail of disinformation they had strewn across the United States,

Mexico and Canada. Electronic communications had played a large role in

throwing curve balls to any would-be pursuers.

He was hoping that Janis's parents' phone was in fact being monitored

by the FBI. That would mean that Janis's phone calls to them, deliberately

laced with misinformation, should have caused the search for them to be

centered in Mexico, probably around the city of Puebla.
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"I hope they drink the water/' Terry thought as he pictured American
agents dealing with Montezuma's revenge while scouring Mexico for "the

Reed Bunch." This brought a smile to his now-bearded face.

The forced isolation brought on by Mother Nature gave the Reeds a sense

of security. For the first time in weeks they were able to let their guard down.
"Here I am in a one-room cabin in the middle of nowhere with no

phone, no TV, no maid service, no amenities," Janis mused. "No one ever

could have told me that this is something I would aspire to, but at this point

in my life, I couldn't ask for anything more. As far as I'm concerned, I hope
it doesn't stop snowing until May."

Terry and Janis had been stretched nearly to the breaking point. The
sleepless nights, the stress, the fear, the paranoia, and at times the terror

they lived with daily, was emotionally exhausting. But it was becoming a

way of life. They felt totally removed from the "system" they had been a

part of since birth. It was a strange sensation of isolation . . . feeling they no
longer belonged to any country. They compared their feelings to that of

refugees or nomads— or, as Janis said, gypsies.

As Terry gazed at his family that night, he thought back to the leader-

ship manuals he had studied in ROTC and the Air Force and realized that

military tacticians had never taken into account the tact and patience

required to "motivate" a family on the run. Wives are not military subor-

dinates to be motivated by fear. There was enough fear in their lives

already. Terry's leadership was being put to the test. He could not outwardly

show fear. Just a small mental slip on his part could precipitate the crip-

pling release of paranoia and terror that were constantly lurking in both

of them.

Just as his old flight instructor had taught him, he had to disassociate

himself from his fear, compartmentalize it, and contain it.

In order to keep Janis on an even keel, he felt he had to feign optimism

that they would somehow survive this horrendous ordeal. He knew he des-

perately needed Janis's support right now, and he sensed her nerves were
on the verge of shattering. He needed her, and the children needed her

maternal nurturing. His job was to be a husband and a daddy, and to estab-

lish an aura of make-believe by pretending that everything was well and
under control.

"Look, Daddy, Elliott made a reindeer shadow," Duncan exclaimed,

interrupting Terry's thoughts.

The boys were having great fun making finger shadows with the light

cast by a kerosene lantern. As the storm raged on over the California Sier-

ras, the family was able to bond closely. They ventured outside to play day-

time games in the snow and told stories by the glow of the lantern at night.

The storm continued for four days.

"We're really inconspicuous, aren't we?" Janis said sardonically to her

husband as she watched Macho, who was being transformed into a sled dog,

attempting to pull three giggling boys through the snow drifts. Even though

the rambunctious German shepherd might have drawn some unneeded
attention, both parents felt an added sense of security with him around.



Serpentine 479

Having been raised from a puppy with the children, he tolerated from them

all sorts of "abuse" and was exceedingly gentle. Earlier on this trip, Janis

had found the dog in the back of the motor home patiently allowing

Duncan and Elliott to wrap an entire roll of masking tape around his legs

to "fix his boo-boo."

Macho was very passive with his little charges, but Janis and Terry

knew that if anyone ever attempted to lay a hand on any of the boys Macho
would turn ferocious instantly. He would pace and growl at any stranger

who violated the boy's territory, and his sheer presence would frighten the

average intruder away.

Late at night, with Macho standing guard over the sleeping family,

Terry couldn't suppress thoughts of terror which surfaced from nowhere
and raced through his idle mind. Were they out there somewhere? Were
they on his trail, or had his plan to trick them worked? Terry's mind was in

a swarm. The seriousness of it all was coming to bear. The adage "What's

the worst that can happen?" bore no humor at all! He knew what the worst

could be. He would then fight to regain control and, as a mental diversion,

begin contemplating their next moves, over and over and over.

He couldn't allow them to find him. He had to become another person.

He needed a new identity. He had developed a numerical point system of

one to ten to grade each action on its degree of risk. Obtaining a new iden-

tity had to be a ten-pointer. But once accomplished, it would reduce the risk

associated with other actions to a level that seemed worth it. That was it.

He would somehow become a different human being . . . just as soon as the

storm was over.

With the park now reopening and the snowplows roaring outside their

window, Terry knew they had to leave. They had been there too long. He
had told the other vacationers he was combining a family vacation with a

regional marketing survey. He now feared that the park rangers would get

suspicious if they stayed any longer. They had been there a week, and as the

Bronco wound its way down the mountain and out of the Sierra Nevadas,

Terry's mind drifted back to the start of their journey into anonymity. Back

to the time they left Kansas City to become "moving targets."

"What's wrong?" Janis asked nervously. She had been quietly observing her

husband for the past thirty minutes as he drove westward across Kansas that

dreary November night. She knew by his silence that something was eating

away at him. He was behaving as if he was flying on instruments, in bad

IFR weather, only this time there was no airplane involved. Perhaps, she

rationalized, piloting this motor home with the children, a dog, and a Mex-
ican maid aboard while evading shadowy pursuers might be as stressful.

She repeated, "What's wrong?" and this brought him out of his trance.

It was well after midnight. The children and Macho were all asleep, and
Laura was in the rear reading a steamy Mexican paperback, oblivious to the

Reeds' plight.
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"I've got to change these plates/' Terry informed her, without breaking

his concentration on the two-lane road. "They might be looking for them
by now."

He had neglected to tell her that he had switched license plates with

another vehicle in the motel parking lot that morning while she was buying

provisions. He rationalized away this act of chicanery as "trading," and not

stealing, since he had left the other Missouri motorist with his plates, which
actually had a longer time before expiration. And hadn't he, after all, given

them something of greater value?

"Terry, are you telling me you stole someone's license plates?"

"Janis, before this is over, I'm sure I'll have to do a lot of things that are

not viewed highly by the law. This is an emergency, and I'm gonna behave

as such. Now if you're gonna sit there and bitch, I just won't tell you what
I'm doing. It's your choice. You're the wife of a spook, and if the answers

scare you, don't ask the questions."

It bothered her to hear her husband talking that way. But at the same
time, she admired him that night for all the same reasons she had fallen in

love with him. He was taking charge and doing whatever was necessary to

ensure the safety of the family. She, too, feared they would share the same
fate as Barry Seal. She had to trust his judgment, so she decided to ask fewer

questions. Maybe she didn't "have a need to know" about everything her

husband was doing. It was just that much more to worry about.

To Terry, the entire ordeal was turning into the equivalent of an on-

board aircraft emergency. During his silence, he had been prioritizing his

work load and weighing his alternatives. There were too many unanswered
questions to define a true course of action right away. He had decided to con-

front the ordeal the same way a recovering alcoholic did, one day at a time.

Right now, as he wrestled with his paranoia, his number one priority

was trading plates again. This time he wanted to find a vehicle that would be

heading east, back toward Kansas City, preferably someone on vacation with

an East Coast destination. That way, the switched vehicle would transport

his current plates on an easterly course, the opposite of their true direction.

"If we head back up toward the interstate, the map shows a rest area,"

he said to Janis as she poured him some coffee. "I figure that if I can switch

plates with an eastbound vehicle, we can rest easy until Denver."

A few minutes later, Janis held her breath as her husband bolted on
their new Pennsylvania plates, which he had quietly lifted from a parked

RV as its occupants slept in the roadside park.

"Okay, now we gotta get this bitch debugged," he told her. "If they

knew we had been in Carthage, that means they had to know we'd been in

Kansas City. And that means they had access to this vehicle when we
weren't around it and sufficient opportunity to plant a transmitter on us. I

won't rest easy until we have this thing swept."

"Now how are we going to do that?" Janis asked incredulously, almost

afraid to hear the answer.

"Don't worry, this won't require anything illegal. In the morning, I'll

call Jack and get some of his expert advice."



Serpentine 481

Jack, an old retired Air Force buddy of Reed's, was an electronics genius

and ham radio operator living on the East Coast. The next morning near

Denver, Terry was told by Jack that any good ham operator with the right

equipment should be able to "sweep" his vehicle. By parking the motor
home near the antenna, the operator's receiver, if run through the entire

frequency spectrum, should detect a transmitter if one had been planted in

or on the motor home, or so Jack said.

At Fort Collins, Colorado, after giving a $100 tip, Terry received the

results of the electronic sweep of his RV.

"You're clean," he was told by the toothless, tobacco-chewing Army
retiree, a "radio friend" of Jack's. "If I were you, I'd still wanna make sure

I wasn't bein' optically ID'd."

The comment confused Terry. If his motor home wasn't emitting a tell-

tale electronic signal how else, he asked the ham operator, could it be

tracked?

"Visually from outer space," he answered as he spit brown tobacco juice

on the white snow. "I was in satellite recon in the Army, and they got this

special paint they put on things they wanna track from outer space. For war
games, we normally put it on the good guys' equipment . . . tanks, armored
personnel carriers, artillery . . . stuff like that. Then a mobile command post

sorta serves as a ground-based traffic controller, givin' our guys vectors, via

satellite, to find the enemy."

Reed had heard enough. Having worked in the early developmental

stages of digital, infrared satellite reconnaissance in the Air Force, he knew
that what the ham operator was telling him was within the realm of tech-

nological possibility. He hadn't heard of this special paint though, so

inquired further.

"It's clear in color and impossible ta see with the naked eye," contin-

ued the Army retiree. "It takes lacquer thinner or paint stripper and a whole
lotta elbow grease to get the shit off. If I were you, I'd do somethin' to the

top of the RV, just to be safe."

After "trading" plates again at a truck stop north of Denver, Reed put

the RV through a truck wash, to clean the roof of the motor home in prepa-

ration for receiving paint. He reasoned that an even better way of ensuring

there was no trackable coating on their roof was to paint it with sealer. That

way, if the telltale coating was there, it would be covered over.

At a recreational vehicle supply house parking lot, Janis, from within

the comfort of the motor home, watched her husband scale the RV's ladder

and climb onto its roof. In the chilly November air, Terry applied two gal-

lons of the thick, silicone-based roof sealer. Only afterwards did he begin to

rest a little easier, secure in the thought that they weren't being tracked by

satellite.

This technology, which most people think exists only in novels and

movies, he knew was real. From his trip with Seal to Panama, he knew that

nearly anything was possible electronically. An ELT (emergency locater

transmitter) carried in the tail of an airplane was the perfect example of a

tracking device that was readily available to anyone, and this technology
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was even more available to the federal government, which owns and oper-

ates the FAA's tracking satellites.

"Damn! At times, I wish I was stupid," he would say to his wife. "I'd

have a lot less to worry about. A dumb shit just wouldn't know about the

technology that exists that could track us."

Through knowledge, however, one can reasonably separate true fear

and concern from paranoia. Paranoia includes the fear of things that might

not actually exist. His fears were real. He and his family were being pursued

by professionals, or at least he had to assume that they were. Even if Oliver

North had intervened on his behalf with the FBI, he still didn't trust Felix

Rodriguez and company. Rodriguez was capable of anything, Terry now
knew. Just ask Che Guevara.

Meanwhile, Janis was desperate to learn of her father's condition. She
had left Kansas City with him still in the hospital, having confided to no one
in her family the true peril of their situation. No arrangements had been
made to communicate securely, and she knew they could not risk a phone
call from Denver.

One advantage to traveling with two gallons of "Prestone" was that

money was not an issue. As the motor home sat parked in an overnight RV
campground in Denver, Janis sat nervously aboard an American Airlines jet

racing eastward to Chicago. The purpose of her journey was to place a

phone call to her sister's place of business and to plant the devious seeds of

disinformation. Janis's mission while there, besides checking on her father's

condition, was to also make several strategically placed business calls that

hopefully would be intercepted. Terry had instructed her to take a cab to

the far north side of the city, near the interstate, and to make her calls from
there. If the Feds were tracking them by phone contacts, surely they would
think the Reeds were making their way northward to Canada.

"He's getting better," said Janis's sister, Karen, from her high-rise office

building. "But we've been worried about you. Your legal matters must have

really been urgent for you guys to leave town that fast. Is everything okay?"

Standing at a pay phone, nearly shouting over the deafening roar of

truck traffic adjacent to 1-94 on Chicago's north rim, Janis mustered every

ounce of inner strength she had to keep from breaking down and telling her

sister of her plight. Fighting back the tears, she said with mock enthusiasm,

"Oh, everything's fine. It's just all this Gomiya legal junk has got me sorta

down. While we're here, Terry's going to bid on a new project which might

keep us on the road longer than we'd anticipated."

A short time later, she was waiting in the bustling boarding area of the

O'Hare terminal waiting for her flight back to Denver. Although she knew
her husband wouldn't have approved, since she was instructed to not make
calls from the airport, she made a quick "Get well soon, I love you" call to

her father as she was preparing to depart.

Watching the passengers deplane, she had never felt more depressed.

Everyone seemed so happy, and her life was destroyed, maybe forever.

While deep in thought, she was startled back into her frightening reality



Serpentine 483

when she heard the assumed name under which she was traveling being

announced over the loud speaker.

"Sheila Walton, please report to the ticket counter immediately."

It was the phone call to her parents' house! How could they have
tracked her that quickly? she thought. Terry had been right. The FBI was
monitoring her family's phone lines. Trembling and barely able to breathe,

she went slowly and unsteadily to the ticket counter.

"Miss Walton, can you do us a big favor? Would you mind trading

boarding passes with this little boy so he can sit with the rest of his family?"

Frantically fumbling for her boarding pass, she watched her hands
shake violently as she presented it to the ticket agent.

"Are you all right. Miss Walton?"

"Oh, uh, yes. Flying always just makes me a little nervous."

"He's getting better," the relieved Janis told Terry as she rejoined her

family at Stapleton Airport. "And I've got more good news. I worked out a

secure way to communicate. I talked to Karen's secretary and was able to

get her travel itinerary for the next six months. That way I can call her in

places no one will surely be monitoring and can keep tabs on Dad. I can rest

a little easier now." She didn't inform him until much later about the call

to her father and the breach of communications security.

Back on the road again with her family, Janis knew it was time to

address the educational needs of her children. Duncan was becoming sus-

picious about it, since no one was trying to force learning down his throat.

Home schooling took on a whole new meaning as she set up her classroom

in the motor home.
Later that week, she was back in her comfortable role of "school

marm," demanding that Duncan continue improving his kindergarten

skills. As the little boy practiced his handwriting by making "sticks and balls"

on his Big Chief tablet, he was reassured that all was back to normal. As

Terry surveyed the transformation of the interior of the motor home, he too

was reassured that his wife was coping with their precarious circumstances.

He frequently referred to her as a "nester" and was amazed at how cozy

she could make nearly any environment. Each of the boys had his favorite

stuffed animal propped atop his bed. Colorful posters of shapes, ABCs and

numbers were on display, stapled to the overhead cabinetry. She had even

purchased an exact duplicate of a poster the boys had had in their room in

Mexico and had attached it to the closet door at the little boys' eye level. It

pictured a mother panda bear cradling her young and was captioned Home
Is Where You Get Cuddled. She was firmly convinced that if she abided by

this motto, the children would have good memories of this chapter of their

lives, rather than traumatic ones.

Earlier, in Mexico, Terry had built in an overhead cabinet housing a

small television and a VCR. This Janis now adapted as her primary "visual

aid," and 2 -year-old Elliott was content to watch Sesame Street educational

tapes for hours on end. This would even entertain the baby as they traveled

the seemingly endless stretches of highway.



484 Compromised: Clinton, Bush and the CIA

"Mommy, you're the best cooker," Duncan commented one evening.

"The motor home smells like Grandma's house."

Janis had just finished baking some "slice-and-bake" refrigerator cook-

ies. The aroma of baking cookies created that "warm and fuzzy" feeling.

"I've got an idea, Duncan. Tomorrow, let's get a cookie jar for the motor
home. My new goal will be to keep it full of home-made cookies." That, and
evading our pursuers, she thought to herself. What a paradox. She couldn't

believe she was thinking of baking cookies and evading federal agents all in

the same thought! One day at a time, she thought. I've got to take it one

day at a time.

Terry had insisted that his and Janis's attitudes about the "system" not

spill over onto the children. Even though he was now deathly afraid of the

U.S. government and the unbridled power it could wield against them, he

sought to ensure that Duncan did not become alienated by his parents'

feelings towards a government gone mad. He insisted that Janis place the

standard classroom portrait of George Washington directly over the center

cabinet door of the overhead storage. The one that was locked. The one

that contained the guns and ammunition. He felt that America's true rebel,

George, would have approved of his picture's location and what it was
concealing.

Janis, while in Chicago, had done as instructed and tried, although

unsuccessfully, to call Mitch Marr in Ajijic. Their inability to find Terry's old

handler and to consummate the exchange bothered them both immensely.

This should have been Marr's number one priority. What could be more
important than sewing up this one last loose end?

Perhaps it had by now become unimportant to communicate wdth the

Reeds; perhaps they knew all along where the coke had been stored; or was
it something else? Maybe the Feds were one step ahead of him all the time.

Maybe he was the mouse and the cat was only toying with him. He had to

put this fear out of his mind and seek sanctuary.

Desko! I've got to get to Desko, Terry thought.

There would be extreme risk in communicating with him by phone.

But less risk, Terry calculated, if he approached him in person wdthout

spending any time "loitering" in Albuquerque. Since the RV was now sport-

ing California license plates, it occurred to him that Santa Fe would be the

perfect place to go. They would fit right in with all the tourists and still be

only a short drive from Desko's.

Two major priorities had made their way to the top of his mental check-

list by now. First was disinformation.

They had left Chapala pretending to be only going north on an

extended business trip/vacation. If they didn't return soon, people dowm
there would become suspicious, especially since the Reeds had left many of

their high-value belongings there.

Somehow, they had to give the appearance of permanently leaving the

Chapala area and moving to a false location. Terry knew there had to be

government informants living within the expatriate community. If he could

create the proper illusion of moving somewhere else within Mexico, it
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might buy them more time and take care of the problem of vacating their

leased home.
There was no way around it. He would have to go back to Mexico to

create that illusion. If he were to return for just one day, vacate his residence

and create the right cover story of moving the family to another Mexican
city, the ruse might work. It might make the CIA think he was not a threat

and was only seeking to reassemble his life and return to his old occupation

of consulting for factory automation.

Yeah! That's it! The Volkswagen factory in Puebla was upgrading its

capabilities to machine engine heads for the Beetle. He knew that was an
ongoing project. He would return and say he was moving the family to

Puebla to work on the VW modernization project. That could create the

proper illusion, if he handled it properly, especially if he was seen there in

the Chapala area. But it would be risky. He could only stay one day. He
would want to be in and out of Guadalajara during daylight hours. Surely

they wouldn't make an attempt on his life if he stayed in crowded public

places. But who could he use as a bearer of this disinformation? Who would
be sure to spread it all over the Chapala area?

Then, while driving south out of Alamosa, Colorado, it came to him.

Laura, of course! Mexican maids and nannies blab everything about their

foreign bosses to everyone. Their gossip network would be the perfect vehi-

cle to spread the seeds of deceit. It would be better than taking out a full-

page ad in the Chapala news bulletin, Ojo del Lago.

Perfect! This would be an ideal way to implement the plan, and his

predators might be fooled into thinking they were in Canada and Mexico
at the same time. It could even create the illusion that the Reeds had split

up, with Janis heading north to Canada and Terry south across the Rio

Grande. The CIA would then be confronted with the same problem Hitler

had faced, a two-front war!

Goddamn, he thought. I'm gonna use what they taught me on them.

After all, he had scored 95 in his class on disinformation.

After five days in New Mexico, and having discreetly contacted Desko,

he felt rested but pressured to continue with his plan of appearing to be in

two places at the same time.

Contributing to this pressure and growing sense of urgency was the fact

that two days earlier he had discovered that the telephone number at the

FBI office in Buffalo, which he had earlier used to contact North, was now
strangely out of order.

To make sure that his New Mexico location was not compromised from

a telephone-link intercept, Terry had hopped aboard Southwest Airlines

and flown to Dallas in order to "reach out" to Carlucci one more time.

In Dallas, after listening to the telephone company's recorded message

that the emergency phone number for Carlucci/Cathey/North was not in

service, a montage of thoughts crept into his mind. Had the number been

disconnected for security reasons and to prevent him from recontacting

North? Or was the Agency distancing itself even further from Sefior Estrella?

Terry rationally decided that he didn't dare call Buffalo information and
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contact the FBI through their published number for fear the call would be

traced automatically through 911 technology. If his Southwest location was
detected, it would destroy all the previous efforts they had made to create

the appearance of being in Chicago or Canada. He couldn't risk the call. It

was best to continue on his existing "flight plan," and he decided to return

at once to his nervous family awaiting him in New Mexico.

His old friend let it be known that the offer he had made to him in

Mexico was still good. "The desert can swallow you up," Desko had told

him. It was a source of comfort to Terry, knowing that a fall-back plan was
available as a last resort. He again compared it to flying. Just as a good pilot

always has an alternate airfield selected, he had an alternative if the going

got too rough.

But there were still loose ends to tie up. He figured that the excess bag-

gage he was carrying, namely, the highly visible motor home and the

nanny, could be used to his advantage. They would make perfect decoys to

further throw off any pursuers. Just as in the movies, you leave a trail, but

not one that leads to you.

If he was going to take Desko up on his offer, he wanted to return to

New Mexico "clean" and more low-profile. Hopefully, the FBI now thought

he was in Canada, or at least headed that way. The last place they would
look for him was along the southern border, or so Terry calculated.

"Always do the unexpected," he could still hear his Denver intelligence

instructor advising.

Yeah, he figured, with the concentration of law enforcement along the

border, they would never believe he would head there, the place he had
just fled and the place he feared the most. Go where your fear is! They won't

look for you there. For this reason, he headed south out of Albuquerque on
1-25 with an undecided destination, probably some large city along the

border. A plan was beginning to take shape by the time they approached

the outskirts of Truth or Consequences, New Mexico. This was an appro-

priate place to get an idea, he concluded.

First, he would drive right into the heart of either L.A. or San Diego.

Both were near enough to the Mexican border to implement his plan. The
upside was that they were now within striking range of California. The
downside was that they were in the worst place in America to be traveling

with a Mexican: the Southwest. The border states were dotted not only with

immigration checkpoints on every major highway but also with roadblocks

with agriculture inspectors' prying eyes seeking . . . fruit flies!!!! On all traf-

fic arteries crossing into Arizona and California there were inspection sta-

tions looking for untaxed fresh fruit and vegetables, wetbacks, fugitives and
insects.

Number one priority—the nanny had to go back to Mexico before

someone questioned her about her immigration status. He figured they

could use her as a decoy, however, before terminating her employment.
The second priority was sanitized transportation.

Even though Terry now felt sure the motor home was not carrying a

tracking device, he knew that each "requisitioning" of new license plates
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was a high-risk maneuver. An estimated "six-pointer" on the Reed Risk

Scale. Sooner or later, he was sure to run into a roadblock or, worse, have
an accident or get a ticket for a moving violation that could lead to police

running his license number through their computers. And when this hap-

pened, the authorities were certain to find that the vehicle didn't match the

plates it was carrying. End of trip!

But how could he purchase a car and register it so that his or Janis's

name didn't appear on the registration? The only secure way they could

travel would be in a vehicle whose registration was in no way tied to them.

The motor home they were traveling in was registered to his corporation.

He found solace in that thought but was fearful there might be an APB out

for them. If this were the case, local police had probably been given a

description of their vehicle, since they had been surveiled in Terry's home
town. And beyond that fear, he knew that the level of sophistication of

police vehicle-registration computers gave them the ability to interrogate

their computers for vehicles registered to an individual or corporation. This

meant that they could search for vehicles owned by any company that was
tied to Reed, provided they knew the company's name.

The Agency certainly knew of his old company. Applied Technologies.

He had no way of knowing if they were smart enough to research the motor
vehicle records in order to tie the motor home to a company instead of him,

thereby figuring out how the Reeds had been able to cross the border with-

out being apprehended. All of these unanswered questions helped him for-

mulate contingencies that would neutralize his lack of information. He
would have to form a corporation to which neither he nor Janis could be

linked, and it in turn could own a vehicle that was unknown to the Feds.

That's what he would do, just as soon as he executed the Mexican Disin-

formation Phase of the plan.

Terry had kept his electronic link to the outside world intact by keep-

ing Applied Technologies' answering service in Little Rock. Janis called the

service weekly to see if anyone was "reaching out" to them. It was strange

that no one was calling, and this added to their paranoia and confusion. Per-

haps North had "fixed it all," and he had been forced to cut all ties to the

FBI afterwards. Maybe that was why the FBI's phone number in Buffalo no
longer worked. He just didn't know. It was like flying in solid instrument

conditions after having experienced a total communications failure. Just

follow the flight plan. That's all you can do.

"Janis, I've been thinking about this for the past 500 miles," he said as

they drove west across Arizona toward California. "We've got to start a new
corporation. If we put a 'clean' vehicle under a new company's name ... a

company we're in no way tied to personally . . . they would have no way
of tracking us. That's what we have to do. Form a new company."

She made no comment but continued with her classroom duties in the

back of the RV. The pressure was beginning to mount again ... he could tell

by the tense look on her forehead. He had not shared with Janis his plans for

his one-day trip back to Mexico. He knew she would worry. But as they pulled

into San Diego, he felt he had no choice. It was time to let her in on it.
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"Day after tomorrow," he said while grilling chicken at an RV camp-
ground between San Diego and the Mexican border, "I'll take Laura with

me and fly back to Guadalajara on Mexicana Airlines from Tijuana. She and
I can walk across the border into Mexico and won't have to show any type

of identification.* We'll just pretend to be tourists. I'll escort her home and
return to Tijuana the same day. Then I'll just walk back across the border

and rejoin you guys."

As he outlined the significance of the disinformation he would be

spreading, Janis saw the beauty of the plan but also a major weakness.

"It's a great idea, honey, but it doesn't make sense for you to go. There's

probably an APB out for you. And if Rodriguez's people were to apprehend

you, they would probably kill you. We can't take that risk. I need to be the

one that goes. Surely they wouldn't kill me. They don't see me as a threat

like they do you," Janis said convincingly, knowing she was right. "I can

spread the same rumors, and I can tell Richard (Tingen) and Diana (Aguilar)

about Puebla and say that you're already over there working for Volkswagen.

And if I accidentally bump into Mitch Marr I can tell him the same thing."

"Besides," she added, after seeing he was digesting what she had said,

"you need to be here guarding the boys. I wouldn't do that nearly as well

as you can."

Terry had to give serious thought to her offer. He did not like the

thought of his wife traveling to Mexico with the threat of danger looming

over them, but on the other hand, there was merit to what she was saying.

They may not even be looking for her. Rodriguez had been present that

night in the bunker in Little Rock when Terry was told not to share opera-

tional knowledge with her, and they had no way of knowing exactly what
she knew. She was his wife and not necessarily a liability to them alive. But

if she died under mysterious circumstances, an investigation and unwanted
publicity would ensue. Gringos who die on Mexican soil were always given

preferential treatment, not only by the State Department but by Mexican
authorities as well.

The downside would be a kidnapping. But, he reasoned, if she were to

arrive unexpectedly in Chapala during daylight hours, stay in a public place

and depart the same day, the chances of that would be minimal. And again,

a kidnapping would bring unwanted police and media scrutiny. He hated

to admit it, but she was right. She should be the one to go. It took a lot of

courage on her part to put herself willingly at risk. But was the disinfor-

mation plan wonh putting her in danger? He would sleep on that.

"Okay, you win," he reluctantly conceded the next morning. "I'll never

forgive myself if this goes haywire. But if you're still up for it, I really think

it's something we should risk. You stay here and get your things together.

*For Americans traveling into the interior of Mexico, the only requirement is to prove U.S. cit-

izenship. Acceptable for this purpose are a U.S. passpon, a birth certificate or a voter registra-

tion card. No identification is necessary to enter the trading zone along the border. Once on

Mexican soil, a person may board an airliner for interior points with no identification.
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I've already told Laura she's going home, and she insists she has to do some
shopping before she returns."

"Oh, that's great," Janis responded testily. "Why don't you take Laura

to the mall while I stay here and do laundry and pack. Ever since she crossed

the border she thinks she's on vacation. I'm getting pretty fed up with this

Mexican maid crap."

The next morning, as they sat outside the motor home drinking coffee

and having breakfast, the "snow birds" in the lavish and well-groomed RV
park surrounding them would never have guessed the stressful discussion

the Reeds were having. Terry knew his wife was uptight, but he insisted on
grilling her extensively on the details of the battle plan he had formulated

and she had committed to memory.
To Terry it was the equivalent of a "prestrike" briefing in Southeast

Asia. To Janis, it was as if she were going to solo a 747 jumbo jet for the first

time. The tension was high.

Janis was to leave on the 8 a.m. Mexicana flight from Tijuana the next

morning. She would fly to Guadalajara, take an airport taxi directly to Cha-

pala, return Laura to her home, execute the equivalent of a Mexican power-
of-attorney to Richard Tingen so that he could handle their financial affairs,

sow the false seeds, be highly visible, telephone both her sister and parents

to inform them that the entire Reed family was back in Mexico but was
moving to Puebla, and return on the 5 p.m. flight to Tijuana. If all went as

planned, Janis would be back to enjoy a barbecue dinner with the family at

the RV park.

But Terry had worked out alternative contingencies as well. "I know,

you should always have three plans," she said, tiring of his insistence on
planning for every unexpected event. "That means I have to memorize two
other plans, just in case. I don't know if my brain or my intestines are up
for all of this." Her husband's attention to detail tended to drive her crazy,

but right now she knew she had better pay close attention to his alterna-

tives since their lives depended on them . . . literally.

The contingencies included all of the things they would rather not have

thought about—the "what ifs." These had few pleasant consequences, but

realistically, they had to be dealt with. What if Janis was arrested? What if

she was detained in Mexico and couldn't return as scheduled? What if Terry

had to flee the campground? Where would they rendezvous? If Terry found

it necessary to surrender, who would take care of the children?

They packed in three envelopes the necessary instructions and copies

of the children's passports to cover all three contingencies. Inconspicuously

labeled A, B and C, each contained cryptic essentials of all three plans and

took into account elements such as secure communications, rendezvous

procedures, bank account and phone numbers. These would serve as check-

lists, which were necessary, since Terry knew from his military experience

that in times of stress, people forgot simple things and made stupid mis-

takes. Nothing was left to chance.

As they lay sleeplessly holding each other in bed that night, neither

communicated to the other the fear building inside them. It was best just to
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ding to each other, hoping for the best and conjuring images of someday
recounting this ordeal to their children—and preferably not from prison.

Janis and Laura buckled their seatbelts on the Mexicana Airlines 737

the next morning, right on schedule. Janis was not in a good mood. She

had kissed her sleeping boys good-bye that morning, wondering if she

would ever see them again. She and Laura had taken a cab to the border

and walked across the bridge into Tijuana. Janis had dressed comfortably

for the trip in slacks and loafers, but her maid, who had never flown before,

took this opportunity to wear her new red, mini "disco dress" and the three-

inch, black patent leather heels she had purchased the previous day. Her

hair, which she normally wore in a tight braid, was loose and flowing to her

waist. She had allured enough attention at the border crossing that she had
several muchachos falling all over themselves with offers to carry the bulky

and unwieldy suitcase Janis had loaned her. Janis carried her own.
Using the same Sheila Walton alias she had utilized before, she was

attempting to get mentally prepared for what lay ahead as she sat tensely

awaiting takeoff.

"Seiiora Walton," a male voice boomed from the front of the plane.

"Sefiora Sheila Walton, identify yourself, por favor."

Janis watched in terror as two Mexican uniformed men accompanied

by a female civilian marched down the aisle. Being one of the few gringas

on the plane, she knew she was easily identifiable. There was no way out.

Her ears were ringing and her eyesight began to blur. It was over. They
had found her. But how? She must have been followed, since the alias

hadn't thrown off the authorities. Janis realized she had stupidly used the

same alias after it was probably compromised during the phone call to her

father. Back at the campground, Terry was surely in custody. Her worst fears

were being realized. She was under arrest! Slowly, she rose from her seat.

Laura, who was sitting next to her, was too preoccupied flirting with one of

the male flight attendants to notice what was taking place.

"You will have to deplane," the woman told her firmly. "You need to

report to Mexican Customs. Your luggage is waiting for you. I'm sorry, that

is all I have been told."

As she and Laura exited the aircraft and walked down the portable

boarding stairs, another uniformed official was waiting on the tarmac. The
entourage of uniforms accompanied Janis and the nonplussed Laura across

what seemed a never-ending runway as the jet taxied away for takeoff.

A uniformed Customs official with the usual Third World arrogance,

silently escorted them to a room that appeared to be an interrogation center.

"Sefiora, do you have a confession to make? I can make things much
more pleasant for you if you do."

Trembling within, she looked at the burly Mexican with a display of

medals on his uniformed chest, no doubt evidence of years of faithful devo-

tion to duty. She had to maintain her composure and go on the offensive,

she thought.

With all the courage she could muster, she said indignantly and in her

best Spanish, "Que es el prohlema? Necesitamos ir a Guadalajara ahorita! Esto es

muy ridiculoso!"
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In response to her outburst, the Customs agent dramatically threw
open the luggage Laura had packed and dumped its contents onto the table.

In the midst of clothing, toiletries, and American candy bars, three brand
new Sony Walkmans surfaced.

Janis's Spanish left her. Could it be? Had this whole experience result-

ed from smuggling Japanese radios into Mexico without paying the duty?

She knew for a fact that this was something Mexican Customs took very

seriously.

Janis looked at Laura.

"Lo siento, Senora (I'm sorry)," Laura whined.

Janis felt no change in her adrenaline level. She now wanted to stran-

gle Laura. But her throat began to relax. She could finally speak normally.

"How much?" she asked with disgust and composure.

"One hundred U.S. dollars," the Customs man replied without a mil-

lisecond's hesitation.

Now was no time to haggle, Janis thought. With the rapidity of her

response as she handed him the $100 bill, the Customs inspector probably

wished he had asked for $200.

It was over. Janis arranged for the next available flight at noon.

Terry was pacing the campground. His wife had not returned the previous

evening as scheduled. He had spent a sleepless night with the children,

wondering what could have gone wrong. He had to call Chapala Realty and
find out. After driving northward and locating the center of the Hispanic

squalor near downtown Los Angeles, he found a pay phone situated in a

barrio and took the risk of calling Mexico.

"Yeah, she's here," Diana Aguilar said in her usual "don't-sweat-any-

thing" tone. "I saw her this morning. She and Richard were going to see an

attorney to get some papers signed. She said to tell you that she would be

returning this afternoon and that everything is okay. By the way, congrat-

ulations on landing the project in Puebla. We will miss you all."

A tremendous feeling of relief swept over his body. Terry's anxiety

shifted to the Chicanos who were eyeballing the hub caps on the motor
home. He had purposely driven to a point in Los Angeles where he figured

any pursuing FBI personnel that showed up would be mugged. Chicanos,

he figured, also knew how to spot undercover federales by the tiny hub caps

and antennas on their cars, and knew how to deal with them too.

When a taxi pulled up in front of the motor home that evening, the

entire family rushed out to greet Janis.

"What the hell happened?" Terry implored, shaking his head and hug-

ging her at the same time. "You had me worried sick."

He felt like a parent whose errant child has just dashed across the street

and barely missed getting hit by a passing car. His emotions were over-

whelming him. His relief at seeing her safely back in the U.S. was mixed
with the anguish he felt from her decision to change the plan without

informing him.
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"You didn't get the message I left at the campground office?" she asked

incredulously. "I called for you from the airport and told them it was urgent

to let you know that we were delayed in departing."

"No, I didn't get any message. Do you know how worried I've been
about you? Why didn't you call back?"

"Terry, I'm in no mood for a lecture. You have no idea what I went
through. Now calm down and I'll tell you about my trip . . . over a drink,"

she admonished.

The objectives had been accomplished, she told him. She was certain

she had not been followed when she left Guadalajara. In fact, as planned,

she had flown first to Mexico City and then to the border, taking flights with

no advance reservations. The good news was that Marr had returned to

Ajijic, and she had given Aguilar the "envelope" with the diagram Terry had
drawn, which would lead Marr to the hidden cocaine. With any luck, the

entire Chapala community by this time would think the Reeds were in

Puebla . . . and the CIA as well if they were monitoring international tele-

phone calls.

Janis recapped that she had spoken long-distance to both her parents

and her sister, informed them of their new business opportunity in Mexico
and that for now they could continue sending mail to Chapala Realty, which
would eventually be forwarded to their soon-to-be determined new address

in Puebla. To add to Janis's peace of mind, her father was much improved.

He was now ambulatory, and he had apologized for lousing up their vaca-

tion in Kansas City.

"Let's not stay here," Terry said of the RV park. "I'm all packed and I

want to get out of here. This RV is the only thing standing between us and
anonymity. While you were gone, I worked out a plan to get rid of it."

"That's what I was afraid of. Another plan," Janis sighed.

It was two days before Thanksgiving, and in a sense, they felt thank-

ful. After moving the RV to a beachside campground north of San Diego,

while snuggling with her children later that night, Janis thought how happy
she was to have her family back to just the five of them. She'd had it with

hired help!

"Please take good care of my Bronco," the nurse in San Diego, California

pleaded. "I bought it new in Arizona, and my husband and I have really

babied it. We've never even had it in four-wheel drive."

It was mid-December, and Terry was taking delivery of the keys to the

Ford Bronco he had just purchased. All that stood between him and vehic-

ular anonymity was for the DMV computer terminal in San Diego to spit

out the new title and registration showing his newly formed California cor-

poration as the vehicle's owner.

It had been a busy three weeks since Janis's return from Mexico. They
were living in a condominium in the Old Town section of the city while pro-

cessing the necessary incorporation papers, which was an essential part of
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his plan to escape the system. To be able to hide behind the corporation's

name would give him the ability to not only register the Bronco but to pur-

chase insurance for it as well.

With the self-incorporation kit in hand and the aid of a portable elec-

tric typewriter, Janis and Terry had on paper created a marketing analysis

firm that would give them the cover to travel coast to coast on "company
business." The company's address was a post office box, complete with a

registered service agent approved by the state.

The motor home had been sold to a school teacher who fell absolutely

in love with it after seeing the way Janis had decorated the interior and how
meticulously Terry had maintained it mechanically. Under construction at

a local welding shop was an angle -iron framework that would soon take

the shape of a utility trailer Terry had personally designed to fit the Bronco's

dimensions and color schemes. The more professional and businesslike you
looked, they reasoned, the less chance of drawing attention and facing

prying questions from nosey police.

To the outside world, they would appear to be a family on a working
vacation— a wife and teacher simply traveling with her husband and family

as he performed in-depth marketing analyses on some nonexistent product

for a mythical client. They were off to see this great land, they would say,

and to teach their 5 -year-old about geography. Before the trip ended,

Duncan would be the proud owner of thirty-four state patches, and the

Bronco Billy's odometer would have racked up 35,000 additional miles.

They were traveling down the twisting mountain roads from snow-
bound Sequoia National Park onto the endless, flat irrigated farmlands

south of Fresno, heading north with no set plan. In fact, the plan at times

was to have no plan at all. Using the logic that a plan you don't possess can't

be compromised, they simply prepared to wander aimlessly from one tourist

point to another destroying any logic employed by a pursuer.

"The way I have this figured, Janis, if we don't know where the hell

we're going, they can't be waiting for us when we get there," Terry assured

her.

Zig-zagging their way through California, the Reeds could not shake

the haunting fear they had about being stopped for a moving violation or

being involved in an accident. Either scenario would force Terry to produce

a driver's license, showing his real name.
For this reason, they had initially decided that Janis would do all the

driving. Terry was the one the authorities were sure to be looking for. Janis's

status was still unknown, and surely she wasn't on a most-wanted list. But

after about three days of pure torture for both of them, they rescinded this

idea. Janis's driving made Terry a nervous wreck.

"Well, if you wouldn't be so critical of my driving, I wouldn't be so

tense, and I'd do a better job! All you do is tell me what I'm doing wrong.

Quit acting like a damn flight instructor! I'm no student pilot! I don't care

if the right front tire hits a damn curb. Since I'm so incompetent, you drive!"

She pulled the vehicle to the side of the road, jerked to a stop and jumped
out. "In fact, I'll just walk!"
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Terry got behind the wheel and eased on up the road. "All right, Janis.

Get in. You've made your point."

She reluctantly got back in. She knew she was being childish. The ten-

sion was getting to her.

"Why did you come after me if Tm such a horrible driver and a worth-

less human being?" she snapped, still angry.

"Because I find you sexy when you're mad . . . and your ass looks great

when you stomp away like that."

After they had traveled several miles, Terry broke the silence. "Janis," he
said, "we've taken care of disinformation, we now have vehicle anonymity

and a new corporation to boot, but I have to become another person."

They had just passed through a state police roadblock west of Reno,

Nevada, set up to ensure that motorists had either chains or snow tires to

safely negotiate the hazardous, snow-packed winter road. The fear that

could surface from nowhere at the sight of a police car's lights was unnerv-

ing. All it took to destroy the mood of each day was the sight of police cars

parked innocently by the road. Their sole purpose could be traffic safety, but

to Janis and Terry, visions of being apprehended would flash through their

minds. Every peering set of eyes behind the wheel of a possible undercover

car triggered terror. The wave of fear that would sweep over Terry from out

of nowhere, and at the least-expected moment, was wearing him down.
"I've got to go back to Carthage," he said. "I know it's risky, but I don't

think they'll think I would ever go back there. And now that we have
Bronco Billy, we can go to Missouri in a vehicle no one is looking for."

"Why do we have to go back there?" she asked.

"I have to assume the identity of a dead man."

Janis paced nervously in the motel in Joplin, Missouri. Her husband had
been gone several hours and should have been back before then. Now she

was learning what it felt like to have a plan go off-schedule and be in the

dark about what was happening. Her fear was again surfacing, and she had

to control it. The children were watching Mr. Rogers on the motel's TV, and
she was hoping they couldn't feel her anxiety.

"It's a beautiful day in the neighborhood, a beautiful day in the neigh-

borhood . . .
," Mr. Rogers droned. It was a dreadful song but her children

adored it.". . . Won't you be my neighbor?"

Janis still had intense waves of denial and depression as she observed

the rest of the world go on as if they had nothing to worry about. She felt

she was on the outside looking in. How could people be so happy when her

life was destroyed? Some days she felt that her only raison d'etre was her chil-

dren and such trivialities as telling them time and again to brush their teeth.

Terry had been nagging her to read parts of his "Bible." She went for the

Jeppesen- Sanderson Private Pilot Manual . . . and turned to the seaion

headed "Anxiety and Stress," which he had marked for her on pages 1 1 -20.

She began reading.
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Since a pilot in his aviation environment is required to continually evaluate

information, perform complex tasks, and make decisions, aviation psychology

deals with a pilot's performance during various emotional states. Two of these

states— stress and anxiety—may have adverse effects on pilot performance.

The causes of emotional stress are many and varied. They can be divided into

two categories. The first includes those situations not specifically related to

flying such as family problems, financial or business considerations, or the

demands of a pressing schedule.

The second category involves situations directly related to flight: for instance,

apprehension about adverse weather conditions, malfunctioning equipment,

or the lack of confidence on the part of the pilot.

Fear is a normal, protective emotion which can build some stress or anxiety.

Fear progressing to panic, however, is certainly undesirable. Panic can be

avoided or overcome by forcibly maintaining or reestablishing self-control. A
person who completely understands a situation can maintain control of his

emotions, think more clearly, and reason properly. Once reason and logic are

applied to the facts, the proper decision can be made and the appropriate action

taken.

Damn! She threw the book down. That's a bunch of crap! Maybe it

works for pilots, but it's so clinical and calculated! Whoever wrote it

couldn't have experienced real panic, she was convinced.

The phone rang, interrupting her outburst.

"Hi. It's me. I'm leaving Carthage and headed your way. I got what I

needed. You're talking to the future Mr. ."

"I hate that name. I never did Uke it. I knew a real creepy guy in school

named ."

"Then you can call me if you like; that's his middle name."

Earlier, while driving across the desert Southwest and thinking about

the problems associated with assuming a new identity, Terry focused on the

pitfalls. What if you're questioned in detail about your past? What if some-

one really tries to get into your mind about your background, your home-
town, your relatives and the rest. From what he'd read, this is normally

where people assuming a new identity are tripped up. They make one little

slip-up about a geographical location or some past significant event that

they should have remembered.
For this reason, Terry had zeroed in on an ex-high school classmate.

Not only had he gone to school with him but they had worked together at

the same grocery store while attending high school, they had gone through

ROTC together, and their birthdays were one day apart. Terry knew from

friends that he had died very mysteriously after a very short illness in 1977.

There was no better way, he thought, to be sure he didn't make those

common errors about past events than to assume the identity of an indi-

vidual he was raised with. In this way, he had the proper database to build

his new identity.

In researching the "dos and don'ts" of assuming someone else's iden-

tity, he had gone the extra mile by contacting the Office of Vital Statistics in

Oklahoma to prepare himself for the questions that might be asked of him
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while getting a dead man's birth certificate. In that conversation, he had
learned that most states were going through their death records and noti-

fying the Social Security Administration to retire those individuals' num-
bers from the active files.

For fear this may be the case with his departed friend, Terry had decided

all he really needed was a driver's license bearing another individual's name,
but with his own photo on it. He had no intention of working and paying

Social Security taxes under the dead man's name, for fear that the Social

Security account had in fact been flagged as belonging to someone deceased.

On that morning in January 1988, when he left his family in the Joplin

motel room, all he knew for sure was that the dead man was probably

buried in Park Cemetery, the largest cemetery in Carthage. After locating

the gravesite with the assistance of the caretaker, he then had the date of

death from the tombstone. A quick trip to the local newspaper library gave

him the published death notice, surviving relatives' names and, most
importantly, the name of the funeral home that had handled the burial. He
had been told it was a matter of normal business policy for undertakers to

keep records on vital statistics of "clients."

Bingo ... he had hit pay dirt. Not only did the funeral home have the

record of the death in its files, but the record also contained the dead man's

Social Security number as well.

Blind luck then struck! What caught his eye on the funeral home's

ledger was the notation of the dead man's place of birth . . . the Panama
Canal Zone. Now that he knew the exact place of birth, it would no longer

be necessary to obtain a death certificate in order to extract that one piece

of critical information. One phone call to the Pentagon gave him the phone
number of the records section at the only Army hospital in the Canal Zone
that could have delivered a dependent child in 1948. Terry now had in hand
the Social Security number, a date and place of birth, the father's and
mother's name and a money order for $25. From this he was able to obtain

a certified copy of his friend's birth certificate.

With the certificate, he was allowed to take a driver's test in another

state and walk out a "new man."

It was now late January, and the Reeds breathed a deeper sigh of relief

as they motored eastward, secure in the knowledge that, if stopped for a

traffic violation, Terry had in his possession a foolproof new identity. It

could even get him a passport if needed.

But back in Kansas City, something strange was going on. Actually,

nothing was going on, and that was why it was strange. No one seemed to

be looking for them. Janis had discreetly earlier obtained her sister's travel

schedule and had been able to make contact with her while she was at an

out-of-state seminar.

She asked Karen how their father was recuperating and if she was
aware of anyone attempting to contact them through her parents, know-
ing that her sister would be fully informed, since the family was close. She

"pretexted" the question around a scenario of an old client of Terry's who
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was wanting to move to Mexico and perhaps had only her parents' address

and phone number with which to contact them.

After being reassured that her father was recuperating nicely, Janis was
relieved to be informed that there had been no callers or visitors asking

questions. Most significant and yet curious to Terry was the fact that no
insurance investigator had been around asking questions. Wouldn't the

insurance company, he reasoned, be the one most anxious to question him
and demand their money back if in fact it was his stolen airplane, N2982M,
that had been recovered from his hangar? And wouldn't it be logical that

the company would have filed a lawsuit against Terry by now, seeking resti-

tution? The only conclusion he could draw was that the insurance com-
pany, which had held the policy on his stolen plane, must have been an
Agency proprietary involved in Project Donation.

Maybe, he thought. North had intervened. It made no sense to Terry

for the CIA to allow Felix Rodriguez and the others involved in the cocaine

trafficking to bring attention to Screw Worm by setting him up and bring-

ing prosecution under phony criminal charges.

But he felt it was too soon to ease off and let his guard down. He
remembered North's instructions to lay low. Now that Terry was a new man,
and driving a vehicle no one was looking for and having created the illu-

sion of being in two foreign countries at the same time, they felt free to

wander as they contemplated their dilemma. But the dread never left them,

because, in the end, it was not the law they feared as much as ruthless assas-

sins like the ones who had killed Barry Seal. Amiram Nir's admission of

Rodriguez's boasting about having knowledge pertaining to Seal's and
Emile Camp's deaths never left Terry's mind.

A favorite movie of Terry's, The President's Analyst, with James Coburn,

played over and over in his mind. It was the sterile attitude captured in the

scene where the government agent, his .357 magnum in hand and display-

ing no emotion, had come to kill the hero solely because he had a signed

death warrant authorizing the assassination. "Eliminate with extreme prej-

udice," is the clinical terminology the intelligence agencies use to mask the

assassinations they later deny any knowledge of. "We don't do that," is

always the response from the official spokesmen. "The United States does

not condone such behavior."

Terry's fear was not based on a movie, however. It was based on first-

hand experience. He had learned in Arkansas that he had inadvertently

helped train an assassination team. He had unwittingly participated in the

hypocrisy of his government. Their stated policies, he knew, were not the

policies they practiced. After all, hadn't the world learned of the CIA assas-

sination manual found in Nicaragua?

As they drove from motel to motel across the country, the terror never

left them. The children were never allowed out of their well-armed parents'

sight. It was never their intention to participate in a Bonnie-and-Clyde-type

shootout with the law since the Reeds had agreed early on to surrender

themselves without resistance to law enforcement if the time ever came.
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They felt the weapons were necessary to protect their children from the

spineless kidnappers who might be lurking in the shadows.

To the "Reedlets/' as Terry and Janis affectionately called their little

boys, it had all become a giant, ongoing adventure, state to state, town to

town— a sightseeing extravaganza. Nearly every night of their journey

while east of the Mississippi, they checked into a different Red Roof Inn.

Janis liked the concept that every room looked alike . . . every bedspread,

every lamp, every endtable . . . they were alike all across the country. Each

night when they checked in, the boys were in familiar surroundings. It was
home to them.

Although living with a perpetual sense of dread, each day took on a

familiar monotony. They pushed themselves relentlessly, always up and on
the road at daybreak, driving until dusk to a destination seldom predeter-

mined.

Janis spent the mornings schooling her children. Two-year-old Elliott

was infatuated with his Once Upon a Potty book, and Janis was thrilled when
he expressed a desire to imitate the main character, Joshua. Terry was less

than thrilled with Janis's suggestion of putting a potty seat in the car.

"I can't believe I'm trying to potty train a 2 -year-old in a car! What am
I supposed to do?"

"Hey, he can learn to go in a bottle. He'll be advanced for his age," Terry

responded. "I'm not dragging around a damn latrine along with everything

else."

One morning Janis found Duncan diligently writing in his Big Chief

tablet.

"What are you working on, Duncan?" she asked.

Very proudly he replied, "Look, Mommy, I can spell!"

He presented her with his tablet and said, "I can read, too! Listen."

Methodically, he pointed to each of the five words he had written: ice,

men, women, gas, coke.

"Duncan, you're so smart! I didn't know you could spell so many words!"

"It's easy. Mommy," he confided. "All the gas stations have the same
words outside."

She had to laugh. This wasn't a traditional education, but at least he

was learning. She had taught him about wagon trains, pioneers, Lewis and
Clark, the Grand Canyon and the Continental Divide as they wound their

way across the country. As they drove through Texas and Oklahoma, Terry

would explain to his ever-inquisitive son all about oil wells and pumping
jacks and centrifugal force. But one of his little copilot's favorite subjects was
weather, and he impressed his father by pointing out all the cloud types.

"Cumulo nimbus is my favorite. Daddy. That means it might rain, and
they tear up airplanes, right?"

The Reedlets were amazingly good travelers. But every afternoon, as if

on cue, Baxter, also known as the "Round Mound of Sound" by his broth-

ers, delighted in hearing himself squeal for miles on end. The family could

only stand so much of this torture and discovered quite by accident one day

that a spin around a grocery store in a grocery cart was all he needed to calm



Serpentine 499

down. This became an afternoon tradition for the family and a much antic-

ipated break from the monotonous travel.

As the afternoon faded to evening, it w^as always a game to see who could

spot the Red Roof Inn first. As Janis and Terry watched their children cheer-

fully clamber out of the Bronco each evening with their backpacks, their dog,

and their favorite toys, they knew their children were having a wonderful

adventure, but the facade was so difficult for them to maintain. Janis found
herself frequently on the verge of tears, tormented by their plight.

She worried constantly if they were being followed. She worried about

her parents and about her father's health. She worried about Duncan not

being in school. She worried that they were spending too much money. She
worried about having a car wreck. She worried about the safety of her chil-

dren. She had a perpetual knot in her stomach and had to force herself

to eat.

One day while Terry was paying for gas and she was studying a map,
Duncan screamed, "Mommy, Elliott swallowed my tooth fairy money. My
quarter's gone!"

"What?! How could that have happened?" she exclaimed as she

inspected the empty mouth of the wide-eyed Elliott. "Are you sure he swal-

loded a quarter?"

"Not really."

Janis breathed a sigh of relief.

"Maybe it was a nickel."

Twenty minutes later, after a thorough search turned up the missing

quarter in Baxter's diaper bag, Janis sighed, "I can't take this anymore."

Terry said nothing. He knew that one little slip-up in their routine could

alter their future dramatically. He didn't know how much longer he could

take it either.

By late March, their trip had led them to the easternmost region of

Maine, where an old friend of Janis's from Oklahoma City was living. After

spending several days with her and her family on the rock-bound Atlantic

coast, they were beginning to feel the wanderlust.

They couldn't keep doing this forever, or could they? Before their trou-

bles beset them, they had dreamed of finding time and money to do noth-

ing but travel. But like all good things in life, they had to be taken in

moderation. It was starting to get old. They sat on the beach listening to the

seagulls and the pounding surf and discussed their plight. They felt as if they

were in limbo. Some state of suspended animation. What, if anything, was
the government up to? The question gnawed at them incessantly.

They didn't for a minute dare assume that their problems had vanished

and that they could look forward to a normal life. They did not allow them-

selves the luxury of letting their guard down.
"Let's go to New Mexico," Terry said one day while throwing bread to

the seagulls. "I love the high-elevation desert, and I feel comfortable with

Desko nearby. Let's serpentine our way slowly west. And if no one has con-

tacted your parents by Easter, let's just ease our way down to Albuquerque

and figure out how we can blend into the surroundings there."
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"Terry, I just got off the phone with my mother," a panic-stricken Janis

exclaimed over the phone. She was calling him at home in Placitas, New
Mexico, on July 29, 1988. "I've got real bad news. The FBI has been to my
parents' home. They say you've been indicted and that you're now consid-

ered a fugitive."

This time it was Terry's turn to develop tunnel vision and ringing ears.

His old friend, fear, immediately consumed him. He could swallow, yet the

yellow bile from his stomach was rising through his esophagus and attempt-

ing to erupt from his mouth. His stomach was pushing hard against his

diaphragm, causing shortness of breath.

Shit! he thought. He rushed to the window, prepared to see a SWAT
team around his compound. But no one was there, and Macho wasn't bark-

ing. Damn! I've got to get hold of myself, he thought. "I've got to think,"

he said out loud. "Prioritize! Go through your checklist," he shouted to him-

self as he paced like a caged animal, trying to deal with this intangible ca-

tastrophe as if it were an aviation emergency. He roamed the house, looking

outside for signs of movement, any visual clue to warn of pending disaster.

He finally tired, regained control and just sat, expecting to be arrested at any
moment. All he could think of was, why? Why would the CIA bring atten-

tion to all of this? Hadn't he figured it all out? Wasn't his plan working, up
to now? It m.ade no sense. Why now? He had proved he was no threat to

them. He could be trusted. He hadn't gone to the press or to Congress.

Here it was August . . . almost a year from the date he had met with

Felix Rodriguez in San Miguel. Just as he was starting to get things sorted

out and look at some business opportunities in automation in New Mexico
. . . shit! How could this be happening now?

After all, he thought, Iran- Contra by now was a politically dead issue

in the ongoing presidential race. The election was only three months away,

and the Democrats hadn't successfully fired one major Iran- Contra salvo at

the Republicans, who were at the heart of the scandal. Terry rationalized

that both parties were probably compromised, since each had aided and abet-

ted the CIA in Arkansas while the White House and the Agency violated the

Constitution. So it made no sense for the government to bring an unneces-

sary indictment against him and unwanted attention to the issue. Or was
he a political pawn? Who could be using him, and for what purpose?

Or was this a way to guarantee his silence? He knew he had to be a liability to both

parties and their candidates.

His serene world in the New Mexican desert began spinning around,

topsy-turvy, end over end. He could almost hear voices uttering phrases he
never thought would apply to him. Phrases like:

"Freeze! You're under arrest!"

"Book him. ..."
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"You have the right to remain silent. If you give up that right, what you
say can and will be used against you ..."

After Janis returned home, they had to deal with the fact that Terry

was a wanted man. They had quietly joined the community of Placitas 20
miles north of Albuquerque and had been attempting to become produc-

tive members of the local community. Duncan was preenrolled in the first

grade. Elliott, who had been diagnosed with a speech-and-hearing disorder,

was seeing a much-needed specialist.

The Reeds were so convinced that North had "fixed" things and they

were no longer being pursued that their household goods, which had been
in storage in Arkansas since the summer of 1 986, were now in New Mexico,

where they had set up housekeeping. They were living under their own
names. They had a quiet but productive lifestyle. They were even hoping

to build an energy-efficient solar adobe home on the beautiful, sandy

foothills that led up to the Sandia Ridge overlooking Albuquerque.

Just as their life appeared to be getting back to normal, they had been
dealt what seemed a death blow.

Calls to the federal courthouse in Wichita, Kansas, revealed a situation

even worse than feared. The FBI agents who had been to Janis's parents'

house had lied! It was not only Terry who had been indicted but Janis as

well. The indictments had been handed up by a grand jury in Wichita, and
both were charged with four counts of mail fraud stemming from the theft

of Terry's old plane back in Joplin in 1983.

He was learning that the grand jury had convened on June 1, 1988,

and that his case was the first to be heard that day, for good reason. Only
three days later, on June 4, the statute of limitations would have run out

on any activity involving the theft of that aircraft or the alleged defrauding

of the insurance company.
Having never been involved in the federal criminal justice system, the

Reeds sought out and retained an attorney to counsel them on their rights

and their legal status. Even the attorney was somewhat confused as to why
they hadn't already been arrested. Terry was confused. Either he had been
awfully successful in confusing them as to his whereabouts or they were
still toying with him. He had been overtly living in New Mexico for almost

five months.

But one thing was certain. He felt he was under direct frontal attack.

And it wasn't him alone being attacked. While negotiating with an attorney

in Kansas to represent Janis and him during the surrender process, he

learned through his sister that his 72 -year-old mother had been hospitalized.

"I don't know what's going on, Terry," his frantic sister told him over

the phone, "but two FBI agents have been to Mom's house twice, and the

sons of bitches have got her so shaken she's in the hospital. I think she's

dying. She may have had a heart attack. Terry, I don't know what you did,

but these guys want you real had."

And they wanted him bad enough to have created a computer profile

that would tempt even the most timid law enforcement officer to come out
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of his police car with his gun a-blazin', hoping to receive credit for appre-

hending or felling such a seasoned desperado.

Arkansas Governor Bill Clinton's Chief of Security, Captain Raymond
(Buddy) Young had a played a major role in creating that profile. He had
supplied the FBI with the following:

BUDDY YOUNG ADVISED THAT HE HAS RECEIVED INFORMATION WHICH
INDICATES TERRY REED MAY BE INVOLVED IN MEXICAN AND/OR SOUTH
AMERICAN DRUG TRAFFICKING AND MAY NOW BE RESIDING IN

GUADALAJARA, MEXICO. YOUNG STATED THAT A SEARCH OF THE AIR-

CRAFT REVEALED SEVERAL MAPS OF SOUTHERN NORTH AMERICA.

Young had further served as judge and jury over Reed by concluding

that he was guilty of the crime eight and a half months before the grand

jury handed up the indictment. Young's "verdict" was stored in a computer
file at the DEA's El Paso Intelligence Center (EPIC).

EPIC is a federal intelligence center specializing in storing information

about border trafficking and other surveillance activity by police and fed-

eral agencies. It is operated by the DEA, but many federal agencies main-

tain offices there, including the CIA. Young's insertion into the

computerized records maintained at EPIC read as follows:

On October 16, 1987, it was reported to EPIC that the Arkansas State Police,

Little Rock, Arkansas, reported aircraft N2982M was recovered on October 16,

1 987, from a hangar in North Little Rock, Arkansas, where the owner, Kent T.

Reed (aka Terry Reed) hid the aircraft to collect the $33,000 insurance claim.

Young's form of justice moved swiftly.

Even more disturbing was a "profile enhancement" to affect the way
police officers behave when apprehending a suspect. It was listed on an FBI

AIRTEL message dated 5-5-88 and sent from the FBI in Kansas City to FBI

field offices in Little Rock, Memphis and Oklahoma City. Its purpose was to

classify Reed as "instant matter now being carried as armed and dangerous

due to information developed by the Little Rock division."

Reed's paranoia was not.

The Reeds were fugitives. The FBI and the CIA just never go away if

you're an asset that becomes a liability.



CHAPTER 33

Department of Injustice

"Mr. Reed, you are not to leave the state ofNew Mexico without per-

mission from this court. You are not to carry or he near a firearm. You

are not to associate with any known felons, andyou are not to consume

alcohol These conditions, plus a $50,000 bail, are the conditions of

your release, pending trial on four felony counts ofmail fraud.

"

As U.S. Magistrate John Wooley finished Terry Reed's bail hear-

ing on August 24, 1988, visions ofthe bullets ripping through Barry Seal's body raced

through Terry 's mind. He couldn 't erase the thought: Confined to a specified area and

unarmed. This is just how they "eliminated" Barry!

Marilyn Trubey put down her pencil removed her glasses and wiped her

eyes as she surveyed the three yellow legal pads she had just filled with

notes from Terry Reed's marathon narrative, detailing his life from 1980 to

that day in 1988 when she had been assigned his case.

'Ts that all?" she asked.

"Isn't that enough?" Terry responded.

She put the cap back on her pen, stacked the pads neatly one atop the

other and looked at him intently.

'Tt looks like your friends did you in, Terry," she said, looking up from

the stack of shorthand notes on her desk. It had taken him over six hours

to outline the series of events to Trubey.

Strangely, for the first time since his indiament, Terry somehow felt

secure. This prim, stoic lawyer sitting back in her swivel chair in the federal

public defender's office rekindled in him feelings akin to those of his child-

hood, when his parents put his frail health into the hands of the old family

doctor who always eased his pain and fears. She reminded him of a young
Barbara Stanwyck, cool and radiating self-confidence.

He had learned a lot about her, he felt, just by reading a framed inscrip-

tion hanging on the wall above her desk that read: "Capital punishment
means them without the capital gets the punishment."

The federal charges against the Reeds were "capital related." Janis and
Terry were each charged specifically with four counts of mail fraud, a crime

that carries upon conviction a maximum five-year prison sentence on each

503
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count. The indictment charged that Reed stole his own airplane and then

hid it in his hangar to fraudulently collect the $33,000 in insurance. Janis

was charged with aiding and abetting him, though just how she did that

was never spelled out. The mail fraud statute, a law federal prosecutors use

as a catch-all when no other charge fits, or when they are desperate to make
something stick, was invoked because the insurance transaction was han-

dled through the mail.

Terry was told by an Arkansas attorney he knew, "Be extremely care-

ful with mail fraud charges. They are difficult to defend and can really 'bite

ya in the ass' if not taken seriously. Mail fraud is sorta like steppin' on a

rusty nail. If ya don't treat it right, ya can die from infection. Oh, yeah, one

more thing . . . get ready to spend a lotta money defendin' it."

It was October II, and the leaves of the trees that day in Wichita,

Kansas, had only begun their fall transformation. Terry had told his story

over and over again and by now he was tired of retelling it. It was, to almost

everyone who had heard it, an unbelievable tale. To no avail, he had spent

three days the previous month in Washington with an attorney for Sena-

tor John Kerry's Subcommittee on Terrorism, Narcotics and International

Operations.

There seemed to have been plenty of interest in Washington in the

Reeds' story. "It all fits," they were told by subcommittee investigator Jack

Blum. "It confirms our suspicions about Felix Rodriguez and what we sus-

pected was really going on. Go back and tell your attorney to draft a prof-

fer (a formal statement). I'm sure that either (Independent Counsel

Lawrence) Walsh or Senator Kerry will want to question you under oath.

You'll be hearing from us soon." Trubey drafted the proffer, but there was
never a call from Blum, Kerry, Walsh or anyone else.*

And prior to the Washington debriefing, there had been the man billed

as the second-best defense attorney in the state of Kansas— Steve Robison,

a former federal prosecutor. Terry had quickly determined that Robison

belonged to the "grab-a-fee, cop-a-plea" school of expensive and fast-

moving attorneys who liked to clean up cases in a hurry. Lawyers, for the

most part, feel that time spent in court is time lost from the pursuit of profit,

and Robison had honed that philosophy to a razor's edge.

After spending four hours with him on the night of their first meeting,

Terry covered the high points of his ordeal, and Robison comforted him
with his $250-an-hour advice by saying, "Hey, relax. So you got caught with

your hand in the cookie jar. It happens all the time to good people. They
charged you with four counts, but my advice is to plead guilty to one. You'll

get two years, but you'll only serve six months. After all, it's only your first

offense."

After rejecting Robison's plea advice, Terry and Janis looked with

despair at their monthly statements from him. Robison was courteous

*While in Magistrate Wooley's courtroom, Terry and Janis were forced to waive their rights

under the "speedy trial act," a law that guarantees defendants be put on trail within seventy

days of arraignment. The Reeds nearly needed that much time just to find an attorney quali-

fied to deal with the case's underlying issues, namely, Oliver North and the CIA.
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enough to reduce his $250-an-hour rate to his "discount rate" of $125 an
hour for time spent reading select Iran-Contra books. Robison called it

"research." His favorite book turned out to be Leslie Cockburn's Out of Con-

trol. After finishing that one, he called Terry and asked, "Did Iran-Contra

really happen? Or did the media just make up all this shit?"

After realizing that Robison wasn't the type of counsel he needed, Terry

set about attorney shopping. He was beginning to feel like the victim of a

car accident as he went from firm to firm trying to locate one that had the

correct talent, expertise and track record to repair his legal problems. Just

as he would normally get three repair estimates on a wrecked car, Terry did

the same for his pending criminal ordeal.

While still under the by-the-hour care of Robison and prior to exhaust-

ing his legal expenses reserve, Terry took his case to a well-known Wash-
ington legal scholar who told him, "It sounds like your Wichita attorney

needs an attorney." During that interview, Terry was told that it would take

an estimated $450,000 to bring in the CIA and defend the case properly. It

was also this man's off-the-record advice to "declare yourself indigent and
force the government to appoint you an attorney. That's all that will stop

your financial bloodletting. You're dealing with the fucking U.S. govern-

ment, Terry. They've outspent better men than you. They've got the deficit

on their side," he noted cynically.

He had obtained another estimate from an attorney in Kansas who said

he would take the case for $250,000, if defense strategy was kept very

simple and the CIA was not implicated.

Still another, who was seeking to make a name for himself, offered, "I'll

blow it out for $125,000, but you gotta pay me up front in cash, and I get

to keep the money regardless of what happens."

Did anyone honestly believe he would risk this kind of legal exposure

over a $33,000 insurance claim that netted him a "profit" of $2,500 after

retiring the loan and covering his expenses, he asked? Unless you were a

lawyer, he was finding, crime certainly did not pay.

Terry was emotionally numb. He was getting a crash course about the

legal system and its prohibitive costs to a defendant facing a criminal charge.

He was feeling outrage and despair. There oughta be a law, he said to himself.

And he was beginning to learn what anyone who observes the crimi-

nal justice system for any length of time learns: It only serves itself.

"This is a fucking industry," he told Janis after an "attorney shopping

trip." "It has nothing to do with justice. All it has to do with is money, and

the power and prestige money will buy you."

On their trip to Washington to "interview" for Senator Kerry's com-
mittee, Terry and Janis visited the Vietnam War Memorial for the first time.

It was a very emotional experience for both of them. Looking at the wall,

Terry began to think that the men whose names were etched into the

marble were the lucky ones.

"They wouldn't want to see the way this country has turned into shit,"

Terry said to his wife, who quietly sobbed, overcome with emotion as she

gazed at the memorial with the Capitol dome looming in the background.

"They probably died thinking they were still fighting for something." He
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was sure the country had lost its soul. He had fought for what he was told

was "truth, justice and the American way." But he had found through

working with the CIA that there was no truth, and now he was learning

the hard way that there was also no justice.

"So this must be the American way," he said to his wife.

Unlike aerial combat, which has some honor in it, there were no rules

of engagement in this war game he was playing. The Bill of Rights, which
supposedly defined the rules, was honored more in the breach than in real-

ity and had become to the judges just a nuisance on the way to conviction.

This "Dial 1-800-RAT FINK" mentality that the government encour-

ages by reporting everything to the police was undermining the value

system Terry had built his life around. There was no "Duty, Honor, Coun-
try" in this war, fought in plushly carpeted, mahogany-paneled offices and
marble shrines built as monuments to power.

It was a faceless, heartless entity that was after the Reeds, seeking to

destroy their family and their lives. It had no shape, no form, nothing a

person could grab and wrestle with. Their attacker could only be defined by
twenty-five letters neatly struck from a typewriter, emblazoned atop the

documents that now controlled their lives and that had robbed them of

their freedom of movement as surely as the paper shackles that had bound
Barry Seal: The United States Government.

Back in Placitas, New Mexico, Terry and Janis "dug in for the duration"

and took little comfort in the fact that their address and phone number were
"allegedly" not available to the public through court records back in Wichita.

Trubey had successfully argued to Judge Theis that the Reeds' lives were
possibly in danger, and Theis had ordered the Reeds' whereabouts to be

sealed and their address held in abeyance by the court, only to be opened
in the event of noncompliance with a mandatory court appearance. (Reed

later learned that the CIA had his New Mexico address the entire time.)

Terry had little faith in a system that controlled its own access to documents.

The government was saying that the government couldn't have access.

Surrounded once again by fear and paranoia, pinned dov^oi and unable

to evade their possible pursuers, they huddled with their children and just

stared at their arrest warrants neatly typed on U.S. Government Form AO-
142. United States ofAmerica vs. Terry and Janice (sic) Reed. It was so impersonal

and overwhelming seeing the words "United States of America" (an entire

nation!) against the two of them. Some GS clerk-typist who prepared this

would be critiqued on his or her spacing, spelling and neatness. Had it been
the same way in Germany when Jews' names were typed neatly on Nazi

extermination orders by some faceless bureaucrat? Terry wondered. Was
there a form number for an execution order? He knew the answer was Yes!

Then they would read their FBI file and see the words "armed and dan-

gerous" next to their names, along with the notation "Reed may be

involved in Mexican and/or South American drug trafficking and may now
be residing in Guadalajara, Mexico." Preposterous, Terry thought. This is

what he had caught the CIA doing! In intelligence parlance, this is called

transference, a technique of making a "preemptive strike" on someone to
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neutralize damaging information he might possess. You simply accuse the

other person of doing what you've done. It was killing Terry because he
knew what they were doing. And where were these faceless accusers?

Hidden behind the FBI reports that formed the basis of the government's

case, which read "Source says ..."

"What justice?" he screamed. "Felix fucking Rodriguez or just who?
They won't dare come out in the open and fight like men. Just remain cow-
ards hidden behind redacted FBI form 302s."

The case was packed with neatly collected fabrications and half-truths

the government had constructed to discredit the Reeds. Things people like

Janis's former friend, Cherryl Hall, had said.

"Cherryl Hall," the FBI report said," advised that the last house they

(the Reeds) moved into in Maumelle was a $200,000 home . . . (she) felt

this strange in that she did not think they could afford a $200,000 home.
Cherryl Hall also advised that the Reeds seemed to act mysteriously when
they moved into this last home in the middle of the night."

Janis was aghast. "What is this supposed to mean, 'We moved into the

house in the middle of the night?' Why would we do that?" she shrieked.

"Where are these lies coming from?"

Seth Ward, who had blackmailed his way into the arms loop in Arkansas,

told an FBI agent interviewing him at the Capital Club, an exclusive men's

club in the Worthen Bank Building in Little Rock, that Terry was "a swindler

and an individual unworthy of trust."

Mark McAfee, who fled Arkansas after declaring bankruptcy and who
sicced the FBI on Aki Sawahata, "described Terry Reed as a devious indi-

vidual, unworthy of trust. He further stated he knew Terry Kent Reed to

carry a gun and felt that Reed was just unstable enough to use it." McAfee
also told the FBI that "Terry Reed had asked him how hard he felt it would
be to traffic illegal narcotics into the United States from Mexico."

Terry couldn't comprehend what was happening here. These were total

lies and fabrications the FBI was accepting from people who were them-

selves guilty of violating federal laws. Did the FBI know that? Was this delib-

erate? Was this all being done at the CIA's behest?

Janis was stunned when she went to retrieve her FBI file, which had
been sent overnight to New Mexico by her attorney. Naively expecting a

business-size envelope, her stomach turned over when she saw the large

box that her file arrived in.

"How could this be?" she cried. "I haven't even done anything!" She

later became physically ill after reviewing its contents. "It's all so twisted!

It's all so false! But, Terry, who do we fight to straighten it out?" she sobbed

while rocking Baxter. "They're out to destroy us. And they're going to win."

When Terry noted the name of the FBI special agent who was leading

the investigation against them, he had concrete proof, at least in his own
mind, that he was being manipulated by the Agency. The man was none
other than counterintelligence agent Mark A. Jessie, the man who had

helped contain the investigation against the Agency front Overseas Inter-

national and resident CIA agent Akihide Sawahata, back in 1985.
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Special Agent Jessie had shown photos of Janis and Terry Reed to

Janis's former business associates when he interviewed them. Based upon
what was said in Jessie's reports, the photos were grouped with the mug
shots of convicts, line-up style, in order to sway the opinion of the inter-

viewee and to make the Reeds appear as if they were prior felons. It was
clear from the FBI file that a profile was being created to make both Reeds

look like unsavory people with connections to drug trafficking. Was he
being drawn into the judicial system to be kept within their crosshairs until

more charges could be filed? Or was he being set up to be killed?

True criminals, the Reeds were told, would be laughing at a mere mail

fraud charge. But to the Reeds, who were the offspring of law-abiding fam-

ilies with high religious and moral values, this "white collar crime" was
equivalent to a death sentence.

Twenty years. Twenty years. This "crime" could get them both twenty

years. This gnawing knowledge remained unspoken between them. To

articulate it made it real. They would not discuss it. They had three little

boys to raise. Although unspoken, it was always there, every minute of

every waking hour.

This indictment, Terry knew, had nothing to do with justice, or even

with mail fraud. There was no victim. No one had been hurt. No insurance

company had ever complained. This was the CIA, the government, trying

to silence him and "dirty him up." His knowledge of how they operated

made him full of rage. He knew what was really going on. He had been
schooled in propaganda and disinformation. The justice system, devised to

protect people's rights, had been turned into an illegal weapon. And he

knew who had his finger on the trigger . . . Republican presidential candi-

date George Bush and the Republican party.

Bush and the Republicans may have had their finger on the trigger, but

the Democratic party was probably passing the ammo, he figured. Terry

could hear his great-grandfather laughing at him from his grave. "Got your-

self in a fine fix, didn't ya boy? Both the Republicans and the Democrats

want ya dead."

Terry knew that the last person who wanted him to leave Mexico in

the fall of 1988 and reveal the CIA secrets he had learned was Bush, who
was running for president against Michael Dukakis. Terry's knowledge
would have opened Iran-Contra all over again, exposing completely new
levels of government duplicity. Bush, Terry was sure, wanted to make sure

he had no real forum, and up until the trial Terry would be prohibited from

saying anything, since by doing so could expose him to more charges.

And the last person who wanted Terry back in Arkansas was Bill Clin-

ton. He, too, knew that Terry could destroy his chances of not only seeking

the presidency someday but could probably keep him from being reelected

governor.

The Reeds, knowing they were isolated politically, took comfort from

the serenity of the desert landscape that stretched for miles with expansive

views of Cabezon Mountain, the nightly sunsets, the winds, the sage brush

and the dust devils.
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Terry had selected this remote area in large part to be prepared to deal

with the hired assassins who might try to dispose of him the way Barry Seal

had been. To provide security for his family, he was ready to take whatever
measures were necessary. For fear of wiretaps, no telephone calls concern-

ing court strategy were to be made from the house. He further isolated the

home electronically by constructing a manual switching device that would
sever all telephone lines to the house, as well as the one to the sheriff's

department that controlled the burglar alarm. He knew any wire leading to

the home could be used for surveillance purposes. He thought back and
wished he still had the 500 pounds of C-4 plastic explosives that he had
hidden for Cooper. The magistrate who had set his bail told him he couldn't

have a gun, but he hadn't mentioned explosives or antipersonnel mines. So

he went shopping. Lord help the unsuspecting coyote that happened to

wander on the Reed property at night.

Out of fear, Terry took extreme measures to protect his family, and as

he contemplated their alternatives, Terry realized there was no ready

refuge. In Mexico, he had been told that the local U.S. consulate would pro-

tect him from harm in the event of an emergency.

There is, they began to realize, no Witness Protection Program to pro-

tect people from a government that runs amuck and becomes the predator

seeking to destroy those who have become liabilities.

Seated in their comfortable home in Placitas, Janis found herself with-

drawing even more into their underground world. They were consumed
with their quest for survival and talked of nothing else. She found her world

revolving around Terry's daily trips to town and to the pay phone for dis-

cussions with Marilyn Trubey, and she would start to panic if he was gone

too long.

Seven miles from their home, on the banks of the northern Rio Grande,

was the small Hispanic community of Bernalillo, where Coronado had win-

tered as he traveled north from Mexico in search of gold. On Main Street

was the one and only Silva's Saloon, founded in 1933 and the site of many
western movies. The second-generation owner, Felix Silva, ran a squeaky-

clean bar that doubled as a museum, which was filled with memorabilia of

the Old West mixed with bare-breasted pin-ups. Prior to their indictment,

it had been Janis and Terry's Hispanic "Cheers." Now Felix's pay phone was
their communications center and only telephone link to the outside world.

Felix had also become one of the Reeds' few confidants in regard to their

legal problems and someone who offered solace when needed.

Early in their marriage, Terry had told his wife that, based on his intel-

ligence involvement, she should assume that their phones were always

tapped. But she never envisioned red stickers on her home phone that read

"Don't be stupid. This phone is not secure." Even the utilities were not in

their names, so their address couldn't easily be discovered. And they never,

never used a credit card, since that would reveal their location and could

show a pattern of movement.
Terry lectured Janis continuously about the dangers of computer trails,

which can be used to track an individual, and doctor's records, especially
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pharmaceutical prescription records, which are relayed via satellite and can

be tapped into to determine a person's whereabouts.

In the winter of 1988 Baxter, the baby, had an ear infection, and Janis

took him to a local doctor. After taking the boy's medical history, the nurse

informed Janis that she would have to provide her Social Security number
and a photocopy of her driver's license.

"But I'm paying cash," Janis said as her breath quickened.

"It's our policy," the nurse said matter-of-factly.

The phone rang, and as the nurse turned to answer it, Janis took the

feverish baby and ran out the door as if running for her life. Her head was
pounding violently.

Calm down, calm down. I've got to calm down, she told herself as she

drove to a clinic in a Hispanic neighborhood where no questions would be

asked. But she couldn't calm down. She didn't know what forces were after

her husband, but she knew they were forces that would be happy to see

him dead, and she had no idea how powerful and far-reaching this unseen
enemy was.

I am absolutely losing my mind, she thought while driving the baby
home from the doctor's office. How is this doctor's office going to be a link

to the bad guys? Maybe I should have just let them copy my driver's license.

"You mean you even considered letting them Xerox your driver's

license?" Terry said in astonishment after listening to his wife recount the

day's events. "Haven't you heard that local pharmacy's commercial about

getting your prescription filled anywhere, any time in the country because

they're linked via satellite? All you need is one slip-up and your location

will be accessible to anyone that wants it. Don't take any stupid chances/'

he reprimanded her.

A lecture was not what she needed to hear.

"Oh, sure. You tell the boys they can't get sick. They can't fall down.
They can't ride a bike. Maybe they shouldn't run. Let's be sure they don't

go down any slides. They might fall off and break an arm! We've got three

little boys, Terry! What did you learn in spook school about hiding out with

a family of five! Yeah, a family of five with a German shepherd the size of

a horse! Was that in Advance Escape and Evasion? 1 bet you missed that

chapter! You know, 1 think I'm coping amazingly well, considering I'm

pushing 40, living on the lam, have no contact with my family or friends,

and can load most of my earthly possessions into a utility trailer, while my
ex-friends are dining at the country club and doing volunteer work for the

Junior League! You're damn lucky you have me here taking care of our

family, spending every waking hour of my life working on this case. Don't

you think I've thought about running away from you? But I won't, and you
know I won't, because that's what they think I'm going to do. Now don't

you lecture me about taking chances. You know I won't even let Duncan
walk to the mailbox by himself!"

Terry knew enough to say no more. Their nerves were shot. They talked

to no one but each other and their attorneys, and the strain was taking its

toll. They had been confused about being forced to have separate attorneys
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when they were first indicted. Conflict, they had been told. Two separate

cases, two separate defenses. Now, it was starting to make sense. Conflict.

As Janis sat alone in her rocking chair in front of the fireplace that night,

she was lower than she had ever been before. Desperation and loneliness

overwhelmed her. Would this never end? She found herself doing strange

things. She had developed a fetish about keeping her house immaculate. Was
it because it was the one small aspect of her life that she had control over?

Possibly. But she knew the real reason. She kept having a recurring

dream that their home was invaded and agents were coming to take them
away. But in her dream, she was always standing there in the doorway with

her boys, and as the intruders searched the house she could overhear one
of them saying, "We must have the wrong house. Look, this is a wholesome
family that lives here. Let's go." As ridiculous as this dream was, she found
herself meticulously arranging the toys in the children's room every day,

carefully placing the stuffed animals on their beds, displaying their Lego cre-

ations in a prominent location. "There is so much love in this family," she

thought, "and they're trying to destroy us!"

As she sat there sobbing, she heard the patter of feet behind her. She

turned to see 3 -year-old Elliott scamper back out of the room, his padded
pajama feet scooting across the floor. She became even more distressed that

he had seen her crying, since she and Terry were both so cautious about

being even-tempered in front of the children.

But Elliott immediately returned. She watched as he toddled across the

room with a fresh tissue in his little hand and went over to a flower arrange-

ment sitting on a table. He plucked a flower from the vase, then walked

softly to his mother. He gently placed the flower in her lap and wiped her

tears with the tissue. This beautiful expression of love melted her heart and
was the turning point in her effort to fight her depression.

She took Elliott into her lap and rocked him until he fefl asleep. He had

given her a new strength, which she could feel growing within her as she

rocked him. "I wiU not give up! We will survive this. We wUl overcome this!

It could be so much worse. Look at the hostages in Beirut. What am I doing

wimping around here?"

As she sat there with her sleeping child, she began to reevaluate her

life. She knew that she could not lay all the blame on her husband for the

mess they were in. She had always been there, too, ready and eager to go

along with his choices. She also knew that she wouldn't be content with

the shallow lifestyle of her old acquaintances. No, she had made a commit-

ment to this marriage for better or for worse. Terry was certainly keeping

his end of the bargain, living up to his vow "It will never be boring."

I could go for a smafl dose of boredom, she thought. She knew she was
going to have to take charge of her life, and she found herself thinking back

to her religious upbringing, against which she had so vehemently rebelled.

I've just got to talk to someone, she realized.

She and Terry had made one attempt to talk to a counselor, but when
their story was met with skepticism by the elderly counselor, who refused

to believe the government was tainted in any way, they left. Besides, they
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had no guarantees that their confidences would not be relayed to other

sources.

But Janis realized for her own sanity that she had to seek out a confi-

dant and decided that the church was the place to go. The next day she ner-

vously approached the local minister, not knowing what to expea. "Can you
please see me for just fifteen minutes. I have to talk to someone," she pleaded.

Two hours later, when she left, she knew she was no longer alone. An
enormous weight had been lifted. Instead of being condescending and judg-

mental as she had feared, the minister was caring and sympathetic, and
told her quite clearly that her family would find refuge within the church

if need be.

He was highly knowledgeable about Iran-Contra and had been a polit-

ical activist, someone she could relate to. No, he didn't think she was crazy.

He admired her fortitude in fighting back.

"Few people could withstand the pressures you are experiencing,

Janis," he told her. "I've seen your family here before. You obviously have

done something right for you to have such happy, well-mannered little

boys. If you ever fear for your family's safety, I want you to contact me
immediately. This church is here to serve our community. You will be pro-

tected. No questions asked."

A burden had been lifted.

The church, she discovered, is a government, or at least a third party,

a safe house willing to take you in without asking why you needed refuge.

The pastor was more than willing to help them "disappear" in a modern
version of the old Underground Railroad that would, if necessary, spirit

them out of the country.

They both realized that they had lived in the United States of America

and had studied its Constitution, yet had never fully understood the neces-

sity for the separation of church and state until that fateful day.

The only two friends they could trust now were John Desko, who
still lived in Albuquerque, and Julie Dennison, a local realtor, who had
befriended Janis.

From having written war contingency plans, known as Emergency War
Orders, during his Air Force days, Terry knew the importance of examining

his options, so he sat down to evaluate them. Initially, he saw only three:

He and his wife could flee together; they could flee separately; or, last of all,

something he did not want to think about, they could plead guilty.

"If Terry will plead guilty, I will drop the charges against Janis. That way, there will

he one of them on the street to raise their children. " That's what the prosecutor told

both Steve Robison and Marilyn Trubey at one point. "Must be George Bush 's idea

offamily values, " Terry responded when told of the offer.

And the worst thing the Reeds were both learning was that a criminal

prosecution not only tests your love and your relationship to its limits, it

also exposes all weaknesses and character flaws, not only in yourself but in

your family and friends as well. You begin seeing things about other people
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that would never, ever surface without them having been exploited by the

professionally trained federal manipulators, who cause internal conflict in

people's value systems.

Janis's family, as the Reeds had feared, had a strength that the FBI was
exploiting as a weakness, namely, her parents' inability to tell a lie. By read-

ing the FBI reports given them, the Reeds learned that the FBI and the

Arkansas State Police had interviewed her parents and exploited their reli-

gious beliefs and convictions to the point that they divulged the Reeds' fic-

titious location in Mexico.

The only thing that had prevented the Reeds' arrest and apprehension

was the parents' lack of knowledge as to their true residence. Agents of the

government had put two God-fearing senior citizens into a position of being

forced to choose between family and religious conviction. They also threat-

ened criminal prosecution if the "government" was not supplied true infor-

mation. How could a country that prides itself on its religious roots, family

values and love of country lower itself to prey upon the very principles it

pretended to promote and embrace?

This was destroying Janis. And the Reeds had no alternative. At a time

when they needed family support, they had to cut themselves off from her

parents. What else, the Reeds wondered, would they tell the FBI, if

exploited? Certainly, they were easily manipulated. Was the FBI exploiting

"family values" at the instruction of George Bush's Justice Department?

Finally, they settled on another alternative: to take on and fight the

legal system one a day at a time.

The first ray of hope Terry found was Marilyn Trubey, who had been

assigned his case after he declared himself indigent. Without realizing it at

first, he had turned the system on itself by fighting the government with a

public defender paid by the government. And Trubey was no ordinary

public defender.

Here was a dedicated, single woman who had learned the federal crim-

inal justice system from the ground up and inside out. Marilyn, the

youngest of four children and a native of Kansas, had worked her way
through law school after being employed by the Kansas State and Federal

public defender's office. As an administrative assistant for more than thir-

teen years she had observed the "dos and don'ts" of defense and was
appalled to see the errors made that literally cost people years of their lives.

But beyond the mistakes made by public defenders, she identified

something more disturbing, something that influenced her to devote her

life to rectifying injustices dealt out by the criminal justice system. First, it

was all a game of money. She also witnessed how race and social status dis-

proportionately tilted the scales of the U.S. court system. In whatever way
she could correct these inequities, she decided to commit herself to putting

them right. Her years of devotion hadn't quite prepared her for Terry Reed,

though. By the luck of the draw, a CIA spook with a big problem walked

through her door and into her life, and became a friend forever.

At this time, more than a month after surrendering to face the charges,

the Reeds began to shake the "denial" phase of being framed and falsely
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accused and graduated to the "acceptance" phase of their plight. It was time

to take charge of their defense.

Terry and Marilyn would become a good legal team, complementing
each other's weaknesses. He knew the intelligence world and how it

worked. There were no rules on that side of the fence, he would teach her.

She knew the legal world forward and backward but still operated in a law

school bubble, thinking that there were rules for everything and that they

were strictly enforced. Trubey believed then that the judiciary could not be

reached by the executive branch or the Central Intelligence Agency.

After all, she, like most Americans, had studied about the tripartite divi-

sion of power in our government. Until this case, she had been convinced

that the executive, legislative and judicial branches were separate and did not

conspire to violate an individual's rights. She was in for a rude awakening.

The problem wdth lawyers, Terry was learning, is that most suffer from
terminal legal training and actually believe what they learn in law school

— until it's too late.

Terry's experience and cynicism would moderate Trubey's structured,

rigid view of the legal world. "Marilyn, don't you get it? We only have two
branches of government now; the executive has absorbed the judicial," he
would say. She in turn would moderate his cynicism and outlandish think-

ing with legal precedents.

"It was like a marriage," she would say later of their two-and-a-half-

year legal ordeal. They often fought and then made up. They each needed
the other.

Another major player in this legal game was Joe Dunlap, a solidly built

investigator resembling a linebacker, who worked for the public defender's

office and whose relationship with the Reed case took him through the

looking glass into a world he never knew existed. Joe was a college gradu-

ate who had eleven years' service as a dedicated Wichita police officer. Like

most jobs, police work has a routine, but it's not a routine one can settle

into. Dunlap had settled in and made a near-fatal mistake.

One night in 1978 he did not approach a suspect "by the book," and it

nearly cost him his life. He took three shots at point-blank range from a .357

magnum while approaching in his car to "interview" a pedestrian. Fortu-

nately, he was able to coast his car into the street, where a passerby might

find him, was miraculously discovered in time, rushed to surgery, and lived.

From then on, though, he was never the same man and was afraid that he
was going to overreact and kill someone while on duty, if provoked.

Dunlap was a real find for the public defender's office because he,

unlike other former cops, was able to turn from a prosecutorial to a defense

mentality and apply his investigative skills to proving a client's innocence

rather than guilt.

"It's not that I didn't believe you when I first heard your story. It's just

that I didn't want to believe our government did this kind of thing," Dunlap
said to Terry later. He, like most people who hear stories of such grievous

government misconduct, was at first in denial.
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If it hadn't been for meeting Janis and the children, Dunlap said, he
would have had a hard time believing Terry's story. "I just fell in love with

Duncan and figured anybody that could raise a family this nice couldn't be
what the FBI files say they are," he said.

Dunlap was a tenacious investigator, whose style reminded Terry of the

actor James Garner in "The Rockford Files." He was street savvy and knew
how to burrow into a case until he found the missing links and obtained

the desired results. Terry's case would test him and his skills to the limits,

and would open his eyes forever about our government's "secret govern-

ment" and its felonious behavior.

In debriefing with Trubey and Dunlap, Terry went back in time to cover the

events that had occurred since that fateful day when he learned of the

indictment. Janis first learned of the indictment through a call to her par-

ents' house.

"No big deal," FBI Special Agents Gary Violanti and Sandra Bungo had
said while sitting on the sofa in Janis's parents' living room in Kansas City,

just "a small matter of white-collar crime." But they neglected to tell them
that Janis had been indicted as well.

Being drawn into the criminal justice system was a brand new experi-

ence for the Reeds. They weren't sure about their legal status as indictees

and sought out an attorney to advise them. But they knew one thing for

certain: their lives were going to change. Having considered their options,

they decided to surrender. In preparation for that, Terry got in touch with

an attorney who told him the bad news. An indictment meant a warrant

had been issued for the Reeds' arrest, and if arrested outside of Kansas, they

could count on a ten-day drive in the U.S. marshal's bus to Wichita, with

overnight stops at many jails in between.

Terry began making arrangements to voluntarily surrender by con-

tacting his Wichita attorney, Steve Robison. The lawyer had advised him
that it always looks better to the U.S. magistrate if a fugitive surrenders and
doesn't force apprehension. Hopefully, he would be allowed bail. While

dealing with the possibility of being immediately incarcerated and denied

bail, Terry discovered the seriousness of the charges and the savagery of

those trying to find him.

He became aware through his younger sister that his mother had been

hospitalized as a result of FBI harassment and interrogation. She was 72 at

the time and had suffered either a mental breakdown, a heart attack or

both. It was thought she was dying.

Two FBI agents, Larry Nolan and another of the government's crime

fighters, had made two trips to Terry's family home in Carthage and refused

to leave until his mother informed them of her oldest son's whereabouts.

They further stated, contrary to what Janis's parents had been told, that Terry

was involved in serious "illegal activities" that would send him to prison "for
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many, many years." They further said that the mother would be arrested,

too, for "harboring a fugitive" if she refused to cooperate with them.

"I don't know what's going on, Terry," his frantic sister had said.

"They're gonna kill her if you don't do something. I ran them off after their

second visit. These people are crazy, and they don't care if they kill her. I

don't know what you did, but these guys want you real bad."

That same day, the FBI in Kansas City demanded that Karen, Janis's

sister, come by their office for an interrogation session. They threatened her,

too, with charges of harboring fugitives. Her sister had the name one of the

agents. Special Agent Violanti, from the Kansas City office. Terry called him,

and that turned out to be a major mistake. He never actually spoke to the

agent. Instead he was told that Violanti was too busy to talk to him. A dis-

traught Terry told the agent who picked up the phone, "I know you have a

warrant for my arrest. I'm in the process of surrendering, and if you guys

kill my mother as a result of your searching for me, I'm gonna hold Violanti

personally responsible."

"You just threatened a federal agent, buddy, so now you can add five

more years to your sentence," the agent responded in an ominous tone.

Terry hung up. He had never felt so helpless. Not only had he been stripped

of his self-esteem, but he was now viewed as a hardened criminal. All for

trying to protect his mother, a natural human instinct.

He felt neutered, incapable of defending himself or his loved ones. He
had become the man the FBI created in their five-inch-thick file. Although

he had been convicted of nothing yet, he already had been reinvented as a

man wdth a criminal past, a drug trafficker hiding in Mexico with countless

aliases, someone described as "armed and dangerous." It was as if he had
no name and no rights. He was just a fugitive— at best, a defendant.

It was strange. FBI agents in six states had been working countless

man-hours, according to their own reports, on a mail fraud case involving

an alleged $33,000 theft. In most federal districts, an overworked U.S.

attorney would at best give a case like this his lowest priority, particularly

since no insurance company had filed a lawsuit— or even claimed to have

been injured.

Terry's efforts to live his life by an honorable code and never take the

easy path just weren't paying off. He was finding that much of what he had
done in life was being used in some manner to create a dishonorable crim-

inal profile. A Vietnam veteran with a pilot's license who spoke Spanish,

Trubey told him, automatically fit the profile of a drug trafficker.

"Ms. Trubey, I probably shouldn't say this, but those guys are lying," the

U.S. marshal said, referring to the government's star witness as he left the

Wichita courtroom where the marshal was assigned. The hearing was in its

second day, and the marshal, who spent his working day listening to people

testify, knew the government was faring badly.
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Trubey was feeling elated. Victory, she felt, was in sight. She had utterly

destroyed the earlier testimony given in Arkansas by the government's two
witnesses against Janis and Terry.

The judge had ordered the recess so that phone calls could be made
back to Little Rock to straighten out conflicting information about the file

number originally assigned to the Reed investigation. She had them on the

run. Assistant U.S. Attorney Robin Fowler, the chief government prosecu-

tor, was not present, and Jack Williams, another government attorney, was
not prepared to counter the disclosures his own witnesses were making
about falsification of key documents.

If the phone calls to Little Rock confirmed what Terry and Trubey sus-

pected, the government had been looking for him long before his stolen air-

plane was discovered in Terry's old "Contra training hangar" at the North
Little Rock Airport.

As the courtroom emptied for the recess that afternoon on June 21,

1989, and after U.S. District Court Judge Frank Theis had returned to his

chambers, the marshal, who had heard all the testimony, made the unusual

gesture of approaching the defense table to share his professional observa-

tions about the false testimony he had just heard.

"I'm glad you drew that conclusion. I hope the judge does also," she

told the marshal. "1 owe all the evidence to my investigator, Mr. Dunlap."

Nine months earlier, when Trubey and Dunlap had been assigned to

the case, all they had to go on was testimony given by an Arkansas State

Police official and a private detective who were seeking a state court war-

rant to search an aircraft hangar in North Little Rock and seize its contents.

And "its alleged contents" was none other than Terry's airplane stolen

five years earlier from the Joplin, Missouri, Airport. The plane was found

in the hangar Terry had rented initially at CIA Agent Akihide Sawahata's

behest—the same hangar that Robert Johnson had told Terry to keep

rented while he was in Mexico.

Dunlap's first visit to Little Rock in October 1988 made him a believer

in Terry's story. Not only did he find flaws in the affidavit for the state search

warrant but he discovered something much more unsettling in Arkansas

—

the mind set of the police there. He was encouraged to check into a motel

room that Dunlap later learned was permanently bugged and that was
intended for prying, out-of-state "agitators." The police, as if trying to

hamper his freedom of movement, began shadowing him and even show-

ing up at the bar of the motel recommended for Dunlap by state police.

On that first trip, Dunlap developed a feeling of paranoia that came
from the knowledge that this case might involve some very important

people in Arkansas and that this was not his turf. He was considered a med-
dler from the "Yankee government," and his U.S. government license plates

were drawing a lot of attention. He had to interview some critical witnesses,

two of whom were people who had witnessed Terry's meeting with

Arkansas Governor Bill Clinton at Juanita's Restaurant in Little Rock on
April 19, 1986.
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These were people Terry wanted to call as defense witnesses, not only

to corroborate part of his story but because Trubey felt they would be

needed to establish a motive for the government to set him up. If she could

prove that Terry had knowledge of Clinton's involvement in the illegal

Contra operations, Clinton himself could have had motives to create a crime

around Terry. And wasn't it interesting, she thought out loud, that one of

the people helping to frame the Reeds was the man in charge of Clinton's

security staff and had an office in the governor's mansion?
The two people Dunlap wanted to interview were Wally and Cherryl

Hall, both of whom now worked at the Arkansas Democrat. On his way to the

newspaper that day, Dunlap noticed that a car driven by a black man was
following him. After unsuccessfully trying to shake him, Dunlap gave up and
went to the newspaper, only to discover that the Halls were unavailable.

When he left the newspaper office, the man following him remained parked

there as Dunlap drove off. But he saw him again a short later in an unlikely

and strange place ... in the DEA's parking lot at an office complex that

housed the DEA's undercover headquarters on the west side of Little Rock.

Earlier, when Dunlap tried to interview Arkansas State Police Sergeant

Don Sanders, he had been denied access to the DEA facilities. After return-

ing to the parking lot, while sitting in his car and filling out his reports,

Dunlap observed the same car with the same black driver pulling in to park.

The driver, without noticing Dunlap, entered the DEA's facility. Dunlap was
sure he was being followed, and probably that same person was keeping

tabs on the subjects of his interviews.

When Dunlap finally did get to interview the Halls, they informed him
that they had indeed dined with the Reeds, but they couldn't recall that par-

ticular evening. How odd, the Reeds thought, considering Cherryl's pen-

chant for gossip and her earlier excitement about Terry leaving the

restaurant with Clinton and his aide that night.

What bothered Dunlap the most was the man who showed up at his

motel on that first investigative trip to Little Rock. It was Lieutenant Ray-

mond (Buddy) Young, chief of Clinton's security unit at the governor's

mansion and the man who had stood outside the van in 1986 when Terry

met with Clinton and the governor inhaled marijuana. That night, and ear-

lier at the Camp Robinson bunker meeting, Terry had not been introduced

to Young, and he had never put a name with the security man's face. Until

Young walked into the courtroom in Wichita in June of 1989, Terry did not

know that the man in charge of the investigation against him and the man
who stood guard for Clinton at both meetings were one and the same.

Young was simply one of the two names appearing on the Arkansas

search warrant. The other was Tommy Baker, a former state police sergeant,

who was now a private investigator in Little Rock.

On the surface, the affidavit appeared simple. Baker, a pilot, was taxi-

ing by a row of hangars at the North Little Rock airport and "a hangar door

flew open."
"\ looked in to make sure nothing was damaged," he stated. "I saw

an airplane in there that appeared as if it had been abandoned." Baker said
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he looked at the plane's N-number, and it "didn't look right." He then said

he called Young, an old friend and, it was revealed much later, a business

associate.

"I called Lt. Young and got the N-number run on it," he stated. "And
the plane with the N-number on it is supposed to be in Germany, accord-

ing to the FAA records. So I went back and found the serial number of the

plane in question here on the aileron of the airplane and was able to trace

it down through Lt. Young and NCIC (the FBI's National Crime Informa-

tion Center) as being stolen from Joplin, Missouri."

Young said in the same affidavit, "I checked with the FBI in Joplin, Mis-

souri. They also have a case report on it. I have done some follow-up work
and determined that it was paid off by an insurance company and that the

plane is still carried as stolen and has never been recovered."

However, FBI documents provided to Reed under court discovery in

1993 show that Young did not tell "the whole truth," as the witness oath

requires. This was Young's first sworn testimony in the Reed case, and he is

still telling the same story, even though the FBI telex shows it to be untrue.

The FBI telex from its Kansas City office to its Little Rock and Okla-

homa City offices, dated October 13, 1987, states: "On October 9, 1987, Ken
Copeland, sergeant, Joplin, Missouri, Police Department, advised Lieu-

tenant Buddy Young, Arkansas State Police, Little Rock, Arkansas, aircraft

recovered Little Rock area in barn on or about October 7, 1987. Drug
Enforcement Administration and FBI Little Rock notified."

This clearly shows that Reed was set up and that the aircraft had not

been discovered in Reed's hangar as Baker and Young had testified in order

to obtain the state search warrant. It further shows that Young had discov-

ered and recovered the plane nearly a week before ever seeking the search

warrant. This was suppressed and never turned over to the defense at

Reed's trial by the government, as the rules of evidence require.

From their appearance before a sitting judge, and from his perjured tes-

timony, Ycung was issued a search-and-seizure warrant by Special Judge

Harlan Weber, on October 14, 1987.* Later, when questioned by Trubey

about the frequency of "oral affidavits" being used in Arkansas to obtain

search warrants. Young testified that in his experience it was unprecedented.

As a result of his first interviews, Dunlap discovered that a third person

was involved in the investigation, one whose name did not appear on the

affidavit. This was Arkansas State Police Sergeant Don Sanders, who was
assigned to a joint federal-state drug task force ".

. . and who discovered that

the aircraft found in Terry's hangar had been deregistered and sold in a for-

eign country. Without this key information about the registration of the

plane. Baker would not have gotten a search warrant affidavit in the first

place. He and Young ..." would only have what they called an "aban-

doned" airplane in a "rented" facility, a contradiction in terms. It was impos-

sible for an airplane owner to "abandon" his own aircraft in his own hangar.

And certainly no crime would have been established."

*A specialjudge is an attorney who fills in for a judge.
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Dunlap returned to Wichita to digest the new and confusing informa-

tion. What he had found was a shadowy third person lurking in the back-

ground, a person with connections to the federal government and the Drug
Enforcement Administration. What was bothering both Trubey, Dunlap and
Terry as well was the elusive report in Terry's FBI file that he was "traffick-

ing in narcotics in Central and/or South America." Where did all this come
from? The teletype report was not signed and had no letterhead. But it said

something very interesting. It said that Young had passed on information to

the FBI that Terry was trafficking in narcotics "out of Central and South

America."

This smelled of a tip. And it sounded like the FBI was passing along a

DBA "profile." Could Sanders have been the conduit for a tip that emanated,

Terry figured, from Rodriguez or maybe someone else in Mexico?
Second, Dunlap had ruled out the unlikely story about the wind blow-

ing open the hangar door, as Baker had claimed. The hangar manufacturer

provided detailed engineering data indicating that the hangar and its doors

were stressed to withstand over 120 knots of wind—hurricane speeds. The
highest wind gusts the day Baker said the door flew open, he had found,

were about 10 miles an hour.*

Dunlap also interviewed the hangar owner and the locksmith who
maintained the hangar, and both said they had no knowledge, records or

repair orders to reflect a problem with Terry's hangar or its door. But even

if there had been a problem, the hangar owner faxed a receipt to the court

showing that adjustments and retrofits were made to all of the hangar's

locks prior to October 7. The locksmith's invoice to the hangar owner for

this work was dated October 7, 1987, the day Baker claimed the wind blew

the door open.

The final blow to the wind scenario came from the hangar owner, who
later testified that the locksmith's work had to have been performed before

the seventh, since it was not his policy to invoice until the work was totally

completed.

These facts proved Baker was lying about how he had gained access to

Reed's hangar. But why?
While driving back to Wichita, Dunlap realized that if this airplane had

been discovered as the result of good detective work, as Baker had said,

Dunlap would not have found these inconsistencies. Maybe, he thought,

Terry was being set up. The thought that he was perhaps dealing with the

CIA and the likes of Felix Rodriguez was unsettling.

On Dunlap's second trip to Little Rock on February 21, 1989, he would
find no answers, only more questions. First, why had Baker visited a Piper

dealership and FBO (fixed-base operator) at the North Little Rock Airport

shortly after the plane's seizure and divulged that he had discovered the

plane as a the result of "a tip?"

National Weather Service report for October 7 and 8, 1987, recorded by the weather- report-

ing station located at the North Little Rock Airport, Little Rock, Arkansas.
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Second, why had Young hidden critical evidence in the governor's

mansion for more than sixteen months and not turned it over to the FBI

when the case was handed off to federal authorities? What Young had held

back was potentially more incriminating to Terry than the airplane. It was
Terry's old flight bag, which had been in his airplane, N2982M, when it was
stolen in Joplin in 1983. It contained maps, charts, log books and personal

effects of Terry's, and if this had been found in the aircraft in the hangar as

Baker claimed, that would be the key piece of evidence that would tie Terry

to the plane and assure a conviction. Why, Dunlap wondered, wasn't this

turned over to the Feds?

After a search warrant is executed, police must inventory everything

seized and return the inventory to the court that issued the warrant. But

the itemized inventory that Young had sent back to the court made no men-
tion of the flight bag, leading Dunlap to believe it was not in the aircraft

when it was seized.

The story Young and Baker were telling was beginning to shred. The
key item missing in the FBI file, which by this time had been turned over to

the defense, was Young's personal investigative file. Young's name was men-
tioned on only two items in the FBI file. What should have been there was
Young's complete investigative file, which all police maintain as they work.

It lists their activities, the people they questioned and what had been said.

When questioned about this by Dunlap, Young produced what
appeared to be onionskin copies of unformatted reports whose dates had
been "whited out." He would not give Dunlap copies of those, saying he

could not do so without permission from the U.S. attorney's office in

Wichita. Oddly, Young would not even allow Dunlap to inventory, or make
copies of the bag's contents. Dunlap thought this whole thing was begin-

ning to emit a peculiar odor.

Dunlap analyzed what he had found to date.

1. The single piece of evidence used to indict Terry— namely, the plane—had

seemingly disappeared.

2. The plane had been released by the police without a court order, as if they

were anxious to get rid of it and prevent its being inspected. And there was

certainly skepticism whether or not the aircraft had even been in Reed's

hangar, since no photographs of it were taken while it sat there in its

allegedly abandoned state.

3. Critical evidence that could have been used to convict Terry had been kept

from the FBI and hidden from both the prosecution and the defense.

4. Necessary police reports were being kept from the defense, if they had ever

been written in the first place.

5. Entry to the hangar had not been gained as Baker had alleged in his

testimony.

6. Baker had been led there as the result of a tip.

7. Most importantly, a federal agent had been involved in the initial investi-

gation, and his name had been purposely withheld from the judge issuing

the search warrant.



522 Compromised: Clinton, Bush and the CIA

All this subterfuge gave Marilyn Trubey the arguments she needed to

force a hearing to deal with these disturbing anomalies, a hearing to pre-

sent evidence showing why the judge should suppress the plane as evi-

dence. Since the plane in question was unavailable to the defense, she

wanted to make it technically unavailable to the government. Without the

aircraft being admitted into evidence in Terry's trial, the government would
have no case and there would be no trial, or at least that's what she thought.

The plane Young seized October 14 was allegedly removed from Terry's

hangar. There were no photographs ever taken showing a plane in Terry's

hangar. After seizure, it supposedly was stored by the Arkansas State Police

in a different hangar, which was rented in the state's name. It allegedly bore

the tail number N30489, which is the same number that was on the plane Cooper

flew into Little Rock carrying the C-4. Young said the plane was removed from

Terry's hangar to safeguard the aircraft, because he feared this key piece of

evidence would "disappear."

'T put it under my lock and my key," he later testified.

The plane did, indeed, disappear later, but as a result of Young's doing.

He released it prematurely to an independent insurance adjuster, and with

no court order. This was the one and only piece of evidence that had been

used to indict Terry, and it would now suddenly vanish and not be available

to for him to use in his defense.

Much could have been learned from examining the aircraft. For exam-

ple, what fingerprints would have been found? What type of insects were
in the engine cowlings? Were they indigenous to the tropics? What fre-

quencies and headings were set in the plane's radios and instruments?

What telltale maintenance stickers and stamps were on the plane and its

avionics, which could reveal a trail of mechanical work performed, and so

on. The one looming problem that still needed clarification was whether or

not the alleged plane was actually N2982M, Terry's stolen plane.

The circumstances surrounding the plane's release and the motivations

for doing so are still shrouded in mystery. The bottom line is that no one

—

except for Young or Baker— can place that airplane. Piper Arrow N30489,

a nonturbocharged craft, in Terry's hangar because no photographs of it

were ever taken. This normally is routine police procedure, and these

photos should have been submitted as evidence against Terry.

On June 21, 1989, the suppression hearing was convened before Judge

Theis. Then 81 years old, Theis was the senior judge for the District of

Kansas and had been appointed by Lyndon Baines Johnson, of whom a por-

trait measuring six feet by four feet hung behind Theis's desk in his luxuri-

ous chambers.

Federal judges are above political control, Terry thought cynically as he

looked at Johnson's portrait. When notified that they had drawn Theis as

their judge, Steve Robison informed Reed, "You could've done worse and

you could've done better. I was hoping we'd draw Judge Kelly, since he's

the most liberal judge we have in Kansas, and he loves to catch the gov-

ernment misbehaving. I'm glad we didn't draw Judge Crow, though. He's a
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conservative Republican, and in his mind the government does no wrong.
The only problem with Judge Theis is that he's normally not awake long

enough to know what's goin' on."

Robison cautioned Terry about courtroom behavior. "When the judge

falls asleep, it's real important not to make a big deal about it and embarrass

him. His secretary, who he sleeps with, will notice it eventually and go over

and wake him up. The judge has narcolepsy."

After meeting Theis in his courtroom for the first time and seeing the

giant, looming portrait of the judge hanging on an adjacent wall, it was clear

to Terry that the judge had declined considerably since it was painted. He
now had a drooping eye, probably the result of stroke, and a rambling mind
normally focused on the famous Karen Silkwood case, which he had tried

years earlier but talked about continually.

"Sure is a pretty day," the judge said one day when entering the court-

room. "The weather sort of reminds me of the weather we had during the

Silkwood trial." Theis's resume included not only the Silkwood case, involv-

ing plutonium theft from Kerr-McGee, but the tampon toxic-shock-syn-

drome case as well.

Terry threw up his hands. His life, as well as his family's, was in the

hands of a droopy-eyed judge who couldn't stay awake. A man who had to

be briefed by his secretary about what had occurred in the courtroom. The
only positive thing he could think of was that his grandfather would have

approved of Theis's political affiliation. He was a Democrat.

Contrary to the warning about narcolepsy, Theis was wide awake the

first day. In fact, Robison noted, "I haven't seen the judge this perky in a

long time. The name Oliver North seems to have reignited some old fire in

him." A Wichita newspaper had just printed an article saying North's name
would surface in the case.

Then there was Robin Fowler, the federal prosecutor. From the time

Terry and his wife were indicted until their first appearance in Theis's court-

room, there had been no face or voice for the government, the elusive mon-
ster that was set on devouring them.

On June 21, 1989, the monster finally had one. It was the face of Robin

Fowler, an assistant United States attorney schooled in the East and brought

in as the personal protege of United States Attorney Benjamin L. Burgess,

Jr., whose supporters were distributing bumper stickers saying "Burgess for

Governor." It was rumored that Fowler would be his running mate and
candidate for lieutenant governor.

Fowler was 32 at the time, and Terry was told that his personal life was
in a shambles. His wife was seeking a divorce, and he was now "in a party

mode" and spending most evenings cruising the Wichita singles bars.

The yuppified attorney was sporting the best in polyester suits and the

latest in men's permed hairstyles, apparently not realizing that both looks

were passe. Based on his protruding stomach, which overhung a distaste-

ful belt buckle sporting the letter F, it was apparent from what Trubey had
told Terry that Fowler wasn't spending much time at the gym but instead
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probably occupied himself drinking beer and lounging around. Terry was
certain from Fowler's demeanor that the government hatchet man believed

every lie he had read in the Reeds' FBI file.

It was apparent as he faced Terry that Fowler believed he was a traf-

ficker who had eluded justice, and the government's only chance to nail

him was on petty mail fraud charges.

"Robin thinks you are real bad people," Robison said to Terry and Janis

on the courthouse steps the second day of the marathon hearing. He had
worked with Fowler, knew him well, and used him as a private pipeline into

the prosecutor's office.

On that first day, the judge, referring to Janis said, "What's she doing

here?"

"I don't know. Judge, what she's doin' here. I guess it's because she's

married to him," Robison answered, referring to Terry.

The government said it intended to prove she had been Terry's accom-

plice, an interesting point, since nothing presented to the grand jury

showed that. Yet Fowler, who presented the case to the grand jury, asked

for and received indictments against both. As usual, the grand jury had
done what the prosecutor instructed and indicted. Grand juries generally

administered one-sided justice by returning, on a national average, a 98

percent indictment rate.

Maybe the judge didn't know why Janis had been indicted, but Terry

did. It had nothing to do with her being an accomplice. It was to silence her,

to keep her from the media, and to use her as a bargaining chip to force

Terry into a plea of guilty. She was simply a pawn.
On the first day of the hearing, the government's star witness was

Baker, the private detective who had "found" Terry's plane. As he ambled
into the courtroom, he was the epitome of the state of Arkansas—Bubba
in dungarees. He looked and spoke like the stereotypical Southern sheriff,

and with his enormous beer gut and his waddle, it was obvious he had given

up worrying about his appearance a long time ago. The blue jeans he was
wearing were tight enough at the waistband to force them to ride so low on
his physique they barely covered his massive derriere. To match this insult-

ing choice of attire for an appearance in federal court, his undersized per-

manent-press shirt was straining to cover his bulky "spare tire."

After a day on the witness stand, it was apparent that Baker was lying,

not only to the judge and the attorneys on both sides, but also to the mar-

shal in the courtroom. Baker, as his testimony continued, kept shooting

himself in the foot with a total disregard for his possible peril on perjury

charges. Perhaps he forgot he wasn't testifying in Arkansas, a place Terry

affectionately had labeled "the People's Republic of Arkansas," since it

appeared the Hog State protected civil rights about as aggressively as the

People's Republic of China did.

It was clear that the defense was dealing with a professional witness

who had a convenient memory and could remember only what was bene-

ficial to the prosecution. Trubey was hoping to show Baker as an extension

of the police and under their control. That would make his an illegal search
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and accomplish her objective of forcing Theis to suppress the evidence and,

therefore, to dismiss the case.

By Baker's ow^n admission, he continued his investigation of the air-

plane using information solely supplied by the police. As a civilian, he knew
he did not need probable cause to enter the hangar, although a police offi-

cer normally would.

From his demeanor on the stand, it was obvious that he was used to

behaving any way he wished, undoubtedly because he was a prosecution

witness. He displayed open contempt for the defense by saying he had
ignored a defense request to bring his investigative file with him.

The hearing on June 21, 1989, began with Baker emphatically saying,

"I can say without any hesitation it's October 8, yes," when asked if he was
sure about the date he found the airplane.^

Trubey found this interesting, since she had in her possession a copy of

an FBI NCIC (National Crime Information Center) report showing the

Arkansas State Police investigating the crime on October 7. This seemed to

confirm what Dunlap had discovered, that Baker was working on a tip

when he "found" the plane. Under cross-examination, and after saying

multiple times that he was certain it was the eighth. Baker began waffling

and said it "could have been the seventh" when he realized the defense was
attacking the validity of the date and had in its possession the NCIC -sup-

plied data, showing police activity on the seventh.

The questioning also confirmed that Baker had, in fact, been in the

hangar on multiple occasions before the search warrant was issued. Each
time he returned, it was as a result of being supplied more "confidential

police data" by Young and Sanders, which allowed him to continue his

investigation.

Baker's testimony was as follows: The first N-number he had was
N30489, which was stenciled on the outside of the plane. When that

number was initially run for him by Young, it came back negative. It had
not been reported stolen. But armed with information provided him by
Sanders, namely, that the number N30489 was decommissioned as a result

of its being sold to a buyer in Germany, Baker returned once again. This time

he copied down the serial number embossed on an ID tag riveted on the tail.

He also said he entered the aircraft and retrieved a flight bag. In that

bag, he found not only Terry's name but another N-number, N2982M. After

having Young run this information through NCIC, he determined that this

was a stolen plane. To be sure it was the correct aircraft. Young wanted him
to return and confirm what he believed he had found.

This time, Baker testified, he took with him someone who was an avi-

ation expert and who pointed out to Baker a component of the plane that

should bear the true serial number. By reading that number, he was sure

he was dealing with N2982M, which had been stolen from Joplin, Missouri,

in March 1983 and belonged to "a Terry Reed out of Oklahoma City."

Photographs of the recovered airplane obtained from the insurance

company after the plane was removed from the hangar clearly showed that

the left aileron had been removed from the plane, as well as the engine
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cowling, while in the possession of the Arkansas State Police. When asked

if he had removed the parts. Baker testified that he had not.*

This was done, he said, to disable the plane and make it incapable of

flight. But when was it done? And by whom? If it was done before the

search warrant was issued, and by Baker or the police, it would be illegal

entry, trespassing, tampering, and theft, all violations of law, and would
reveal that the police disabled an aircraft before they had a warrant. But
adding to the puzzlement, if the plane could not be flown because it had
been disabled, why move it to another hangar?

As ridiculous as it was. Baker stuck with his convoluted testimony

that the wind had blown open the hangar door just as he happened to be

passing by.**

Toward the close of the first day of testimony. Judge Theis was alarmed

enough at the inconsistencies and holes in Baker's story to summon Young
and warn him and Baker not to discuss the day's testimony that night while

staying over in Wichita. In spite of the warning, however, both left together

in the same taxi and stayed at the same hotel. The day was over.

Terry and Janis felt euphoric. They were sure they had won the first

skirmish; the prosecution's lead witness was leaving the courtroom with

holes shot through his story large enough to fly a Piper Turbo Arrow through.

What they didn't know was that, as a practical matter, only defense

witnesses can commit perjury. To their disbelief, they would learn later of

federal immunity statutes that hold government witnesses harmless for civil

penalties when lying under oath.

They returned to the motel, where Janis's parents had arrived to care

for and protect the children from potential harm. As if they didn't have

enough to worry about and occupy their attention, the thought of a kid-

napping attempt on their children never left the Reeds' minds. They had
refused to leave the children in New Mexico for fear of reprisals, mainly

from Felix Rodriguez, and Terry reasoned it would probably happen while

they both were making mandatory court appearances.

The next day it would be Young's turn and that of Don Sanders, if they

could force his appearance. Already the term national security had cropped

up as a result of a subpoena delivered to the Arkansas State Police demand-
ing Sanders's appearance in Wichita. Sanders, due to his assignment with

the DBA, was being granted federal status. This meant that he could not be

questioned in open court without first forcing the defense to outline in

advance what they intended to ask him.

*Baker did a complete turrxabout four years later in an oral deposition given in Little Rock

in 1993 for Case LRC-91-4I4, when he admitted that he did, in fact, remove the aileron, a

violation of FFA regulations and federal law.

**There was a second turnabout by Baker. He has since recanted the "wind myth" and in an

affidavit subsequent to the 1993 deposition gave a totally different version of his original

story, now saying he was invited into the hangar by a friend named Rick Edwards. Edwards,

in a separate affidavit, claimed that he was in Reed's hangar because the lock was damaged

and incapable of securing the door. The real truth may never be known.



Department of Injustice 527

On June 22, it was Arkansas Governor Bill Clinton's Chief of Security

wlio sauntered into the courtroom, took his oath, was seated, and began
chatting with the judge about good fishin' holes down in Arkansas. Young
was dressed appropriately for a court appearance and a person of his posi-

tion. By Young's relaxed and cocky attitude, it was apparent that he was
accustomed to the courtroom environment, getting his own way, and
answering to no one, except Bill Clinton . . . and possibly Hillary and
Chelsea.

As the day wore on, it became crystal clear that Young had little regard

for the facts of the case— in the legal vernacular, as Judge Theis would later

write. Young demonstrated a "reckless disregard for the truth."

He ended up looking worse than Baker. He hand-delivered his elusive

investigative file, the one he would not allow Joe Dunlap to copy when he
visited the governor's mansion in Little Rock, as well as the flight bag he
had so "professionally" stored there in a closet rather than turning it over

to the FBI.

When copies of Young's file were delivered in court to the defense,

Terry began digesting them, while Trubey questioned Young. Terry took

note of the file's cover sheet and knew immediately that something was
wrong. By utilizing his intelligence analyst's skills, he probably knew more
about Young than Young knew about himself by this time.

Written on the file's cover was the date, 10/08/87, the day Young said

he had dictated this report. But in it, he had listed his rank as captain. Terry

knew this was incorrect, recalling that on the search warrant application

only six days later he listed his rank as lieutenant.

"How long have you been a captain?" Robison asked Young.

"One year this month," he testified. That meant he had been promoted
to captain in September 1 988, ten months after he said he had dictated his

report.

When challenged by Trubey about the authenticity of his report, as well

as the date, Young had to admit that his entire file had been created "some-

time after" Dunlap interviewed him for the first time in October 1988 . . .

more than a year after the events he described in the report. But he insisted

the reports correctly reflected what had occurred.

What did this mean? To Terry and the defense attorneys, it meant that

Young never expected to testify in a federal court about this case. Young
had been pursuing a state case, in which Terry would have been tried in an

Arkansas court, and by the conduct he and Baker were exhibiting, the

results would have been a foregone conclusion. Trubey could not under-

stand why a man with Young's rank, stature and experience was so ill-pre-

pared to testify. The answer, she was convinced, was unspeakable.

"Terry, I don't think they thought they would ever see you in a court-

room," Trubey told him later. "They probably would have stashed you in a

cell in Arkansas, or even worse, in a grave somewhere down there."

But again, when questioned, Young said, "Well, it was dictated some-

time later. . . . Everything in one of these reports may not have occurred on the

date the report indicates."
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Robison hammered away.

Q. Before today, have you told (the governmem) that you backdated this

report?

A. No, sir.

Q. Did you tell anyone in the FBI?

A. No, sir.

Q. So I presume the courtroom is the first time this came out that you back-

dated these reports?

A. Yes, sir.

Q. Well, the day it was typed says 1 0/ 1 0/87. You said that's wrong. We don't

know when it was typed, do we?
A. No, we don't. ^

What, Terry wondered, would the judge be doing if this was a defense

witness?

Throughout all this, Theis snoozed off and on.

Another point of interest to the defense was the internal file number
assigned to the case by the Arkansas State Police records system. Since dates

of police activity were becoming a critical issue, Robison examined Young
closely about the file number and how its coded system worked. On the

bottom of the cover sheet, the one with the manufactured date, was a man-
ufactured file number. It was 64-129-87.

Young said, in decoding this, that 64 had no meaning, 129 meant this

was the 1 29th case of the year, and 87 was the year. Trubey, meanwhile,
had dispatched Dunlap to call the Arkansas State Police records section to

determine what date 64-129-87 was opened. She was hoping to find a date

of police involvement even before October 7.

When Dunlap called from the federal building in Wichita, armed with

confidential Arkansas State Police (ASP) file numbers, the chief of the ASP
records section. Lieutenant James Jenkins, probably confused Dunlap's

official capacity with the court for someone involved in the prosecution of

the case. He unwittingly passed along embarrassing and compromising infor-

mation that would later lead him to claim Dimlap had tricked him into

revealing further evidence of ASP conspiratorial involvement in setting up
the Reeds.

To this day, the Arkansas State Police claim that Dunlap got this infor-

mation under false pretenses and bear nothing but animosity and contempt
for him. They even tried to arrest him later and have his private investiga-

tor's license revoked in Kansas on the grounds that he had posed as a fed-

eral marshal to get the information.^

While Dunlap was away taping his conversation with Jenkins, Trubey

honed in on the flight bag she believed had been pilfered. Key evidence that

Dunlap had seen earlier in the governor's mansion was now missing.

Dunlap had seen a white, Spanish-language document bearing the seal of

the Mexican government. He had asked Young about its significance and
whether it had been translated into English. Young had said no, and had
refused to allow Dunlap to copy it.
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With a key document missing, things were getting interesting. Young
took the following positions: "Possibly" the missing document might not

have been there at all. He couldn't recall ever seeing it; but if it was miss-

ing. Young inferred, it was because Dunlap stole it.

One other interesting point was emerging. It was Young's professed

desire to get rid of the case. "I didn't want to get involved in this case,"

Young testified. "I tried to hand it off to the FBI." This puzzled Trubey and
Robison, who knew that police officers' careers are built on cases like the

seizure of an aircraft linked to narcotics.

"I waited for the FBI to come and take over," Young testified. "They

didn't come, and at that point I went for a search warrant."^ The FBI waited

until the twenty-first of October to enter the case, twelve days after Young's

first contact with the bureau. Why? they wondered. A hot airplane is a

major crime in Arkansas.

This led Terry to think that Oliver North actually had intervened on his

behalf, but Bush and his Justice Department had probably begun the case

again once they realized the level of liability that Terry's knowledge repre-

sented. It had, after all, been eight months from the time he had called

North until an indictment was returned. And North by that time was
coming up on the short end of an indictment himself. This would explain

why the FBI spent so much time questioning Terry's neighbors and friends

in Arkansas and Oklahoma. These people would have no knowledge of any
plane theft.

But the FBI, fronting for the CIA, would want to know if Terry had
revealed to these people his intelligence connections to the Arkansas train-

ing operations or any classified data related to Jade Bridge or Centaur Rose.

But the most disconcerting thing to Terry personally, which sent

tremors through him, was when Young was confronted with a two-page

FBI report saying Young had volunteered information that Terry might be

a drug trafficker.

After reading this report into the record, Trubey asked, "Captain Young,

where did you get that information?

"I got that information from EPIC," he answered.

"From who?"
"El Paso Intelligence Center."^

Terry's worst fears were coming true. Until that moment, he had no
concrete evidence that anyone was truly out to get him. Now, here it was,

a two-page FBI report labeling him a drug trafficker, something he defi-

nitely was not! For that exact reason, he had turned his back on the Agency
and left Mexico. They were pinning this insidious accusation on him when,

in truth, they were the ones guilty of drug trafficking. This disinformation

transference, was now taking on a very human meaning for Terry. He was
now labeled as Barry Seal had been— a notorious drug trafficker. He felt

like screaming with rage so loud it would wake up Theis.

He now knew this profile of him existed before he ever crossed the

border back into the United States. That same profile, labeling him "armed

and dangerous," meant that someone wanted him dead in a big way. Visions
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of lumbering across the Rio Grande with his innocent little children flashed

through his memory. How fortunate they were that some trigger-happy

Customs agent hadn't found them out and opened fire in response to the

computer profile someone had created.

While Young was still smarting from the cross-examination, Dunlap
returned after placing his call to Arkansas to inform Trubey that Lieutenant

Jenkins said the file number 64-129-87 had been opened on September 30,

1987, and was not assigned to a case involving a stolen airplane but to a

totally unrelated case.

Why did the Arkansas State Police captain, the governor's chief of secu-

rity, sit on the stand all day and lie? Terry recalled an old Arkansas joke

about the man who was such a liar that he had to hire someone just to call

his dog. Could it be that Raymond Young inspired that story?

This disclosure had been enough to wake the judge from his slumber.

"I think we got a pie in the sky on this case number thing," Theis said as the

confused attorneys looked at one another. Theis decided to forgo further

examination of Young until Arkansas authorities could respond about the

mix-up on the case file number. In addition, the defense requested from
NCIC in Washington a printout denoting all police computer activity sur-

rounding tail numbers N30489 and N2982M and Terry Reed.

Trubey felt it was necessary at this point, in light of all the government's

conflicting evidence and testimony, to go straight to the source of records

for both FBI-NCIC and DEA-EPIC. It would be a risk, but she asked the

judge to demand from the government these critical intraagency reports.

The defense team held their breath for fear of what the reports might say

about Terry. After all, he who controls the computer database can insert lit-

erally anything.

Sanders finally arrived on June 22 and reluctantly took the stand to

testify. By now he had had time to hear from Baker and Young about the

credibility problem surrounding the date that Baker discovered the plane.

Sanders covered for Baker and attempted to defuse the issue of the dates of

Baker's activity. He testified that Baker first called him for information on
the seventh of October, but it was not until the following day that he could

contact the FAA and provide Baker with the information he wanted.^ This

would further cloud the issue of when Baker aaually found the plane.

It appeared that Sanders had been effeaively and professionally coached.

His testimony diluted the whole date issue and included aaion by Baker on
both the seventh and the eighth. This seemingly confused the old judge, who
was frantically doodling on his scratch pad.

"God, he's a great witness for the government," Robison whispered at

the defense table. "He's neutralizing the date issue. And he's obviously been
coached." As a former prosecutor, Robison knew how the government
worked and still marveled at their dirty tricks, even when they were being

used against him.

Sanders purposely lied when he said he used only the telephone to con-

duct his investigation. He obviously said this because he knew that Trubey
was going after computer records. He probably felt that if he testified that
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he only used a state telephone, it would be difficult to trace his efforts on
Baker's behalf and that there would be no telltale computer trail. He was
wrong.

As a result of subpoena efforts made in 1993 in his civil case against

Young and Baker, Terry gained access to Arkansas State Police computer
records showing that Sanders not only accessed computer files for Baker
and Young, but was the first person at the state level to do anything pertaining to

this case. One can only guess at Sanders's motive for lying and at what else

may have been done by other people still unidentified.

What did this show? It showed that Sanders was willing to perjure him-
self to cover Baker. But even more significant, it showed that the federal gov-

ernment acted to set up Reed before either Young or Baker were involved.

Harry Barrett, the FBO (fixed-base operator) and Piper airplane dealer

at the North Little Rock Airport, was the only witness called by the defense

in the first hearing. He testified that Baker approached him sometime after

the airplane was seized from Terry's hangar and stored in the state's hangar.

During this interview. Baker confided to Barrett that he had discovered the

plane as the result of a tip.^ This testimony contradicted all the govern-

ment's evidence and the original state affidavit for the search warrant.

The government was licking its wounds after the first two days and
appeared relieved when Theis adjourned the hearing.

"Don't talk to me, I'm trying to concentrate on my driving," Joe Dunlap said

nervously. "I'm trying to stay as close to this truck as I can so oncoming traf-

fic can't see us. Can you tell if anybody's following us?"

It was a tense afternoon on September 8, 1989. Terry and Dunlap had
received a large dose of "Southern hospitality" and were trying to get safely

across the Arkansas state line into Oklahoma before being arrested. It was
Friday afternoon, and Dunlap knew that was the worst time for anyone to

be arrested. There would be no bail hearing until Monday, and the thought

of what would happen to them in an Arkansas jail over the weekend was
not a pleasant one. Terry, trying to bring a little levity into a tense situation,

began joking about the scene in the movie Deliverance in which actor Ned
Beatty is sodomized by some backwoods survivalists. It didn't help.

Dunlap, from his years as a police officer, knew all too well what could

happen to a prisoner the police chose not to protect while in their custody.

So Terry shut up and helped Dunlap survey the traffic.

Back in Wichita, Marilyn Trubey was frantically trying to contact Robin

Fowler to get him to intervene and call off the Arkansas State Police pur-

suit of not only her client but her investigator as well. Things had gotten a

little out of hand in Little Rock, and regardless of the new face Bill Clinton's

administration was trying to put on Arkansas, Dunlap was learning the hard

way that the Old South was still alive and well.

Two days earlier, Dunlap and Terry had quietly and inconspicuously

arrived by car in Little Rock to continue their investigation in preparation
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for the upcoming trial, estimated to start sometime in early spring 1990.

Several key defense witnesses had been intimidated by the FBI and state

investigators, who had told the witnesses that they did not have to talk to

anyone from the defense.

Terry was appalled to learn that old friends were avoiding Dunlap.

From interviews they had given to the FBI, they had already conviaed
Terry in their own minds.

As a last resort, Trubey reluctantly agreed that Terry should accompany
Dunlap in hope that his presence would change the witnesses' attitudes.

After all, the people they wanted subpoenaed had been old friends or busi-

ness associates, from whom Terry had parted on good terms.

The first day, September 7, went well. Linda Crow openly discussed her

old boss and lover, Mark McAfee, and what she called his "sick, devious

mind" and pent-up, vendetta-driven jealousy concerning Terry. The
defense was going to have to neutralize McAfee since Robin Fowler had by
now identified him as a government witness. Just what McAfee could or

would testify to was unclear. But sensing that McAfee was unstable enough
to say or do anything, and knowing that he would be testifying under gov-

ernment-granted immunity from perjury, Trubey didn't want to take any
chances. And Crow had supplied them with all the ammunition Dunlap felt

the defense would need, and then some!

Shelby Aaron, the locksmith who had performed all of the lock main-

tenance on Terry's hangar, had provided a sworn affidavit that stated, in

effect, that the lock on the door of the hangar Terry rented had never

required any type of repairs and, in his professional opinion, would have
been impossible for the wind to blow it open.

Then came the trip to the Arkansas State Police Intelligence Center.

After Terry's first hearing in Wichita, Major Doug Stephens, head of the

criminal division, had written a letter to the Wichita court attempting to

explain away the file number mix-up. The letter was ridiculous in that it

reflected no internal investigation of any kind and merely hypothesized

about what might have happened with this key piece of evidence. After all,

if the date on the front of the file folder assigned to Terry's case was correa,

it would show that Young was involved as far back as September 30, 1987,

at least seven days earlier than he had testified. Aside from showing that

Young had lied, the earlier date was crucial for documenting police involve-

ment with Reed's plane long before Baker "stumbled" upon the so-called

open hangar door. This gave substance to the defense theory that Reed had
been set up from the beginning.

Dunlap, who had developed a telephone relationship earlier with Lieu-

tenant Jenkins, the head of the records section, was hoping to speak per-

sonally with Jenkins to get to the bottom of the alleged mix-up. Terry waited

outside in the car in the hot summer sun while Dunlap attempted to inter-

view Jenkins. He returned a short time later, but he had struck out because,

low and behold, none other than Major Doug Stephens just happened to

intervene in the middle of the interview. Jenkins's friendly attitude toward
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Dunlap changed abruptly in Stephens's presence, and the interview was
prematurely terminated.

The next morning, first on the list and the highest priority was an inter-

view with Bill Canino, the owner of the North Little Rock hangar, who had
said some very disconcerting things to the FBI back in 1987. Specifically, he

said that he had never met any Terry Reed but had rented a hangar to a

Terry Kerr, whom he had never seen either.

Additionally, Carol Canino, his wife, had produced copies of corporate

cashiers checks that Janis, as secretary-treasurer of Applied Technologies,

had used to pay the hangar rent. The defense determined from grand jury

minutes that these checks and correspondence about the hangar rental sup-

plied by the Caninos were the sole evidence used to indict Janis as an
accomplice in "aiding and abetting" her husband.

It was hoped that Canino, in Terry's presence, could explain why he had
become so confused about meeting him back in 1983, when Terry first

moved to Little Rock. Beyond the rental arrangement for the hangar, Terry

had even approached Canino at one point about purchasing an ultra-light.

It was very confusing to Terry and his defense team why Canino's memory
was so selective. Could it be that Canino had been pressured by the investi-

gators? Was he guilty of something and "working off a case"? They had to

know, and only in Terry's presence, they felt, would Canino "'fess up."

The first part of the interview went well. Terry had a checklist of topics

to discuss with Canino, who recanted his statement about not knowing
Terry as soon as he and Dunlap arrived. The name mix-up, he theorized,

was due to the fact that his wife, Carol, handled most of the business deal-

ings concerning the hangar with Janis. Janis's hyphenated last name, Kerr-

Reed, had probably caused her husband the problem. Mrs. Canino, Bill

guessed, had confused Kerr as being the correct last name and set up the

rental file under "Kerr."

But as the subject turned to an even more sensitive area, that is, money
—cash money—the money Bill Cooper had given Terry to rent the hangar

space initially, Canino's friendly attitude quickly changed. This was obvi-

ously an area Canino did not want to discuss and, without allowing any fur-

ther questions, he said, "I don't want to do this. And I won't if you guys will

leave right now. But I'm supposed to call in order to have you guys arrested.

They know you're in town, and they say he (pointing to Dunlap) has been
posing as a U.S. marshal and there's a warrant out for his arrest. And maybe
you, too, Terry."

Terry was out of New Mexico without court permission since Trubey

did not want Fowler to know he was going to Arkansas. This way. Fowler

couldn't tip off the ASP and cause the two men to be followed, revealing

defense witnesses and strategy. Linda Crow, who was turning out to be a

key witness for Terry, was unknown to the state police then. The defense

wanted to keep it that way.

Technically, Terry was legally in Dunlap's custody. But if Dunlap were
to be arrested, this could give Terry problems with the court. And Terry was
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sure that Young and Baker would certainly like to conduct a weekend's

interrogation of them both.

As Dunlap and Terry sped out of Canino's driveway, Terry found it

interesting to witness his old companions, paranoia and fear, invading the

mind of someone else for a change. With Terry as navigator and guide to

the back roads of Arkansas, they planned an escape route that they hoped
would keep them out of the law's hands.

Their nemesis, they feared, was Dunlap's government license plates,

which would surely lead to their doom. Dunlap rejected Terry's suggestion

that they "borrow" someone else's license plates, electing instead to call

Trubey for help. Terry had never seen Joe carry a weapon before. Normally

he kept it in the trunk of his car, but as they drafted in a semi's wake west of

Russellville, Arkansas, on 1-40, his weapon lay loaded on the car's console.

Dunlap was learning fast what a serious business this was. There was
a lot more involved here than just mail fraud and a stolen airplane. Dunlap
turned to Reed and asked, "Who are you, really? Why do all these people

want your ass so bad?" From his comments, Dunlap at long last was coming
to terms with what he was dealing with.

Through it all, Terry managed to joke about Deliverance and the PRA
(People's Republic of Arkansas), and he appeared to be in control of his

stress and fear.

"Goddamn pilots!" Dunlap snapped. "You're all crazy!"

A couple of tense hours later, and with a sigh of relief, they crossed the

Oklahoma line and managed a quick pit stop to phone Trubey and tell her

they had "escaped." They then began the drive toward Tulsa, where Terry

would fly back to New Mexico. Too tired from the stress of the day to talk,

Terry thought about the multitude of problems facing him and Janis as they

prepared for the upcoming trial. He still couldn't accept the fact they were
actually going to trial in light of all the perjured and tainted evidence from

the hearings.

Their lives were literally in limbo. Looking back at the summer of 1989,

which plodded on as Trubey and Dunlap's investigations continued, Terry

thought of the slow, long slide into depression that he and Janis had under-

gone. Janis, due to her indictment, was unable to gain employment in her

old profession, real estate, since it was impossible to be professionally

bonded, a state requirement in New Mexico, while awaiting trial.

Terry likewise had to pass up several lucrative automation projects,

since bail-bond requirements placed him under severe travel restrictions.

This produced the added burden of not knowing how he was going to pro-

vide financially for his family. His business life was a disaster because he felt

obligated to tell his potential business associates about the indictment and
how it would possibly interfere with his work schedule. To them, he had
the plague. His future was uncertain, and they could not be assured that he

would even be around to fulfill contractual agreements. And, like Janis, he

required bonding which was unavailable to him for large projects.

As the Reeds depleted what was left of their dwindling resources, they

watched their lifestyle slowly decline. The one thing that sustained them
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was the love they had for their children. The thought of anything sinister

happening to them was unbearable and went unspoken. The only defense

for an attack on them was a well-rehearsed plan, Terry felt.

The Reeds had contingencies for everything. They had rehearsed over

and over again their "battle plans" to the point that they were prepared for

almost any catastrophe. Duncan was driven to school every day. To prevent

a kidnap attempt, the principal was given a cover story. She was told that

Terry had a former wife who was unstable, could not have children of her

own, and might resort to kidnapping Duncan. For this reason, his first-

grade teacher was instructed to allow no one to take him from school, even

in an emergency.

Webster defines paranoia as "a psychiatric mental disorder character-

ized by systematic delusions and projections of personal conflict that are

ascribed to the supposed hostility of others." The definition fit their status

with the exception of one word, supposed. Trubey, Dunlap and the Reeds had
plenty of true life events happening to separate their paranoia from reality.

Through the course of unearthing their evidence, a series of frighten-

ing events took place that would have an impact not only on Terry and Janis

but Trubey and Dunlap as well. First, there was hard evidence that their

phones were being tapped. Having been trained in the Air Force about com-
munications security, Terry was particularly wary about using unsecure

phone lines to discuss the case and especially to map out defense strategy.

Trubey and Dunlap initially complied with his wishes to keep tele-

phone communications to a minimum and communicate primarily by mail,

but this was difficult to do and, over time, communications security began

to erode. It came to a head one day when Dunlap asked the federal public

defender's office in Columbus, Ohio, to interview Barbara Williams, to

whom the aircraft registration number N30489 had been assigned originally

by the FAA. This was the registration number supposedly painted on the

plane Baker "found" in Terry's hangar.

Dunlap had relayed the instructions for this task by phone to a female

investigator in the public defender's office in Columbus, Ohio, where
Williams resided. While en route to interview Mrs. Williams, the investigator

noticed that she was being followed. The car, carrying two passengers, gave

the appearance of an undercover police car, but it had civilian registration.

Concerned, she stopped at a phone booth and called her office to give

the license plate number of the car. Her office in turn had the police "run

the number," which automatically triggered an FBI alert system designed

to protect the identity of their agents. She was, indeed, being followed by

men in an FBI car.

With that, the FBI office in Columbus placed a call to the public

defender's office to complain about the police department's running one of

the Bureau's undercover plates. It was then that Dunlap and the Ohio office

knew that communications security had been compromised. Their office

phones in Wichita, they were now sure, were being monitored by the FBI!

It was now all becoming very real to Trubey and Dunlap. Terry's para-

noia was not paranoia at all but a legitimate concern. They had their phones
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swept, but the technician who conducted the sweep stated that the degree

of sophistication for tapping available to the FBI made detection virtually

impossible.

Even more disturbing was the firebombing of a Volkswagen Beetle that

had been parked in front of Dunlap's house in Wichita. The car that had
been firebombed belonged to a friend of Dunlap's daughter but was identi-

cal to one owned by his oldest daughter. The fire department later deter-

mined that the fire was caused by some type of incendiary device, probably

thrown into the car through an open window.
Dunlap saw this as a direct threat to his family, and he felt he was being

given a warning. He was upsetting someone because of his investigation

into the Reed case. He apparently was doing too good a job.

Shortly after that incident, his wife's car was intentionally rammed at

an intersection by a hit-and-run driver, who, by the glare his wife saw on
the man's face, knew his target. Another motorist who witnessed the acci-

dent told police that the driver appeared to purposely ram Dunlap's wife's

car and then casually back up and leave the scene.

Dunlap's personal vehicle was not spared either. The windows of his

pickup truck were smashed twice, and on each occurrence his was the only

vehicle on the block to be vandalized. The Dunlap family was now on "Red

Alert," just as the Reeds were.

As a result of all these sinister events, Trubey had the Reeds make
copies of all the important records and files needed for the trial and advised

them to store the records in a safe place far away from the originals. Not
even Trubey was to know the location, so that their whereabouts could not

be compromised.

Terry had amassed enormous volumes of files and records. He even

kept notebooks to record each day's events, even as far back as his time in

the Air Force. To accommodate all this data, he rented a small storage facil-

ity in a secure compound under an alias in Bernalillo, New Mexico.

Over Easter weekend of 1990, the Reeds planned a three-day camping
trip to Carlsbad Caverns, thinking it might be their last opportunity to vaca-

tion before the impending trial. While they were gone, their storage unit

was burglarized, and their files pilfered. Police later told them it was the

work of a professional burglar.

The unknown perpetrator had somehow penetrated the elaborate

chain-link-fence security, eluded the German shepherd guard dogs, and
proceeded to cut the lock on the door of Reed's storage unit. From evidence

taken at the crime scene, the intruder had spent hours methodically open-

ing boxes in which records were kept but only removed select files. It

appeared he knew exactly what he was after. He had even taken time to eat

as he worked. Remnants of a sandwich were found on the floor. This was
most definitely not a figment of paranoia and manifest fear. Paranoia does

not eat ham sandwiches.

Who does one complain to when being victimized by the "system"?

The Department of Injustice, perhaps?
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This was the revised title Terry gave the criminal justice system as a

result of Judge Theis's official Opinion and Order rendered after weighing

and digesting the material presented in the nearly six-month suppression

proceedings.

The twenty-two-page order, dated December 15, 1989, had struck

down all pending defense motions with the exception of one. The Reeds

could have their grand jury minutes.

The avalanche of conflicting data that Trubey and Dunlap had devel-

oped and dumped on the court had been dismissed by Judge Theis and his

two new law clerks as irrelevant. The defense had wanted, in addition to

the grand jury minutes, the suppression of the airplane as evidence and sep-

arate trials for Terry and Janis. Also denied was critical discovery involving

Iran-Contra, which could prove the defense theory that Reed had been set

up as a result of becoming a liability to some very important people.

Their list of requests from the government included:

1. A list of all of Oliver North's aliases.

2. All documentation relating to Oliver North's involvement with the Donor
Program.

3. All documentation relating to the Donor Program, including, but not lim-

ited to, the date of conception, all persons involved in the program, agree-

ments between the United States government and insurance companies, a

list of persons who contributed to the Donor Program and the items con-

tributed, documentation relating to how the donated items were used, and

any and all other documentation relating to the Donor Program.

4. A list of all other litigation, both civil and criminal, pertaining to the Donor

Program.

5. All phone records, travel plans, notes, and so on relating to Oliver North's

activities on February 18, 1982; February 24, 1982, to October 1982; March

11, 1983, to March 22, 1983; November 1984; and July 19, 1985.

6. Oliver North's notebooks and diaries from 1982 to 1987.

7. All documentation concerning the relationship between the CIA and

Southern Air Transport, Richard Secord, and William Cooper.

In denying all this to the Reeds and their attorney, Theis fell back on
the argument that all this information and material was outside the pos-

session, custody or control of the U.S. attorney's office. He further held that

if, in fact, the material existed and was in the possession of the special pros-

ecutor's office or congressional investigators, the U.S. attorney had no right

to these. Therefore, this information was "undiscoverable."

The motion seeking suppression was denied on the grounds that the

defense had fallen short of proving Baker acted on Young's instructions. To

the dismay of the defense, Theis put no significance on the one major piece

of evidence discovered between the first court session in June 1989 and the

second in October.

After months of labor and research, Theis dismissed this key piece of

evidence as "not particularly relevant."



538 Compromised: Clinton, Bush and the CIA

The "smoking gun" that Trubey had found, which would shoot holes

through all of Baker and Young's perjured testimony, was the computer
printout from NCIC (National Crime Information Center) in Washington.

Baker's story was built around his "discovery" of an airplane stenciled

N30489. He claimed to have taken that number to Young and had it run
through NCIC to determine if it was stolen.

Young said that the first NCIC check showed it was not stolen. Baker,

being "one heck of a detective," as he called himself, returned at a later date

(by his own testimony, the next day or later), found another number,

N2982M, and had that number run by Young. ^ If that scenario was true,

the NCIC printout from Washington, which was a record of law enforce-

ment accessing, should have shown N30489 being run before N2982M.
It did not.

Not only did it show just the opposite; it showed something even worse.

Both numbers were run within one minute of the each other The significance of

this information was that Young was in possession of the stolen airplane

number from the beginning. This supported the "tip" theory. Terry had been
set up, plain and simple. But why couldn't Theis see that? Or did he?

Young had not "found" his way to the "fruits of a crime" as he had tes-

tified. But instead, he knew he had a crime from the very beginning. This

meant that there was a preponderance of evidence that Young had
instructed Baker from the very beginning to develop as probable cause for

entering the hangar. Trubey felt confident that this single piece of informa-

tion would cast a reasonable doubt on Young's testimony and make the

judge dismiss the case.

In regard to Young's investigative files being "manufactured" eighteen

months after the fact, Theis wrote, "Young did damage his credibility by his

admission that he prepared his case reports between nine and eighteen

months after the events in October 1987. Young's explanation for his failure

to timely dictate a report is reasonable. . . . The court in no way condones

Young's behavior but does not find it seriously damaging to his credibility."^

Another great ambiguity! the Reeds thought.

Theis also explained away the perjured testimony in the state affidavit

for the search warrant and taught the Reeds a lot about the law all in one fell

swoop; namely, that the government is allowed to extract lies from an affi-

davit and then analyze what's left. If sufficient material is left, then it's all right

to proceed. Somehow, in Theis's reasoning and to the Reeds' shock, this does

not reflect upon the credibility of the person making the perjured statement.

Referring to this, Theis wrote, "In the present case, the court will

assume that statements made by Baker and Young in the oral affidavit were
made with at least a reckless disregard for the truth." ^° In the language of

Terry's mule-trading great-grandfather, this would have been reduced to

more simple terms: "These sons of bitches are lying and can't be trusted, and
should be strung up." Oh, where are those innocent days? Terry wondered.

As to the motion to sever, or separate, the Reeds' trials, it was denied

on the grounds that the trial jury would be able to separate and "compart-

mentalize" evidence and the defendants. This was surprising in light of the
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fact that Janis's attorney, Steve Robison, alleged prejudice in the following

areas:

1

.

An absence of evidence against her regarding the theft of the airplane, the

submission of documents or statements regarding the insurance claim, and
the receipt or presentation of the insurance draft.

2. The assertion of an alibi defense for the date the airplane was stolen.

3. The probable use of statements by Terry Reed containing hearsay against

Janis Reed.

4. Terry Reed will testify on Janis Reed's behalf at a separate trial.

5. A disparity of evidence between Terry Reed and Janis Reed.

6. The probability of guilt by association due to the relationship between the

defendants.

The Reeds did get access to their grand jury minutes, but these were
useless except to show that only oral testimony was presented and given by
one FBI agent, who was not the case agent, nor the one who was the main
investigator in Arkansas. That agent, Lawrence Nolan, did, however,

attempt to taint the minds of the grand jurors with cryptic remarks about

the Reeds that hinted at drug trafficking. He tried to make them appear to

be criminals. "These individuals thereafter, it appears, left Little Rock in

approximately December 1986, after pulling some type of scam with

Gomex (sic) Industries . . . and they fled to Mexico, and as far as we know
have been in Guadalajara ever since," Nolan said.^^

Theis did give Trubey two additional crumbs of discovery, which she had
asked for verbally. These were records maintained at the FAA Intelligence

Center in Oklahoma City (AC700 unit) and records from the El Paso Intel-

Ugence Center to confirm this agency was the source of information Young
said he had received and was in fact on file there. This latter discovery

request was one that Terry and Trubey almost vdshed Theis had denied. They
were nervous about what it might contain. Felix Rodriguez probably had
friends the^e, they theorized, since the CIA had offices in the same building.

After Theis's twenty-two-page decree, things were plain and simple . . .

the Reeds were going to trial. Theis now would have Oliver North in his

courtroom, evidence notwithstanding. Forget Silkwood and toxic-shock

syndrome! He now had a case that was serving as an elixir for his "atten-

tion deficit disorder."

"Terry, we're not going to trial on June 3," Marilyn Trubey said from her

office in Topeka, Kansas. "I just got off the phone with Robin Fowler, and
the government is going to invoke national security procedures. I think that's

good news. What do you think?"

It was Trubey's feeling that this was grudging acknowledgment by the

government of Terry's intelligence linkage. After all, she reasoned, they

wouldn't be invoking national security unless what he had been saying

was true.
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Terry, however, was furious, and Janis was in disbelief as fie briefed fier

after flanging up tfie pfione. It was June I, 1990. Tfiey were just two days

from trial and tfieir life was in a sfiambles. Preparation for thie trial, wliich

fiad been sclieduled to begin in two days, fiad totally consumed thiem. Just

as athletes totally immerse themselves in training, the couple had dialed out

everything but the preparation of their defense. Their lives and future were
hanging in the balance, in the scales held by the blindfolded woman.

But Terry was learning the truth about the criminal justice system: The
blindfolded woman with the sword and scales was peeking. Theis's earlier

ruling had made Terry very apprehensive about getting a fair trial. Theis

ignored Trubey's evidence and continually aligned himself with the gov-

ernment. From what he had learned, he now realized that this is the way
it works, that judges are there to help the government convict you. Judges

don't like to make tough decisions; they want to leave that to juries or

appellate courts. As far as the whole criminal "injustice" system was con-

cerned, Terry figured, you're guilty just because you're there.

The Reeds couldn't combat this mind set, so they fell back on their life

experiences and education and took the only course available to them.

Prepare, prepare, prepare for trial. Now, Terry realized, a jury was his

only hope. He had been slow to catch on to how the game is really played,

still thinking with a "Perry Mason mentality." The judges on TV always

seemed to play fair . . . and stay awake.

What was gnawing at him and Janis was the element of time applied

to this game called justice. Judges, to his surprise, didn't rule in court, or

quickly. It had taken months between each hearing for Theis to weigh the

evidence. He would vacation each winter in Florida. It had been two years

since the Reeds had been indicted, and to them, they were winning the skir-

mishes but losing the war.

In the Air Force, Terry had trained continuously under real and simu-

lated combat conditions. But there, things made sense. You fired a salvo of

missiles at your enemy and the success of the strike, or lack of it, and the

need for a second attack, were relayed immediately from the battlefield.

Here, it was months between salvos. They would wait weeks to find out

that they had scored a direct hit, but the judge would then rule, through a

sterile court decree, that the missiles were duds.

The one "war-game rule" that Theis could remember was "Brady." This

was a U.S. Supreme Court ruling which held that the government had to

turn over to the defense everything in its possession that might show inno-

cence on the part of a defendant.

The judge, who liked to appear in court and on the record as a civil lib-

ertarian, cited Brady continuously, but then it seemed he had his law clerks

find some precedent to negate it. This became legal double-speak and some-

how always accrued to the benefit of the government, which after all, paid

his salary and guaranteed him lifetime employment.
It had been an uphill battle all the way, causing the Reeds to spend

countless hours organizing their files and developing cross-referenced sys-

tems so they could feed Trubey the legal ammunition she would need while

engaged in battle.
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As the Reeds looked around the mass of file boxes on the basement
floor of Janis's parents' home in Kansas City, Terry felt emotionally numb.
Janis was coming down from the emotional high of having her indictment

dismissed "with prejudice" (meaning the government could not renew
these charges) four days earlier on May 28. It worried her to see her hus-

band in a continuing state of suspended animation. It was as if the govern-

ment was toying with him. It was a gigantic, carnivorous cat, and Terry was
a crafty little mouse. But every time he prepared to launch an offensive and
attempted to escape, the cat would simply stand on the mouse's tail. Janis

was fearful that the cat might finally be tiring of the game and preparing to

devour its prey.

They had prepared for the worst. All of their household goods were in

storage. They were now homeless.

They had left New Mexico two weeks earlier, towdng Tommy Trailer

loaded to the roof with court data, records, essential personal effects and
clothing to get them through what was predicted to be a six-week trial. Janis

was schooling Duncan at home once again, having had to take him out of

school for the trial. Terry had asked for but was denied the only extension of

time he had requested since being indicted. His only opportunity to earn a

badly needed income had surfaced early in the year and required his involve-

ment in a projea in South Carolina through the month of June. Theis denied

the request, saying, "This is the oldest case on my docket." Justice can be swdft

when it's the defendant who suffers, the Reeds were learning.

Although they dared not articulate it to each other, the Reeds had put

their financial affairs in order for what Terry felt in his heart was a certainty

... he was going to prison.

Trubey had begun counseling Terry like a doctor before major surgery,

telling him to think positively but to prepare for the worst. She had warned
Janis that, among other things, a conviction for Terry would destroy her

credit rating. This was alien to her. She had been a successful business-

woman with a perfect credit rating ever since leaving college. But now she

was told that somehow her husband's character would be factored into her

financial status, simply because she was his wife.

Another discovery Terry had made throughout all of this was that a

whole new service industry had grown up, composed of convicted attor-

neys who "counseled" clients on prison life and how it affected the family.

They performed this service at half their old hourly rate, since they could

no longer practice law. This seemed to him the only type of service indus-

try the Republicans were capable of creating in the ten years of the Reagan-

Bush law-and-order administration.

The Reeds had already decided secretly, while both were under indict-

ment and without either attorney knowing, that Terry would plead guilty

if they saw the trial going badly, hoping that he could plea bargain for his

wife's freedom.

Then Fowler, suddenly and without warning, walked into the final

hearing on May 28— the eleventh hour—and moved to dismiss Janis's

indictment. He had held her hostage as long as he could. He had no evi-

dence against her and probably knew it all along.
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Fowler didn't know that he had played his trump card before Terry could

play his. The trump card was Janis; she was the mutual pawn. This was unbe-

lievably wonderful news, but it cut two ways. Janis was free, but now Terry

had no bargaining chip. He would have to fight as aggressively as Amiram
Nir had once described Israel, fighting "wdth your back to the sea." With Nir's

words in mind, Terry had set out with Trubey and Dunlap's help to develop

his final battle plan. Falling back on his military training, he approached

what was about to happen the way he built nuclear war contingencies.

All nuclear war damage projections were based on the effects of two
75-kiloton weapons dropped on Japan in World War 11. Not being familiar

with the legal war he was now waging, he decided to go into his personal

arsenal and deliver enough "yield" to vaporize his enemy. He might go

down, he thought, but only after inflicting major damage and casualties.

Trubey's first salvo in mid-May 1990 consisted of more than fifty sub-

poenas directed at such targets as the CIA, the FBI, the DEA, EPIC, FAA
Intelligence and the Arkansas State Police. After the missiles had "left the

hole" and streaked silently toward their targets, Robin Fowler's phone call

reported the first "hit." From his command post in Wichita, he relayed to

Trubey's battle station in Topeka the "bomb damage" of the weapon that

had impacted on the neon pig, the savings and loan logo atop FBI head-

quarters in Oklahoma City.

Trubey relayed to Terry, "Robin just got a call from FBI Agent Wayne
Barlow in Oklahoma City, who just received our subpoena. This is^ great

news, Terry. Not only does Barlow say he knows you but his contact with

you involved classified information that he won't discuss over Robin's

unsecure phone. He made Robin go over to the FBI office in Wichita in

order to discuss it on a secure line. Terry, I think we've got 'em on the run."

Barlow's subpoena had been loaded with high explosives. It ordered

him to appear in Wichita on June 1 1 and bring "complete files on North-

west Industries, Inc.; Technoimpex; Barcorp Corporation; Emery L. West,

aka Veda; Reed Kane and Associates; Janis Kerr Reed; Terry K. Reed; Joseph

(Jozsef) Bona; and 1978 Piper Arrow PA-28 N2982M."
Barlow, by admitting he knew Terry, and by saying his contacts with

him involved classified information, was the crack in the wall of silence that

had been built around the intelligence community. The silence up to this

point had been interpreted by Fowler as a denial of Terry's involvement

with the intelligence world, and an unspoken approval to take Terry down.
The remainder of that day, the day that Fowler's case began to unravel,

centered on "damage reports" from various federal agencies offering

"regrets" and saying, in effect, that they couldn't appear in court. Classified

material was involved, they all said, and invoked the Classified Information

Procedures Act, another legality new to Terry, only two days before his

scheduled trial.

The law was enacted in October 1980, and from the application of it

came the term graymail. From what Terry learned, the law was normally

used to prevent government agents who had been indiaed from blackmail-

ing the government into dropping the charges against them by threatening
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to disclose classified material during the trial. It prohibits "unauthorized dis-

closure for reasons of national security and any restricted data." It defines

national security as encompassing "national defense and foreign relations of

the United States." Trubey and Terry found this definition interesting because

his involvement in intelligence did, in fact, involve the USSR, Mexico, Israel,

Hungary, Japan, China . . . and Arkansas. What the law says is that a defen-

dant must notify the government in advance of a trial about any classified

information that he plans to use or that might surface during the trial. If the

defense fails to do that, the court can bar its use during the trial.

Up to this point, Theis had denied almost all of Terry's discovery

demands. He had no classified information in his possession, and the gov-

ernment agencies contacted by Dunlap had refused to cooperate or had
denied knowing of any involvement by Terry in any intelligence operation.

For this reason, the defense was preparing to go to trial with only unclassi-

fied material. All it had was Terry's story, with him as a witness, and fifty

subpoenas.

But this eleventh-hour move by the government not only gave Terry

the credibility he needed but in essence proved that the government had
not been cooperating with either the defense or the prosecution—an old

story in cases like this. The CIA and the intelligence community had lied to

the government's own attorneys on numerous occasions.*

Fowler was quickly learning that the fast track to career advancement
was for a government attorney to blindly accept a case on face value. He
had clearly ignored a U.S. attorney's first responsibility: to stop an unjust

prosecution.

One could conclude from the government's actions during that presi-

dential election year of 1988 and from the use of the Classified Information

Procedures Act (CIPA) in 1990 that the criminal justice system had been
perverted in order to silence an asset with embarrassing political knowl-

edge. The judicial system had effectively gagged him until now. But since

Terry at lact had subpoena power and could pry behind the layers of deceit

that shrouded the truth, it was time for the government to retrench and
hide behind "national security," leaving Fowler to take the heat and the

judge's wrath alone.

While Fowler filled out Department of Defense Form 398, detailing his

life's history in an attempt to get security clearance in order to be able to

talk directly with the federal agencies involved, Terry felt he was being

jerked around once more by the government.

It was years later before Terry would read the court's transcript of the

telephonic hearing, which occurred on June I, 1990, between Fowler,

Trubey and Judge Theis as Fowler outlined areas of classified information

that the government felt were certain to come out in the trial. The transcript

of that hearing was sealed and treated as classified. It reads in part as follows:

*In 1983, former Attorney General Ramsey Clark testified in a New York federal trial that the

Central Intelligence Agency lied to him repeatedly about a case the Justice Department had

investigated back in the 1970s.
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There are a number of areas, your honor, that I'm concerned about. I'd like to

just briefly go through those for the record. I'm concerned with the potential

testimony of Wayne Barlow, an FBI agent out of Oklahoma City. He has, in

fact, told me that some of his prior contacts with Mr. Terry Reed involved clas-

sified information. There are a number of other areas I'd like to just very briefly

mention.

The second area of concern is information accepted from the FAA Intelli-

gence Division. A third area of concern involves information accepted from the

DBAs EPIC organization. The fourth, information potentially that would be

brought out on direct or cross, particularly that of Oliver North, Jack Bloom
(sic) and Robert Johnson. In particular, there's concern for information that

the director of the CIA has been ordered to produce in regard to certain files

and information from the National Security Archives, and finally, there's the

possible testimony of the defendant, which may or may not implicate classi-

fied information. I think there are a number of areas which it's reasonably

expected at that point the classified information might be— that might come
out at trial, and I'm concerned enough about that to raise the issue here.^^

Not until 1994 did Terry realize the significance being placed by the

government on w^hat they had advertised as a routine mail fraud case.

Fowler, with his ears probably still ringing from what he was learning from

other agencies, wrote a letter on June 5, 1990, to Justice Department head-

quarters in Washington outUning his case and its pitfalls.

In the letter's fourth paragraph. Fowler was forced to admit "I learned

that (Reed) was involved in classified FBI operations in I98I - 1982 (at least

part of which involved missions in Eastern Europe). This information, at

the least, gives the defendant an aura of credibility that will require further

investigation to dispel, and gives me some concern regarding the scope of

his knowledge of classified information regarding the Contra part of the

Iran-Contra scandal."

Fowler unknowingly had estabUshed Reed's linkage to the Central Intel-

ligence Agency. The FBI does not operate in Eastern Europe. But the CIA does.

Reed's "missons" behind the Iron Curtain clearly estabUshed his CIA "creds."

The letter continues, "Based on the defendant's (Reed's) participation

in at least some classified FBI operations, and the nature of the defendant's

trial subpoenas, I have some concern about the issues which may potentially

be raised as the discovery in this case, and eventually the trial, proceeds.

"For example, the defendant (Reed) has subpoenaed the director of the

CIA regarding the files on Bill Cooper and Buzz Sawyer. The defendant has

also subpoenaed Col. Oliver North and Felix Rodriguez, both of whom (I

believe) had communications with then-Vice President Bush of a confi-

dential nature. ..."

Why did the name of George Bush surface in this letter? What did

Fowler know? Someone high up in the Justice Department, or maybe the

Bush White House, was clearly concerned that the Reed trial might possibly

prove Bush a liar after he had so vehemently denied being "in the Iran-

Contra loop." One thing is certain: Neither Reed nor Trubey had made any
reference to Bush during the two years that had elapsed since the indictment.
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Copies of the Fowler letter were routed to six other government offi-

cials, including one from the CIA. Undeniably, a great degree of high-level

concern was being expressed over a mere $33,000 insurance-fraud charge.

Fowler's letter was attached to a cover letter from his boss, then -U.S.

Attorney Lee Thompson, which he entitled "Major Development Report."

In it Thompson cited concern that the Reed case could have "implications

cutting across several agencies; may involve some aspect offoreign relations; may have

a high likelihood ofcoverage in news media or congressional interest; and may ulti-

mately contain certain challenges to or have an impact upon presidential authority

..." (see documents at the end of the chapter).

But the U.S. attorney's concern was not expressed in any way to

Trubey, who had asked repeatedly that the Justice Department keep her

informed. Neither she nor Reed learned of this letter until four years later,

when it was "back-doored" to Reed by a source in Washington. Reed's

veracity was being confirmed behind the closed doors of the U.S. attorney's

office, yet Trubey was being given only poker-face denials.

And even more agonizing to Reed was the prosecutor's decision to try

and "dispel," in Fowler's words, the information he had just been provided.

The cover-up game would go on!

By June 6, 1990, Terry had had a chance to absorb what was happen-

ing. His frustration turned to rage! The subpoenas they had fought so hard

to have served were officially "on hold." The time for legal protocol was over.

It was time, he decided, to take matters into his own hands. After thoroughly

reading the CIPA act, he perceived it as a ploy to make him play out in

advance to the court and the prosecutor his entire defense strategy. The CIPA
law was forcing Trubey to itemize all elements of evidence they planned to

put into play so they could be screened for possible classified material, which
he did not knowingly have. This would give the Justice Department a chance

to neutralize anything embarrassing to the government.

He wrote and filed a letter with the court, without Trubey's knowledge
or approval, entitled "Statement of Position of Defendant Terry K. Reed."

He had decided that the only way to bypass the entire judicial system and
communicate directly was through the court file, which he was sure the

Agency was monitoring. He had no way to penetrate the dark world and
"reach out and touch someone," since he was now persona non grata to the

intelligence community. He still felt his plight had been brought on by a few
selfish agents involved in Screw Worm, with the situation escalating to its

present state because of the breakdown in communications. It was as if the

war had knocked down the telephone lines, so he decided to send a "car-

rier pigeon" to deliver the message. He was under attack, and if the provo-

cations continued, he would be forced to protect himself any way he could,

even if that meant exposing classified material and agents (see documents

at the end of the chapter).

He wanted them to know he wasn't picking the fight. He was being

boxed in by the "Injustice Department" and wanted the Agency to inter-

vene. Surely, he thought, if they realized he wasn't a threat and would qui-

etly go away, they would possibly put an end to this madness.
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Why, Terry asked in the letter, was the burden on him rather than the

government to outline possible areas of sensitive or classified information?

By doing so, he said, he might be needlessly exposing something that should

be kept secret.

Terry didn't know what effea, if any, the letter had on the CIA. He was
quick to find out, however, its effect on the court. Theis was unhappy. He
informed Trubey that he didn't appreciate such behavior by a defendant. If

Trubey could not control him, Theis said, he would have Terry's bail revoked

and he could spend the remainder of his trial-preparation time in jail.

Legal protocol had been violated, after aU. That was much more impor-

tant, they were discovering, than the travesty of justice that was being aaed
out in Theis's courtroom.

It was 1968 all over again, he thought. Terr^' had been a young airman

in Okinawa then, and LBJ had the North Vietnamese on the run. As the Air

Force's B-52s relentlessly pounded Hanoi to the brink of oblivion, Terrv' and
his fellow intelligence analysts sat in shock when they heard that the bomb-
ing had been halted. Yeah, this was how he felt as he sat in his in-laws' base-

ment with no job and no home to return to in New Mexico. The subpoenas

they had fought so hard to have scr\'ed were on official hold, just like the

bombs that were piled up by the runway in Okinawa, unable to go to their

intended targets. They just wouldn't let him win . . . again!

The intended targets of the subpoenas read like the Who's Who of Iran-

Contra. At the top of the list was Oliver North, who, through his attorney

Brendan Sullivan, was already sa\Tng he would take the Fifth Amendment
if forced to testify.

And then there was Felix Rodriguez, the macho commie fighter, who
had hidden in his house in Miami for two days tr\ang to avoid Dunlap's

effort to serve his subpoena. Trubey finally had to get a court order from

Theis to get Rodriguez's phone number so that he could be called. Rodriguez

agreed to talk with Dunlap after communicating with him through

Rodriguez's uncle, an attorney, who was his registered ser\dce agent.

And the uncle agreed only after being told that continued evasion

would result in a U.S. marshal arresting his nephew. When Dunlap finally

gained access to Rodriguez's house, he said it looked to him like a "memo-
rial" to Felix's worldwide campaign of chasing communists. Grisly pho-

tographs adorned the walls and included some of a dead Che Guevara and
his severed hands.

In the subsequent interview, Rodriguez denied ever knowing "a Terr\'

Reed" and told Dunlap that he had never been to Mexico, even though
Dunlap would later note that Felix's book. Shadow Warrior, refleas the con-

trar\\ In the book, Rodriguez refers to living in Mexico City ^Nith his par-

ents after Fidel Castro's takeover. While in Mexico, he wrote, he became
aaive in Cuban exile groups operating there. ^'

The subpoena of Jack Blum, Special Counsel to the Senate Foreign

Relations Committee, was being blocked by the counsel to the Senate on
grounds that Blum had given his information about Terr\' to Independent



Department of Injustice 547

Counsel Lawrence Walsh. The argument was that this put Blum outside the

reach of a court subpoena. This was still being argued on the day CIPA was
invoked by the government. Terry and Janis had met with and been inter-

viewed by Blum for three days in 1 988 in Washington. Trubey wanted to

know, in Blum's own words, why Congress and Walsh weren't motivated

to act on Terry's information.

And then there was Arif Durrani, a Pakistani-American businessman

then serving time in a federal prison for illegally selling weapons to Iran

during the arms embargo. He claimed to have been recruited for this activ-

ity by North and had knowledge of Project Donation.

The defense also had some "secret weapons" they had "discovered"

within government files, which Trubey was hoping to "drop" during the

trial. El Paso Intelligence Center had responded to the court order to pro-

duce the files that Young had claimed identified Terry as a drug trafficker.

EPIC'S attorney notified the court that no such records on Terry existed.

Not only did this cause Trubey and Dunlap to breathe a sigh of relief, but

the rest of the report was interesting as well. It said that the only record of

inquiries into Terry or the stolen airplane found in Little Rock, N2982M,
had occurred on October 16, 1987. This inquiry was not to retrieve data, as

Young had testified, but rather to insert data into EPIC's computer system.

The entry read, "On October 16, 1987, it reported to EPIC that the Arkansas

State Police, Little Rock, Arkansas, reported aircraft N2982M was recovered

on October 16, 1987, from a hangar in Little Rock, Arkansas, where the

owner, Kent T. Reed (aka Terry Reed) hid the aircraft to collect the $33,000

insurance claim. EPIC records reflect no other inquiries in connection with

Terry Kent Reed and aircraft N2982M."
Young had lied when he testified that EPIC files portrayed Terry as a

drug trafficker. Trubey found it interesting that Young didn't need the jus-

tice system to "convict" Reed, only two days after he had executed the

search warrant.

Young had lied.

Why would a man of Young's stature, a man so close to Bill Clinton,

perjure himself so blatantly? They were hoping to find the answer during

the trial, since Young and Baker had been subpoenaed as well.

As for FAA intelligence, they were screaming "national security" to

Fowler, when all they had been asked to produce were the official FAA
records on N30489 and N2982M, the tail numbers connected to the plane

"found" in the North Little Rock Hangar. In addition to this, Trubey had

added to the subpoena a request to "state whether either plane appears on
the list of aircraft used covertly in the Contra operation in Nicaragua."

Direct hit!

If this simple request was triggering cries of "national security," then

Terry's suspicions had to be true. His old airplane, the one Bill Cooper had

been flying, or the one from Ohio that was supposed to be in Germany, must
have been "donated" to the Contra cause in Nicaragua. In addition, an FAA
computer report showed that the FBI in Oklahoma City had targeted
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N2982M as the subjea of a narcotics investigation on May 19, 1988, one
month after Young released the plane to the insurance company without a

court order.

It was Trubey's feeling that this proved either one of two things: The
insurance company was an Agency front company involved in narcotics

trafficking, or perhaps there was more than one plane with the number
N2982M flying around.

Throughout June, after returning to New Mexico to break out their

household goods once again from storage to continue their life in limbo,

Janis and Terry watched their savings evaporate. As they contemplated

their dire financial condition, they were once again thrust back into a deep

depression. While Fowler and everv'one else involved in the judicial system

were getting their biweekly federal paychecks, such was not the case for the

Reed household. To them, everyone they had met since getting indiaed,

with the exception of the public defenders, was simply devouring them a

bite at a time. It was consuming not only them but their families and their

lifestyle as well.

They were locked in a seemingly endless struggle wdth this hydra-

headed monster called the criminal justice system. They were learning it

could only be kept at bay by feeding it money . . . lots of money . . . which it

insatiably devoured. This monster didn't breathe fire, however. It wore three-

piece suits, had college degrees, tie bars and wing-tipped shoes, carried

expensive gold-plated fountain pens and even had its own sterile vocabulary.

Courtroom combat, they saw, was fought between social parasites

"dressed for success" who worked in marble "palaces" with mahogany-pan-
eled walls. The "war games umpire," referred to as ''Judge," sat perched on
his throne and quibbled over the foundation of each argument or impressed

the contestants with the word of the day.

Terry, the defendant, if mentioned at all, was referred to in impersonal,

third-person pronouns, as if no name or face or body was attached. And
what were the stakes? Simply winning! Who was keeping score? the Reeds

wondered. If the prosecutor won, a human being was taken from his loved

ones and sent to a urine-infested cage for "rehabilitation."

Terry and Janis were consumed with thoughts of raising their children

without a father, and how this justice system gone mad, led by Mr. Law-
and-Order, Robin Fowler, didn't seem to care if the Reed family produced

three juvenile delinquents as a result of Terry's incarceration.

"You put that away," Judge Theis snapped in his chambers as he pointed his

finger at Robin Fowler. "It's your office's fault that we're here today. All you
should be carin' about is comin' out of this smellin' good!"

"Yes, sir," the contrite Fowler said as he put the letter back inside the

coat pocket of his polyester suit. The letter Fowler was carr^^ing was a posi-

tion statement from his office that he wanted to read into the record of the

upcoming proceeding.
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Terry, who was sitting on the judge's maroon leather tuck-and-button

sofa, felt embarrassed for Fowler as the judge finished admonishing the gov-

ernment's attorney. Theis then turned to Terry to outline the scenario for

what was about to happen shortly in his courtroom.

"Mr. Reed, do you understand exactly what's happening here?" Theis

asked from behind his elevated desk, which resembled a pulpit. The office

was plush, Terry thought, with its thick salmon-colored carpet, its built-in

bookcases and the large portrait of Lyndon B. Johnson.

"It's my understanding from Ms. Trubey that if I waive my right to a

jury trial you will acquit me . . . find me not guilty," Terry said crisply.

"Yep, that's about it," the judge said as he leaned back and surveyed

the group assembled in his chambers, then asked, "What I want to know is,

though, who alerted the press? I noticed there are some out there in the

courtroom." The question was answered with silence.

With that, Terry signed his jury waiver, and the entourage, consisting

of Terry, Trubey, Assistant U.S. Attorneys Fowler and Jack Williams, the

judge's two law clerks and Chief Federal Public Defender Charles Ander-

son, left the chambers and filed into the courtroom.

The proceedings lasted less than fifteen minutes. Terry sat impassively,

not believing that the culmination of this two-and-a-half-year ordeal was
coming to such an anticlimactic end.

Theis, true to his word, ten minutes into the session said, "It's my opin-

ion that no reasonable jury could really have found beyond a reasonable

doubt that the defendant was guilty . . . and I do find, on the basis of stip-

ulation of facts, that the defendant would be entitled to a verdict of acquit-

tal in the case, and I'm going to so rule. ... I do know that no reasonable

jury would have found him guilty under those tenebrous facts that the gov-

ernment's had."

What Theis was really saying, in polite language, was that the govern-

ment had perpetrated a travesty of justice against Terry and Janis. Fowler

had gone to the judge and admitted that the evidence he had presented to

the grand jury in 1988 was all he had and that it failed to show any com-
plicity by the Reeds in the alleged fraud. After two and a half years. Fowler

was now admitting he had no case . . . and never did.

And what about the grand jury, that supposed bulwark against injus-

tice, that panel of twenty-three citizens which is supposed to stand between
a venal prosecutor and the individual? Once again, it had done what most
grand juries do—acted like sheep and rubber stamped what prosecutors

presented to them.

Theis had one final thought:

I might say I entered this (decision) with some regret because I think it would

have been an interesting trial for the court to sit on. Had some of the defense's

evidence developed and had some of the ... if they were able to prove part of

things they thought they were going to be able to prove, it would have gone

far beyond the confines of just a simple insurance-fraud case. But in view of

that, we'll just have to read the adventure books and wonder what would have

happened.^'*
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In 1992, in an interview with coauthor John Cummings, Theis added

a postscript. The government's case against the Reeds, the judge said, "had

a high odor to it.

"

The impossible had been accomplished. The conviction rate for federal

indictees was more than 98 percent. The public defender's office in Kansas

had just beaten the CIA and the massive government machinery behind it.

David had actually slain Goliath.

Marilyn Trubey, by dissecting the government's case with a well-

planned strategy, was victorious. Joe Dunlap, from vapor, had found evi-

dence that made a shambles of the government's witnesses.

Terry, who had become an equal partner in this defense team, was
relieved but angered at the result. He felt he had been robbed, cheated of

his chance to show a jury his evidence, to win his way, to completely vin-

dicate himself and to send those who had perjured themselves to prison

—

those same people who had kept him in the jaws of the legal monster.

During the two and a half years spent in preparation for this day, all that

kept him going was the conjured image of triumphantly leaving a courtroom

filled with spectators to face the waiting television cameras and reporters

eager to know how he felt in victory. Against all odds, he would be cele-

brated by the little people, people like him who had fought back and won.
But this was denied him. An ebullient Trubey hugged him and whis-

pered, "We did it, Terry." He felt empty, and by the expression on his face

she knew the disappointment he was feeling.

They had won, all right, but only because the government was not

going to allow Terry to light up dark corners and expose the total hypocrisy

of government policies. Revealing the seamy story of an intelligence agency

trafficking secretly in drugs, while dedicated lawyers like Trubey defend

young adults whose lives are being destroyed by the criminal justice system

that nearly devoured the Reeds— not by the drugs being sold on the street

corner.

As Trubey drove Terry from Wichita to Topeka, where they would cel-

ebrate this hollow victory, Terry's mind went back to the day when the tide

turned in his favor. The day the government invoked CIPA. After accepting

once again a government-imposed court delay, the Reeds had returned to

Placitas to settle in temporarily. But as the summer wore on, it became clear

that the government had total disregard for filing deadlines mandated by

the law. Terry came once again to the realization that the government does

not have to follow its own laws and that there would be no immediate end

to this game of injustice.

Insomnia was wearing him out. He had acquired a fear of the darkness.

His uneasiness about the night was upsetting his biological clock to the

degree that he had reversed his days and nights. Only in daylight hours did

he feel secure enough to sleep. The government was winning, and he and
Janis knew it. Time was on his persecutor's side. The wait for the battle to

start was wreaking havoc. His weight had dropped from 180 pounds to 155

pounds. Nights were filled with pacing and dry heaves. Janis would wake
in the night to find no one beside her. Outside she would find her husband
patrolling, pacing, guarding against some faceless enemy.
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Janis identified that the idleness was killing them, that the mask of nor-

mality they were wearing for the children's sake was becoming transpar-

ent, and they knew it. They had to do something. They desperately needed

a change of scenery and lifestyle. By now, the beautiful New Mexico land-

scape only reminded them of the anguish and pain they had suffered since

their indictment over two years ago.

As September neared, they were feeling economic pressure, and
Duncan's education was becoming a major concern. The boy already had
been taken prematurely from the first grade as they traveled to prepare for

their summer trial in Kansas. How, they wondered, did this nomadic, gypsy

behavior affect a 6-year-old? In desperation, they sought to put down roots.

But where? They were tired of the endless moving and yanking their chil-

dren from school.

Terry had developed business contacts in the El Paso area that serviced

the expanding twin-plant manufacturing concept which was developing

along the Mexican border. He felt there was opportunity there for him.

Janis, with her case now dismissed, was able to have her New Mexico real

estate license reinstated and succeeded in getting a job opportunity in the

New Mexico real estate market bordering El Paso, which allowed them to

move to the border.

Trubey, fearful for Terry's life while living along the border, went to

Theis and won his approval to have the Reeds' new location kept secret

from the government and to allow his travel into the border area of Mexico.

She successfully argued that he was not a "risk for flight," as evidenced by
the fact that he had been in the court system for more than two years and
had not vanished.

With the advent of fall, Terry still felt in business limbo and was having

difficulty applying himself fully in his newly found work in Juarez, Mexico.

The knowledge that he would need at least eight weeks away from work
for the trial prohibited any hope of long-term manufacturing projects. Janis,

meanwhile, was suffering through the usual adjustment period associated

with starting afresh in a new real estate environment.

No matter how hard they tried, they just didn't fit in. At least, they

thought, the children seemed happy. Duncan and ElUott were taking root

quickly in the New Mexico elementary school near their home in Santa

Teresa.

A short distance down the road from their community, situated near

the New Mexico-Texas state line, was La Tuna federal prison. Since the chil-

dren were being absorbed into the culture and welcomed into their new
environment, Terry and Janis had quietly selected this prison, if the

unspeakable need arose.

From the highway it looked like an old Spanish mission with its white

adobe walls and arched entranceway. If given a choice, Terry preferred to

be imprisoned within La Tuna's walls, if he was going to be forced to live in

a four-by-eight-foot cage. But Trubey had told him there would be no guar-

antee of that. And probably, she had said, the government out of vengeance

would send Terry to some remote location as they had in other cases she

had handled.
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Sitting on the floor of tfieir New Mexico home, with the children

tucked in and asleep, Terry and Janis stared at the computer printout Trubey
had sent them.

"Janis, don't cry. Be strong. This is something we need to do and be

prepared for," Terry soothed, as they looked over the list of federal prisons

as if selecting a college. Amenities like college courses were even listed for

those wishing to continue their education or to work in a trade shop to

obtain a skill. He would wake in the night to his wife's sobbing, and he too

would go outside and cry.

There were times he couldn't bear to look at his children, knowing that

prison life would kill him and that someone else would raise them.

On the afternoon of November 8, the last thing Terry expected to hear

was Marilyn Trubey 's voice exclaiming, "Terry, I just got off the phone with

Judge Theis. He wants you here by noon tomorrow. If you'll waive your
right to a jury trial and promise not to talk to the media for thirty days, he'll

acquit you."

Terry sat in his office in silence and disbelief. It took only a few
moments for the anger to well up inside him. He was already formulating

questions Trubey didn't want to hear.

"No, Marilyn, I think I'll pass on that one," Terry said emphatically. "I

want my day in court with a jury of my peers."

"Terry, listen to me. There's no better status to end all this than an
acquittal," she replied.

Terry saw it differently and, besides, by this time he didn't trust any-

thing the government or the court had to say. He had seen Judge Theis fall

asleep as his life swung in the balance and then read the written results con-

cocted by ill-equipped law clerks. And the government that denied him was
no different than a pet rattlesnake. It could only be handled with thick

leather gloves and could never be trusted. Why should we trust them now?
he thought. As much as he respected and admired Marilyn Trubey, there

were times she still acted very naive about the system she served.

Marilyn broke from her stoic Barbara Stanwyck manner, lost her com-
posure and snapped, "If you don't take this acquittal, you'll have to find

another attorney. It just won't get any better than this, Terry."

The next day, as his jet airliner streaked toward Wichita for him to meet
the noon deadline the judge had mandated, his mind was racked with rage.

How could this be happening? He had found that the justice system didn't

expose the truth, it contained it. How much dirty laundry was hidden
behind the guise of national security? He felt betrayed.

At a time he should be joyful, he was at one of the lowest points of his

life. They were even robbing him of his chance to share his promised acquit-

tal with Janis. They had been through this two-and-a-half-year nightmare
side by side, every step of the way, and because of Theis's unyielding

demand to appear immediately, Terry went alone.

The time spent en route was occupied with filling the pages of a yellow

legal pad. They overflowed with the explosions of thoughts and anger he
wanted to express to Judge Theis, the senile manipulated representative of
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a judicial system that had been devoured by an imperial presidency and the

real power behind that . . . the CIA.

Was he the only one who could see it for what it was? Why wasn't

there a public outcry? Were they all brain dead? Behind the marble walls

of the federal building in Wichita, the serpent was putting on its bib and
preparing to swallow the truth. Visions of the monster Jaba in Return of the

Jedi (the third part of the Star Wars trilogy) sitting in slime and swallowing

small creatures came to mind as Terry compared this mental image to the

criminal injustice system. How many people like him does it take to keep

the monster full? They were sending him to the mental gallows, to be

silenced and killed.

Trubey didn't know what was happening in his mind that day when
the jet landed. But a burning ember deep inside was beginning to glow.

They hadn't killed it yet, although they had certainly tried.

"Terry, what's important is for you to go in there, agree to the judge's

conditions and not rub the government's nose in all this," Charles Ander-

son told him. It was 1 p.m., November 9, 1990, and the public defender's

office was awaiting notice from Theis's office that the paperwork for the

Reed trial was complete.

Terry didn't like what he was hearing. Anderson had told him not only

that he should avoid the media that was on its way to the courthouse, but

that Anderson's office didn't want Terry reading his statement into the court

record either. The terms Anderson and Trubey had hammered out with

Theis were beginning to sound to him like a plea bargain.

"Charlie, it was my understanding I was coming here for an acquittal.

I can't talk to anyone about this for thirty days, and now you're telling me
I don't even get to speak at my trial. I'm about ready to get back on the plane

and go home."
"If you do that, the judge will just dismiss your case, and you'll be

walkin' around with a cloud over ya the rest of your life," Anderson replied.

"At least this way, you're being found not guilty." Terry felt he was being

appeased.

"Terry, I know you've been through a lot. But think of your family. You
need to get on with your life. Just put this down and go home. My advice

to ya is don't be pokin' no sticks at no tigers."

Oliver North wouldn't be coming to Theis's courtroom after all.

"All you and your office should be carin' about is comin' out of this smellin'

good!" Theis scolded Fowler. He even said this to him in front of the defen-

dant.

As Marilyn Trubey and Terry Reed motored east on 1-35 that victori-

ous evening, the last element of the Benjamin Burgess political machine bit

the dust in Wichita, Kansas.

November 9, 1990, would become known in criminal defense circles

in Wichita as "Robin Fowler Flame-Out Day." That was the day Theis not
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only acquitted Reed but lectured Robin Fowler in front of the chief public

defender for the state of Kansas.

He had been disgraced. He had been cruelly toying with the lives of two
innocent people. His actions in keeping the Reeds mercilessly locked in the

criminal justice system for over two and a half years had tarnished not only

his record but the U.S. attorney's office as well.

If the prosecutor was not venal, then his only excuse was stupidity.

Fowler never seemed to question anything the government told him.

Invoking the Classified Information Procedures Act way back in June— that

should have been the clue. That's when he should have known that the day
had come to dump the Reed case.

That was the day FBI Special Agent Wayne Barlow had called him.

Until that day, he was just doing his job, prosecuting a simple mail fraud

case. Or so his superiors had told him. From that point on, this case had
been running him instead of him running it. Fowler had even been forced

to get a security clearance just to stay on the case and to be able to talk to

his own department.

How was he to know Reed was an intelligence asset if they didn't tell

him? How was he to know Reed had worked for the FBI and the CIA? How
was he to know Reed had become a pawn in a political "dirty-up job"?

Before he got this case, he wasn't even sure if Iran-Contra really happened.

After all, Wichita is a long way from Washington. Fowler even naively

called KTOK-AM investigative reporter Jerry Bohnen in Oklahoma City

and asked him if Iran-Contra had really happened, and for a list of books to

read on the subject. ^

And then the FBI had continued to investigate the Reeds for the entire

time they had them under indictment. If they had sufficient evidence for a

conviction, what did they need to investigate? The FBI must have been des-

perate to get them charged with something else. Why had the FBI in Okla-

homa City gone to the trouble of interviewing Reed's old neighbors and the

family that bought his home way back in 1983, asking about events that

had occurred long before the airplane was stolen? Were they checking on
the government's exposure?

And those three Keystone Cops out of Arkansas, Young, Baker and Don
Sanders, had lied so frequently on the stand that Fowler had been forced to

"recreate" the order of their individual involvement. Baker and Young did

not get even one date straight on anything that happened.

Yet the prosecutor went along with it all. The U.S. attorney is susposed

to not only prosecute the guilty but to protect the innocent person from
overzealous investigators. He should have stopped the whole proceeding

right then and walked out, right after the first suppression hearing.

Instead, on two different occasions, in court motions, Fowler tried to

rearrange the chain of events and to claim that it was Don Sanders who had
first gotten involved with the plane.

Then there was Colonel Goodwin, the commander of the Arkansas

State Police, the man who reported directly to Bill Clinton. He had refused

to comply with Theis's order to produce the Mena files. Trubey asked Theis
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to hold Goodwin in contempt. Fowler today doesn't know what's in those

sealed files, even though Trubey had said in court that Reed had been work-
ing for the CIA and training Contra pilots in Mena. Why hadn't he listened?

Joe Dunlap had certainly been through a lot on this case, including

being chased out of Arkansas and almost arrested. And occasionally, when
Fowler and Dunlap met in the halls of the Federal Building, Fowler just

couldn't help but play mind games with Dunlap and try to convince him
that Reed was just a sleazy drug trafficker.

Another clue that Fowler ignored was a tactic well known in all fields

of endeavor as the "lateral pass." The U.S. attorney in Springfield, Missouri,

when he passed the whole thing off to Fowler in April 1988, called it "a

good case." If so, why didn't he prosecute it?

In the end, what happened? Fowler had to go to Judge Theis and admit

that he couldn't get a conviction. Having kept Reed and his wife in the

"system" for over two years Fowler was then forced to admit he couldn't

"produce" what he had promised the grand jury—Reed's head—and that

hadn't gone down too well with Theis. In addition, the way he had told

Janis Reed to cop out on her husband in exchange for her freedom was a

terrible trauma to put her through.

But the worst part was that Fowler lied and suppressed critical discov-

ery that Trubey had asked for on repeated occasions. He denied her the FBI

interview transcript with Baker that clearly showed it was October 8 when
Baker went into Reed's hangar after the wind allegedly blew the door

open.^^ Plus Fowler and his associate. Jack Williams, wrongfully suppressed

Baker's own investigative report that also said it was the eighth when he

first went into the hangar. ^^ If those documents had been admitted into

court, as they should have been, the judge would have had to rule in

Trubey's favor. It would have all been over right then and there. The judge

would have thrown the case out, eighteen months earlier, in June of 1989.

What could Fowler do now? After all, he was 34 years old, divorced,

horribly out of shape, and his personal life was in shambles. Ben Burgess,

the man who had brought him to Kansas, was gone. Fowler was all alone

in defeat.

With Desert Shield in full swing that November night, Robin Fowler

decided on a new course of action, one that people would perceive as noble

and redeeming. He would resign his position with the government and vol-

unteer to do something completely different. He would join the United

States Army!
And it wasn't some cushy office job in the Judge Advocate-General's

division he would seek. No, something more challenging than that. Some-
thing that would test him, something adventuresome and dangerous.

He would become a paratrooper.

By January 1991, as Terry Reed wrestled with getting his life back in

order, Robin Fowler would be wrestling with basic training as an enlisted

grunt. Sweating out of his body those endless calories from too many happy
hours in Wichita bars. Ultimately, he would waddle his way through boot

camp with young men fourteen years his junior. And he would make it. He
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would be transformed from an attorney into a soldier— a paratrooper

—

and serve with the U.S. Army airborne forces in Korea. At the time of his

discharge in May 1993, Fowler's official title was:

Army Specialist Robin D. Fowler 243023944

82nd Airborne

D 21504 PIR

Fort Bragg, NC 28307

Jack Williams told Terry Reed in 1992 that Fowler resigned from the

prosecutor's office and joined the Army "because Robin's very patriotic, you
know, and he wanted to serve his country during time of war." One of the

authors interviewed Fowler in June 1993 and discovered he had made a

grand total of five airborne jumps in his twenty-eight months of Army ser-

vice. For someone who now claims to have enlisted because he "just always

wanted to be a paratrooper," Fowler sure spent a lot more time on the

ground than he did yelling "Geronimo."

Funny, Reed thought. Fowler didn't go in until January 1991, the same
month Desert Shield turned into Desert Storm and, as the "Hundred Hour
War" raged on. Fowler had just gotten his head shaved and was still learn-

ing his right foot from his left.

Oh, well, such is the case of closet patriots. At least Fowler wasn't in

Wichita sending innocent people to prison . . . right then. But like a bad
penny, he's now back. With his newfound credentials as a military veteran,

and resuming his role as an assistant U.S. attorney, he's been appointed the

"drug czar" of the U.S. attorney's office in Kansas City, Kansas.

There is nothing worse thSh a prosecutor scorned— or left twisting in

the wind by his own government. Anyone with a joint had better watch out!
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FEDERAL BUREAU OF INVESTIGATION

PROSECUTIVE REPORT OF INVESTIGATION CONCERNING

TERRY KENT REED, ak«
Terry K. Reed,
Terry Reed,
A. K. Reed,
Terry Kerr;
Mrs. TERRY KENT REED, aka
Janice Ann Reed, nee Kerr,
Janice Reed,
Janice Kerr,
Janis Kerr
INTERSTATE TRANSPORTATION OP A STOLEN AIRCRAFT;
MAIL PRAUD

Copy to: ^ ~ Criminal Division, USDJ
I - U.S. Attorney, Topeka, KS

ARMED AND DANGEROUS

Cover sheet of a three-inch-thick FBI report showing the Reeds as "Armed and Dan-

gerous." The list of aliases is totally preposterous.
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FEDERAL BUREAU OF INVESTIGATION
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TOMMY L. BAKER, Private Investigator, 1523 Broadway,
Little RocW, Arkansas, telephone (501) 376-7770, was contacted
at his place of business where, after being advised as
to the identity of the interviewing Agent and the purpose
of the interview, he supplied the following information:

On October 8. 1987 . he had been flying with
friend and had just landed at the North Little Rock

Municipal Airport in North Little Rock. Arkansas , and
was taxiing the aircraft in which he had been flying to
a private hangar when he noticed the door was open to
hangar number 28, the hangar immediately next door to
the hangar which was his destination. Ue noted there
was a strong north wind that day and the hangar faces
the north and the normal-sized door, which is the entrance
to hangar number 28, had blot/n open. Noting the recent
amount of aircraft burglaries in the Little Rock area,
he decided to check inside the hangar to make sure everything
was secure. When he entered the hangar, he noticed that
there were no lights nor electricity and that the plane
inside the hangar was profusely covered with dust and
had apparently been sitting in the hangar for an extended
amount of time. He became curious as to why the Piper
Turbo Arrow III, which was listed in NATIONAL PUBLICATIONS
as being worth as much as $40,000, had been allowed the
deteriorate. Suspecting that the airplane was either
Involved in narcotics smuggling or was stolen, he decided
to investigate. All the tires were flat and there were
piles of rust under the brakes. The tail number on the
airplane was N30489. It appeared to BAKER that the tail
numbers had been hastily applied and did not fit the value
of the aircraft. He noted that the serial number plate
near the left tail section of the aircraft bore serial
number 28R7887229 and plate number 008510. The model
of the aircraft was PA28R201T. BAKER advised that the
serial number plate had been visibly altered and it appeared
to him as if the airplane had been retagged. He took

4/11/88 Little Rock. Arkansas LR 26B-3168

SA MARK A. JESSIE/clb

Q\.v^:n;;3.fe.,L^.cKla2,k :Xic

L_-5/

I your jqency.

FBI form 302, a key document that was illegally suppressed and kept from Terry

Reed during his Wichita trial. This document, which was found in court discovery

two and a half years after Reed's acquittal, proves that the private investigator work-

ing with Bill Clinton's chief of security did not "find" Reed's stolen plane until Octo-

ber 8, 1987, one day after the police began investigating on October 7, 1987.

559



IN THE UNITED STATES DISTRICT COURT
EASTERN DISTRICT OF ARKANSAS

WESTERN DIVISION

TERRY K. REED, et. al. PLAINTIFFS

VS. NO. LR-C-91-414

RAYMOND YOUNG, et. al. DEFENDANTS

STATEMENT OF UNDISPUTED FACTS

Come the defendants, by their attorneys, and for their

statement of material facts, filed in conjunction with their

motion for summary judgment and pursuant to Local Rule 29,

state:

1. Terry Reed claims that he was an "asset" of the

Federal Bureau of Investigation (FBI) and the Central

Intelligence Agency (CIA) between 1982 and 1987 and has

suggested in deposition testimony that he may still be acting

in that capacity. (Complaint, paragraph 8; Exhibit E, pp.

40-42)

2. Between July, 1984, and August, 1985, Reed helped

train Nicaraguan nationals as pilots, (Exhibit E, pp. 46, 53)

flying out of the Waldron, Ar)cansas, airport, having planes

repaired at Mena, and generally operating out of a

clandestine encampment disguised as chicken houses near

Nella, Arkansas. (Exhibit E, pp. 52-59, 64)

3. Reed believes that he incurred the displeasure of

the CIA when he discovered that it was using a warehouse he

operated at the Guadalajara, Mexico, airport for an operation

List of Arkansas state attorney general's undisputed facts in Terry Reed's lawsuit

against Bill Clinton's chief of security and the private detective. Note that the attor-

ney general's office does not contest the fact that Terry Reed trained Nicaraguan

nationals at Mena, Arkansas.
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FORMS. TEXT HAS 1 DOCUMENT

INBOX. 1 (#559)

TEXT:

V:C2CKCO0C4

RR OC LR

OE XC #0004 2862230

2NR UUUUU

R 132200Z OCT 87

FM KANSAS CITY (26B-65775) (SQ 5) (P)

TO OKLAHOMA CITY (ROUTINE)

LITTLE ROCK (ROUTINE)

BT

UNCLAS
O O

UNSUBj THEFT OF 1978 FIFER ARROW PA28 , TAIL NUMBER N2982M,

JOPLIN, MISSOURI. MARCH 23, 1983? ITSA? 00:0C

RE KC AIRTEL TO OC, APRIL 19, 1983.

ON OCT. 9, 1987, KEN COPELAND, SERGEANT, JOPLIN MISSOURI

POLICE DEFT., ADVISED LIEUTENANT BUDDY YOUNG. ARKANSAS STATE

POLICE, LITTLE ROCK, ARKANSAS, ADVISED AIRCRAFT'^^'rECOVEREd'' LITTLE

ROCK AREA IN BARN ON OR ABOUT OCT. 1 , 1987 . DRUG ENFORCEMENT

ADMINISTRATION AND F.B.I. LITTLE ROCK NOTIFIED.

FOR INFO LITTLE ROCK, AIRCRAFT REPORTED STOLEN MARCH 26,

1983. BY TERRY REED. OWNER CAPTIONED AIRCRAFT, TO F.E.I.

OKLAHOMA CITY, OKLAHOMA.

A critical FBI telex that was found in 1993 during the discovery process related to

Reed's civil action in Arkansas. This report clearly proves that Reed was set up and

that his stolen plane was actually found in a barn, not in his hangar. The report is

dated one day prior to police getting the search warrant.
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TRANSMIT VIA

Z^ Teie!>pe

Z FacSiWiie

FBI

PRECEDESCE
G Im-nec3;a;e

D Priority

;^ Routine

CLASSIFICATION

Z TOP SECRET
2 SECRET
Z CONFIDENTIAL
Z UNCLAS E F T O
Zi UNCLAS

Date I0/28/S7

::aS3u

FH L::TLE nOC^ (2==-J-cel) (?)

|70 C/<LA;:C.iA CITf RGU7l:.E ('2 C- O ' ^ ~^^C-
• )

KA/.'iiAi CITY (263-6S77S) (Sy S) ROwTD.E

.wMio5; Ti.Eri or iS78 FIrER ARROW PAIS, TAIL ;«L.'-;sER '.2rw2;:,

JOPLi:.", .^I3S0wRI, .lARC;-. 23, 1553 i ITGA; CC ; CXLAHC.iA :::.

.-vi, fvA.'iSAS CIT;' TELETYPE TC CKLAriC.'iA CITY A..L LITT_E .-.OCi

jDATEi 0CTC5EK 13, 1957.

ON GCTCjER 1'^
, 1S57 , a 3EARCii WAS CONDUCTED AT ..OKTh LITTLE ROCK

rjnlCIPAL AIRPORT, hAiiGAR ."JUMBER 2b, 2U00 REHC'Ji.T RE.,

InoRTH wITTLE ROCK, ARKANSAS, BASED L'PCN A STATE 'oZf^KZh ..ARK^-^NT

joY oUDDx VOL.iG, LIEUTENANT, AR>J\NSAS STATE POLICE in3F) . A
|

SEARCH KZ^'ZALLZ r\ iS78 PIPER TLRDO ARROW III, SliJGLE ENGIIiE
j

AIRPLAJ.I, MOL.EL WL.JBLR FA23K-20IT, SERIAL NUMBER 2oR7o0315ci, ^

I
i

|*nITE l.i COLOR ..ITh UKANoE S'lKIPL^i, WijICr. NCIC CCilPLTER CiiEC^
'

ShCWLD TO iiy^VE BEEN" STOLEN. .. I

BUDDY YOUNG ADVISED THAT Hi' HAS RECEIVED iNFORILnTIC i W/:ICh I

INDIC ^TED T :AT TERRY REED .^.AY sZ i;;voL' •ZZ IN .^EX ICA.N- AN ..OR

SOUTn A.".:, RI CAii DRUG IRAf TICKING A ,D :iA' iJCN BE R ESILiNc l.'i

GUrtDA _^.w .- .=LA , MEXICO. lO^N'G STATE J T.'.A" A SE.ARC.-. or I .-.

L

.• I A ^
".->-. FT

F^Z'*'Zn ^LZ SE *ERAL MAP 5 OF SOLTHERiN' NORT; i AMERICA. YOUNG ADv; LED

r-^.*Z IS NO H :.OCATED AT Tr.E NORTii LITT-E ROCK Al RPUKT, 2000 RE.\CUNT

KD.
,

.CRT :, ^ITTLE KO IK , ARrw\i.'SAS , r.ANGAR NL.'loEK 2 7 , ?E.. I.iI(G _-M
."

'.

i-Y INSURANCE CC.MPAN'Y.

Y0UJJ6 ADVISED ThAT BILL CANI.NO SUPPLIED T*!0 CAS.-.IEa'S C;.ECKS

WhICH REED USED FOR PAYMENT ON RENTED ;iANGAR. ONE Cr.ECA, EATEL

HARCh 27, 1937, Cr.ECK NO. 513S2, DPvAWiJ OK THE VALLEY NATIONAL

znli)(. OF ARIECA, 3GT:: AVE.WUE , PLCKIA 'JFFICE, PHOENIX, AHiLUNA,

Approved Transmitted

(Number) (Time)

Per

FBI file in which Young falsely stales that Reed was a drug-trafficking subjea and

that this information came from the DEA.
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^J
U.S. Ocpartr it of Justice

Drug Enforcc:incrii Administraiion

FcDEnAL -UBLiC OeF£NOEfl
nicrnirT np KANSAS

SEP 2 3 1989
t*'ai>i//ifro»». OC. :05J7

SEP ^2 1999

MEMORANDUM

rO : SoCi in Fowle r , Esq .

Assistant United States Attorney
Wicnita, Kansas '' -— /''

.'' /x

FROM: Dennis F. HoffTian .• \ '.^-^ .">
. y .•• - A /"

C^iierCounsel /

SUBJECT: Court Crrler Directed Hj tie El Paso Inteliiqence Center
;n Unit'jd States v. Terrv ^ent Reed .

Case No. H8-iaoa9-0 1

In res:;G-vje ". o t ne .ibave-3i-::jec: court order :inc :-i Lignt c""

d I sous 3 1 0'' s ^et-e-M vou and Dona. J Clements, an at'.orie' jn .-ny

staff, *e 3.-e 3r-3^'.din(j the foLlc>-i"iq m f o rii a t i on «n;c": -e

Relieve is responsiv- to the court order and can t^ released to

the defendant throuqn discovery under RuLe 16 of t"^e Federal
Rules of Criminal Procedure.

Records of the OEA Ei Paso Intelligence Canter (EPIC)
reflect two reports made to EPIC involving aircraft N2982M.

On May 2^, 1983, EPIC was notified that the Joplin,
Missouri, Police Oepartment reported to the National Crinie

Information Center (NCIC) that aircraft N2982M was reported
stolen on May 23, 1983, from the Joplin,, Missouri, airport.

On October 16, 1987, it was reported to EPIC that the
Arkansas State Police, Little Rock, Arkansas, reported aircraf t

N2982M was recovered on October 16, 1987, from a hangar in Littl e

Rock, Arkansas, where the owner Kent f. Reed (aka ferry Reed) hi d

the aircraft to collect the $33,000 insurance claim .

EPIC records ' re flee t no other inou i r les in connection with
ferry Kent Reed and aircraft N2982M.

Pursuant to your conversations with Mr. Clements on
September 20 and 21, 1989, we are forwarding a copy of this
memorandum to the above-named defendant's attorney.

cc : Marilyn M , f rubey
Assistant Federal Public Defender
fopeka, Kansas

Letter from the DEA that gives the lie to the testimony of Arkansas State Police Cap-

tain Raymond Young, who said he received information from the DEA stating that

Reed was a suspected drug trafficker. Paragraph four has information that Young

himself inserted into the file.
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Arkansas State Police computer readout showing aaivity at 12:04 p.m. on Oaober
7, 1987, concerning the registered owner of the plane found in Reed's hangar. The

date and time are significant because they prove that law enforcement knew about

the plane at least one day prior to Tommy Baker's alleged entry into Reed's hangar.

This proves that all the court testimony about the discovery scenario was a lie.
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FILED

U.S OlS^PtlCT COURT

STATEMENT OF POSITION OF DEFE^•D.^NT, TERRY K. REED

JUNE 6, 1990

CASE NUMBER 88-10049-01

JUN !) 17 PH '30

BY

.•,CH.

, UTY
AT

Not being prolific in legal language, I feel it necessary to officially
inform the court of my personal position regarding case number 88-
10049-01. I am somewhat dismayed and yet relieved to now discover
that my activities involving support of our government's policy which
indirectly led to my indictment are now coming to light. At this
point, however, I am compelled to go on record to state that my Missouri
country logic is truly being tested to the degree in which I foresee
no winners if the present course of action continues. Further, now
being personally exploited by the Court's Friday, June 1, 1990 tele-
phonic ruling with Robin Fowler, the PT-ccutor, and Marilyn Trubey,
my defense attorney, I feci l am forced La either officially divulge
what is apparently classified information or not defend myself to

the fullest.

Cotnnon sense from the iinec. .'. depths of mv soul tells me that the
Classified Information Frov.fcdMi-s Act [Pub.L 96-456, Oct. 15, 1980,
94 Stat. 2025] was never ..nttTiiif.' to '__ applied in this manner. From
my view point, being on tl.e ouLside of government and the defendant,
it would appear that this legal maneuver on behalf of the U.S. govern-
ment is only an attempt to assess their potential embarrassment or
liabilities by forcing me to disclose my total defense posture. Fur-
thermore, compliance with this order could possibly expose me to

additional charges associated with the dissemination of national secur-
ity items as well as to undermind my Fifth Amendment rights.

Being a former U.S. Air Force intelligence officer, I could fully un-

derstand the application of this law to an individual who is an official
agent or employee of the U.S. government, and who is knowingly using
classified information or materials in the pursuit of his defense. But
for the government to now contend that I possess knowledge of classified
activities of the U.S. government is totally absurd. How can it be
construed that my civilian association with that of bona fide government
agents be an extension of a cloak of security surrounding these items

that I intended to use as my defense? Also, another consideration is

the government's previous denial, officially and unofficially, of the

existence of the bulk of the areas subpoenaed.

The government has been fully aware of my line 'of defense ever si'nde a

record of my debriefing by Jack Blum of the Senate Foreign Relations
Committee was submitted to Lawrence Walsh, the independent prosecutor
investigating the Iran Contra affair. The Tiajority of items the govern-
ment initially denied the existence of are now suddenly available but

classified. It is outrageous for the government to now come forward in

the 11th hour of my trial countdown in order to smoke screen their true

objective of forcing me into a breech of security situation; especially
since Mr. Fowler has been the government's liason in all defense requests
per the Court's interpretation of Brady. Why is it not the Court's
position to compel the government to set forth in writing the areas of

my defense that may be classified, so that art inmediate decision may
be made to determine if I, the defendant, can avoid those classified
areas and still put on a reasonable defense?

From the very onset of this case, all that I was expecting or hoping
for from my government was the admission or acknowledgement of an

apparently embarrassing program, and for the intervention of the intelli-

gence community in mv behalf. Even though embarrassing, I can fully

comprehend the necessity of its existence.

It was never my intention to purposefully compromise or expose national

security information in this case. The subpoena efforts put forth by
myself through my attorney v;ere merely an effort to present a reasonable
defense. Now, burdened with the responsibility of either apparently
exposing national security affairs in the vigorous pursuit of my defense
or to unselfishly dilute my defense so as to not delve into this sen-

sitive subject matter, as a patriotic servant of my government, I will
be forced to take the latter; especially considering my interests in this

matter are not only my vindication and return to productive activities,
but also the long term security of my wife and children long after the

burial of this case in the archives of the Federal Court in Kansas.

I, therefore, respectfully protest my forced compliance with the

Classified Information Procedures Act.

Respectfully,

Terry K. Reed

This is the letter Reed

wrote and filed with

the court to "reach

out" to the CIA and

secretly communicate

with them. It was his

hope that the Agency

would see that he

was no threat but

would defend himself

if forced to.
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f9 r r" *•** '-"°

Pniteb ^tates district (Uourt

DISTBJCT Of

UNITED STXIES Cr AMERICA,

TERpar vnn rced.

Plaintiff,

Defendant.

SUBPOENA

CASE NUMBER:
88-10C49-O1

rr^o*CAM

D civil. CWMIHAt >S PiMOH D OOCUMENTlSI ^ OBJCCTiSl

TO
OLIVai ^DBTH

c/o Bi-endan V. Sullivan

839 Seventeenth Street, N.W.

Washlrvjton, D.C. 20006

YOO AM£ HEREBY COMMANDED w appew in tht Unittd Staits Diwia Court « ih« ptoci dti« »r/< .i~-

•©•cir>»d b«iow 10 t«fiifv m ttM abo** <•••

TO:
FELIX ROORICUEZ
21S N.E. 2nd Avtnii*

Miaal. Florida
33161

(30S)89l-56S9
{30S) S91-187S

YOU ARE HEREBY COMMANDED 10 »p<>«»f in th« United £i«M Omna Coort ai r.« pUct. «J«e. and iWne

ap«cified betov* lo ir»nN *^ m« atoovt casa. ^
to"""

--

>«Or>C: B^RLCM
c/o F.B.I.

so Penn Place

Gkl*hcfM City, OK 73118

YOU ARE HEREBY COMMANDED to appaar in tha Uokad Suiaa Watrict Court at tha pUc« data, and ikna

apcoTiAd Mo^ lo tasuty rt tfw atow caaa.

UKITID STATES OOUPTHCUSE
401 NortJ. Maiitet - Roan 410

WidiitJ, KS 67202

Judge Iheia

JUNE 11, 19*0 at 5:00 A.K.***

YOU ARC ALSO COMfAANDED to bon^ wtih yow l^a MkrH^ng documan((») or ob^la.' :

*

Cofplete files on: Northwest Industries, Inc.; Tedvc Inx>::.<; »>axcorp

CorporstAon; E^ssry L. West, aA/« Veda; Reed Kane and Assocaat.c:: . .

'•j

Herr RMd; Terry K. Reed; Joseph. (Jozsef) Bona; 1978 Pipei Xrrc?, PAw >

N298».

••'or at such other tin« as directed by defense C£x»»el.

Thia aubpoana ihal ramain in affsct unti you are grantBd leave to depart by the court or by an officer acting on

bahart of tha court

ux MAornun oh clbv or couarr

aiLFH L. DeLOiCH

>^. .)^QfcZ
Thia aubpoenaiaisaued upon appfcjtion of the:

DPWntiff GOefwxJant Q U.S. Attorney

OATH

May 22, 1990

QUESTXMS MAY K AOOAeSSB) TO.

Marilyn M. Trubey
Assistant Federal Piislic Defender
444 SE Quincy, Room 365

Ttopeka, KS 66683 (913) 295-2595
ATTOW«>rS KAMt AOOreSS A>*0 PMON€ NUMBER

Subpoenas issued by Terry Reed's defense attorney, including those of Oliver North
and Felix Rodriguez.
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AO 24SA (7/87) Judgmeni ot Acquittal •

-^ ^ _ «« .^ U.S. DISTRiCT COURT

Initci B^tBjs itfitrtrt Ol0m^""
'^^"'^'

DISTRICT OF _j:AJtiS^3 !!oy ^ 3 «*0 PH '30

UNITED STATES OF AMERICA
Br^^^i^Arr

JUDGMENT OF ACQI/iYVAL"''-' '^^•

V.

CASE NUMBER: 88-10049-01

TERRY KENT REED

The Defendant was found not guilty. IT IS ORDERED that the Defendant is acquitted, discharged,
and any tsond exonerated.

EffTEREO ON THE DOCKET

DATE: „/ l-f^'^^

tore bf Judicial Officer.

BON. FRANK G. THEIS. SENIOR JUDGK
Name and Title of Judicial Officer

Novombcr 0, 1990
Date

FBlEflAL PUBLIC OEFEMOEfl

WSTWCr OF KANSAS

NOVMfigO

Reed's judgment of acquittal—what a defendant is awarded after winning a tfiirty-

month criminal prosecution, which nearly bankrupted the Reeds.
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U.S. Dcparimenl of Justice **•

United Slates A ttorney

Disirict of Kansas

June 6, 1990

Laurence S. McWhorter
Director
Executive Office for

United States Attorneys
U.S. Department of Justice
Washington, U.C 20530

}06 Uniird Siaici Courthouse

401 North Market

Wichita. Kansas 67201

it 6/269-6*91

FTS/7i2-6*SI

Tofxka 0/fice

444 Quincy

Topeka. Kansas 666i^

Kansas Cilv Office

St 2 North 7th

Kansas City. Kansas 66101

AirBorne

MAJOR DEVELOPMENT REPORT

Re: United States v. Terrv Kent Reed
Case No. 88-10049-01, D.Kansas

Dear Larry:

This letter is to advise the Department of Justice, through
the Executive Office and pursuant to 1-10.210 of the U.S.
Attorney's Manual, of potential major developments jn a case now
pending in the District of Kansas which has: implications cutting
across several agencies ; may involve some aspect ot toreian^
relations; may have a high likelihood cf coverage in news media or"
congressional interest ; and may ultimately contain certain
chai:

lax.
.enges to or have an impact upon presidential authority. I do

not view the matter as having a sufficient ti_me fuse to be reported
as a "sensitive case. "

More specifically, I am providing the Executive Office a copy
of a memo which I directed to be prepared by an AUSA in this office
which spells out the status in the case, provides a copy of the
indictment and copies of various subpoenas served upon individuals,
including Oliver North and others, with national security
implications . The matter has now been set for trial on September
18, 1990. This office has also notified the defendant that he must
comply with ~thg_Xlassi f ied I nformation Procedures Act (CIPAY and
we have, as noted on the attacTrea"memor"anaum, also rrut:

other individuals who would be responsible for coordinating
responses to the subpoenas.

This case is being directly monitored by me; and other
information can be obtained from Jackie N. Williams, First
Assistant or Robin Fowler, Assistant U.S. Attorney.

ruly,

LEE THOMPSON . U ^-^ \
UNITED STATES ATTORNEY

LT/s jm

U.S. Attorney Lee Thompson's letter to the Department of Justice warning that the
Reed case may have an impaa upon presidential authority.
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Memorandum

Subject

United States
88-10049-01
Case Status Report

Terry Kent Reed
Dale

June 5, 19 9

To Lee Thompson
United States Attorney

From Robin Fowler
Assistant U.S Attorney

Terry Kent Reed and his wife Janice were indicted by a federal
grand jury sitting in Wichita on four counts of mail fraud on
June 1, 1988. Basically, the indictment alleged that the Reeds
faked the theft of Terry Reeds' 1978 Piper Arrow aircraft, and
then collected the insurance proceeds of that "theft." The
various mailings which constitute the four counts of fraud all
occurred in June of 1983. Since the return of the indictment,
Janice Reed has been dismissed as a defendant, at the
government's request, based on the evidence against her (or, more
accurately, the insufficiency of the evidence against her)

.

The defendant's Piper aircraft was allegedly "stolen" from the
Joplin, Missouri airport in March of 1983. After he received the
insurance proceeds of approximately $32,000.00 (most of which
were used to pay off the $26,000.00 mortgage), no further
investigation occurred until October of 1987. At that tijne, the
same aircraft was inadvertently discovered in a hanger rented by
the defendant and his wife in North Little Rock, Arkansas. The
tail number of the plane had been altered, and the plane was in
very bad condition.

It is our position, of course, that the defendant faked the theft
of the plane in 1983, and then simply kept the plane and pocketed
the insurance proceeds. From what I have been able to conclude
from various defense motions and subpoenas, the defendant alleges
that persons (Bill Cooper and Buzz Sawyer) working with Col.
Oliver North actually stole the plane, without Reed's knowledge,
and used it to train Contra pilots. I also believe that Reed
intends to claim that he was training Contra pilots for the CIA
during the years in question. What further allegations the
defendant^will make is anyone's guess.

For some.- time I was prepared to dismiss the defendant's story as
too incredible for any jury to believe, and I myself gave it
little serious thought. Last weelc
defendant was involved in classifi

lyseir q<

iearneo"
ed FBI operations in 1981-82

(at least part of which involved missions in Eastern Europe^.
This information, at the least, gives the defendant an aura of

Case status report generated by Assistant U.S. Attorney Robin Fowler in which he

clearly acknowledges Reed's relationship with the FBI and the CIA. Even more

interesting is how Fowler intends to "dispel" this relationship prior to the trial.
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credibility that will take further investigation to dispel, and
gives me some concern regarding the scope of his knowledge of
_classified information regarding the Contra part of the Iran-
Tontra scandal

.

Based on the defendant's participation in at least some
classified FBI operations, and the nature of defendant's trial
subpoenas, I have some concern about the issues which may
potentially be raised as the discovery in this case, and
eventually the trial, proceeds.

For example, the defendant has subpoenaed the Director of the CIA
regarding files on Bill Cooper and Buzz Sawyer. The defendant
has also subpoenaed Col. Oliver North and Felix Rodriguez, both
of whom (I believe) had communications with then Vice President
Bush of a confidential nature. I aon not certain what evidence
the defendant seeks from North or Rodriguez.

Once I becaune aware of the classified nature of the evidence the
defendant sought to produce at trial, I requested that the
defendant comply with The Classified Information Procedures Act
(CIPA), codified at 18 U.S.C. App. IV. At our request, the court
directed the defendant to file a S5(a) notice before any
classified information could be used at trial. That notice has
not been filed yet. The district court (Judge Theis) has set
September 18, 1990, as a tentative trial date.

After becoming aware of the sensitive nature of defendant's
subpoenas I contacted the following attorneys in Washington to
assure a properly coordinated response:

1. Jim Walker, Chief, Special Security Center - FTS 368-2325

2. D. Jerry Rubino, Dept . Security Officer

3. Juan Merrero, Classified Information Protection Unit
FTS 368-1234

4. Lou Jachnychky, Office of Intelligence Policy and Review

5. Kathleen McGinn, OGC - CIA - (703) 874-3118 or 3205

6. Dee Dee Flowers, Special Security Center - FTS 368-2325

To sum up, I do not know either the extent of the classified
information the defendant seeks to bring out at trial, or the'
spec -Lfics regarding the testimony sought by the defendant from
either Col. North or Mr . Rodriguez. I thought, however, that you
should be aware of the background of this case so that you could
take whatever action, if any, you believe is appropriate.

I have also attached a copy of the indictment, the defendant's
17(b) orders, as well as a recent letter I wrote to D. Jerry
Rubino about this case.

RF/la

Attachments

cc : Jack Williams
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U.S. Depunment of Justice

United Slates A ttorney

District of Kansas

June 1, 1990

D. Jerry Rubino
Department Security Officer
6525 - Main Justice
10th & Constitution Avenue, N.W.
Washington, D.C. 20530

306 United Siaia Courthouse

401 North Market

Wichita. Kansas 67202

JI6/269-64il

FT5/752-64»l

Topeka Offict

444 Quincy

Toptka. Kansas 66683

Kansas City O/fiee

812 North lih

Kansas City. Kansas 66101

Re: United States v. Terrv Kent Reed
88-10049-01, District of Kansas, Wichita Docket

Dear Mr. Rubino:

I represent the government in the above-captioned case, and am
requesting your assistance because the defendant is preparing to
file a S5a notice under CIPA.

Based on what I have been told, I understand that a court
security officer is often appointed to assist the district court
in handling CIPA cases. I would request that you appoint one in
this case, if you believe it would be appropriate, to assist in
the resolution of the issues which are bound to arise. The
District Judge in this case is the Honorable Frank G. Theis. You
will find that he is very easy-going and he will, I'm sure,
extend every courtesy to your representative. His address is:
U.S. Courthouse, 4th Floor, Room 414, 401 N. Market, Wichita,
Kansas 67202.

Based on what Jim Walker told me today, I understand that I have
been authorized a top secret security clearance. If this is not
correct, or if you need anything further from me about this
matter, please let me know.

I'd like to thank you for the quick assistance your office
provided on this case, and I look forward to working with your
office in the future. If you need anything from my end, please
do not hesitate to contact me.

Very truly yours,

LEE THOMPSON
United-7S L»tes^Attarney

RF/la

ROBIN FOWLER
Assistant U.S. Attorney

Letter from Assistant U.S. Attorney Robin Fowler to Jerry Rubino, the Department

of Justice security officer. Due to the classified nature of the material about to be

introduced in the Reeds' trial. Fowler was forced to apply for a top-secret clearance,

which he was later denied.
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CHAPTER 34

p.i.s.s

As the Reed van moved north up Mexico Highv^ay Route 45

toward El Paso, Terry was unusually silent and wasn't concen-

trating on the potholes too well in the highway in front of him.

His mind was in a swarm.

The van was laden with not only the Reed family but

opened gifts from the Christmas holiday they had shared with

Patrick and Patty Juin. It was January 5, 1991.

It was the first time in over two years they had been able to travel freely

from state to state, country to country without first getting permission from

Judge Theis and then having to maintain continual telephone contact wdth

a court designee.

Janis had been leery of returning to Lake Chapala for fear of reprisal

from the CIA or the Mexican DPS. But Terry felt that they were now no
longer perceived as a threat to the Agency and that any harm that came to

them would only bring unwanted attention to the residue of his work with

them. He must have been correct. The trip had been enjoyable and unevent-

ful, and Janis had hoped it would be a period of relaxation and healing for

the Reed family. Almost two months had elapsed since Terry's acquittal on
that fateful date in November when he had been released from the jaws of

the monster that had nearly devoured them.

But this had not been the case. Under the surface, he was still in tur-

moil. Even though they had unwound at the Manzanillo beach with the

Juin family and celebrated New Year's Eve in Ajijic with old friends, Janis

could tell that Terry was only paying lip service to the holiday. He was
remote and disconcerted.

He had been drinking throughout the Christmas season—way too

much. This wasn't like him and was the opposite reaction she was expect-
ing his acquittal to trigger. Surely, she prayed, the three-year nightmare
hadn't extinguished the flame, that hidden somewhere deep inside him
was the same overly confident pilot and headstrong businessman she had
once known and loved enough to marry. She was afraid to interrupt his

silence and ask the question. She instinctively knew what was eating away
in his mind.
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P.I.S.S. 573

He had to cling to the premise that he had been forced to go through this legal orgy

for a purpose. Why had he been singled out to be destroyed? Or had he been chosen

for a test? One to determine his limits? Ifso, had he passed orfailed in the eyes ofhis

unseen master? There had to be a reason, didn 't there? Was his conversion from an

asset to a liability an accident . . . or was it predestined? Was it intended for him to

be prosecuted and persecuted, to survive and then to become the messenger to the

American people about the corruption and inequities in the judicial system? Was it

meant for him to be thrust into orbit with people like Marilyn Trubey? Was he sup-

posed to fight the legal system from outside orfrom within?

His mind went back to the Cabal, that evening in the Arkansas bunker when
he felt he was being "knighted. " After all he'd been through, he still felt there was

a purpose he had been selected. Had he been exposed to all this in order to be the one

who screams out? Had he been thrust into the mumbo-jumbo legal world in order

to expand mentally and to absorb yet another dimension of our failed attempt at

democracy?

Terry's thoughts went in an ever-decreasing spiral until he felt his head would

burst. Being engineering-minded at heart, he decided on taking a new approach to

solving his problem. For every plus there is a minus . . . that had been a guiding prin-

ciple ofhis since he learned it in ninth-grade physics. He knew the minus . . . he had

been singled out, in part, due to his value system, and his life had been ripped to

shreds. Now to find the plus to the equation. There is a reason for all action, that

same physics teacher had told him, and backed up his teachings with Sir Isaac

Newton's law: "For every action there is an equal and opposite reaction. " Perhaps

that explained what he was supposed to do. They, the government, had acted, and

now he had to react or he would be violating a law ofphysics. That was it, he decided!

He was still a member ofthe Cabal . . . and he had been chosen to REACT! He would

go to battle! But the unanswered question was. Would Janis be capable of another

extended fight?

As she gazed at the flat Mexican landscape north of Chihuahua, she took a

deep breath and dared to ask, "What's bothering you?"

"You know what it is, honey," he answered without moving his stare

from the road ahead. "You know me by now. I just can't go on as if noth-

ing happened. I feel like we've been raped, and now they expect us to just

pretend nothing happened. Janis, I have to fight back. You know if I don't

this thing will kill me."

There was no mistaking it. Janis knew her husband meant every word.

Unlike her, she knew that he had to fight back or it would destroy him. His

unyielding value system was one of the qualities that drew her to him.

Quietly and without replying, Janis moved from the front seat in the

van to the rear and returned with a yellow legal pad and pen. As she'd done
so many times before in their nearly ten years of marriage, she prepared to

write while he drove.

The letter he dictated was to an anonymous attorney seeking help to

right the wrongs done to him and his family by the United States govern-

ment. He outlined their thirty-month criminal prosecution, sprinkling in

the proper buzz words that he felt sure would summon the help he needed.
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Halfway into the letter, Janis took an interest. She began participating,

and he was glad to see that she too still had the rage in her that they needed

to harness to help them fight back. The fervency of his words tore off the

scabs she had tried to grow over her unhealed and now infected wounds.

As the poison from her mind drained, they had to stop by the road to hold

each other and cry.

The writing of the letter had triggered the release of pent-up emotion.

Without realizing it at first, it had become their own method of therapy, and

Janis realized he was right. They had to fight back . . . together.

The tribulation had to be ended properly to heal their minds. They had

not sought psychiatric help during this painful period of their lives, reason-

ing that a person only goes to a therapist when they don't know what ails

them. How could a therapist call off the vengeance of the CIA?

When they reached their home in Santa Teresa, they had what they

thought would be the necessary documents to bring countless attorneys

running to their aid in order to defend the Constitution of the United States

of America. Surely, they thought, their case was unique. They were only

asserting that the executive branch of government had devoured the judi-

cial branch—had it secretly under its control—and by doing so was under-

mining the basic freedoms upon which this country was founded.

Terry didn't realize it then, but he was locked into a mental state he
would later describe as "postindictment stress syndrome" (P.I.S.S.).

PISS, that was the cynical acronym he chose to call it. He would jok-

ingly tell Janis that the legal system had left "emotional skid marks on his

brain." Other people with whom he would come into contact, people with

experience in dealing with those recently released from the criminal injus-

tice system would say that his feelings and attitudes were not uncommon.
The period of relief after an end to such a traumatic ordeal is often, they

said, replaced by anger and hostility.

But it would pass, they said. Just go on about your life, and the rage

will die and be replaced with feelings of apathy. Soon, they said, within six

months in all probability, the old Terry Reed would be back, smiling as usual

and looking for a way to make up for lost time.

This was not going to be the case, he knew. That glowing ember deep
inside, the one that rekindled that day on the plane en route to his trial as

he captured his emotions on paper, was now turning into a raging fire. The
feeling of burning up inside was giving him energy, forcing a reawakening,
and he was happy with the feeling. He was obsessed with thoughts of what
he considered the moral thing to do: to strike back and correct the system.
After all, he thought, hadn't life actually prepared him for this task? All of

his training had gotten him through this ordeal. Why not now apply that

sur\'ivalist mentality, that analytical aggressive attitude, to lead the attack
against those who had wronged him? That Missouri stubbornness that he
was sure came from his great grandfather . . . that stubbornness he knew
Harry Truman had . . . was what he needed to muster from deep within for
the battle that lay ahead.

The battlefield he had selected was federal court! He had been analyz-
ing for several weeks just what had happened in the final months of his
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"persecution" in Wichita, and one thing was now very clear. The government

did not want his story told! They didn't want the embarrassing facts spilling

out of the court record and into the newspapers. They had denied him his

trial! He had not had his day in court!

Court . . . yes, that's where this story belonged. Go right where they

least wanted it. There, combined with the credibility and scrutiny offered

between those marbled columns and perhaps the protection afforded him
and his family by a sympathetic federal judge— it was the perfect arena for

all the seamy details of the CIA's operations that had turned him into a lia-

bility to be heard. Surely, he rationalized, court was the only forum from
which to tell this story. The world and the American people must be told

about their government gone mad . . . their own CIA trafficking in drugs!

Surely the Federal Court System was the place to expose this.

But what disturbed him even more than drug trafficking was how the

CIA hand-picked and sponsored candidates to the office of the president!

That had to he told.

There had been, in Terry's opinion, a coup d'etat in this country. A quiet

revolution with no shots fired ... or had there been? Had a young presi-

dent by the name of John Fitzgerald Kennedy penetrated the CIA's veil and
discovered this earlier? Could the conspiracy theorists be right?

Only with subpoena power could he ever hope to get to the bottom of

this "black" dilemma that hung over him . . . and the nation for that matter.

This matter belonged only in court, where the classified material that was
sure to come out could be protected. He didn't want to harm other inno-

cent agents and assets who had been able to quietly sever themselves from

these black operations. That was the problem, protecting others. That's why
it belonged in court and not in the media!

After all he and his family had been through, he was still patriotic. He
almost hated to admit it, but yeah . . . that was what that tight, warm glow

deep inside was all about! He was still patriotic! He still loved his country!

He loved his home! And after all, as his father had taught him ... it was

worth fighting for! He had to fight . . . once again! Not for the government
that had misled and exploited him— for the country that he so loved.

Back in Santa Teresa, and with Janis now firmly by his side, they pre-

pared endless packets of material to send to all the famous legal names and

law firms recognized as the flagbearers of civil freedoms. At one point, they

felt their efforts surely must be subsidizing Federal Express, but few responses

were forthcoming. There was no white knight arriving on a white charger.

"There's no real money in constitutional rights litigation," they were
arrogantly told again and again. Or, "Haven't you heard . . . since the Chris-

tic case ruling, no one in his right mind sues the government."*

*Civil case no. 86-1 1-46, CIV-KING, filed in the United States District Court for the Southern

District of Florida in May 1986. The complaint was filed by the Christie Institute, a nonprofit,

public-interest legal group headquartered in Washington, D.C., and headed by attorney Daniel

Sheehan. The suit was officially listed as Tony Avirgan and Martha Honey vs. John Hull, Rene Corbo

et al, in which it was alleged that a total of twenty-nine defendants had perpetuated a long-

term conspiracy in violation of U.S. racketeering statutes. The suit alleged that a "secret team"

(Continued on following page)
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To their frustration, the typical response included, "God, this looks like

a great case, and I'd love to take it, but only if you're willing to pay as you

go. . . . Our firm doesn't do contingencies."

"I guess defending the Constitution is only a capitalistic endeavor in

this country," he would cynically tell Trubey by phone, who was stunned

to believe Terry could find no one to take the case.

By now, Terry and Janis were clinging desperately to economic sol-

vency, making every effort to avoid bankruptcy, considering that their last

resort. With long-standing legal bills and unpaid family loans, their finan-

cial world was in shambles, and they had no money to contribute to the

estimated $250,000 they were told was the minimum they needed to prop-

erly litigate against the government.

Frustrated, Terry turned to those who claimed they wanted to help,

those who said they had experience in bringing these matters to public

attention. The only avenue he figured they could pursue to publicize their

dilemma and assist in securing an attorney was the print media.

First, he sought out an old acquaintance in New Mexico named Jonathan

Beaty, a senior correspondent with TIME magazine. After all, it was Beaty

who sought out the Reeds back in the fall of 1988, shortly after their surren-

der to the Feds, wanting their story, or least what he thought their stor>' was.

With their attorney's permission, in 1988 Terry and Janis had driven to

Truth or Consequences, New Mexico, and met with Beaty and a photogra-

pher for TIME named Steve Northop.

A magazine with an investigative reporting staff as large as TIME'S could

certainly help prove parts of Reed's story, which had occurred throughout

several foreign countries and many U.S. states. In exchange for their help,

maybe he would give them first rights to their ordeal. Or at least that was
the idea behind the meeting: a trade, pure and simple.

Beaty, Northop, Janis and Terry had gone to a local park, where the

Reeds told them their story and Beaty attempted to grasp the larger ele-

ments of it. Being a seasoned reporter, and having covered elements of Iran-

Contra for TIME, Beaty wanted to immediately pry back the rocks covering

the involvement of John Cathey, aka Oliver North. This line of questioning

eventually led to Bill Cooper and Southern Air Transport. Throughout the

questioning, Beaty had remained somewhat distant and just observed the

Reeds until he asked Terry who he worked with at SAT.

When Terry informed him it was a man by the name of Robert John-
son, who was purportedly in-house counsel for SAT, Beaty turned to

Northop and announced, "This guy (Reed) is for real."

"I know Johnson, and that's a name that hasn't appeared in the press,"

Beaty revealed. Terry had passed the scrutiny test, for the time being, and
the remainder of the interrogation went well.

of former intelligence and military personnel engaged in crimes that included murder and drug
trafficking to support the Contras. The lawsuit was dismissed in June 1988 by U.S. Distria
Court Judge Lawrence King in Miami, with a sanction of approximately $1.2 million levied
against the Christie Institute for filing a frivolous lawsuit. An appeals court affirmed that deci-
sion in 1991 and added another $400,000 for filing a frivolous appeal.'
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It was Beaty who put them in contact with Senate investigator Jack

Blum in Washington, D.C. Shortly afterward, however, Beaty said that his

boss at the magazine had made a decision to pull him off Iran-Contra-

related stories, since TIME considered it an old issue and the American
public seemed burnt out on the subject.

Beaty did go so far as to print an article in the Grapevine section of the

March 13, 1989, issue outlining what he thought the Reed case involved.

He talked of Oliver North and Project Donation and how Reed had been
indicted and was awaiting trial in Wichita, Kansas. "All for Ollie," he enti-

tled the piece.

Jonathan had even extended a hand of kindness after seeing the

dilemma the Reeds faced. They departed with what the Reeds felt was a

foundation on which to build a future friendship, if they ever got out of this

mess. Of course, back in 1988, Beaty did seem somewhat frustrated but

understanding with the Reeds, realizing they were muzzled by the advice

of their attorneys and were not talking to the media.

But now that Reed could talk, he was learning that Iran-Contra was a

dead issue. After all, it was 1991, over four years since the Cooper shoot-

down, and, miraculously, the Reagan-Bush White House had been able to

contain the scandal that everyone had said was more significant than

Watergate. It involved subversion of the constitution by Oliver North, Bill

Casey and the CIA, people said back then. But that seemed a long time ago,

and Terry had been successfully silenced throughout those four years. Now,
Beaty was telling him from his ranch that the new hot topic was a money
investigation he was working on that involved the Bank of Credit and Com-
merce International and a guy named Clark Clifford, a name Reed knew
from previous administrations and conversations.

One night, as the Reed family barbecued chicken in their backyard in

Santa Teresa, Janis, understanding Terry's mounting frustration, suggested,

"What about that guy in New York? You know, that writer that was work-

ing on the Barry Seal story."

She was referring to an investigative reporter and author by the name
of John Cummings. Cummings was one of those guys Reed didn't know
whether or not to trust, but he had grown to admire his bulldog attitude

... he simply wouldn't go away. But from the insatiable appetite for infor-

mation Cummings demonstrated, Terry was afraid that handling him might

be comparable to hand-feeding a cheeseburger to a lion. It might be diffi-

cult not to get swallowed up to the elbow in the process. Cummings had
contacted Trubey on several occasions asking for an interview, saying he

only wanted to talk about Barry Seal and he was curious if Reed knew of

any connection Seal had to the CIA. Cummings had even driven through

New Mexico in a vain attempt to locate them once. At least he was persis-

tent, Terry thought. He admired that in a person, but was that enough?
"I don't know if I should call him, honey. After all, he's from New York,

and my great-grandfather always said you can't trust Yankees," Terry joked.

But the next day the call was made, and Cummings not only offered

his help to find an attorney but extended the offer to bring along an inves-

tigator who might "donate some time" to the case.



578 Compromised: Clinton, Bush and the CIA

"You can call me Pierre, all my friends do/' the looming investigator accom-

panying Cummings said upon entering the Reed home. The slight, 60-plus

man with the six-foot, four-inch frame, gray beard, and stooped shoulders,

sporting a black beret, certainly would have difficulty blending into a crowd

if his wish was ever to travel incognito, Terry thought as they shook hands.

"Your reputation precedes you, Pierre. I've been told by people who
know you that you are the world's greatest investigator," Terry said, just to

let Pierre know that he had been asking questions about him prior to his

arrival.

"Well, I don't know about that . . . but I'm at least the most expensive,"

he shot back with a warm, broad grin and a gleam in his eye that alerted

Terry he would be a formidable opponent in a match of wits.

Cummings and Pierre sat in Reed's living room grilling him— no, inter-

rogating him— for more than three days. They probed his brain for every

nitty-gritty dark detail they could find, looking continuously for a flaw in

his story. Pierre, Terry discovered, was a thirty-year, veteran United States

Army investigator wlio spent his entire career in the CID (Criminal Inves-

tigative Division). Pierre had a mind like a bear trap, and after two days of

sitting quietly, taking no notes, and chain smoking unfiltered Camels, Pierre

demonstrated that he could recite any name, date or place from his

"debriefing" verbatim.

Holy shit! Terry thought. Who is this guy? I hope he's not here to hurt

me. Reed had no reason to trust anyone, let alone this guy with the photo-

graphic memory who couldn't quite articulate his motives for being there,

and free of charge.

Terry would only learn later that Pierre was working for Daniel Shee-

han of the Christie Institute, in hopes of adding defendants to the Christie

complaint. Reed was actually a target of Sheehan's that day. But after Pierre

grew to know and like the Reed family and had heard firsthand their pain

and suffering, he decided to not only quietly remove Terry from the Chris-

tic "hit list" but to help them as well, free of charge!

He volunteered to attend any critical attorney interviews with the

Reeds, theorizing that his presence might lend credibility to Terry and his

story. Terry would grow to really like and respect this man from south of

the Mason Dixon Line, who held nothing but disdain and contempt for the

"Yankee fuckin' government" that he had served for thirty years. Pierre, like

Terry, felt that America's military had been misused by one president after

another trying to remedy failed foreign policies. It was their common belief

that the country was now being run out of Langley, Virginia, the head-
quarters of the CIA. And Reed knew that from what he had heard and wit-

nessed, they weren't far off track with their views. But Terry couldn't share
all his knowledge with them yet. He had to keep them on track, if possible,

and simply get his civil case to court!

And then there was Cummings. Pierre affectionately referred to Cum-
mings as "a scribbler," a term he had created for investigative reporters and
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writers. Pierre let Reed know immediately that he held the bulk of the

"world of scribblers" in contempt, feeling that they did more to hurt a good
investigation than they helped.

"What they add to the world of investigating is like what depth charges

add to sport fishing," Pierre grinned. "With the possible exception of a few.

And John Cummings here is one of those exceptions."

From what Reed had learned of Cummings, this 59-year-old man had
spent over thirty years with New York's Newsday as an investigative

reporter, had written several books, was an expert on the mobster John
Gotti, organized crime and the underworld, and in addition had immense
interest in Cuba, the Bay of Pigs, Barry Seal, and the world of intelligence.

His appearance, stature, demeanor and aggressive New York attitude made
Terry initially wonder if the Mob hadn't actually sent Cummings at the time

of their first meeting. But as the day wore on, he discovered that Cummings
only projected a hard facade and that underneath he had an interesting,

almost scholarly, yet street-savvy demeanor, which caught Reed's attention

immediately. Over the course of their "sessions," Terry would discover that

Cummings was a Marine Corps veteran of the Korean War and a seasoned

world traveler, having covered many hot spots around the globe for News-

day. He seemed expert on geopolitics and was very cynical and opinionated,

probably as a result of his years of covering courts for the newspaper. His

years of dogged pursuit of the truth had helped his newspaper win a Pulitzer

Prize in 1970.

Terry didn't know it then, but meeting Cummings would change his

life forever, and at times in the future, John would be nearly the only man
to stay by his side.

Cummings and Pierre, these at first unlikely partners, departed El Paso

with not only the outline of Reed's story but with something much more
important to him—the beginnings of friendship. They were building a

bond. A bond of trust. They believed him, and he believed them in that they

both promised to help and not hurt him and his family. But as they departed

El Paso, he couldn't help but feel vulnerable and apprehensive. Terry had
enlarged his circle of trust.

The spring of 1991 centered around endless telephone interviews with

attorneys who Cummings and Pierre were flushing out. Document exchanges

too numerous to mention kept Janis more than occupied as she shared her

time between family, career, and her newfound job of "public relations

director" for the Reed family. They were getting extremely frustrated, having

seen no results from their efforts to find an attorney when the call came.

"Terry, I got your information. It's a hell of a story of two honest folks

being wronged, and 1 believe I would like to take your case. I'd like to meet
you and Janis first, of course. So when can you get to Jonesboro?" Steve

Clark said by phone from his office in Arkansas.

Terry couldn't believe what he was hearing. After all these months of

effort, here was the ex-attorney general of the state of Arkansas offering to

take the case on a contingency-fee basis. Terry was ecstatic, and it took no
time for him, Janis and Pierre to rendezvous in Little Rock and drive to
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Jonesboro Saturday morning, March 2, for a "legal audition," as Pierre

called it.

The interview went well and Clark said he wanted the case. He felt the

Reeds had suffered a travesty of justice, and from what they had described,

it would make a perfect constitutional-rights-violation case at the federal

level. There was only one problem. Steve Clark couldn't practice law in fed-

eral court. He was limited at the time to practicing only in Arkansas state

court, the result of sanctions imposed on him because of his conviction on

state fraud charges.

When the Reeds lived in Little Rock, the name Steve Clark was in the

news nearly as often as the name Bill Clinton. Steve was the boy attorney

general who had sought and successfully attained that office at the same

time another young man from Hope, Arkansas, sought and attained the

office of governor. He and Bill Clinton had served their time together in

state government, with the exception of the two years that Clinton was not

governor, having been defeated for one term by ex-Governor Frank White.

Terry and Janis knew from their time in Little Rock that Steve Clark har-

bored ambitions far beyond the office of attorney general.

He had gone so far as to organize a fund-raising committee in order to

build the campaign chest and network necessary to run for governor. Janis

and Terry had in fact attended one of these fund raisers in early 1986 and
had heard Clark deliver his practice "elect-me-governor" speech.

But what had gone wrong? Why was Clark an ex-attorney general as

he interviewed them that day, and why couldn't he practice law in federal

court? They even heard that Clark had announced his plans to challenge

Clinton in January 1990. What happened?
He'd been convicted on state charges of misuse of his state credit card

for entertaining. They were told that Clark had done nothing that previous

attorneys general and most others in state government weren't doing,

namely, offsetting their horribly low state salaries by padding their expense
vouchers with nonexistent meals or writing off personal business as state

business. In fact. Reed was later told that this was considered one of the

perks that "came with the job." But Clark had, for some reason, been caught
in the act and pursued ferociously by state police investigators under the

control of Bill Clinton, just as he announced his Democratic bid for gover-

nor in January 1990.

Clark's official candidacy had lasted only nineteen days! It was far too

convenient, people were saying, to see Steve Clark fall from office in disgrace

just at the time Bill Clinton was preparing to run for the presidency. After

all, Clark would have been a shoo-in as the next governor if Clinton left the
post. He had built a solid political foundation during his nearly twelve years
of dedicated service, and fighting corruption was his main issue.

No, it was just too convenient, people were saying, for Clark to come
under such attack at a time when Bill Clinton's flank would be exposed, since
he would be forced to spend nearly a year out of state campaigning for the
presidency. It was being said that Clark posed such a formidable threat to

Clinton that if Clinton ran unsuccessfully for president, he would probably
have no governorship to return to. Clark would simply move over to fill the
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political vacuum left by Clinton, who would be wounded from his presiden-

tial primary defeat. Clark would challenge Clinton, and defeat his old friend.*

Clark told the Reeds that his case was on appeal, and he felt sure his

conviction would be overturned. For that reason, he was telling them, it

would be necessary to have another attorney file the case, but he would
stay in the background and help run it. After all, he boasted, who knew
better the inner workings of state government than he? And what intrigued

the Reeds the most was Clark saying he thought they had a very good case

against not only the Arkansas State Police but the state as well, and he felt

confident that if the case was run properly, it would expand on its own,
maybe even to a federal level.

"This guy has to have not only dirty laundry on damn near everyone in

the state," Reed thought to himself, "but he's vendetta-driven and was attor-

ney general during the time of the whole Mena affair. He has to have inside

knowledge. I wonder if he knows about OSI and Aki Sawahata. That's prob-

ably why he wants this case. And I'll bet he's got the real dirt on Clinton."

Prior to leaving Arkansas and heading back home that weekend, the

Reeds and Pierre wanted to take time to do a little investigative work by
interviewing an Arkansas man who had been in the local news of late: a

man by the name of Larry Nichols. Since the Reeds had driven all the way
from El Paso, they wanted to make good use of what time they would have

with Pierre, and Terry was anxious to observe the world's greatest . . . er,

most expensive . . . investigator in action.

What Reed had learned of Nichols prior to the meeting, and found most
interesting, was his prior work on behalf of the Contra support network and
his direct connection to some pretty big names in Arkansas state govern-

ment, namely. Bill Clinton and Bob Nash. In fact, Nichols had quickly be-

come a thorn in Clinton's side because of a lawsuit he had filed against the

state, a lawsuit he had announced with great fanfare on the State Capitol

steps in Little Rock.

At Bowen's, a family-style restaurant in Conway, Arkansas, the Reeds,

Pierre and Nichols sat down to breakfast and for what turned out to be more
than a morning repast.

It was interesting for Reed to observe someone else for a change who
appeared to be consumed with fear and paranoia. Was this how he had
come across after first being indicted? He certainly hoped not. Here was this

otherwise normal-looking executive-type in what appeared to be his early

40s, tastefully dressed, articulate, well-groomed, and babbling about people

in the Clinton administration "out to get me."

*Headlines of full-page articles in the Arkansas Gazette on February 8, 1990, read: "Clark Drops

Out of Race." Arkansas State Attorney General Steve Clark had announced only nineteen days

after entering the governor's race that he was withdrawing his bid, as a result of the scandal

developing from the Arkansas State Police investigation into his filing "several erroneous

expense claims with the state." Clark, at a televised news conference the preceding day, read

a seventy-eight-word statement that said in part, "I have reached the conclusion that mistakes

in my expense records and subsequent news coverage about those mistakes have virtually

destroyed my ability to run an efficient and effective campaign for governor."^
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As it turned out, Nichols did in fact have a lot to fear! Here, sitting across

from Reed and speaking in a whisper, was the one man, other than possi-

bly Reed himself, who could probably single-handedly keep Bill Clinton out

of the White House. His political "dirt" was not only good, it was fresh, and

it involved many of the same players Reed had worked with in Arkansas.

Most interestingly, it involved Nichols's former employer, the Arkansas

Development Finance Authority (ADFA), Bill Clinton's financial creation

that was designed to take Arkansas out of the stone age and into the twenty-

first century!

Terry knew that some of ADFA's capitalization had literally "fallen from

the skies" out of Barry Seal's planes, and he was curious how much Nichols

knew of this.

"So is ADFA responsible for a lot of Arkansas growth?" Reed began. "It

was just getting up to speed about the time Janis and I moved from here."

"You mean Bill Clinton's bank, don't you?" Nichols quipped. "All it's

for is to loan money to his friends.* It's a farce. And the poor people of

Arkansas are just subsidizing Clinton's mistakes. I'm glad I'm no longer a

part of that con scheme. I was not really there to do ADFA's work, anyway.

I worked on other things."

Nichols had worked for Clinton's ADFA all right . . . right up until he

was forced to resign in 1988 for "misuse of the telephone." Nichols

explained he had been in the marketing division of the state agency, respon-

sible for attracting business to Arkansas by "selling" the attributes the state

could offer to new businesses.

It seems that a state audit of long-distance telephone charges made on
state government telephones had turned up a juicy tidbit of information

that was seized upon by the local media; namely, that Nichols was making
phone calls to the prime Contra leaders, Adolfo and Mario Calero, two of

Ronald Reagan's model "freedom fighters," men that Reagan called "the

moral equivalent of our founding fathers."

The numerous calls had been made on Nichols's state-supplied phone,
and most were made on state time. This information had become public,

and in order for Clinton to distance himself from the ensuing media inves-

tigation into why it appeared the state was secretly working with the Con-
tras, Clinton had Nichols fired. Or at least that was what this jittery man
was saying. He kept looking over his shoulder throughout the interview.

Nichols claimed to be involved in some sort of secret network of people
operating at a very high level in Arkansas state government who were not
only supporting the freedom-fighter cause, but were doing so with full

*Nichols's comments would prove prophetic. In late 1994, a freedom-of-information lawsuit

forced ADFA to turn over partial records that confirmed Nichols's statements. A 1992 audit of

ADFA, reported in the February 17, 1995, issue of the Arkansas Times, revealed that during the
previous year at least four firms had been given substantial loans with "no justification." More
interesting were revelations that ADFA borrowed more than $5 million from Sanwa Bank of

Japan in 1987 in order to buy stock in an offshore reinsurance firm named Coral Reinsurance.
This not only violated ADFA's charter but was done without even obtaining a legal opinion.
One still has to wonder why ADFA was purchasing stock in any outside entity, let alone one
based outside the United Slaves— that is, unless someone wanted to launder money.
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knowledge and backing of the man at the top—the governor. When this

became public, Nichols claimed, Clinton threw him to the wolves and dis-

avowed any knowledge of his activities. Nichols even went on to say that

he had personally arranged for retired army general John Singlaub and the

Calero brothers to have Arkansas Traveler Certificates, special VIP state

passes, issued them.

The three men had supposedly visited the state so frequently that they

had attained sufficient air mile credits traveling to and from Arkansas that

they were issued frequent flyer bonus points on American Airlines. All of this,

Nichols said, was done quietly and privately in order for Clinton to show
covert support for the Nicaraguan Contras. Reed found this interesting since

he remembered that at the height of the Nicaraguan debate Clinton appeared

to give lip service that he was against the war. That's what he said publicly.

Contradicting that public disapproval however, he sent the Arkansas

National Guard on a joint military exercise to Honduras, where they maneu-
vered dangerously close to the Nicaraguan border.

Other governors saw this simply as an antagonistic show of force by the

U.S. government and were fearful that it could lead to an armed engage-

ment between American troops and the Sandinistas. Mario Cuomo, the

governor and the commander-in-chief of the New York National Guard,

boycotted the exercise, calling it "a provocation" on behalf of the Reagan
administration. Clinton sent his troops.

In reference to an incident that occurred when Nichols was the Caleros'

guest and went to witness actual combat between Sandinista soldiers and
Contra rebels, Nichols abruptly put his foot on the dining table and pro-

duced proof. 'T got this wound while being an invited observer of a firefight

down there," Nichols bragged, pulling up his pant leg in order to show the

breakfasting group a scar on his leg. Janis lost her appetite at the sight of

the old wound.
"Adolfo (Calero) invited me down to write a public relations report

about field conditions his troops were suffering, and I got caught in the cross

fire." His repeated secret travels to Nicaragua were made with the full

knowledge and approval of his superiors at ADFA, Nichols added.

Terry found this story very interesting indeed. Being aware of all the

CIA's operations that existed in Arkansas in the mid-1980s, it certainly fit.

From what Nichols described, it sounded like the Agency had tapped some
of its idle resources at ADFA in order to develop a "marketing plan" to sell

the war to the American people.

"I guess it was pay-back time for some of the secret money the Agency
pumped into ADFA," Terry later concluded with his wife. "You see, in effect,

it is a form of money laundering. The CIA puts dirty money into ADFA, they

tap guys like Nichols to help run their propaganda machine, and the state of

Arkansas picks up the tab. I guess it all went well until some state auditor blew

the whistle. I wonder what swamp he's lying at the bottom of?" It was a grisly

thought. And now that Terry was no longer an Agency insider, he was seeing

how perverted it had all become. If Nichols's story was true—and Terry had
no reason to doubt him—then democracy had actually failed! If the Agency
had state governments "indebted" to them, and if state agencies like ADFA
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had been compromised and owed their literal existence to the intelligence com-

munity, who was in charge of this country? It definitely wasn't the people . . .

or even the people elected by the people. The thought saddened him.

"But my lawsuit is what has Clinton scared," Nichols continued. "It's

going to expose all the corruption that surrounds him, as well as his wom-
anizing. I'm going to be known as the man who kept Bill Clinton out of the

White House."

Pierre and Reed had heard of Nichols's lawsuit. He had filed a pro se com-

plaint in state court claiming wrongful dismissal. Being a man accustomed to

manipulating the media for the advantage of state government, the CIA and

the Contras, Nichols had decided to put his advertising talent to work for him-

self and had held a press conference on the steps of the State Capitol building.

The speech he delivered to the gathered media and passers-by not only

covered the reasons he said Clinton had him wrongfully fired but went into

great detail about "extracurricular" activities he had performed for the gov-

ernor. He claimed his activities at ADFA were only one reason Clinton con-

sidered him a liability and didn't want him around any longer. He said Clinton

had taken him into his confidence about a stable of other women Clinton was
sleeping with . . . unbeknownst to Hillary. He even read their names from a

prepared list he had made. On that list was the name Gennifer Flowers.

"I was sort of like a secret personal assistant to the governor," Nichols

said, smiling for the first since they had begun. "I could move around
behind the scenes and do things for him that he couldn't otherwise do."

"Like going to Nicaragua?" Reed asked.

"Yes, like going to Nicaragua and being his eyes and ears. I'd always

personally brief him at the governor's mansion when I returned. But that

isn't all I did. And that's what's got him worried."

"What else did you do?" Pierre asked, sensing that Nichols was dying

to tell them.

"I procured women. Classy women," Nichols grinned, and then sur-

veyed his three listeners, apparently to see if they were shocked by his state-

ment. That apparently hadn't had the desired effect, so with a solemn look
he continued. "And I dirtied people up for him. That's why he's afraid of

me. His chief of security. Buddy Young, picked me up and took me to the

mansion just the other night to discuss a settlement. They offered to buy
me a house and fix me up for life if I would just drop the case and be quiet."

Pierre wanted to know more about the term dirtied up and asked
Nichols to expand on that, figuring that the Reeds may have been victim-

ized by such activity.

"I worked on neutralizing political opponents, things like that. You
kaow, digging up dirt," Nichols added. "I guess the biggest thing I ever did
for him was to eliminate Steve Clark, the ex-attorney general."

Nichols had no way of knowing that he was eating with three people
who had spent most of the previous day sitting in Clark's office. One con-
dition Clark had placed on taking Reed's case was for them to keep the fact

confidential for now. And here Reed was, talking to the man who had
destroyed Steve Clark's political career. The man who was taking credit for
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"dirtying him up" and for turning Clark into a convicted felon. Tfie man
who had successfully kept Clark out of the governor's mansion. What an
opportunity!

Reed could barely hold back his enthusiasm! "Tell us more about that."

"I did him for Clinton. Clinton considered him a threat. He came to me
and asked me to quietly dig up dirt on Clark. I zeroed in on his personal

expense account, and bingo, I hit pay dirt! I made copies of everything I could

find that looked suspicious and gave the file to Young. They did the rest. Clark

got blindsided just as he made his announcement to run for governor."^

What a game. Reed thought. Lives and careers are destroyed simply

because one individual becomes a threat to another. He w^asn't justifying

Clark's actions. Obviously, Clark had demonstrated a major lack of judg-

ment by charging off personal entertainment expenses as business of the

attorney general's office. Clark was wrong, but the price for his sins was the

equivalent of a political execution.

And Nichols was telling the sordid story in a ruthless, cold, matter-of-

fact manner that reminded Reed of an assassin reporting back to his han-

dler. Had someone like Nichols—perhaps Young or Baker or Sanders

—

nonchalantly briefed Clinton like this after they'd set Terry up on the air-

plane charge? Had the beginning of his whole nightmare begun with, "It's

done. Reed won't be a threat to you any longer"? Terry wondered.

"So why don't you take them up on the offer of the house and the pen-

sion?" Reed asked. "Just drop the case and be quiet."

"That's not enough!" Nichols snapped. "I want my good name back.

Clinton took that from me, and now he's going to pay. I'm going to hurt

him like he hurt me. I'm going to destroy his name and keep him out of the

White House. I may even get him kicked out of the governor's mansion. I

haven't decided yet what I'm going to do. But I've got plenty of ammuni-
tion. I'm sure I'll do him just like I did Clark. Clinton needs to feel the pain!"

This had turned out to be one hell of an impromptu education. Not

only had the Reeds and Pierre discovered who helped neutralize Steve

Clark but they now knew that it sounded like Bill Clinton was in the habit

of using aides—men like Nichols and Young— to do his dirty work. Reed
and Trubey had always theorized that Terry's problems all stemmed from

Mexico and Felix Rodriguez. But he was now focusing his suspicions on
Arkansas. The thought of being literally run out of the Hog State that day

with Joe Dunlap came to mind. Had they been getting too close to uncov-

ering something? Was he, like Nichols, a perceived threat to Bill Clinton?

Had he been "dirtied up" by Buddy Young? It certainly sounded feasible.

Reed only knew one thing for sure. Whatever Larry Nichols was afraid

of ... he deserved.

"There goes a dead man or a rich man," Terry said to Janis as they

watched Nichols walk to his car. "I sure wouldn't want to be living in

Arkansas and making enemies like this guy is. Bad things can happen to

you down here."

Two weeks later, back in El Paso, the Reeds got even better news. Clark

had found the proper counsel to not only file the case but to run it. His name
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was John Wesley Hall, Jr., a famous constitutional law expert residing in

Little Rock. This was too good to believe, the Reeds said to each other.

And, as it turned out, it was too good to be true.

The bulldog investigative reporter, John Cummings, who simply

wouldn't go away, returned to El Paso and pressed the Reeds for more infor-

mation on the life and times of Barry Seal. Only this time, he had a "carrot."

He professed while barbecuing in their backyard that he was sure their life

was interesting enough to do a book. Odd, they thought, how could their

lives be a book? And besides, this conflicted directly with their intention to

play out their story in federal court, the only arena Terry felt it belonged for

security reasons. They were honored, but they rejeaed Cummings's offer.

Then came April. By now the "spooky-groupy" world, as Janis called

Terry's telephone contacts in the intelligence community, was abuzz about

their upcoming lawsuit. Not a day went by without a telephone call coming

in to wish them good luck and cheer them on from the sidelines. For the

most part, these "cheerleaders" simply occupied valuable time that Terry

needed to earn a living, but still, it was nice to know there were people out

there who believed in them and their cause. It was interesting to talk to

most of these well wishers, composed mainly of the Walter Mitty types; the

ones who were real good at coaching Reed and encouraging him to charge

full speed into the cave where the dragon lived, but who lacked the courage

to do the "killing" themselves.

Their conversations reminded him a lot of the aircrew briefings he had
seen during the war, where frightened airmen sat learning of the enemy's

defenses before the day's aerial assault on Hanoi, given by some expres-

sionless intelligence briefer who couldn't identify with the terror they felt.

Yeah, that's how he felt . . . scared . . . scared once again.

And then there were the calls of congratulations coming from the people

who knew he and Trubey and Dunlap had done the impossible, that they had
done what was rarely accomplished . . . but to the cheers of only a few.

But Terry was leery! Hidden somewhere wdthin this ever-expanding
group of telephone voices he calculated there had to be a pipeline back to

the CIA. He was most apprehensive of those who seemed to talk forever,

paying no heed to what had to be horrendous long-distance charges. To
those people he fed disinformation, and then "reversed course" in his

planned legal strategy just to confuse them. He had to make it to court! He
had to make it to court! Surely, he figured, someone out there was plant-

ing land mines along his route.

It would be up to him to try and not step on one.

Notes

1. Civil Complaint no. 86- 11 -46, CIV-KING, Tony Avirgan and Martha Honey vs. John
Hull, Rene Corbo et al. Filed in United States District Court, Southern District of

Florida, Miami, May 1986.

2. Arkansas Gazette, February 8, 1990.

3. Ibid.
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b«tv««n th« defendants to violats tha constitutional rights of the
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Circuit Court (to obtain a search warrant for the airplane hang-

er), submitted a report to be read to a federal grand jury (to

procure an indictaent) , and testified falsely before a federal

judge (in pretrial hearings) in the United States District Court

for the District of Kansas (United states v. T.rrv Reed and Janig

Rod. D.Kan. No. 88-10049). All this was in violation of the

plaintiffs' rights protected by the Fourth Aaendaent protection

against unreasonable searches of preaises and seizures of their

person by a false arrest and by the Fourteenth Aaendaent's due

process protection. . •

and done with reckless disregard for the rights of the plaintiffs.

Accordingly, the plaintiffs are entitled to punitive damages.

PRAYER

WHEREFORE, the plaintiffs are entitled to the following re-

lief:

(a) coapensatory and punitive damages in an amount to be

determined by a jury;

(b) reasonable attorneys fees and expenses and costs under
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(c) any other relief that the law requires.
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CHAPTER 35

Salvation at
THE Race Track

On March 10, 1991, the Reeds decided to relax with their chil-

dren and do something different for a change. After all, they

had lived in El Paso for more than eight months and still hadn't

taken the kids to see the horses race at Sunland Park Racetrack,

as they had promised.

The track, which was in New Mexico only a short drive

from their home in Santa Teresa, was sponsoring a special event that Sunday
—a car show, something sure to get Terry's attention. He was such a buff

for 1960s muscle-car restorations.

Janis had to leave the festive event early that afternoon in order to per-

form "office duty" at the real estate company where she was working. She

was disappointed at having to leave Terry and the children, since they were
truly enjoying themselves for the first time in a long while. Such is the

unfortunate plight of the liberated modern woman.
Terry was too engrossed in the inspection of a vintage 1967 Corvette

to notice the man who had taken a seat on the park bench by his children.

They were busy consuming the hot dogs he had just purchased, and Terry

thought this would be a good opportunity to get a closer look at the work-

manship of the car's engine.

'T've got one just like it, except it's red and it's a 427," the man's voice

said to him as Terry pulled his head out of the car's engine compartment.

Looking up, Terry saw a hulk of a man looming beside him. He had to be at

least six-foot-six, 280 pounds and didn't have an ounce of fat on him.

He had the look of a professional bodybuilder, and his biceps were
barely contained by the day-glow, iridescent green Izod knit shirt he was
wearing. Dressed in extremely tight-fitting Wrangler blue jeans and cowboy
boots and sporting a large Western belt buckle that said, "Let's Rodeo," Terry

at first thought him to be just a car admirer like himself. But the man, came
closer, extended his hand in a gesture of friendship and said in a raspy voice,

"I'm a friend of a friend of yours."

By this time Terry was almost involuntarily shaking the hand that now
enveloped his. "Oh, and who would that be?"

589
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"He's right over there sitting by your children . . . and he wants to meet

with you," the cowboy said with his face devoid of emotion.

Tern- peered through the shrubben' that separated him from the park

bench and his three boys and could see the back of a man's head beside

them. As he approached, he could see it was . . . Felix Rodriguez!

Fear shot through his body, just like a bullet . . . like the bullet that he

figured would be soon coming! Images of JFK's head exploding like a water-

melon streaked before him. His eyes swept the grandstands behind and

beside them, looking for the barrel of the weapon that he was sure was

ready to fire! This would certainly be the perfea place to assassinate him.

With all the noise from the crowd and the associated confusion, no one

would even notice, if they used a silencer!

All of these thoughts occurred in a millisecond, until reasoning took

hold. No, he thought. If they had come to kill me, they wouldn't be talking

to me. They'd just do it and I'd be dead already! Now his fear shifted to his

children as he and his "escort" approached Rodriguez.

Felix rose, put his hand on Reed's shoulder and said in a relaxed, cor-

dial tone, "Come, my friend, we must talk. Don't worr\' about your chil-

dren; they are safe. My friend will watch them while we chat over there by

the cars you so admire."

He had no options. Reed figured. By this time, the muscle man had
taken a seat beside Baxter, who was playing contentedly with his toy cars.

And Duncan and Elliott were so absorbed in the horse race that they had
disregarded their father. There's probably more than two of them. Reed
thought.

"Go on," the cowboy said. "You two have a lot to talk about. . . . They'll

be fine."

Over by the show cars, Felix got right douTi to business. His quiet,

reser\'ed demeanor reminded Reed of a Cuban version of Marlon Brando
in the movie Tlie Godfather.

"A lot has happened since our last visit in San Miguel," Felix began.

"You and your family have been through a lot of suffering. Needless suf-

fering, I might add. Terry, you are just going about this all the wrong way."

That's it! The same phrase! Terr>' thought. That was the ver\' same lan-

guage Reed had been awakened to on the telephone on at least three sep-

arate occasions! The calls had all occurred at night after mo\ing to El Paso
and after he had earnestly begun shopping for an attorney to trv' his case.

They had all aroused him from a deep sleep, and the anonymous caller

always relayed the same message.

"You're just going about this all the wrong way," the male voice always
said, and then hung up. But that wasn't Felix's voice, Terrs- recalled. It was
an Anglo voice, and it bore no discernible accent. He had not wanted to

relay his fear to Janis and had not told her of the caller's consistent mes-
sage, only that someone kept dialing the uTong number.

"What do you want?" Reed queried.

"I want you to forget about this foolish coun idea," Rodriguez
responded. "I now know that vou did not leave Mexico with anv intention
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of hurting the Agency. It was just that you were a perceived threat to some
renegade agents who overreacted, and then things got a little out of hand."

Rage was building within Terry! The fear had gone! His bloodstream

was now switching over to pure adrenaline! His ears were ringing! He was
hearing what he had always suspected. He had been set up! This nightmare

he and his family had been through was all because "some renegade agents"

had overreacted!

Fuck! he thought. Rodriguez could reduce this entire four-year ordeal

to, "Things got a little out of hand!"

If it hadn't have been for the welfare of his children, he would have

strangled Rodriguez then and there! But Terry heard his grandfather slowly

whispering from the grave, "Choose your time and place." Terry fought

back the animalistic rage! This was definitely Rodriguez's time and place. So

he had better just listen, he decided and remained silent, just staring at the

man. He was dressed in white casual clothes and wore aviator sunglasses.

"I have come to forgive you," were the next words to come from the

Cuban's lips.

Shit! Here we go again. Reed thought, just barely able to control himself.

"Put in the same circumstances, I may have reacted the same way,"

Felix continued in his Godfather tone. "You were under a lot of stress, and
we were beginning to think you were going to spill your guts in court. But

then I talked to North, and he explained to me what had happened—you
know . . . about those idiots of Clinton's setting you up. You realize they

would not have done that without Clinton's instructions. You see, you are

a major threat to that man and some other very important people in

Arkansas. Centaur Rose and Jade Bridge may be history now, but their lia-

bility lingers.

"Most of your worst enemies come from your own side," Rodriguez

went on in his pedantic monotone. "This is something I learned early on in

my work with the Agency . . . something that has kept me alive and out of

jail. The man who trained me, my mentor, he always said, 'Keep one eye

on your friends because, chances are, they are behind you, and it is easier

for them to stab you in the back.'"

"So," Terry asked, not believing that was the case, but fascinated by
what he was hearing, "are you telling me that my problems all stem from

my work in Arkansas and not from what happened in Mexico?" He was
now glad he had not strangled Rodriguez earlier.

"That is mainly it, but it would also have made matters a lot easier if

you had not acted the way you did in Mexico," Rodriguez added, now shift-

ing to a more congenial tone. "But that is behind us now. That project was
so poorly run by North and the others from the very beginning that it was
destined to fail. It was never going to succeed with those communists
involved. But that is partially my fault. I should never have gone along with

it. It's just that North and Johnson were in charge, and they are such chil-

dren when it comes to these matters. They are so naive! You may be some-

what naive also, but at least you are resourceful. Yes, for a while, people

were acting in very unprofessional and dangerous ways.
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"Then, luckily, you took matters into your own hands and wrote that

letter to the court. From that point on, we realized you were not out to hurt

us . . . You were only being pressured. Then we got involved and eliminated

that junior fucking yuppie prosecutor that had you by the ass like an alli-

gator in the Everglades!"

"But I was acquitted!" Terry shot back. "You just told me that Clinton's

men set me up! Felix, you knew I was innocent all along! You're not telling

me that the Agency had anything to do with the outcome of my trial, are

you?"

Terry couldn't bear the thought that he and Trubey and Dunlap had

not won on their own. What was Rodriguez trying to tell him? That the CIA

had fixed the case?

Felix answered Reed's question with a question and a genuinely con-

fused look. "You do not know who Johnson really is?" He asked. "I figured

you had already figured that out."

"No, Felix," Reed replied, still confused, "I haven't figured anything

out. Who is Johnson?" Felix just stared at Reed without answering.

Reed continued, "All I know is the earth has swallowed him up. My
attorney and my investigator in Kansas were never able to find him in

Florida or at SAT. But the prosecutor must have found him, since he was
claiming that Johnson's testimony would be classified."

"Your investigator from Kansas is lucky to be alive. My people and I

had him in our sights more than once when he was in Miami to get me
served for your trial," Felix retorted, returning more to the character of the

person Reed had heard mix words with North in the bunker.

"He's just like all the rest of those government investigators I ever met
. . . bar none," Felix said with a wink. "He couldn't find his ass in the dark

with a flashlight."

This conversation about Joe Dunlap's capabilities and his inability to

locate Robert Johnson seemed to be amusing to Rodriguez. Reed decided

to get the conversation back on track, knowing that Felix had not come to

harm him and wishing to return to his children, who still hadn't missed
their daddy. In fact, Baxter by now had "Frankenstein" playing with one of

his cars.

"So why did you come, Felix?" Terry asked. "Just to tell me that you
guys got to the prosecutor? It's more than that isn't it?"

"Like I said before, you're just going about this all the wrong way,"
Rodriguez answered, visibly forcing himself to regain his composure. "We
know about your attorney in Arkansas and your plans to sue. That's not
wise. It could only lead to reopening old wounds. I'm here to offer you a very
lucrative position, if you'll come to your senses and drop all this court stuff."

Here it comes. Reed thought. The court case was the reason he was
here. It would definitely open old wounds, all right. And Reed was hoping
to inflict some new ones of his own. He decided to just listen and get more
information.

"Go on," Terry said.

"I've picked out a very exciting and high-paying job for you with one
of our cut-outs up in Denver. If you're interested, I'll pass your name along
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and they will get in touch with you. You will be compensated very well.

You're already qualified for the position. It's flying . . . you like that kind of

work, don't you?" Felix asked, expressing a compromising attitude. "Look, I

know you need money. There will be lots of money in this."

"Flying for whom or, knowing you, Felix, flying what?" Reed said, bait-

ing him.

"I'll ignore that comment, although I guess I had it coming," Felix

snapped. "No, this is totally legitimate. It's an aerial photography company
in Denver that has a contract with the Agency to do some 'special work' in

Mexico and along the border."

Rodriguez went on to explain that an asset of theirs had put together

an operation that was disguised as an ecological service working primarily

in the area of pollution control. The real purpose of the firm's activities,

however, was to run surveillance on poppy fields in Mexico to pinpoint

their locations and provide their coordinates to both the Mexican and
American DEAs. Through newly developed infrared photography technol-

ogy, they would also have the capability to identify the radiation wave-
lengths emitted by other illegal plants, including marijuana.

The Agency's primary interest was not necessarily the eradication of

the crops, Rodriguez said. Theirs was to find and surveil the international

kingpins behind the production. Rodriguez went on to explain that the

Bush administration definitely felt that this whole drug epidemic was a

communist-backed conspiracy to destroy the minds of our children. Most
definitely, he said, the jefes behind the production had to be communists!

To Reed, after having gone through all he had, to know what he knew,

to have seen all he saw, and then to hear Rodriguez attempt to distance him-

self from the entire drug epidemic by calling it in effect a communist con-

spiracy . . . well, it was almost too much to stand!

Here we go again. Reed thought. Felix can build a communism sand-

wich around any subject known to man. How many more of him—with

hammers and sickles emblazoned on their brains—were out there? he

wondered. But that wasn't it, he knew.

Felix didn't believe his own line of shit. Reed guessed. It's just a ploy!

It's just a cover! It's just a job! My God, he and others like him have turned

this whole commie thing into a profession.

It saddened him and gladdened him all at the same time. He could now
finally see through the smoke and mirrors that had formed his life. That

made him happy. It was like finally whipping an addiction . . . yeah, that's

how he felt! Like when he ultimately whipped the demon nicotine back in

1973. When his body no longer screamed out for the "fix" it had grown
addicted to. That's how he felt.

All of this pain and suffering was perhaps what was necessary for him
to finally rid his mind of the "communist demon" that society had implanted

there. It was like an exorcism, he figured, and he saw the image of the spirit

leave his body that very instant. It was probably the closest Terry had ever

come to a religious experience, but here he was, looking into his own reflec-

tion bouncing back from the sunglasses worn by the man who had undoubt-

edly killed Che Guevara. And it was Sunday afternoon.
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At that very moment, he hated no man. He had no fear. He simply saw

how ridiculous his motivations had been. His hot buttons had been dis-

armed. He was going to do the right thing! Even if it hurt . . . again!

"I'm through with all this hatred of communists," Terry replied ahnost

reverently. "I was wronged, and no job offer in Mexico is going to correa

my pain. I'm going to do whatever is necessary to right that wrong ... in

court. Felix, I wish you no harm. I'm going to take my sons and go home.

Vaya con Dios.

"

Under the glaring stare of Rodriguez and the cowboy, Terry gathered

his cherished sons and walked away. They wouldn't dare shoot, he thought.

They're cowards, he suddenly realized.

They're outside the "system," he concluded. Without the proteaion and

immunity from arrest afforded by being in the "system," they wouldn't bring

attention to themselves. In a strange way, this was his time and his place.

With his newfound "religious freedom" giving him the drive to work

long days and nights, Terry wasted no time in setting a course he felt would

lead him directly to court. His first duty was getting Steve Clark and John

Hall up to speed on the case. He wasn't an attorney, but after spending over

three years surrounded by these "vultures in three-piece suits," he could

now speak the language. He would spend countless hours on the phone

exchanging information and strategy wdth Clark, who was growing to

respect Terry's memory and grasp of the facts from the trial in Wichita. The

document shipments to Arkansas grew numerous as Clark built his files and

organized the case.

The Reeds still hadn't met John Hall in person, but they were growing

used to his monotone telephone voice. Hall had put them wdth his legal sec-

retary, Ruth, who. Reed realized, was the equivalent of Radar O'Reilly on
the television series "M.A.S.H." There was a tremendous amount of work
to be done, they all realized, and with Hall as chief legal strategist, Terry and
Janis set upon the task of rearranging their criminal case as a violation-of-

constitutional-rights civil case.

By now, Terry and Janis had decided to leave El Paso as soon as school

was out, if they could find better opportunities elsewhere. In the press, the

talk of free trade, combined wdth a recession in the automotive industry

along the border, was playing hell on Terry's business. And after Rodriguez's

visit, they were on a condition of red alert to such a degree that it was wear-
ing them down. They needed to get their case filed in Arkansas and then
just "disappear" from the border area. They hated to think about leaving

Santa Teresa; the children loved the school, and they loved the secure golf-

ing community in which they lived. But Terry figured that the family had
been a sitting target long enough, so it was once again out of the Land of

Enchantment and off to the Hog State.

Upon first meeting John Hall, the Reeds weren't sure if they were talk-

ing to a mad scientist or an attorney. His unruly, kinky hair, combined with
his 1960s-style wire-rimmed granny glasses, gave him the appearance of a

bespectacled Einstein. His professional demeanor was unsettling. He offered
an empty, unfocused stare that not only betrayed no emotion but gave one
the impression he wasn't even listening.
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Terry and Janis were confused. They had researched him in Martindale

and Hubhell the lawyer's directory, and his accomplishments were many.
The sitting room leading to his office resembled a bookstore, with its walls

shelved as display racks for the numerous law books that Hall had written

and that he sold there. Could this be the same man? they wondered. The
famous constitutional rights expert who had successfully built case law

before the U.S. Supreme Court?

Oh, well, it wasn't time to be picky, and Clark kept assuring them that

Hall was a legal genius in disguise. Clark said that after he won his appeal,

and had his conviction overturned, he would then surface as cocounsel

and would probably be the one who would present the case to the jury.

This gave the Reeds comfort because if Clark was nothing else, he was a

showman.
With this newfound legal team willing to work on a contingency basis,

the Reeds immersed themselves in the "complaint development" phase of

their lives. On July 5, 1991, they began the impossible once again! They
launched their counterattack at the state officials and others who had pre-

viously wronged them. Hall's strategy, as he outlined the complaint, was to

do what he referred to as a "reverse Christie" case. The failure of the famous

Christie Institute case was in large part due to the broadness of the scope of

the complaint. They simply couldn't prove the bulk of their allegations.

Hall's remedy was to sue only those people the Reeds felt confident of

beating in court. Hopefully, they would then "roll over" and implicate

others. This would probably include the state of Arkansas and the federal

government. That way the case would be self-expanding. This made sense

to the Reeds, seeing as how they hoped to crack one layer at a time in order

to gain access to the real discovery they knew they had to have— material

in the possession of the NSC, the NSA, the FBI and the CIA.

The complaint, filed as a 42 USC 1983 statute violation, involved the

Reeds' civil rights being denied them under the Fourth and Fourteenth

amendments. The case was assigned the number LR-C-9 1-414. They
alleged that Captain Raymond Young of the Arkansas State Police, who was
Bill Clinton's chief of security, and private investigator Tommy L. Baker

"manufactured, altered, tampered, removed, and planted evidence against

the plaintiffs. They also knowingly testified falsely to material matters in

Pulaski County Circuit Court, submitted a report to be read to a federal

grand jury, and testified falsely before a federal judge in the United States

District Court for the district of Kansas. All of this was in violation of the

plaintiffs' rights protected by the Fourth Amendment protection against

unreasonable searches of premises and seizures of their person by a false

arrest and by the Fourteenth Amendment's due process protection."

Hall went on to say that "the conduct of the defendants constitutes the

state tort of outrage as defined by Arkansas law in that the conduct was will-

fully and wantonly done and was so extreme and outrageous that it goes

beyond all possible bounds of decency and should be regarded as atrocious

and utterly intolerable in a civilized society."

The headlines of July 6, 1991, in the Arkansas Gazette read: "Suit Alleges

State Link to Contra Affair."
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With the case filed, Janis was anxious to depart Arkansas for friendlier

territory. The state now held nothing but bad memories for her and sym-

bolized how far this country still has to go to guarantee personal freedom.

This was the supposed birthplace of the civil rights movement, when
the schools were forcibly integrated by armed troops in 1957. But blacks

still couldn't get membership to the posh country clubs, and most affluent

whites simply sidestepped the whole integration issue by sending their chil-

dren to expensive private schools. The Little Rock Police attitude to "shoot

the black man first, and then ask questions" was what stuck in Janis's mind.

Now that the Reeds had been victims of unjust prosecution and had wit-

nessed firsthand how thin the veneer was that separated the police state

from the democratic state, Janis was always fearful of retaliation by the

Arkansas State Police.

Terry would try to comfort her on their necessary trips to "The Natural

State" by arguing logic. "Honey, nothing is going to happen to us there. I'm

not afraid in Arkansas. ... If something did happen it would prompt a major

investigation. It's when we're not there that worries me."

This did little to calm her fears, however, and just the sight of the

Arkansas state line created tension and caused old, bad memories to

resurface.

As they neared Texarkana, Texas, on their trips up 1-30 heading toward

Little Rock, Terry would normally kid her and announce, "Listen up! We're

approaching enemy territory. We'll be behind enemy lines shortly. Those

needing to relieve themselves prior to engaging the enemy had better do so

in Texarkana." She found no humor in this.

Arkansas State Police Captain Raymond Young and private investiga-

tor Tommy Baker likewise found no humor in Terry's actions. With their

names now printed as "defendants" on federal court documents, they were
being forced to seek counsel. Young, being an employee of the state, was
eligible for free legal defense supplied by the office of Arkansas State Attor-

ney General Winston Bryant.

Terry felt that because the AG's office was representing Young, Bryant
was clearly confronted with an acute case of conflict of interest. After all,

Bryant had been elected to his post on a campaign pledge to get to the

bottom of the controversy surrounding the unauthorized use of the Mena
area by agencies of the federal government. And now Bryant was going to

be defending Young, which in reality would force his office to suppress evi-

dence of governmental wrongdoing in order to defend Young and keep him
distanced from the Agency's trail from Centaur Rose and Jade Bridge,

which Terry knew led right into the governor's mansion, where Young
worked daily. He saw no way for Bryant to provide his voters with the
promised thorough Mena investigation, which had been his campaign
pledge. Clark, Hall and Reed saw this as an elevated personification of "con-
flict" and felt that eventually Bryant would have to declare it as such,
thereby forcing Young to seek state-paid, out-of-house counsel.

Tommy Baker, not being entitled to the no-cost state attorneys, for now
at least found it necessary to retain private counsel through an old lawyer
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friend of his by the name of Ray Baxter, of Benton, Arkansas. Steve Clark

was elated to see Baker's choice of lawyers and likened Baxter to "an ambu-
lance-chaser type ..." and a person befitting Baker's representation.

Janis drew some minor comfort from the knowledge that Baker, at

least, would be footing his share of legal expenses and not be "riding the

gravy train" as Young was. Terry pointed out that now knowing Baxter's

type of practice. Baker would probably just trade out investigative services

for his legal bills. The Reeds bore no personal vendetta for Young and Baker,

but they were certainly hoping that the cost associated from being within

the "injustice system" could be tasted by the two of them, since it was they

who had personally helped perpetuate the Reeds' agony.

With the Reeds now holding a place in the line that administers justice

and knowing who the other team's players were, Terry began earnestly

looking for gainful employment, hoping to catch up monetarily to the point

he had left off years earlier. The Reed family was upbeat for a change, con-

vinced now that all the months of effort and the endless miles they had
driven seeking counsel had been worth it.

Terry had not been a Don Quixote simply charging at windmills. They
were happy to find a twinkle of light radiating from the black depression

that had consumed them for over four years. The tide was turning they felt.

And maybe luck would be on their side for a change!



CHAPTER 36

Deep Throat Is

Sabotaged

"Janis, I just got off the phone with a guy who works for

Yamazen Machine Tool in Arizona. He says they need a sales

manager for their headquarters in LA.," Terry shouted to Janis

from the guest bedroom at his in-laws' home in Kansas City

where the Reeds were visiting. Thus began a new saga for the

Reed family late in July of 1991.

As Bill Clinton huddled with trusted aides and advisors to map out his

campaign strategy for the upcoming presidential primaries, the Reed family

packed their belongings and headed to the West Coast in order to do some-

thing entirely capitalistic for a change.

By this time Terry and Janis's economic situation was desperate. For

the entire seven months of 1 99 1 they had been consumed with getting their

case to court. Terry's work at the border had never developed as he had
planned, due largely to the distraction of attorney shopping. Janis was more
than eager to pull up stakes and head for Los Angeles, just happy to see her

husband's entrepreneurial spirit once again awakened.
The job Terry was taking was with one of the largest Japanese trading

companies in the world, Yamazen Company, Ltd. The company's United

States machine-tool division, Yamazen USA, Inc., headquartered in Los

Angeles, was in desperate need of some new marketing techniques. The
West Coast's economy was sliding from recession to depression, and
Yamazen's executive vice president, Joe Sakai, sensed that a person with

Reed's international machine-tool experience was just what his ailing

bottom line needed.

The job interview went extremely well, with Sakai offering Reed a dis-

tria sales manager's position and a promised shot at the coveted sales man-
ager's job if Terry could indeed assist in reversing the economic downslide
his company was experiencing.

For Terry, it would be a totally new experience. He had been in the fac-

tory automation and machine-tool world for over ten years and had sold a

lot of Japanese-manufactured computer numerically controlled equip-
ment, but he had never worked direaly for the Japanese.

598
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After a whirlwind move to the Los Angeles area, Janis wrestled with

starting up a household, getting three children enrolled in school, and pam-
pering a husband suffering from California culture shock.

Terry enjoyed a brief honeymoon period with the new company, which
included a week-long product-orientation seminar, but then came face to

face with the reality of working in the bowels of an industry that was now
nearly dominated by Japanese and Taiwanese companies. Terry did not like

or approve of what he saw and heard. At Yamazen, he discovered, there

were two classes of people: the lower, working class—the peons, the

expendables— comprised mostly of the American Anglos, and the ruling

class, the pure-blooded Japanese. They were so racist and arrogant that they

even discriminated among themselves according to how "diluted" their

blood line had become since their ancestors had left ancient Japan. By
observing the way the executives treated some of the employees, Terry

believed that in the eyes of Yamazen's Japanese management the worst

form of life seemed to be those who were the product of a mixed marriage,

with Korean ancestry being the most genetically inferior.

It was evident from the attitudes of his Japanese superiors and the gen-

eral working environment of this multiracial company that the American
sales force was only considered a necessary evil. Their job was to penetrate

the American industrial base with the company's Japanese manufactured

products. Through them, the American natives, a friendly face could be put

on this "foreign invasion" of the American factory. At times Reed felt he was
personally pulling a Trojan horse inside the city walls. The thought of help-

ing to further undermine and contribute to the ongoing destruction of

America's machine-tool industry saddened him.

Oh, well, he rationalized, this won't be for long. "I'll just have to hold

my nose and tolerate it until our case gets to court," he told Janis in their sub-

urban home northwest of L.A. "Maybe things will improve if they keep their

promise and let me run the damn place. I certainly won't tolerate racism."

It was early winter, and Janis could once again see the misery building

within him. She knew he had taken the job with the family in mind, hoping

to amass enough financial reserves to get them through the trial period,

during which time neither of them would be able to work. But she knew
her husband and saw his unhappiness in his eyes. He seldom complained,

but she knew his heart just wasn't in it. She knew his problem ... he needed
his own company once again. Terry was not used to working for someone
else. He was a leader, not a follower. She had seen him work eighteen hours

a day in order to build their businesses in Oklahoma and Arkansas.

Their leased home in the bedroom community of Moorpark was small

but elegant and belonged to a California Highway Patrol officer who lived

two doors down the street. He flew helicopters for the state and was a sur-

vivalist kind of guy, which gave the Reeds a secure feeling. Before anyone
came looking for them, Terry calculated, they would first have to get past

the landlord, who was always legally armed, not to mention Macho, their

German shepherd, who lived in the fenced backyard. Terry viewed the
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relationship with the landlord as a free security service with a nighttime

guard, only the trooper wasn't aware of the arrangement. He mistakenly

thought the Reeds were just your average stressed-out American couple

with three well-behaved children and a dog.

The Reed children had quickly taken root in the secure upper-middle-

class neighborhood and school system. They rapidly made new friends and

settled into the routine of household chores and homework. To the kids, it

was another page in an adventure story, but to Janis and Terry it was a time

of frugality and healing in order to prepare for another court battle.

This entire California experience was turning out to be one big sacri-

fice for both of them. They had to put in long hours with their work, Terry

with his L.A. commute and job and Janis with the family and her newfound

real estate position. The only comfort they drew was that the clock was tick-

ing in Arkansas and they weren't bankrupt.

One day, when Janis was outside playing with the children, Terry

yelled to her, "Janis, I just talked to John Cummings. The spooky-groupy

network in Arkansas says that our judge has ruled. She feels that there is

sufficient evidence to conclude a possible conspiracy and that the statute of

limitations has not expired."

The year 1992 was starting out in the Reeds' favor. It was January 5,

and Cummings had just informed Terry about the ruling by his judge in

Arkansas, Federal Judge Elsijane T. Roy. For some strange reason, the case

had lain motionless in court awaiting the judge's first action. Reed and Steve

Clark were beginning to suspect the worst, namely, that Reed's case might

be too politically sensitive to get to trial in an election year. Back in Octo-

ber 1991, Bill Clinton had made it official. He was going to seek the Demo-
cratic nomination for president.

Already the local Little Rock media had seized on the Reed vs. Young case

and, for a while, not a week went by without headlines discussing the

"avowed Contra trainer's" lawsuit against an Arkansas State Police officer

sitting dangerously close to Bill Clinton. For the reporters there, it was a

field day of wild speculation about the state's involvement in the whole
Iran-Contra affair. John Hall had been deluged with questions about possi-

ble linkage between Reed's suit and the governor's office, and his lawyer's

silence only fed the fires of speculation.

Terry was under instructions to lay low and save his ammunition for

court. Only his immediate family, his attorneys and a few coveted friends

even knew he was in California. And few of them had any way to contact

him. The phone number was unlisted, and the account as well as the utili-

ties were under a corporation's name. For all practical purposes, the Reeds
had simply vanished from Santa Teresa and were living anonymously. This

was done primarily for security for the children, since Rodriguez's visit was
still fresh in their minds. And just as the teachers in New Mexico had been
told, the teachers in California all thought Terry had an unstable ex-wife
lurking about wanting to kidnap the kids.

The only way to readily locate Terry was through John Hall. Hall's

office was under instructions to only relay messages, because he wanted
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Terry making no statements to the press. The only official statement he had
ever personally made about his involvement in the whole Mena ordeal had
appeared in a deposition Steve Clark had arranged back in May 1991.^

Terry had been subpoenaed in a civil lawsuit between an ABC news
affiliate and Southern Air Transport (SAT), both located in Miami. Terry had
been deposed in Memphis by attorneys from both sides wanting to know if

he had any knowledge of SAT aircraft transporting narcotics.

He testified truthfully but incompletely, and even put SAT's ex-CIA
attorney on notice that he did not consider an open-court deposition envi-

ronment to be the place where classified material should be discussed, espe-

cially material that may jeopardize the lives of active agents and assets. He
told them what he knew about the July 5, 1987, incident in Guadalajara

and the SAT L-IOO aircraft that had transported the narcotics that day. In

the course of that deposition, Clark, who was present, allowed Terry to

answer questions about the Agency's operations in Mena. At the time, Terry

found that unsettling, but Clark had explained it as being "necessary in

order to establish your credibility." Anyone reading that sworn deposition

can easily tell that Terry was reluctant to discuss the Mena operation, fear-

ful that he might expose classified information.

But national security and concerns of classified material being compro-

mised hadn't stopped the media from having a feeding frenzy with Reed's

deposition, once they discovered its existence. For many of the reporters

involved, it was the first real piece of credible evidence to surface that indi-

cated a CIA operation had actually gone on under the noses of the Arkansas

State Police. And more importantly, under the nose of a man who was by this

time preparing for the New Hampshire Democratic primary . . . Bill Clinton.

Judge Roy had strangely waited until the last day of the year to rule on
a simple issue that had been pending before her since July. If she had not

ruled that day, the motion would have gone to her court of appeals. It cer-

tainly would have looked odd to force a higher court to rule on something

as simple as whether the statute of limitations had expired. Reed's son,

Duncan, would ask concerning the judge's lack of action, "What's the

matter, can't she count to five?"

It was, after all, just a matter of the judge subtracting the date that

Young and Baker last appeared in Wichita— 1989— the date of their last

known overt act in the conspiracy, from the one in which the case was filed

— 1991. To Duncan it was easy; the answer was two. The answer to this

complex problem in mathematics had to be greater than five for the Reeds

to not have a case.

"It took her six months to subtract those numbers?" he asked, per-

plexed by this "adult" behavior. It had not only confused the Reeds but their

attorneys as well. It looked as if for some strange reason the judge had

delayed her action in order to push the case into the fall of 1992.

With Judge Roy's December 3 1 ruling on the Reed case now signed and

put on public display in the court record in Little Rock, the media sharks

began showing some life once again. There was definitely a faint scent of

blood in the water, especially in the part of the judge's ruling that hinted a
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conspiracy might have existed to wrongfully prosecute the Reeds. By defi-

nition, a conspiracy can only exist if two or more people are involved in

some devious scheme. The operative word for the Arkansas media being

more. They speculated wildly about who may have been the motivating

forces behind Baker and Young.

The press knew they were on to something big, and the headline in the

Arkansas Democrat-Gazette that first day of January read: "Judge Refuses to

Drop Mena Case, Says Conspiracy Possible."

As Terry sat in daily gridlock in L.A.'s bumper-to-bumper traffic and

tolerated the Japanese management of Yamazen, he didn't know about the

depth of the notoriety he was gaining back in Arkansas. He was slowly but

surely becoming the unwilling "mascot" for conspiracy-oriented student

groups and organizations he'd never heard of before.

Terry was, however, aware of a student group based at the University

of Arkansas in Fayetteville named the Arkansas Committee. From what he

had heard, it was just the type of left-wing do-gooder organization he

needed to steer clear of. With it's unaniculated objeaives, and what
appeared to be a secret agenda, Terry felt that somewhere in its enrollment

lived the mind and soul of a disinformation machine.

It had all the earmarks of a group of well-intentioned people manipu-

lated by a few of its leaders. It was just the type of organization his old FBI

counterintelligence handler, Wayne Barlow, had been paid to penetrate

back in the '60s. Barlow, back then, was undercover as a hippie-style, love-

and-peace college student trying to join the Students for a Democratic Soci-

ety (SDS) and, even worse, the bank-bombing Weathermen.
Barlow had shared wdth Terry what he thought these revolutionary

groups had in common. They mainly had charismatic leaders with hidden

agendas, who manipulated the masses for the advancement of their selfish

and sometimes dangerous goals.

That seemed to fit the Arkansas Committee to a tee. A textbook defin-

ition Terry thought. At the top was a president by the name of Tom Brown.
He reminded Terry of a leftover from the radical student days of the 1960s,

and he was married to a journalist named Deborah Robinson, who worked
with the local press. She could regularly get into print whatever conspiracy

theory Brown was articulating at any given moment.
But behind them, Terry felt, was the real leader, an articulate engi-

neering student named Mark Sv^aney. Although not officially in charge,

Swaney appeared to be the man who steered the group in the direction he
wanted it to go. Swaney appeared to be after Bill Clinton, and bent on
destroying his chances of having a shot at the presidency.

Swaney, in Terry's eyes, was the equivalent of Jerry Rubin, the sub-
versive student leader from the '60s. He was the mastermind, at least on a

local level. What concerned Reed the most was who, or what, was behind
Swaney. Somebody's private agenda was being played out here, it appeared
to Terry. Somebody with power and money and maybe even a vendetta.

In any case, Terry was sure he didn't need to be caught up in a politi-

cal tug of war. Bad things can happen to innocent bystanders during a pres-
idential campaign, and he had enough enemies as it was. The CIA, the FBI
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and Felix Rodriguez were enough to keep him occupied. He certainly didn't

need the Clinton campaign committee, and maybe even the Democratic

party, after him.

When invited to address the group in June 1991, Terry respectfully

passed up the offer. He could see blood in the eyes of Swaney and others as

they laid the foundation for their pursuit of Clinton. No, Terry didn't want
any part of that fight—not in the media or the picket lines on the streets or

in the assembly halls of the University of Arkansas. He and Janis had worked
too hard to risk getting derailed now. Their destination was federal court,

he told them politely.

There the Arkansas Committee would be more than welcome to attend

and listen to the unadulterated truth spill out. There he might not only win
his just legal victory but be monetarily compensated as well.

The Arkansas Committee's agenda that summer had come down to

pretty much one main topic—Mena, Arkansas, and its professionally

orchestrated cover-up. They were demanding a new and independent inves-

tigation into all the dark activities that had occurred there. They claimed to

have new evidence that government-backed covert operations were still

going on at the Mena Airport, right under the noses of unsuspecting citizens.

Of course, the name Mena could not be uttered without including

Barry Seal and drugs in the same breath. There was still a connection they

suspected between Seal, the Arkansas state government and the federal

government, but they just couldn't put their hands on it. It would take an
insider, they knew. Someone with real nuts-and-bolts inside knowledge of

the operation to blow the top off the scandal. They needed what the

reporters from the Washington Post found during the Watergate scandal . . .

another Deep Throat!

That's clearly what they saw in Terry Reed. They felt that he knew it

all, and it was driving them crazy that he would not join their crusade. He,

after all, was the only person to surface with a bona fide intelligence back-

ground who had revealed parts of the story but it was only because he had
been forced to divulge them in court in order to protect himself. Reed's

silence only confirmed his authenticity.

The decision was made. They would draft him if he wouldn't enlist.

They would use him without his cooperation, and to hell with the conse-

quences to him, his family and his personal agenda in federal court.

While the Arkansas Committee conspired to secretly induct Reed as

their point man, Terry's attorney fired his first shots in court. John Wesley

Hall, with the judge's ruling in hand, now had the green light to attack the

state for discovery. He made discovery demands of defendants Buddy Young
and Tommy Baker, and also demanded that the Arkansas state attorney

general's office turn over their investigative files as well. Hall, with the aid

of Steve Clark, had the new attorney general, Winston Bryant, on the run.

The headline read: "Avowed Contra Trainer in Court to Seek Access to Files

on Mena Airport."^

These headlines should have generated an atmosphere of celebration

in John Hall's office because they finally got the Reed case moving. But bad

news had befallen the plaintiff's camp, and they were not happy. Steve
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Clark's conviction had been upheld by the appeals court. He was now forced

to surrender his law license and pay a $10,000 fine. Terry wasn't informed

whether or not Hall would find a replacement for Steve, but for now at

least, Clark continued to cheer from the side lines just like an injured ath-

lete. It really saddened Janis and Terry to see Steve out of the "game," espe-

cially after being told that it was Larry Nichols, through a blind-side tackle,

while being coached by Bill Clinton, who had taken him out.

Hall and Clark had figured a quick way to obtain otherwise expensive

discovery. They got it from government files. They knew there were exten-

sive investigative files on the subject of Mena and Barry Seal, files that had

taken years to develop, involving countless man-hours and no doubt hun-

dreds of thousands of dollars. All of those files had been compiled by law

enforcement agencies of nearly every variety, but no arrests had resulted

from them.

How did they know those files existed? Steve Clark knew of their exis-

tence as a result of having been the state's attorney general, and the files

had recently been the centerpiece of a front-page newspaper article and

photo in the Arkansas Gazette dated September 11, 1991. The photo showed
Winston Bryant and U.S. Congressman William Alexander transporting the

files to Washington, D.C., to turn them over to Iran-Contra prosecutor

Lawrence Walsh.

With much media hype and fanfare, this was a staged publicity stunt

designed to create the illusion for the citizens of Arkansas that there was
finally going to be a thorough investigation into the use of Arkansas by the

CIA and other federal agencies as their base for black operations. Bill Clin-

ton, Bob Nash, Oliver North, Terry Reed and a few other select individuals

knew how and why the CIA had used Arkansas. The state had been "rented"

by the Agency, just as Laos had been.

By delivering the files to Walsh, Bryant was in essence admitting deceit

and defeat. He was handing off the responsibility for an investigation he had
known all along he could never undertake. Bryant had campaigned on one
juicy issue, namely, why his opponent, U.S. attorney Asa Hutchison, hadn't

aggressively sought indictments from a grand jury investigation in the

Mena affair.

It all smacked of a Washington-led coverup, Bryant had alleged. There
was sufficient evidence— literally tons of it at this point— to prove that the

late Adler Berriman Seal had been running a government-backed opera-

tion out of western Arkansas. Bryant had alluded to rigged grand jury pro-

ceedings, witness tampering and overall containment of one of Arkansas's

worst scandals. All this had occurred while Hutchison was a U.S. attorney
and Clinton was governor.

The strategy worked. Bryant was elected. The brains behind the Bryant
machine was a man by the name of Lawrence Graves. He was the campaign
strategist who hired William Duncan, the seventeen-year veteran Internal

Revenue Service agent who investigated Mena and then walked away from
his job and his government retirement after being told to perjure himself
before Congress by denying the existence of some of his more "sensitive"

information. With Duncan's inside knowledge on all of the wrongdoing and
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lack of a thorough investigation into Mena, Hutchison had been blown out

of the water.

But when Bryant had to make good on his campaign promise to aggres-

sively investigate the whole Mena affair, he had a problem. He had no
money and, more importantly, no power to do so. Besides having no funds

for an investigation, the attorney general's office in Arkansas has no con-

stitutional power to initiate a grand jury investigation. That was something

Bryant failed to mention during his appeal for votes.

With Bill Duncan now on Bryant's staff and assigned to the office's

Medicaid fraud division, all Bryant really had to do was to turn Duncan
loose on the Mena case and bill his time to some other investigation. After

all, who was going to complain if the Mena story finally erupted and all of

the dark details came flowing out?

Bill Clinton, that's who!
By this time, February 1992, Bill and Hillary Clinton were having a

little trouble getting their message across to the voters of New Hampshire.

Their plans for the country, if elected, were being drowned out by demands
to know more about Bill's indiscretions

— "bimbo eruptions," as they were
referred to.

Yes, Larry Nichols had made good on his promise to make Clinton feel

the pain. He had blown the lid off the story about Clinton's womanizing.

Gennifer Flowers's picture was now on the cover of Star, one of those super-

market tabloids, and she had greater name recognition nationally than

some of the Democratic contenders for president.^

People magazine even ran an article on the boyfriend Flowers had
maintained while sleeping with the governor, and he was none other than

Finis T. Shellnut, Seth Ward's son-in-law and the man who retrieved Seal's

"green parcels" from the drop zone near Little Rock.^ He was also the bond-

daddy who had worked for Dan Lasater's firm, which had done the "pre-

ferred" state bonding business through the Rose Law Firm, the company
where Hillary Clinton practiced law and where Shellnut's brother-in-law,

Webster Hubbell, hung his law license. Lasater, who was now a convicted

felon, resulting from his guilty plea on cocaine charges, was also Bill's Clin-

ton's investment banking friend. He had also employed Clinton's brother

Roger as his chauffeur and had been "stung" by the younger Clinton, who
was cooperating with the Arkansas State Police's undercover investigation

back in 1985 after they busted him.

The Reeds were watching Clinton's world cave in around him, but the

media had only dug deep enough to unearth the Flowers affair. What would
happen when they discovered the incestuous maze that would lead them
through the Ward family, and the Rose Law Firm and into the questionable

dealings within the bond business in Little Rock? Terry could almost hear

Barry Seal laughing from his grave and saying, "He'll be lucky to get elected

dog catcher."

The last thing Bill Clinton needed was for the truth to come out about

his state's involvement with the CIA. If that happened, he might as well stay

in New Hampshire . . . permanently! Steve Clark was privately enjoying the

pain being inflicted on the Clinton family. Terry had relayed to Clark the
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revelations Nichols told him. When informed, Clark said nothing for a

moment and only stared intensely, as if rewinding his mental cassette tape

for an instant replay of key events that led to his "untimely" downfall. Terry

could tell by the twitching of Steve's facial muscles that it was all he could

do to contain his anger that day.

"Thanks," he said, and walked away.

Back in California, Reed couldn't believe how dirty the primary was

turning out. After the successful attack on Clinton's marital faithlessness,

the remaining Democratic contestants were frantically seeking new dirt to

dump on Clinton, hoping this next load would smother him for good. John

Hall's phone was constantly ringing as a result of campaign managers and

political handlers wanting to interview Terry to discover the mother lode of

dirt they were sure he could uncover.

The political feeding frenzy at that time became so intense that a Cali-

fornia campaign aide of Senator Tom Harkin of Iowa, one of the Democra-

tic presidential primary aspirants, was trying desperately to tie Clinton to

the Mena scandal by sending out mailings that included sensitive court doc-

uments from Reed's criminal case. The political backers of former Califor-

nia Governor Jerry Brown, another candidate, intercepted one of these

mailings and called Reed's attorney in Little Rock. This led to Hall's sug-

gesting to Terry that he meet with an aide of Brown's who lived near the

Reeds in Los Angeles. Hall felt the Brown backers could somehow benefit

the civil case. Hall instructed Terry to "sniff things out" and find out what
the Brown aide wanted while, at the same time, not revealing anything to

him. A few days later, in late winter of 1992, a female Brown campaign
organizer visited the Reeds' home in Moorpark for a quiet meeting, where
it suddenly occurred to Terry just how powerful his knowledge about Clin-

ton and the Arkansas operations was. The woman confided that the falter-

ing Brown campaign had hired a private investigator who was then in

Arkansas trying to confirm Clinton's involvement with the CIA.

Terry would never have believed that he would rise to the No. 1 posi-

tion on Clinton's list of liabilities. It was not a warm and fuzzy feeling, as

they say, but there was little he could do about it other than to sit quietly

and hope, through his media silence, that the Clinton camp would not per-

ceive him to be a direct threat. His strategy was not to single out Bill Clin-

ton per se, since he was sure that Clinton and the Democratic party had the

power to sabotage Terry's efforts to go to trial.

Although Terry was doing nothing to hurt Clinton direaly, his attorney
and Judge Roy certainly were. The judge had scheduled the Reed case for

trial on September 1 1, 1992. That would give John Hall about eight weeks
to completely destroy the Democratic party's hopes of defeating the Repub-
lican contender if Bill Clinton was to end up being their man on the ticket.

The Little Rock newspaper ran headlines that kept the residents up to

date on Hall's battles for the Mena files that Bryant had turned over to
Walsh's office. "FBI Ties Up Document on Mena-Contra Connection," head-
lined the newspaper.^ The attorney general's office was starting to look
pretty bad. It appeared that perhaps Bryant's plan had been to "hide the
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files" in the abyss known as the Iran- Contra investigation, at least until the

election was over.

Giving the files to Walsh's office, Bryant's attorneys were arguing,

placed the material outside the scope of court discovery, since the Justice

Department had no right to material under Walsh's control. The attorney

general's counsel even asked for a protective order from the court to pre-

vent access to the Mena files and to make the attorney general and his staff

immune to Reed's subpoenas. It was like deja vu for Terry and Janis.

The Independent Counsel Law was the argument the government had
used in his criminal trial, which effectively kept North's notebooks out of

Reed's mail fraud case. Was Bryant running interference for Clinton? It cer-

tainly seemed so. After all, they were both Democrats, and they were prob-

ably rallying around the party. John Hall was also a very active Democrat
in Arkansas and had announced his plans to run for circuit judge in a spe-

cial election on the Democratic ticket in late 1992. This declaration made
the Reeds uneasy. How could Hall aggressively pursue their case and let the

dirt fall where it may, if he had to be careful not to soil Democrats? Demo-
crats were damned near all there was in Arkansas.

Hall assured the Reeds that his flirtation with seeking elected office

would not interfere with their case, since the trial would most likely be over

before he would assume office, if he ran successfully. And even if the trial

date slid into late 1992, he was confident that he would still be allowed to

try the case, he told them. The Reeds could only hope this posed no prob-

lem in the future, but Terry complained privately to Janis about his doubts

that Hall would be able to keep his promise.

Duncan, the indefatigable former IRS investigator, was openly com-
plaining that there was no money for a new Mena investigation. That's what
he had been promised by Bryant, his boss. There had even been a plan to

assign him to the Arkansas State Police (ASP) and to let him work directly

under the control of the main man. Colonel Tommy Goodwin, in order to

investigate Mena. That had been scrapped, allegedly due to lack of funds.

Reed found it humorous that Goodwin was even giving the appearance of

being interested. It was Goodwin who had ignored Judge Theis's order

issued from the federal court in Wichita, the one that demanded he produce

the ASP files on Mena. Goodwin acted back then as if he were willing to be

held in contempt of court and appeared willing to stymie any attempt to

reopen the state's Mena investigation. If he did allow Duncan to work under

his control. Reed figured it would just be a way to further contain and con-

trol Duncan and the investigation. It never came to pass, however. A slot

was never created for Duncan, again due to claims of "lack of funding."

Back in 1987, there had been an outcry for an investigation into Mena
by Charles Black, the Polk County deputy prosecuting attorney. Black said he

had approached Clinton for state monetary help, saying that a thorough

investigation would bankrupt the poor county in which Mena is located. Clin-

ton pledged to help, and there was talk that $25,000 of state funds had actu-

ally been made available to investigate the Mena scandal. When Black heard

the dollar amount being allocated, he compared it to "trying to extinguish
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a forest fire by spitting on it." He knew this amount wouldn't even cover

the cost of helicopter fuel that would be needed to thoroughly explore the

Ouachita Mountains surrounding Nella for clues of Agency wrongdoing.

Even more suspicious than the lack of sufficient funding was the lack

of any money at all with which to investigate. This time the headline read:

"$25,000 for Mena Airport Inquiry Missing."^ Back in September 1991, just

before Bryant and Alexander delivered their "credible evidence" of federal

wrongdoing to Walsh's office, Clinton was questioned once again about his

state's role in the Mena investigation. Clinton responded by saying that he

had authorized the state police to tell local officials the state would help pay

for a grand jury, which he expected would be costly because of the need to

bring witnesses in from outside the state. But Black said he never saw any

money. Bill Duncan was not finding any money. And yet Bill Clinton was

saying the state did all it could in the Mena case.^ Terry Reed would learn

in March 1993, through a sworn deposition of the attorney general's chief

of staff Lawrence Graves that his office had spent between $2,500 to $3,000

to investigate Mena.^

They were dealing with the most effectively orchestrated state and fed-

eral cover up of a scandal ever seen, the magnitude of which makes Water-

gate appear insignificant. And the Arkansas attorney general's office

allocated approximately $3,000 to unearth it. Steve Clark, the ex-attorney

general, could hide sums larger than that within his own expense account.

The blatant disregard by state and federal officials in response to the

public outcry for a new and thorough investigation into the government's

activities at Mena left the leaders of the cause no recourse but to reach out

to the private sector. This effort led them to Dallas, Texas, and the offices of

billionaire H. Ross Perot.

After being made aware of the results of the private probing into the

Mena matter, Perot personally telephoned Little Rock, and notes taken at

the session read, "Perot says he has briefed Governor Clinton and 'every-

body else' and nobody can stop (the) investigation now that it's out in (the)

open." When the media seized on the "briefing," the headlines read: "Perot

Called Clinton About Mena Inquiry."^ Clinton later acknowledged the call

and claimed that he assured Perot there would be a complete and thorough
state investigation.

Throughout February, the Reeds kept their noses to the grindstone, fol-

lowed the Democratic primary in the news, began organizing documents
for the September trial and longed to return to the simple life in rural New
Mexico. The complexities of survival in this palm-tree-lined concrete jungle

far outweighed those of avoiding an occasional rattlesnake in the desert.

On the good side, though, Terry's job had improved considerably since

his arrival. He was now in charge of a newly formed division entitled "the

advanced systems group." Its purpose was to pursue larger, more complex
automation projects available through Fortune 500-sized companies. The
division was his own creation, and it was turning out to be a little like his

own small company within the large Japanese dragon.
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It was good to have his mind once again engaged in manufacturing

problems. They are definable and solvable, unlike the problems presented

by the world of courts and attorneys that had sapped his energy for so long.

The ability to view from within the threat the Japanese posed to American
industry gave him new drive to automate U.S. firms and hopefully make
them once again globally competitive.

This "insider knowledge" about the Japanese invasion had led him on
a search of clients who could readily identify with his message "automate

or die." Terry's caveat, "the sky is falling," landed on welcome ears in

Phoenix, Arizona. There he met an extremely logical, articulate and entre-

prenurial man named Clark Ronnow. Clark was heading up a start-up man-
ufacturing firm that held patents protecting a new bicycle product, which
would revolutionize the bicycle industry. Ronnow's plans were to automate

the new factory to such a level that the bicycle-manufacturing industry

could once again return to American soil and compete head to head with

their Oriental competitors.

Terry's mind was on this exciting new project and not prepared for

what happened on March 13. He would again learn that old enemies were
constantly lurking, poised for retaliation.

"Come into my office and close the door," Ted Tokudome, the new
Yamazen vice president, told Terry. "It is time I got to know you better."

A lot had changed within company since Terry had arrived. There had
actually been a shake-up of Japanese management, probably caused by the

huge losses the firm was suffering. Joe Sakai, the person who had hired

Reed, had been forced into early retirement, and the man who asked to

speak with him that day, Tokudome, was Sakai's replacement, a man about

Terry's age. So far, Tokudome had seemed impressed with Reed and had
given him complete rein to do as he pleased in his newly formed division.

Tokudome was a new breed of Japanese manager, however. He was
part of the new wave of white-collar replacements from Japan who were
being sent to retire the first group of managers. The original "front-line

commanders," the ones who had first penetrated the American markets,

were for the most part aging. Many of them were due for retirement, or

ready to be put out to pasture, as Reed saw it.

But something else was going on here as well. Japanese firms were
reducing their dependency on American management. The older men had
come to America in the '60s and '70s. For the most part, they spoke frac-

tured English, didn't fully understand American attitudes and psyche and
relied only on the superiority of their products to establish a beach head

from which to launch their assault. These men needed Americans all

around them as advisors and front men, continuously relying on their skills,

advice and help to service the "foreign market" they were in.

But not guys like Tokudome. They had either been here since their early

20s and had learned American ways and attitudes through observation and

osmosis or had gone to college here. These were the true clones, and they

no longer had to make up for their shortcomings with gaijin advisors. From
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what he had heard, Tokudome fell into the first category, having been with

Yamazen in Houston and Chicago for many years before being promoted and

sent to Los Angeles.

As Reed closed Tokudome's door and took a seat in his spartanly fur-

nished office, he had assumed it was finally time for his "one-on-one," as

the Japanese called it. It was Japanese custom for the boss to interview each

employee privately to learn the ills of the company and to get better

acquainted. There, lying spread on Tokudome's desk, was the resume Terry

had given Joe Sakai the previous year.

"I have been reviewing your resume," Tokudome said, masking his

feelings behind an expressionless piercing stare. "Can you explain to me
why you played dowTi your business relationship with Toshiba?"

Terr^' knew in an instant where this conversation was headed. Toshiba

Machine Tool had been convicted in the coun of world opinion in 1987 for

making the world a much less safe place. They had stolen secret American

nuclear submarine propeller technology and sold it and the machine tools

needed to manufacture it to the USSR.^^ In lieu of a congressional ban on

all Toshiba products, of which there are many, the company self-imposed a

five-year ban on selling machine tools to the U.S.

The aftershock of the scandal led to arrests and trials of Toshiba exec-

utives in Japan. The disgrace brought to the company by it all caused the

president of the machine tool division to "do the honorable thing." He killed

himself the old-fashioned way . . . seppuku.

"Since you had your own company and you were dealer for Toshiba,

you should put Toshiba at very top of resume in big print," Tokudome
chided. "Do you not agree?"

Earlier that week Reed had noticed Tokudome wdth a visitor in his

office. He was a man Reed had seen someplace before, years ago, probably

at some machine-tool show. After the man left Tokudome's office. Reed had
noticed some Toshiba literature on Tokudome's desk. It was old literature,

dating back to the early '80s, which depicted the same model of computer
numerically controlled (CNC) gantry milling machine that had been ille-

gally sold to the Russians in the early '80s. It was the same model John
Cathey/Oliver North had asked Reed to track for the CIA. This cenainly was
a lot of coincidence, and why was this subject at the top of Tokudome's list

of things to discuss?

"Ted, I purposely dovmplayed my relationship wdth Toshiba since I'm not
very proud of having represented them. Besides trying to cheat me out of my
commissions, Toshiba did some ver^^ dishonorable things," Terr}^ answered.

"Toshiba did nothing that Cincinnati Milacron did not do!" Tokudome
snapped back. "Cincinnati sold many machines to the Russians, and they
did not get into trouble!"

He was referring to the largest builder of American-manufaaured
machine tools, or what was left of that company. Japanese competition for

the worid market of manufaauring machinery had driven most American
builders into extinaion. Cincinnati Milacron was retooling and trying to hold
on to what market share they had left. But Reed found it interesting that
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Tokudome was overlooking the fact that Toshiba had been caught in the act

of espionage, stealing and selling American defense secrets and selling com-
puter-controlled machine tools in violation of COCOM (the fifteen-nation

Coordinating Committee for Export Control). Somehow, in Tokudome's
Japanese mind set, this compared to Cincinnati selling to the Russians inter-

nationally approved equipment that did not possess the restricted technology.

"The machines Cincinnati sold to the Russians, Ted, did not contain com-
puter programs stolen from the U.S. Navy," Reed shot back without thinking.

"You seem to know a lot about this affair," Tokudome snapped. "How
do you know so much?"

"I read a lot, and it was an issue that personally affected me," Reed
bluffed, hoping that would satisfy him and that they could maybe move on
to something else. It didn't work. It only got worse.

"What do you think of a person who causes another to take his own
life?"

"I don't think that is possible, Ted," Terry answered, knowing full well

he was referring to the circumstances that led to the Toshiba executive's

death. "Suicide is self-inflicted by definition. I don't see how someone can

be accused of causing suicide. That would be a good one for the courts."

"1 have also been told that you are very experienced in court. And that

is not on your resume either! You should put that up at top also. Terry Kent

Reed. Convict . . . and most of all . . . traitor! I knew president of Toshiba.

He was honorable man, and you helped to kill him! You and your two-faced

government!"

Here Terry sat looking at what surely would have made a model World
War II Japanese officer. Tokudome's hostilities were spilling out of his tight

thin lips. It was as if his slanted, expressionless eyes were trying to pierce

Reed's mind to see what he was thinking.

Without a doubt, his cover had been blown. Someone had thrown him
to the wolves. He was again expendable! Had this been World War II, Terry

would now have been treated like the spy that Tokudome knew he was. He
would have been tortured to death! He was now angry!

"Ted, whatever it is you think I did, I did not only for the safety of my
country but for the safety of Japan as well," Terry responded, trying to con-

trol his anger.

Tokudome only sat there in rigid silence, with nostrils flared and

panting with pent-up rage. There was no doubt about it, Terry had been

compromised. Fuck it! He wasn't going to take this shit. The silence was
killing him . . . might as well tell it like it is, he decided.

"Ted, Toshiba was wrong! Toshiba's president was wrong! And you are

wrong! If this is the opinion of the Japanese community and Yamazen, then

they are wrong! I did what was right, and I'm not going to let any ancestor

of any harbor-bombing son of a bitch sit here and tell me otherwise."

Well, so much for the one-on-one.

It was Friday afternoon, and Terry had plenty of time to digest the

meeting while sitting in bumper-to-bumper traffic for the 62 -mile drive

back to his home west of the San Fernando Valley.
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Tokudome had not actually fired him yet, or maybe he had. Terry

wasn't sure. The meeting had ended in a strange silence with both men
simply staring each other down. Tokudome, with nostrils still flared, had

eventually just left the room.

Terry couldn't stand the word traiton especially considering all he had

been through for his country. But he had gotten the strange feeling that

Tokudome now considered America his and that Reed doing anything

against the Japanese was somehow an act of subversion. It was a weird cir-

cumstance indeed. Maybe the Japanese did own this country, he thought

as he sat looking at the endless miles of "rice burners" creeping along 1-405.

It had turned out to be a strange day. Being chastised for having done

the right thing. For spying on behalf of the U.S. government ten years ago

on a dirty company, a traitorous company, a company that through their

own greed had brought the world a little closer to nuclear holocaust, he was

sure he and his family would now ironically pay the price for his loyalty.

How circumstances change. Once he was an insider and now he was an out-

sider. Once he was a hero and now he was a traitor. Once we Americans

owned this great nation and now he worked for the Japanese, who own it.

But that wouldn't be for long now. Someone else had seen to that.

I wonder who compromised me?, he asked himself. Probably someone
with the Agency. When will it ever end?

It was time to do what everybody in L.A. does when stuck in traffic.

Get on the cellular phone and call home. He certainly wasn't looking for-

ward to telling Janis, but she was strong, and he knew she could take it. He,

would have to tell her that he was a free man once again . . . compliments
of the intelligence community!

"Janis, you've got to call John Hall immediately!" Terry nearly shouted from
a pay phone near downtown Los Angeles. "I just got off the phone with
Richard fucking Behar, and he said if we don't turn over all our material to

TIME, right now, that he is going to crucify me in the magazine. He said he's

going to paint me as a con man if I don't cooperate and give him our dirt.

This is blackmail. I'm not gonna take this shit!"

Janis, from her real estate office, set about frantically trying to contact

Hall in Little Rock to inform him of the pending disaster. After finally reach-

ing him and informing him that Richard Behar of TIME magazine had
turned on them and was literally blackmailing them to turn over all their

evidence and court discovery, Hall's initial instructions were for Terry to

cooperate with Behar.

"We certainly don't need any bad publicity at this point," was his com-
ment to Janis.

Later that same day, Hall called Janis back, reversed his earlier instruc-

tions, and told her to tell Terry to have no further contact with Behar or
anyone else at TIME until he could hopefully defuse this bomb that he had
a hand in building.
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The date was March 26, 1992, and the Reeds' lives were crumbling

before their eyes once again. They were under attack! This time by TIME
magazine. Things had gone atrociously wrong!

To make matters worse, Terry had no job. On March 18, just five days

after their one-on-one. Reed had been summoned to Yamazen's office,

where Tokudome sat silently and watched Yamazen's Italian-American exe-

cutioner, sales manager Mike Ghiorso, chop off Reed's head.

It seemed there had been such an immediate downturn in business that

Tokudome had been forced to eliminate the Advanced Systems Group that

Reed was in the process of forming. He wasn't fired . . . Tokudome was
smarter than that. It was simply treated as a lay-off. Ghiorso the yes-man
quietly approached Reed in the hall after the "ceremony" and with no
Japanese present said, "I'm sorry about that. I was only following Ted's

orders. I'll certainly recommend you highly if you need any references."

Nuremberg all over again, he thought. Nobody was personally respon-

sible, and everyone was only following orders!

Oh, well, he knew it was coming and he knew why. The clown Ghiorso

was probably in the dark about it all. Terry doubted seriously if the Japan-

ese had referred to him as a traitor in Ghiorso's presence or shared their true

motivation for canning him. It was best to leave quietly, but he couldn't

help thinking about the publicity damage he could inflict by calling the

media and telling them the truth about his dismissal.

But he didn't have time for that. His world was in a swirl that day;

things were truly in fast motion as he attempted to stamp out the small

blazes that were erupting around him, hoping to smother them before they

consumed him and his family. A job was only one of his worries as he once

again fell back into the pilot mode and attempted to prioritize his emer-

gencies. How had it all gotten out of control?

Bill Clinton had miraculously limped out of the New Hampshire Demo-
cratic primary. He was wounded, possibly gut-shot, but was still alive even

after all the scandal about his unfaithfulness to his wife. Larry Nichols had
helped somewhat by "mysteriously" withdrawing his lawsuit against Clin-

ton on the eve of Bill and Hillary's televised interview on CBS's "60 Min-

utes," the main purpose of which was to convince the viewers that in spite

of Bill's infidelities their marriage was solvent and that if Bill were elected

they would be sleeping in the same bedroom.

Terry and Janis wondered how large a house Nichols had been
promised and debated if he would get his hush money in monthly install-

ments or in one lump sum.

But as the Clinton Campaign Committee carried Bill out of the North-

east on a stretcher, the Democratic party and Clinton's handlers were comb-
ing the trail up ahead for other hidden "booby traps." They didn't have to

look very far. The other shoe was about to drop.

Alexander Cockburn, a columnist for The Nation magazine, was writ-

ing a series of articles on Clinton, the state of Arkansas and the most flam-

mable of all topics at the time . . . Mena. He had somehow zeroed in on
POM, the company in Russellville, Arkansas, that had built weapons parts
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for the Contra resupply operation, and he was also showing a connection

between it, ADFA and the Rose Law Firm, where Hillary Clinton worked.

The scandal surrounding the lack of a thorough investigation into the

government's activities in western Arkansas had spilled out of the local

Arkansas media into the pages of The Nation. A major firestorm was brew-

ing, and the winds of the media were fanning the flames of defeat for pres-

idential candidate Bill Clinton.

With Clinton now on the "critical but stable" list, the media was now
focusing on the survivors of the first major skirmish. The hotel rooms in

Little Rock were overflowing with "carpet-bagging" reporters from out of

state, looking for the trail of blood from Clinton's wounds.

They too didn't have to look very far. The trail led them straight to Terry

Reed. Lying right there in the federal courthouse was a file marked Reed vs.

Young, case no. LRC-9 1-414. It didn't take much of a detective to be led from

there to the offices of John Wesley Hall, Jr., over on Third Street.

Hall, of course, was saying very little to the reporters, preferring to

make his comments about the case in motions to the court. And by now
there were many! The Arkansas attorney general's office and its attorneys

were really starting to "smell." They had a definite conflict of interest and
were groping with the image problems this presented. Headlines from the

Arkansas Gazette read: "Bryant's Office Representing Both Sides of Mena
Airport Case."'^ Winston Bryant was beginning to appear to be something

of a double dealer. The Indians call it "two speaker," or someone who speaks

out of both sides of his mouth.

By defending Captain Raymond Young, the attorney general was forced

to suppress the Mena material that Reed's lawyer was demanding. Hall

hoped that somewhere in the "voluminous files" there existed information

that could corroborate Reed's involvement with the CIA in Mena. By doing

so, it was Hall's intent to establish a motive as to why Young, Baker, the

Arkansas State Police and others had conspired to attempt to illegally con-

vict and incarcerate Janis and Terry. They hoped to show it had all been
done to destroy Terry's credibility by converting him into a felon and
thereby silencing him forever.

But Bryant's efforts to keep Reed and his attorney from the files cre-

ated the appearance that he was reneging on his campaign promise to get

to the bottomi of the Mena controversy once and for all.

With this internal conflict of having dual objectives and policies, Bryant
was forced to erect what his office called an internal "Chinese Wall." It was
supposedly an attempt to isolate the two forces within the AG's office. One
was trying to expose the crime associated with Mena, and the other was
trying to contain it in order to protect Young.

Hall was having fun with the term Chinese Wall noting to Reed that the
real wall in China built hundreds of years ago had been useless in keeping
factions separated, and they had to assume this one was also. As they lobbed
their mortar rounds over the wall, Lawrence Graves was forced to try to

muzzle and isolate Bill Duncan. Duncan was ordered to do no further work
on the Mena investigation, which was laughable, since he had not been



Deep Throat Is Sabotaged 615

doing so because there was no funding. He was also told to stop talking to

the media concerning the Mena scandal. It was all part of the Chinese Wall,

he was told.

To the Reeds, it was plain and simple. Bryant's office had joined the

Clinton-for-President Campaign and would do anything in its power to

keep from him, the public and the media the information he so desperately

needed. Good-ole-boy politics was alive and well in the Hog State.

"Hey, Bubba, have you seen the current issue of The Nation magazine?"
Bill Duncan asked Terry by telephone in California. "If not, you'd better go
find a copy. You're famous."

Duncan had called Hall's office earlier in the day, desperate to talk to

Terry. The message was forwarded to Terry in California, and he listened in

disbelief after calling Duncan at the Arkansas state attorney general's office.

Duncan was elated about an article appearing in the February 24 issue in

the section entitled "Beat the Devil."

The culmination of a three-part series by Alexander Cockburn aimed
at exposing all the sin in Arkansas that could remotely be linked to the CIA
was on page 222. The piece, entitled "Chapters in Recent History of

Arkansas," featured a story about a CIA asset who worked for Oliver North,

aka John Cathey, and the infamous and now deceased Barry Seal. Terry,

after talking to Duncan, stood in a Book Star bookstore in the San Fernando
Valley reading about himself in disbelief.

The one-and-a-half-page article pretty much said it all. It outlined his

prior work with the CIA, synopsized his Wichita criminal case, and then got

into the Reed vs. Young case in Arkansas. He had been thrown into the fight.

His story had been stolen from him and was being played out right where
he did not want it ... in the media!

Anyone reading the piece would draw the conclusion that Terry had
given an in-depth personal interview and was anxious to add misery to

Clinton's misfortunes, but this simply was not the case. Now, with Terry

being thrown into the limelight, it could be perceived that Terry was even

threatening Clinton in much the same way Larry Nichols had.

Shit! Here he stood in L.A. feeling totally defenseless. He could see the

political storm brewing on the horizon, and he was beginning to feel like a

lonely lightening rod. How could this have happened? he and Hall won-
dered. Hall took Terry at his word that he wasn't the source of the article.

But it was apparent that Cockburn wanted to kill Clinton politically and was
using Terry as the nonparticipating ammunition to assassinate him.

It didn't take Reed long to find the source of the material that had been
fed to Cockburn. It was none other than the Jerry Rubin of the Arkansas

Committee—Mark Swaney. Terry's earlier suspicions about Swaney were
right. He was articulating someone else's agenda. The saboteur had even

been paid by The Nation to research and piece together the various facets of

Terry's story, all for $1,500 he was told. Terry and Janis had spent more than

that in telephone charges shopping for an attorney. The whole complexion

of their case was now changing for $1,500. It was time to rethink their strat-

egy, Terry concluded.
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On February 23, a Sunday morning, Terry got up early to watch one of

his favorite shows, Sunday Today. He had a special interest in watching this

particular segment, since Garrick Utley was hosting a ninety-minute special

on BCCI, the Bank of Credit and Commerce International.^^

As the BCCI scandal unraveled over the years, Terry had maintained a

keen interest, always suspecting that the illegal money trail the investiga-

tors were following would eventually take them to Arkansas. Terry had not

really been part of the "green flights" in Arkansas that Seal had been in

charge of, but he figured that sooner or later massive amounts of cash

deposits would show up in the Arkansas bond or banking business.

Again, while working on a very limited discovery budget, he and Hall

were hoping something major would happen to blow the whole Mena scan-

dal wide open. If it was ever going to happen, they figured, it would have

to happen now, with so many independent investigations still probing not

only Iran-Contra but BCCI and the money trails into the Arkansas finan-

cial community as well.

With great interest and a notepad in hand, Terry watched the NBC spe-

cial as Utley and guests described "the biggest fraud in the history of bank-

ing—perhaps the biggest fraud in history, period. Billions of dollars— at

least $8 billion, perhaps $10 or $12 billion, were taken, stolen, were gone."

How could that be? Terry thought. You simply don't hide $8 to $12 bil-

lion. And the CIA was already implicated in the scandal. He bet he knew
where part of it was. Invested in Arkansas! With Seal's operation flying in

the cash . . . the paper trail had been broken! There would be no record of

wire transfers or anything else to track ... it all made sense!

That's what had been discussed in the bunker in Little Rock! The
Agency was somehow involved in all these "lost funds," and Clinton's

bunch at ADFA had probably been caught skimming from the profits. The
money wasn't lost ... it was right under everybody's noses. It had been
reinvested in America through issues of industrial and municipal bonds. It

was a great scheme the more he thought about it. Maybe it took all this

transfusion of cash, which was being stolen from around the world, to keep
our American lifestyle afloat. Maybe what Garrick Utley was describing as

the biggest banking fraud in history was actually Reaganomics at work!
Terry wondered.

The TV special then touched on names like Clark Clifford, Robert

Altman, Bert Lance, Jimmy Carter and First American Bank. Terry thought
he remembered from his time in Little Rock that there was some kind of

connection between Jackson Stephens of Stephens & Company, the largest

investment banker in Arkansas, and First American. This was turning out
to be a really interesting show.

Utley then introduced as a guest Jonathan Beaty of TIME magazine,
who was reporting live from Burbank. Beaty had become an expert on the
scandal and in fact was actually single-handedly responsible for overturn-
ing some of the rocks that hid the largest scoundrels found to date. If he
kept turning them over in the right direction, he might find a couple of the
missing billions right there in Arkansas.
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Beaty began by stating, "I think that this, in the end, will be seen as a

bigger cover up than Watergate ever was." He went on to say that "intelli-

gence agencies from both the Eastern and Western worlds needed this bank."

Peter Truell of the Wall Street Journal was saying things like, "There are

several dealings related to the bank which . . . which come home to the

Bush family." And at one point Truell said, "Everybody is trying to distance

themselves from BCCI—from the tainted scandal."

Brian Ross, an NBC journalist, said, "It's frustrating because there are

limits to what journalists can do. We can't subpoena records. We can't sub-

poena people to come. We can't compel them to testify. It's very frustrating."

Utley closed with a personal appeal: "If there is silence, indifference,

BCCI will be forgotten, and many people will breathe easier and sleep

better. But if the public demands a public accounting, government will

react. In the end, the choice is to stay silent or to speak up."

This was amazing, Terry thought. Here was the media appealing for

help in order to continue an investigation that the Justice Department
should be pursuing. That statement about the Bush family probably had
something to do with why the Justice Department wasn't interested in

BCCI. And Terry knew that if his suspicions were correct and that Seal's air-

borne deliveries were linked to the missing BCCI funds, then a thorough

investigation would not only expose the CIA's involvement but would lead

right up the steps of the Arkansas State Capitol building as well. Probably

right into Bob Nash's office.

And from there into ADFA.
And from there into the Arkansas investment banking and bond

business.

And from there into the pockets of some mighty important people.

Was this why Seal was killed? he wondered.

Terry sat there on his sofa and tried to absorb it all. He had definitely

been involved in a lot more than training Contra pilots. The Agency and
Clinton probably figure he knows all the details of everything that hap-

pened during Centaur Rose, since he not only became friendly with Seal

but had been forced to assume Aki Sawahata's duties for a while as well.

No wonder Clinton had invited him out of Arkansas back in 1986. It

was starting to fully impact him for the first time. He was a living liability

to a lot of people. He knew too much!
The BCCI special had brought nearly everything into perspective.

There was still, however, a missing piece to the puzzle. In order to contain

a scandal of this magnitude, someone high up in the Justice Department

would have to be running interference, not only for the Bush administra-

tion but for the Arkansas state government as well.

Terry thought back to the Camp Robinson bunker meeting. From that

night on, he knew that the Republicans and the Democrats worked
together on projects that were beneficial to the CIA's objectives. It was

demonstratively clear that the CIA had compromised both parties. That's

why there had been no real outcry about Iran-Contra by any of the Demo-
cratic candidates. It appeared that Iran-Contra wasn't even going to be an
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issue in the 1992 election. George Bush and Bill Clinton, if he were to

become the Democratic candidate, would certainly not be able to sling mud
at each other over Mena . . . that's for sure, he thought. It certainly was

interesting to observe a presidential race in the making while possessing all

the inside knowledge he had . . . watching them all maneuver, wishing

they could annihilate each other, but not being able to because they're all

compromised.

But what really bothered him was wondering who in the Justice

Department had been compromised in order for the CIA to be assured there

would be no real BCCI investigation. He thought about Felix Rodriguez's

comments about getting to the prosecutor. That would probably have taken

someone in Justice to do that. And then what about the night in the

bunker? In that meeting, there had been discussion of controlling the U.S.

attorneys in Arkansas in order to contain Mena and other things as well.

He was rehashing Felix Rodriguez's comments about getting to the prose-

cutor when it hit him!

"Shit! That's it! Johnson! Who and where is Johnson?" he said out loud,

startling Janis, who was now sipping coffee beside him. "That's it!" he again

exclaimed.

He could now account for the true identity of everyone of importance

in the bunker that night with the exception of Johnson. Cathey was North,

Gomez was Rodriguez, Sawahata was . . . well he figured Sawahata wasn't

his real name, but that wasn't important. Aki had never behaved like an
attorney, but Johnson had.

Johnson had not only said he was an attorney and talked like one, but

he had been in charge that night in the bunker. He said Casey had sent him,

and he was the one who shouted down Clinton that night. Okay! That's

solved! It's Johnson, he decided. But how could he find Johnson? Marilyn

Trubey and Joe Dunlap had spent months trying to find him. Even the law
firm in Miami that represented ABC in the case with SAT had looked for

Johnson. No one could find him.

But wait a minute! Robin Fowler, the yuppie prosecutor in Wichita,

strongly implied that he had found him! He had even made mention of him
during the CIPA hearing!

He ran to retrieve the CIPA transcript. There it was on page 5, lines 16

to 23: (Classified) "information potentially that would be brought out on
direct or cross (examination) particularly that of Oliver North, Jack Bloom
(sic) and Robert Johnson, particularly there's concern for information that

the director of the CIA has been ordered to produce . . .

"^^

"There it is in black and white," he yelled to Janis. "Fowler found Robert
Johnson, and he was concerned about his testimony being classified."

As Terry reread the entire CIPA transcript, he became more and more
convinced that Robert Johnson was the door to the "black abyss." His name
was separated from reference to the director of the CIA by only seven
printed words.

While coming down from his near-euphoric state, Terry realized that
there was still the problem of physically locating Johnson. Even though it
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appeared that Fowler had interviewed Johnson, he probably would not be

too helpful in locating him, Terry speculated. After all, it was Reed's case

that had cost Fowler his career in criminal justice.

He was at a mental dead end when a possible solution came to him.

Jonathan Beaty! It was Beaty who had sat in the park in Truth or Conse-

quences, New Mexico, and talked of meeting Johnson down at SAT's offices

in Miami. That's it. Beaty holds the key to the door.

And besides holding the key to locating Johnson and determining his

true identity, Beaty held something else he needed. Investigative resources.

John Hall was already complaining about how expensive this case could

turn out to be. Terry had something Beaty and everyone else in the inves-

tigative world needed . . . information. Firsthand information. That had to

have value. Maybe he could trade his information to Beaty for his help.

That afternoon, Terry was able to locate by phone his old acquaintance

Beaty, who maintained a residence in the L.A. area. It had been a while

since they had last spoken, but Beaty seemed friendly on the phone, so

Terry got right to the point.

"Jonathan, I just watched you on Utley's special. We need to get

together soon," Terry suggested. 'T think I know where a lot of the missing

BCCI money ended up. Maybe we can help each other."

A couple of days later, and with Hall's permission, Terry met with Beaty

in his oceanside home in Hermosa Beach. They then drove to a favorite bar

of Beaty's to discuss how they could perhaps quietly help each other. Terry

outlined where he thought some of the missing BCCI money had ended up,

and Beaty was quick to catch on to the genius of the Agency's plan. The
time they had available to spend together that day was short, but each

departed on an upbeat note, agreeing that there were grounds to proceed

with their newly developed plan.

The plan, in essence, was for Terry to be debriefed in detail later by

Beaty about the money aspects of his knowledge. Beaty, then armed with

Reed's information, would direct a T/ME-magazine-backed investigation

into areas Reed led them. Beaty was fully aware where the trail might lead,

and by the expression on his face, the realization excited him.

TIME magazine would in essence bear the cost of the expedition, since

it had the resources and access to a grand jury. Terry would be the guide

and point out which rocks to turn over, and John Hall would be in charge

of capturing whatever scurried out from under them. Beaty, in return,

would get the story and the necessary ammunition to feed it to a sitting

grand jury in New York.

"The poor man's way to expensive discovery," is the way Terry

described it.

John Hall had already made it clear to Terry that if he and Beaty were

able to work something out, he wanted to be present for the interview. This

way. Hall would be assured the debriefing did not venture into areas that

might endanger the Little Rock civil case. So the first meeting was termi-

nated with a plan to get together in Hall's presence. There was just one more
pressing issue . . . Robert Johnson.
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"Jonathan, on our first meeting in Truth or Consequences, you said

you had talked to a man by the name of Robert Johnson, who was my con-

tact at SAT. Do you remember that?" Terry questioned.

Beaty came across very vague about the whole issue. This confused

Reed, since he had grown to appreciate Beaty's mind from the times they

had spent together earlier. This was odd, Terry thought, but decided not to

press the subject for now. He didn't want to share the significance he placed

on Johnson's role in all this with Beaty, not just yet anyway. It would be

better to wait and bring up the subject again in John Hall's presence. But

he left the oceanside meeting somewhat confused by Beaty's reaction to the

Johnson issue.

Back in Little Rock, John Hall was having to nearly take his telephone

off the hook in order to get any work done. The encamped media was con-

tinuously calling, desperate to interview Reed as a result of his newfound
publicity, courtesy of The Nation and Mark Swaney.

Hall had come to the realization that Reed's story was going to be told

with or without his input. Hall said he didn't like giving this advice, but

since the story was already in the media, perhaps Terry should be talking to

a reputable network or show. In that way. Hall deduced, the publicity could

be better controlled in their favor. Hall had been turning reporters away in

numbers, but when he received a call from ABC's "Prime Time Live," he fig-

ured he'd better pass that one along to Terry in California.

Seated in a restaurant in the San Fernando Valley talking with Scott

Shugar, a producer from "Prime Time Live," Terry was getting good vibes

about the guy. The clean-cut, unpretentious man in his early 30s wore a khaki

safari jacket and was asking all the right questions and saying nothing stupid.

They had been there the better part of the afternoon in order to "sniff

things out" and see if they could come to some sort of agreement about a

"Prime Time Live" special that Shugar was working on. It was tentatively

titled "Covert Activity in Arkansas."

Terry had identified the reason he was getting along with Shugar. He
told Reed that he had been in the U.S. Navy and, specifically, in Naval Intel-

ligence. His intelligence duties had put him into areas involving advanced
weapons technology, and considering Terry's Air Force duty with Task Force

Alpha, this gave them common footing on which to build their relationship.

Shugar, he would find, was well-known and respected in the world of

journalism for his work on the Stealth bomber project. He was the investiga-

tive journalist who had discovered and first reported that the Stealth bomber
wasn't! Government test reports had been doctored to show the craft as being
much more invisible to enemy radar than it actually was. His probing was
detailed in an article in the Washington Monthly in 1991, entitled "The Stealth

bomber story you haven't heard; it doesn't work, and it'll probably crash."

Subsequently, in the summer of 1991, Shugar had been responsible for

a "Prime Time Live" television special about the deceit surrounding the
Stealth, and for his efforts he was nominated for an Emmy in 1992.

Prior to the meeting. Hall had defined the conditions to be met in

order to get Reed's cooperation. Shugar was planning to put together an
hour-long special on intelligence activities centered in Arkansas. Hall had
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tentatively agreed to allow Terry to appear, provided he and his story were
no more than 25 percent of the show. That way. Hall said, Shugar would be

forced to thoroughly investigate the Mena affair and would hopefully dig

up information that would corroborate CIA involvement there, as well as

other evidence beneficial to their case.

Shugar was way ahead on meeting Hall's requirement. As they sat and
drank iced tea, Shugar was telling Reed some very exciting news. He said

he had already located an ex-Air Force captain who had headed up a secret

ground team, whose job was to help guide the black operation planes,

which Reed knew were code named Dodger, in and out of the U.S. to avoid

radar detection. In fact, Shugar said, this was the person who originally

directed his attention to Arkansas in the first place, and specifically to Mena!
If this guy was authentic—and Shugar said his source had already passed

a lie-detector test— it could prove that Operation Centaur Rose was defi-

nitely government-backed and -sponsored.

But then it got even better! Shugar said he had also found another

man, now living in Florida, who had performed "blinding services" for these

black-ops flights by turning off elements of the Defense Department Satel-

lite Warning System orbiting in outer space. Visions of Barry Seal and him
"flying on the dark side" flashed into his mind.

And Shugar had already found another pilot who claimed to have

flown Agency flights that had penetrated America's electronic security

fence without triggering an armed response. This man had even retained

his CIA-supplied maps, charts, aircraft call signs, radio frequencies and the

like, and had been authenticated to Shugar by then-United States Senator

Gary Hart (D, Colorado) as being "the real McCoy."

By going after the technical aspects of Operation Sea Spray, Shugar

would undoubtedly prove how all the Screw Worm flights were able to

come and go without alerting the coastal defense system. All he needed

now was for Reed to "come clean" and talk about the people involved in

the operations. Shugar had already solved how they were done.

What a break! Reed thought. He'd make it to court yet. And by the time

he and Hall got through putting on all the discovery evidence they had
attained through "Prime Time Live" and TIME magazine, surely the world

would acknowledge that the CIA operations at Mena were not only real but

were one of the best-kept secrets of the century.

But he hadn't factored in Strobe Talbott and Richard Behar!

Strobe Talbott was an old schoolmate and personal friend of Bill Clin-

ton. Not only were they both Rhodes Scholars and Oxford classmates, they

had lived together while being schooled in England. Since graduating from

the world of academia, Talbott had worked his way up the editorial ladder

at TIME magazine and, in the spring of 1992, held one of the coveted top

slots, editor at large. Talbott's forte for TIME was covering and writing about

political events that shape the world's future.

Richard Behar, on the other hand, was not a Rhodes Scholar, nor a

graduate of Oxford, and had not roomed with Clinton. He was simply an

associate editor with TIME. His claim to fame with the magazine, at the time

of his first meeting with Reed, was the cover story he had written for the
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May 6, 1991, issue attacking the Church of Scientology. The church would

later reward him and the magazine with a $416,000,000 libel suit for what

the church said were Behar's savage and vindictive reporting techniques.

Beaty had been unable to get back immediately with Terry, citing a

pressing writing schedule related to his soon-to-be-published book on the

BCCI scandal. In his stead, he had sent Behar to the meeting that was to

take place in Hall's presence, a preestablished condition.

As Behar and Reed sat in the coffee shop of the Reno, Nevada, Airport

awaiting Hall's plane, which was weather delayed, the two men just chat-

ted and sized each other up. Terry had earlier picked Behar out of the crowd

of deplaning passengers arriving from New York, identifying him from his

self-description.

But as they sat and talked, Terry kept wondering why Behar likened

himself to the comic book character Superman, as portrayed by Christopher

Reeves. Maybe, he thought, it came from the old "mild-mannered reponer"

characterization of the original TV series, because with his physique and

crooked front teeth, he bore very little resemblance. Terry would not have

recognized him at all had it not been for his long black coat, which he said

he would be wearing, looking humorously out of place in Reno. The coat

had another purpose, Terry would later discover. It concealed Behar's secret

tape recording gear, which is illegal to use in Nevada.

Reed was expecting Beaty to send someone more seasoned. He had
earlier described Behar as a "task force leader," but Terry was looking at a

man who appeared to be in his early 30s and, after an hour's discussion,

seemed to lack any in-depth knowledge of the world of intelligence. He
wished Beaty had come. He didn't have time to babysit junior reporters and
get them up to speed on the inner workings of the CIA. When Reed chal-

lenged him on his seeming lack of experience and youthful attitude, he
responded by saying, "I may be young, but I have an old soul."

As they chatted and waited for Hall, Behar read from the hurriedly con-

struaed notes he had made earlier from Beaty's briefing. Reed listened

intently, calling Behar's attention to mistakes he had made in his notes

about Reed's criminal proceedings in Wichita.

"No, my case was not dismissed," Reed corrected him. "I was acquitted."

It was nearly midnight by the time Hall's flight arrived. Behar was just

finishing his recounting of some earlier reporting of which he was most
proud. He had described in great detail and seeming enjoyment the "hatchet

job" he had done on the Jordache family of blue jean fame. He went on to

say that a fellow journalist he had worked with, Christopher Byron, had
also covered the story and was now trying to get a book published on the
Jordache affair.

Behar said he was going to muddy the water in the publishing world in

order to prevent his old partner from getting it published. Quite a vindictive

man. Reed thought. I'm glad he's not after me, flitted through his mind.
Hall's flight was so late that the meeting was postponed until the next

day. Per Hall's suggestion, the three men then rendezvoused at Hall's hotel
in Lake Tahoe, California, where Hall had come to attend a legal seminar.
In Hall's room, they got down to the business for which they'd come.
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In their off-the-record conversation, Terry went through the financial

aspects of the Mena connection, as he understood them. Behar sat in a chair

by the window, with Hall taking up a position on the bed for the rather brief

private discussion. Reed outlined the key players in the Arkansas black

money loop and described in detail the mechanics of it all from the inside

knowledge he had obtained between 1984 and 1986.

Behar was quick to focus on the aspects of ADFA's possible involvement

in money laundering and could even see the possible trail between the

Arkansas investment-banking industry, the bond business and BCCI. But of

greater interest to him was the possible political fallout that could definitely

have an adverse effect on Bill Clinton's bid for the presidency. Hall and Reed
made it perfectly clear to Behar that they had no axe to grind with Clinton

and that Reed was only giving him the inside story on Arkansas finances so

that TIME could throw their resources into the investigation.

At the meeting's end. Hall felt it best for Behar to travel back to L.A.

with Reed so that he could review key court documents that Terry and Janis

had meticulously maintained there. Some of these documents, Behar was
told, were not part of the public record from Reed's trial in Wichita, since

some had been sealed by the court after the government invoked national

security. These, Behar agreed, would go a long way toward establishing

Reed's credibility.

The two men then set out on a late-afternoon flight from Reno to

Burbank, California. From there, Terry arranged lodging for Behar at a motel

in Simi Valley, which was overflowing with reporters who were staked out

awaiting the verdict of the Rodney King beating trial that was in progress

there. During check-in, when Behar realized why the motel was so crowded,

he said to the female desk clerk with a grin, "If I'd remembered about the

King trial being here, I would have brought my golf clubs." She didn't laugh.

On Saturday morning, Behar was to rendezvous at the Reed residence

to inspect their documents. Terry had lowered his guard and even entrusted

Behar with his home address and phone number in Moorpark. It was
ridiculous to be paranoid and overly protective with a person who was out

to help them, he thought.

Saturday afternoon, March 8, about three hours late, Behar arrived. He
apologized for his tardiness, claiming an intestinal disorder had delayed

him. In the Reed's living room, Janis, Terry and Behar got down to business.

They glanced through the mammoth amount of files, with Behar flagging

the ones he wanted copies of . . . with John Hall's permission.

The two men talked into the afternoon about Behar's planned inves-

tigative trip to Arkansas, while Janis took files and documents to a copy

center for duplication. She returned with 338 duplicated pages and a bifl for

$29.92, which Behar gladly paid.

Terry felt it necessary to implement one precaution before giving the

papers to Behar. He felt it best to send them to HaU's office in Little Rock via

Federal Express later that day. That way, he said. Hall could make the final

determination on each document before releasing them to Behar. It was

agreed that Behar would go to Hafl's office on Monday, the ninth, to review

them with Hall. Behar then departed for Little Rock.
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Behar telephoned Reed after he arrived in Little Rock to report that he

was staying at the Capitol Hotel. He gave Reed his room number and said

he had in his possession the documents that Reed had sent to Hall. He was

outlining his snooping itinerary with Reed for the next couple of days when
Terry got the uneasy feeling that Behar was now modifying their game plan.

"You're not planning on just charging into ADFA and questioning Bob

Nash about all this stuff, are you? "Terry questioned in disbelief. "I don't

think that's the style of investigating Hall had in mind."

Behar informed Reed that he had already discussed the plan with Hall

and that he had been given a green light to proceed. This didn't make much
sense to Terry. That would be the equivalent of charging into the White House

right after the Watergate burglary and demanding Richard Nixon to "fess up."

"If Richard Behar had been Woodward or Bernstein, he would have

published Deep Throat's true identity on the front page of the Washington

Post and called him a liar," Terry sniped to Janis out of frustration over

Behar's approach.

But Behar insisted that this was the only way to proceed. He said he had

to break the story first. After his arrival, he had met with Bill Duncan, who
had secretly supplied him with portions of the Arkansas state attorney gen-

eral's documentation that had been sent to Independent Counsel Lawrence

Walsh's office. The three-inch-thick file Duncan slipped him contained

some of the sensitive information that Reed was unsuccessfully trying to

gain access to in federal court.

If that wasn't enough to corroborate portions of Reed's Mena story and

light Behar's investigative afterburner, he had also secretly zeroed in on a self-

appointed watchdog of the Arkansas bond business, a man named Roy Drew.

Drew was about Reed's age, a self-employed financial consultant, and
a man who was making enemies of some of the biggest and most powerful

names in financial circles in Arkansas. At the time he met with Behar, he
had spent over fifteen years in Little Rock's investment banking industry,

having worked for Merrill Lynch, Stephens & Company, and E. E Hutton.

After becoming self-employed. Drew had decided to take aim at the

incestuous relationships between Arkansas banks, the Arkansas bond
industry, Arkansas bond lawyers, the Arkansas Development and Finance

Authority and Governor Clinton. Drew had written several newspaper arti-

cles, which, much to the chagrin of people like Jackson Stephens, detailed

the immense profiteering taking place at taxpayer expense.* This was the

*In a guest column in the Arkansas Democrat on June 7, 1988, Drew outlined what he referred

to as "The Mushroom Theory" that exposed behind-the-scenes profiteering among Arkansas

investment banking firms, lawyers and state agencies. He deftly noted that the fees added on
for "services" rendered by subcontractors for the bond issue swelled the ultimate price by mil-

lions of dollars. This was his theory: "Mushrooms are raised by being kept in the dark by the

farmer and fed plenty of manure. From what I can see . . . this is the same system that certain

legislators, the governor, a Little Rock investment banker and their lobbyists, and some bond
lav^ers have been using . . . and it has been quite successful. I'm a little confused about the

governor (Clinton). I have not been able to figure out whether he is administering the manure
in order to find 'deep pockets' to finance his campaign or if he is just another mushroom who
is being prepared for harvest."
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result. Drew pointed out, of sweetheart deals and a lack of effective outsider

oversight, considering that the boards of the banks, the bond houses, the

law firms and ADFA shared the same men.
Behar had sought out Drew to serve as a financial consultant to TIME

as he explored the money trails that Reed had described to him on the West
Coast. Drew had not only agreed to work with TIME but had provided

Behar with financial documentation that would help support Reed's private

allegations about money laundering in Arkansas.

In light of this newfound information and all the media frenzy devel-

oping around the Mena story, Behar told Reed that the story was getting

ready to break. Because of the burgeoning media presence there, he prob-

ably was fearful that it was going to break without him in the pilot's seat.

He wanted to be the first to attack the money end of the scandal, Behar said.

So much for the plan to quietly develop data and send it to the grand

jury in New York.

Behar's behavior reminded Reed of the story about the old bull and the

young bull. In the story, the inexperienced, overly energetic young bull was
anxious to "run down the hill and service" one of the grazing heifers. The
seasoned, calculating old bull said to the upstart, "Hold on, son. Wait a

minute. Let's walk down there and service them all."

Never, he thought, was the story more fitting. Behar was about to run

into ADFA and blow the whole investigation. This surely would only send

Bob Nash and the others underground and "scurrying to their shredders,"

now forewarned by such amateurish behavior.

Terry felt helpless, trapped in L.A. while a junior reporter was on the

loose in Arkansas, armed with his most sensitive information. Strangely

enough, John Hall seemed to be going along with it all. It appeared as if he

was "getting his jollies" by siccing his newfound bulldog, Behar, onto the

money establishment of Arkansas.

Reed could stand the isolation no longer and was scheduling his own
flight to Arkansas in hopes of cutting Behar off at the pass when he heard

the bad news. Behar had already charged into ADFA and demanded that

Bob Nash "come clean" on all the state's funny money business.

Armed with only his TIME magazine business card and wild accusa-

tions, he had put Nash and ADFA counsel Bill Wilson on notice that he

knew the truth about what was going on there. Of course, he didn't know
that Bill Wilson was among Bill Clinton's best friends and wasn't going to

just cave in and spill his guts because some Yankee reporter from TIME mag-
azine was waving his business card at them.

After Nash and Wilson did the honorable and logical thing to protect

themselves and their political cohorts by denying any wrongdoing, Behar

retreated to his hotel room to plan his next assault.

A confrontation! That would get to the bottom of things, Behar sug-

gested to Reed. First, he proposed a conference call to take place between
Reed and Nash, and he could "listen in." Nash initially agreed to the con-

cept of a long-distance confrontation but then backed out.

Behar next proposed to have Terry flown into Arkansas to confront

Nash in his presence. Nash would surely crack under such tremendous
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pressure, and he could scoop the story, since he would be sitting there lis-

tening to Nash's secretly taped confession, Behar argued. John Hall demon-

strated some constraint and nixed that idea, telling Reed by phone that such

confrontational behavior could backfire and only serve as a "rehearsal" for

Nash's court appearance. But Behar wasn't through.

A polygraph! That would get to the bottom of things. He would chal-

lenge Nash to a polygraph test. He would wire up Reed and Nash in sort of

an electronic duel. That would flush out the truth.

Terry, with John Hall's permission, agreed to take the test. TIME mag-

azine agreed to have the test administered to Reed on the West Coast by a

retired FBI polygraph examiner who did contract work for the magazine.

Nash initially agreed to take the lie-detector test, provided Reed took the

test first. Terry again agreed to Nash's terms. But a short while later, Behar

informed Reed that Nash had reneged on his agreement to take the test,

doing so on the advice of ADFA counsel Bill Wilson. The following morn-

ing, Nash abruptly left Arkansas on unexplained business and remained

unavailable for the remainder of Behar's week in Little Rock.

"Well, Nash suddenly vanished," Behar informed Hall, while he

covertly tape-recorded the attorney.*

"Where to?" Hall asked.

"He's in Detroit ... I left a message on Friday on his machine, saying

I'm ready to move forward, I got Terry flying out here, come on."

"What, and he disappeared?" an astonished Hall shot back.

"And he left a message saying, I'll (Nash) be in Wednesday. He's in

Detroit," an equally baffled Behar informed Hall.

Reed was still waiting to hear where and when to report for the poly-

graph when John Hall called to report that he had been contacted by Ron
Brown, the Chairman of the Democratic National Committee.

It was March 12,1 992, and it had been one hell of a week for the Reeds.

But the next two would be even more exciting, only they didn't know it.

Terry was listening to the details of John Hall's conversation with Ron
Brown. Hall seemed somehow honored to have spoken with the man, and
his instructions were simple: Go home and decide how much money you
would accept as a settlement.

Reed and Hall had never even discussed an amount of money that the

Reeds would consider equitable to trade for the last four years of their life.

He was telling Terry to put a pencil to the problem and to have a number
ready for him the next day because he felt "a settlement offer was in the

making." He said Brown had wanted to know how the Reed case might
affect Clinton's chances at the presidency.

In that same conversation. Hall claimed that the Arkansas Legislature,

for unknown reasons and through no request by Clinton, had mysteriously
increased an emergency contingency fund that the governor could use on
his own initiative. Hall said he suspected that perhaps this fund was being
increased so it could be used to fund a settlement for Reed.

*Transcripts of portions of Richard Behar's tape-recorded interviews were obtained through
court discovery in Terry Reed's libel suit filed against Behar and TIME magazine.
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A settlement offer was something Terry and Janis had never planned

for. All along they were just being driven by the desire to do the right thing.

To fight back! To correct wrongs done them! Steve Clark and many other

prospective attorneys had warned them from the onset that there "just

wasn't much money in civil rights litigation and defending the Constitution."

Even though the Reeds hadn't dwelled on the thought of a settlement

offer, it had been on Clark's mind at least six months earlier. In a back-

ground conversation with John Cummings on September 9, 1991, Clark

expressed the opinion that any money for an out-of-court settlement paid

by the state would be "reimbursed" by the federal government, since it was,

after all, Washington's dirty laundry that would be kept hidden.

"Somehow, I would think, a way will be found to pass that money
along without drawing attention to it," Clark said. "The government is

always funnelling money to states for all kinds of things."

"We're not in this for the money!" Janis shouted that night when Terry

told her about Hall's instructions. "How can money fix what has happened
to us? They can't buy our silence! It's not for sale!"

Janis was not only angered at the whole damn system of justice in this

country, she was upset by Hall not informing her why he had wanted to

urgently contact Terry that day. She's the one who had relayed the instruc-

tions from Hall for Terry to contact him. Hall, she felt, should have informed

her about the Ron Brown conversation.

She didn't appreciate being considered unworthy of consultation on
such an important issue. After all, she argued, this injustice had happened
to her, too, and she was a coplaintiff in the case.

They sat up late that night discussing their alternatives. Finally, the

decision was made. Janis went to the typewriter and wrote a letter to Hall,

dated March 13, 1992, that read in part as follows:

Dear John:

As a coplaintiff in this case, who is normally overlooked, I would like to go on

the record officially with you regarding the possibility of a future settlement.

... I can't express sufficiently in words the emotion I feel when it comes to

this case and the grief it has caused my family.

. . . But please don't think of me as a happy homemaker who wants to take

the money and run so I can get on with my life and bake cookies for the PTA
meetings. This has affected my life permanently, and I realize I am just one

person out there who has been unjustly treated. Are we supposed to accept the

fact that cops lie and it's okay? ... If we don't take them to court, they will

have gotten away with this and be free to continue their pursuit of corruption

and deceit. I would like to continue approaching this case knowing we will see

these guys in court. I am concerned that Rich (Behar) is alerting so many
people to this that they will have time to contemplate their responses. I would

much rather see the witnesses involved perjuring themselves under oath

rather than just practicing their lies with Rich or other reporters. I am not so

naive as to expect them to tell the truth. As we know, most of these guys are

pros. I feel like the easy way out would be a settlement. If we do this, my ide-

alist senses say justice was not served. Someone has to take a stand. I am pre-

pared to see this all the way through.
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With this letter now written and sent to Hall, the Reeds probably

became the largest threat to Bill Clinton's candidacy. It's real hard to deal

with people who have values and can't be bought off. They require special

treatment.

Coupled with all this talk about a settlement was Hall's disclosure to

Terry that the Secret Service had contacted him for background informa-

tion on the Reed vs. Young et al case and on Terry Reed personally. Hall told

Terry that he viewed this clandestine activity as the possible start of a secret

line of communication between his law firm and Clinton, who, as a presi-

dential candidate, now had Secret Service protection.

So Terry was standing there on March 26, 1992, listening on a pay

phone in California as Richard Behar, safely separated by 3,000 miles, called

Reed a con man as he surreptitiously recorded the conversation. Terry had

to come clean and turn over all his evidence, Behar demanded, or Terry

would be destroyed.

"Are you prepared to do that?" Behar challenged.

"I'm prepared to tell you that you'd better talk to John Hall. I'm pre-

pared to tell you that you are probing into areas that I have purposely

avoided so it'll come out in my civil litigation, if I ever get there (to court).

I have a September trial date," Reed responded.

"Terry, I am going to come out with some very, very, harsh conclusions

about you."

"What, in TIME magazine?" Reed asked. Still in shock, he added,

"Thanks a lot. Rich."

"Don't you think it's worthwhile to spend this time with me?"
"No, I don't. I don't feel I have to prove anything to you. If this is turn-

ing out to be a negative slam on me, you're going to set back my kind of

litigation (civil rights law suits) and what happened to me and Janis by a

hundred years," Reed retorted hotly, then calmed as the severity of Behar's

threats sank in.

Suddenly, realizing that Behar and TIME magazine had the ability to

snuff out Janis's and his hundreds of hours of effort to get their case to court,

he added pensively, "I guess the power of the pen is mightier than the sword."

"There is evidence out there that you're a con man," Behar baited,

probably referring to a "trash Reed file" provided to him by private detec-

tive Tommy Baker, one of the defendants in Reed's civil rights suit.

"That is not true!" Reed shot back.

"Well, fine. Why don't you . . .

," Behar began, but was then interrupted.

"Because this certainly wasn't how this started out," Reed reminded him.

"Well, it wasn't how it started out, but it's certainly how it's going,"

Behar chided.

"So," Reed recapped, "You're going to write an article that wall now be
used against me in court."

"Well, I don't care," Behar answered. "I'm not interested in writing

anything to be used for or against you."
This was certainly a reversal of the position Behar had originally taken

when he came into Reed's life in Reno, Nevada. At that time, he agreed
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to use TIME magazine's vast investigative resources to Reed's advantage,

which was the only reason Reed had been willing to cooperate with Behar

in the first place. Reed decided to remind Behar of the original intent of their

collaboration.

"I thought you wanted to write an article about Jack Blum's cover-up,

about Lawrence Walsh's cover-up," Reed said, referring to an earlier con-

versation with Behar in which Behar stated that he felt there was strong

evidence to prove that Senator John Kerry's investigator. Jack Blum, had
actually helped to stymie the Mena investigation.

Blum's job as special counsel to the Senate Committee on Foreign Rela-

tions was to provide investigative services to Kerry's Subcommittee on Ter-

rorism, Narcotics and International Operations and to funnel off pertinent

leads he developed during the course of his investigation to Independent

Counsel Lawrence Walsh's office, which was seeking indictments involving

the Iran-Contra affair. Blum had interviewed the Reeds extensively in

Washington in 1988.

Behar had confided to Reed that he felt Walsh, probably in concert with

Blum, was indeed part of the Iran-Contra cover-up, since Walsh's office had
taken no action on Mena. Behar earlier stated that his suspicions stemmed
from Walsh's lack of action on the preponderance of credible evidence pro-

vided directly to his office by federal, state and county law enforcement

agencies, as well as the materials provided him by Arkansas Attorney Gen-

eral Winston Bryant and U.S. Congressman William Alexander concerning

the activities at Mena.
Behar, completely reversing his earlier position on the Mena affair,

responded, "I'm not convinced there is a cover-up."

Behar had made a complete turnabout, saying initially he believed there

was a cover-up, then saying there wasn't. Why? In order to have come to

the conclusion that he was still not convinced there had been a CIA oper-

ation at Mena and a subsequent cover-up, Behar was willing to ignore and
dismiss much of his own evidence.

After his week in Arkansas (March 8 through 14, 1992) and the sub-

sequent telephone investigation he conducted after returning to New York,

Behar was literally drowning in leads, conflicting accounts of critical events

and experts willing to assist him in exposing the cover-up. From court dis-

covery obtained from Reed's federal libel suit against Behar and TIME, the

following are excerpts from Behar's secretly recorded interviews and tele-

phone conversations during that time period.

As a result of Reed's off-the-record discussions concerning money
laundering in Arkansas, Behar sought out the services of Roy Drew, a

financial expert and former employee of Stephens & Company, the largest

investment banking firm in Little Rock. Behar was soliciting a professional

opinion on the feasibility of the involvement of the Clinton administration

and other prominent Arkansans in these sordid money affairs.
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DREW Well I've been hired by the state. I've done due diligence on some

bond issues. I've got a deal, an $85 million bond issue appealed back in

1989.

BEHAR Who handled it, ADFA?
DREW ADFA. But the Rose Law Firm (where Hillary Clinton and Webb

Hubbell practiced) and Stephens Incorporated and Beverly Enterprises

and a whole bunch of folks were involved in. I worked for Stephens

for a long time and I do know a lot about . . .

BEHAR How big was that?

DREW $85 million, %S2 million.

BEHAR Wow.
DREW And they had done a deal exactly like it up in Iowa that last summer

I appeared as an expert witness in. The exact similar case that got

appealed here in Arkansas was done up in Iowa. A judge ruled up there

that it lacked any legitimate purpose and denied some tax exemptions

for them and then called it a sham deal.

BEHAR Who did it?

DREW Well, it was . . . Stephens operated Beverly Enterprises Nursing

Homes, and were sold to a sham tax-exempt operation controlled by a

handpicked person of (the) Rose Law Firm and Stephens Incorporated.

BEHAR When was it stopped in Arkansas?

DREW It finally got killed in December of 1989 when then-Attorney Gen-

eral of the state of Arkansas Steve Clark (Reed's original attorney in the

civil rights lawsuit), accused the Stephens people of offering him a

$100,000 bribe to remain neutral. All of this was going on while the

governor. Bill Clinton, (inaudible) ... (At this point in Behar's record-

ing of the conversation, the tape conveniently becomes inaudible.)

BEHAR Are these (the Stephens group) bad guys?
DREW Yes, they're real bad guys. . . . Yeah, they're bad people. They're

financial terrorists. They run the state. And Bill Clinton is the politician

that makes it all go. That's the only reason he has been able to do that

since 1980. He came in, he was a very ideological person in 1978, he
lasted two years. And he got voted out of office because Stephens
financed a guy named Frank White (a former governor) and he (Clin-

ton) got religion.

BEHAR You really think Stephens has that much power?
DREW I don't think, I know.

The conversation then shifted to a discussion of a $50 million bond issue
involving Stephens and Clinton. Behar appeared to be getting confused
from the details Drew was providing.

BEHAR Well, let's try to keep it in . . .

DREW There's no way to— hey. Bill Clinton is a very sophisticated person,
who's got very sophisticated advisors. This is a very sophisticated way
that he has been able to gain money to run a campaign. He's been doing
this since he was a teenager. It was very sophisticated because nobody
like Boyd or Julie (state auditors) was supposed to be around to see
through it. He (Clinton) has been milking, along with his conservators.



Deep Throat Is Sabotaged 631

for years, the retirement systems and the bonding systems and has

gained a lot of friends from it. There is no simple way to approach it.

BEHAR Okay, but what I need from you is just to spend about twenty min-
utes getting an overview.

DREW I can't do it in twenty minutes. I can tell you. Bill Clinton has been
mismanaging the retirement systems and been putting money in

people's pockets.

BEHAR How is ADFA used?

DREW Well, there's a number of ways that they can do it. I can show you
one that is in the process right now. ... I would suggest that you call

me tomorrow. I've been talking to reporters from the Boston Globe, from

the New York Times, the Wall Street Journal and the Arkansas Gazette today.

BEHAR All today?

DREW Yeah.

BEHAR On this subject?

DREW Yeah.

BEHAR Wow.
DREW Do you want to know Bill Clinton, and do you want to know what's

going on? I mean, it's sure not Gennifer Flowers.

BEHAR I don't give a shit about her.

DREW It's not that. But, I mean, this is the hard core . . . Drew . . . You're

going to run in . . . and I'm not lying. But I tell you what, Richard;

you're going to run into some stone walls and some ruts without any

kind of back up.

BEHAR Can I ask a couple of questions?

DREW Certainly. I don't know that I'll answer them, but you can ask the

questions.

BEHAR Okay, are you familiar with Dan Lasater (the man who was handling

the deposits from Barry Seal's green flights, a close associate of Bill Clin-

ton and a bond dealer who was convicted on cocaine charges as a result

of Roger Clinton's arrest)?

DREW Yes.

BEHAR Do you have information about Dan and his operation?

DREW Some.
BEHAR In a nutshell, what is that?

DREW I'm not going to tell you that.

BEHAR Ever?

DREW That's pretty sensitive.

BEHAR I'm wondering if there has been some money laundering.

DREW Through what?
BEHAR Through ADFA.
DREW Hell money's been laundered through the retirement system— it's all out in

the open— to Bill Clinton conservators. It's not sexy enough for a guy

(Lasater) that's gone to prison on a dope deal. I know you guys got to

sell newspapers and I understand. I mean, he's (Clinton) laundered

money through the retirement systems to a guy where he ain't gone

to prison for a dope deal. I know it looks better if you got a guy that

the money was laundered through from a dope deal . . .
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BEHAR Okay, and has it been laundered as well through ADFA?

DREW Yeah.

BEHAR And you can prove that? I don't know what we're going to be able

to get into . . .

DREW Yes . . . I'm not interested in talking about Dan Lasater.

BEHAR Okay, so we're not going to be able to get into Dan.

DREW No, we're not going to talk about Dan Lasater.

BEHAR Okay, let's leave that out. Are we going to talk about Mena?

DREW You 're talking about the same thing . . .

BEHAR Now, most of what you have is laundering through the retirement

system, or is it ADFA, or is it equal?

DREW Both.

BEHAR Both?

DREW Both . . .

BEHAR: What about Bob Nash (Clinton administration's head of ADFA)?

DREW We can talk about him for a while.

BEHAR We can what? . . .

DREW Hey, look, Richard, this is some dangerous shit. I'm telling you.

BEHAR I know that. It's dangerous for me being here poking around.

DREW Who have you interviewed?

BEHAR I spent half a day with Bobby Nash.

DREW Did he tell you anything?

BEHAR Of course not.

DREW He serves at the wheel of the government. I saw the guy threatened,

I've got it on tape. He was threatened in a meeting by a white guy, to

take him out in the alley and whip his ass.

BEHAR This guy was going to take Nash out and whip his ass?

DREW Right.

BEHAR For what reason?

DREW Because he wouldn't go along with a deal that he'd promised. And
they invited him back. The governor (Clinton) never said one word
about it. You're talking about race relations, you think some pasty-

faced white guy comes up from Texas (Bruce Wallyer) and threatens to

whip the ass of Bobby Nash on television in front of the reporters, and
the governor doesn't say a word about it? Go figure. And Bobby Nash
doesn't come across the table and kill him? I mean, anybody— I mean,
I thought Bobby Nash, you know, it was great restraint on his part . . .

BEHAR Okay, can I ask you . . .

DREW That's the kind of stuff that goes on, and that's why Bobby Nash is

not going to say anything.

BEHAR Can I ask you one thing?

DREW Yeah, sure.

BEHAR The companies that received ADFA money, these small companies
that get ADFA loans, are they all basically political favors?

DREW Yeah.

That one conversation not only supported Reed's private allegations
that Barry Seal's Mena black-ops money was being run through Dan
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Lasater's firm and probably also the Stephens corporation as well, it also

provided Behar with a totally independent and nonbiased view from a

financial expert that money was allegedly being laundered through the

state retirement system as well as ADFA. Something equally as important

was Drew's assessment of Bob Nash as being a compromised individual who
had been neutralized as a result of underhanded dealings. This, too, fit the

profile Reed had provided Behar about Nash and ADFA, especially the

information about making preferred loans to politically connected compa-
nies (POM and the other firms manufacturing the Agency's weapons parts).

Strangely, Behar never took Drew up on his offer to volunteer his

expertise in proving fiscal wrongdoing in Arkansas. He chose instead to

attack Reed's money allegations in the first paragraph of his slash-and-burn

article and present them out of context and as an inconceivable myth.

Behar attempted to personally interview Wally Hall, the Little Rock
sportswriter. It was Wally and his wife Cherryl who had dined with Terry

and Janis the night Clinton forced the impromptu meeting outside of

Juanita's Restaurant, where Clinton discussed Barry Seal's death with Reed.

During Behar's telephone questioning of Hall concerning his recollec-

tion of the events the night he dined with the Reeds, the following

exchange was recorded:

BEHAR I'm a writer for TIME. I've been here (Little Rock) for a while, and
I'm covering a couple of things. I was hoping there might be a chance

I might be able to get together with you, have a beer, and talk about

something I'm certainly eager to talk about, even on a very deep off-

the-record basis if we can do it.

HALL What's it about?

BEHAR Terry Reed.

HALL But other than having dinner with them (the Reeds) two or three

times, that was about the extent of our (relationship) . . . And I know
very little about him other than he was a very intelligent person, very

intelligent.

BEHAR He's got a mind like a steel trap. . . . Yeah, he's a pretty intense guy.

HALL Yeah. I mean, I've kept up with this ongoing story about his airplane

and all that Oliver North stuff. But I would have no idea if that was true

or not true.

BEHAR You know what the one thing I need to know is . . . And again, it

can be an off-the-record thing. He (Reed) talks about an incident hap-

pening in Juanita's where he was having dinner with you and Cherryl

and Nash . . .

HALL I really, Richard, I go to so many things . . . that, honestly, I mean, that

could have happened ... I can't say one way or the other. . . .

BEHAR Why don't we get together on Sunday . . . Let me buy you guys (the

Halls) lunch here at the Capitol (Hotel), one o'clock Sunday . . .

HALL You understand my concerns?

BEHAR Absolutely. This is not exactly the lightest subject I'm bringing up.

HALL We're not talking about basketball persons.

BEHAR No.
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HALL V/e 're talkincj about the government.

BEHAR I understand. This is rough stuff and it's very sensitive.

HALL And I do not want my family involved.

Mysteriously, the Halls cancelled the Little Rock luncheon scheduled

with Behar to discuss the events of that night. Behar made no mention of

this or the concerns expressed by Hall when he wrote in the TIME article

that the Halls had never been to the restaurant with the Reeds. When Behar

sought out Larry Nichols, a former employee of ADFA and the man fired

from his job for making telephone calls to the Contras at the expense of the

state, Behar tapped into more dirt on Clinton than he had apparently bar-

gained for. This probably explains, once again, why Behar's recordings have

strategically placed gaps whenever Bill Clinton's name surfaces in embar-

rassing and possibly incriminating ways. It is also interesting to note from

the dialogue between the two men that Behar has apparently recruited

Nichols to lure and entrap some very prominent people in some very com-

promising conversations.

NICHOLS Did you get the stuff I had delivered?

BEHAR Yeah, just a couple of documents. Okay. You were supposed to come
back here with tapes. (Nichols tape-recorded conversations between
himself, Clinton, Clinton's chief of security. Buddy Young, and others,

concerning the ongoing negotiations between Clinton and Nichols,

which were outlining the terms of getting Nichols to drop his lawsuit

against Clinton for wrongful dismissal. Keep in mind, it was Larry

Nichols who exposed the Gennifer Flowers scandal.)

NICHOLS Right, that's what I was going to say. I'm meaning to come out
there after she (Nichols's wife) gets back.

After the two men agree to meet again later that night for a private con-
versation, Nichols alerts Behar of the intense media investigation into the
Mena scandal, and the resulting articles being written.

BEHAR Well, the one in The Nation I think I'm aware of already. . . . What
was in the (Boston) Globe?

NICHOLS Some story in the Globe was passing on information that the
Arkansas traveler certificates that I had made up by Clinton to give
Calero (Adolfo Calero, the head of the Contras) and Singlaub (Retired
U.S. Army General and Contra fund-raiser) were not on file, but yet
everybody saw them get delivered. And he said it was quite . . . Buddy
(Young) says it connected him to Mena somehow.

BEHAR Who's him?
NICHOLS Him, Buddy.
BEHAR It connected Buddy?
NICHOLS Buddy said . . . "If I were Buddy," Buddy said, "it connects me to

Mena. What is this shit about?" ... I said, "Shit, Buddy, I don't know."
BEHAR What is it about?
NICHOLS I mean, I don't know what is so sensitive to Buddy about that.
BEHAR Well, nobody wants to be connected to Mena.
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NICHOLS Well Buddy asked me if I had talked to anyone about his rela-

tionship with Mena. I said, "Yes, I did today at lunch." ... I said to him
(Buddy), "You be sure you call the governor, and you make sure he
understands, with my little present that starting tomorrow, his world's

turning to shit. And four weeks to the day from Sunday, he will be out

of the governor's race, I mean, the president's race."

BEHAR Why four weeks?

The tape conveniently fades out here.

BEHAR You have this conversation on tape?

NICHOLS Oh, no, no, no.

BEHAR All right.

NICHOLS Yours?

BEHAR No, yours with Buddy.

NICHOLS Oh, yeah, yeah. I thought you meant this conversation.

BEHAR No, no, no, no. I'm talking about with Buddy,

NICHOLS Oh, yeah.

BEHAR All right. Now, are you going to come over here with your other stuff?

NICHOLS Yeah, you want me to come over after Kerry (Nichols's wife) gets

here, or is it too late? You want to do it in the morning?
BEHAR No, let's do it tonight.

NICHOLS what are your plans? Give me some clue. I know what my
agenda is.

BEHAR I have no plans until I see what you've got.

NICHOLS Okay.

BEHAR Remember, I showed you at lunch, the distance on that pen (a secret

transmitter housed within a ballpoint pen, used for bugging a room).

NICHOLS Yeah.

BEHAR You haven't moved it since I last saw you ... I mean, you got your

work cut out for you with me and, you know . . .

NICHOLS What do you mean I got my work cut out for you ... in what way?
BEHAR You've got to prove to me, you've got to show me what you've got

that could concern him, first of all. And then you've got to bring me
more of your taped conversations with Buddy and these people, if

there are any others.

NICHOLS Okay. Number one, as I think I already told you, what I have that

concerns them is, they are scared to death of me. I mean, they

shouldn't be, but they are. They ought not be dealing with me. Some-
thing's got them . . . now, / know, as you know, all the shit about it. And I

know which things are real because I heard them say it. I know who
the women are that want to get the big money (women with whom
Clinton had alleged extramarital affairs).

BEHAR This is what I want to hear from you.

NICHOLS You just need to calm down. Damn.

The following is from a follow-up taped conversation, which begins

with a discussion of women Nichols alleges were involved with Clinton. By
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this time, Bchar was no doubt feeling somewhat intimidated by the money-

laundering aspects of his investigation, so he apparently decided to focus on

something he understood . . . infidelity.

BEHAR Hello. Okay, Elizabeth Ward is a former Miss America. She's white,

and the other woman is Lynn Cola Sullivan. She's black, former Miss

America. They both live in Arkansas. No.

NICHOLS One is in New York and one in California. . . .

BEHAR Now you're not the only one with this information on Ward be-

cause . . .

NICHOLS She's negotiating her own contract.

BEHAR She's negotiating. Her lawyer in L.A., what's his name?

NICHOLS Miles Levy.

BEHAR And they're talking to newspapers.

NICHOLS Talking to TV.

BEHAR TV. What does she want?

NICHOLS $250,000.

BEHAR $250,000, that's right. She's been offered a hundred?

NICHOLS She's been offered one and a quarter.

BEHAR One and a quarter, by who?
NICHOLS Star.

BEHAR The Star?

NICHOLS Star Magazine got it up to about 175. And then Gennifer Flowers

went.

BEHAR Flowers, okay.

NICHOLS So then. Star didn't want to pay her that much money. So then,

when it looked like Clinton was losing in New Hampshire, they got in

touch with me and said, "Could we get it back up to the 175 or 200

range again?" "I said, I don't know." I called Conafer (person not fur-

ther identified). Conafer said that they would be interested in talking

to them, working towards a relationship. But then, Clinton lived

through New Hampshire. And Miles Levy and all of them think that

she's worth a lot more money if you consent to the . . .

BEHAR Do you have any other information that you got from bugging?

When you say you bugged the mansion, what did you actually do?
NICHOLS I had unique information sources that allowed me to hear and

cover some strategies. . . .

BEHAR What else is there, drug use?

NICHOLS There is a viable linkage to me, what I can get Adolfo Calero to say,

and Clinton's relationship to them (the Contras). 1 mean, I can make
it, too. I can present a case on the front that it would be inconceivable
to believe the governor didn't know about it. . . . Because if you don't

have the element of Adolfo Calero, who's the absolute leader of the
Contras, you see, you don't get the whole story.

BEHAR Why would Calero come forward?
NICHOLS Why would he not? I mean, he's not being sued, he's not being

tried, and he's a friend of mine. And all 1 need is just the proof. I just



Deep Throat Is Sabotaged 637

need the answers to the questions. I just need some help getting the

questions that I need the answers to.

BEHAR Has Calero already told you about Clinton's involvement with Mena?
NICHOLS No. He has told me . . . that Mena was not a Contra feeder system.

BEHAR Right.

NICHOLS But he also said that there's no way that Clinton could not have
been aware of the goings-on there since Calero, who didn't even live

there, was aware of it. Now, Calero would, in Clinton's situation,

become a hostile witness. Clinton will not be supported by Calero. The
pieces of the puzzle at the Mena Airport fall apart because they sealed

the files and got rid of all the players.

BEHAR Right.

Behar's article in TIME made no mention of Adolfo Calero's comments,
which were passed on by Nichols, nor is there any evidence that Behar took

Nichols up on his later offer to arrange for Behar to conduct an interview

with Calero in order to determine the depths of Arkansas's involvement in

the CIA's Contra-support operations.

The transcripts of Behar's taped interviews with U.S. congressman from

Arkansas William Alexander; Colonel Tommy Goodwin, Commander of the

Arkansas State Police; Joe Hardegree, former Polk County Prosecutor

(where Mena is located); and Charles Black, former Deputy Prosecutor of

Polk County all seem to indicate that Behar was convinced that there had
not been sufficient funding to conduct a thorough investigation into the

nefarious activities at Mena. He focused primarily on the elusive $25,000 of

state funds that Clinton allegedly promised for state grand jury proceedings.

Probably the most credible evidence of a White House -orchestrated
cover-up of Mena came from Bill Alexander. And who should know better

than a U.S. congressman from Arkansas who was trying to gain access to

intelligence information through the back-door accounting channels

offered him through the GAO (General Accounting Office).

BEHAR Remember the GAO investigation in 1988?

ALEXANDER Of what?
BEHAR Mena.
ALEXANDER Yeah. It wasn't just Mena, though, was it?

BEHAR No, it wasn't just Mena. . . .

ALEXANDER But it included Mena as part of it, and they stonewalled me.

BEHAR That's right. Now, when that thing was stopped cold, is it accurate

to say that the CIA and the State Department refused, on orders from

the White House, to turn over data? Is that accurate?

ALEXANDER Let me think a minute about it. I've got a letter from GAO,
which I could share with you that says precisely what happened . . .

(the letter says that the) National Security Counsel (NSC) refused to

participate and ordered everybody else not to for security reasons. So

to the extent the NSC is part of the White House, that's correct.

BEHAR Did they order . . . they are part of the White House.
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ALEXANDER Yeah, they are part of the White House. And you need to say

NSC because that says specifically what part of the White House

ordered everyone to stop. . . . They stonewalled me. They just said,

none of your business.

BEHAR Did they order it to the State Department, the CIA, how many dif-

ferent . . . ?

ALEXANDER Everybody across the board: Justice Department, CIA, Defense

Department, everybody. And I'll give you a copy of the letter if you

want. ... I mean, that's the kind of thing that really galls you when
you're trying to find out what's going on.

BEHAR And you get stonewalled.

ALEXANDER And what they've done is thumb their nose at the Congress and

the American people.

BEHAR Right. Okay, second and last thing: Clinton. It's so cloudy, you know,

his lack of interest. You know, he claims Arkansas did everything it can

but it just doesn't seem that way. I remember you mentioned that you

had asked for some support.

ALEXANDER Well ... I asked him (Clinton) to see the deputy prosecutor

named Charles Black. And I said, Charlie Black is trying to see you
about this Mena case, this Mena investigation that I have followed and
I'm involved in. And I would encourage you (Clinton) to see him. . . .

BEHAR And you were trying to get federal money?
ALEXANDER No. Charlie Black was trying to get state money for a grand jury

investigation. And I asked him to help. . . . you (Behar) ought to call

him (Black).

BEHAR Yeah, I spoke to him. ... He said that he hand-delivered a letter to

Clinton that didn't get an answer.

ALEXANDER I See. Well, that was what I spoke to Clinton about.

BEHAR But that's funny. In the newspapers in Arkansas in September, do
you remember, Bill (Clinton) said that he'd made some attempt to

get some money and then nothing ever happened wdth it. It was ver^^

odd . . .

ALEXANDER Have you talked to Duncan? (Bill Duncan, former IRS investi-

gator, then working for Arkansas Attorney General Winston Bryant).
BEHAR Yeah.

ALEXANDER What did he tell you?
BEHAR You mean, about his not being able to make phone calls? (a refer-

ence to orders from Arkansas State Attorney General Winston Bryant
that Duncan neither accept nor place any phone calls related to Mena).

ALEXANDER Right.

BEHAR Yeah. Something is going on over there (at the AG's office).

ALEXANDER I just learned about this (Duncan's gag order) this week. . . . But
did you talk to Duncan personally?

BEHAR Yes, of course. . . . Yeah, 1 spent a lot of time with him*

Transcripts of conversations between Behar and Bill Duncan are being withheld from Reed
in his federal libel suit against TIME and Behar on the grounds that Duncan is a "confidential
source" of Behar's, whose identity needs to be proteaed.
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ALEXANDER Bccausc he (Duncan) couldn't talk to me over the phone. . . .

BEHAR Okay. Well what Bill (Clinton) said to the press in September was
that he had authorized the state police to tell local officials that the state

would help pay $25,000 for a grand jury but that nothing ever came
of it.

ALEXANDER I SCC.

BEHAR But that's not true, is it?

ALEXANDER I don't know whether it is or is not. I know that there's been
no grand jury investigation.

The reason Behar knew of Clinton's statement about the $25,000 in ques-

tion was that he had earlier interviewed the man who had approached Clin-

ton for financial assistance to investigate Mena. His name was Charles Black.

BEHAR I was interested in the Mena situation . . . And I just wanted to check

something with you. The year that you hand-delivered that letter (a

request for state assistance in investigating Mena) to Clinton asking for

help was 1988?

BLACK Yes, latter part of 1988 . . . several of us had a meeting at the State

Police headquarters at Little Rock. Bill Alexander was there and Colonel

Goodwin, the head of the state police, and several others that had been
involved in looking at this. . . . And it was discussed whether 1 should

go or would be willing to go ask him (Clinton) for any available state

assistance. I did go and ask him (Clinton). And he said that he'd check

into it and get word back to me. I never heard from him again or never

heard from anybody about it. But he's (Clinton) been quoted ... as

saying that he authorized Colonel Goodwin to communicate to us (the

county prosecutor's office) that the $25,000 was available. And I never

got that word. . . .

BEHAR Right. Okay. But do you think in the end he (Clinton) did as much
as he could on the Mena situation or probably not? He's probably busy

with other stuff.

BLACK He (Clinton) probably could have. The only thing 1 could say is that he

might have been a little more public about criticizing the way that that

case (the Mena investigation) was handled by the federal authorities.

BEHAR Or trying to get a lot of state money together to do something.

BLACK That's why I was going through him (Clinton). ... I don't know if

there was something else he could have done in that regard.

BEHAR Well, if you were governor, you'd find a way.

BLACK It (Mena) was a situation tailor-made for handling by the federal-

level authorities.

BEHAR And tailor-made for covering up by them.

BLACK Correct. Absolutely correct ... I saw some well-documented, sup-

ported findings and requests that he (Bill Duncan) made in his inves-

tigation that certain people be indicted for CTR violations (money
laundering) and perjury. And that information that he compiled, at

substantial taxpayers' expense, never was presented to the grand jury,

federal grand jury, that were looking into it. Absolutely no reason or

excuse. I don't think Duncan was ever subpoenaed to testify before the
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grand juries. ... I can't understand why Fitzhugh, that assistant U.S.

attorney, didn't present that information to the grand jury . . . and it

would have been very, very expensive.

BEHAR Well, I'll tell you. This $25,000 that Alexander's gotten, that's about

enough money to buy a big tarp that can cover up the cover-up.

BLACK That amount would have been tantamount to trying to extinguish

a raging forest fire by spitting on it.

Behar then called Colonel Tommy Goodwin and questioned him about the

elusive $25,000 that Black claimed to never have received.

BEHAR Do you remember . . . Bill Clinton asked you to relay to local offi-

cials that there would be some money for a state grand jury probe?

GOODWIN Of $25,000.

BEHAR Whatever happened? Did you ever relay that to the officials like

Black?

GOODWIN No, not Black. . . . Hardegree was the prosecuting attorney at that

time. That is who I would have relayed it to . . . but (Hardegree) had

denied anything about it. ... I know that Clinton told me that I could

tell them (the Polk County prosecutor's office) that he (Clinton) would

furnish that amount of money for, to kind of defray the county cost of

the grand jury.

BEHAR But it never happened.

Behar at this point knew that there had been a meeting in Little Rock

in which Black had been dispatched to solicit aid from Clinton, but Black

had received none. Yet Colonel Goodwin, who claimed to have been Clin-

ton's messenger, was saying he personally communicated to Joe Hardegree,

not Charles Black, that money was available.

It is difficult to believe that Hardegree and Black, two men who shared

the same office and the same frustration that Polk County was undercapi-

talized and therefore unable to properly investigate Mena, did not commu-
nicate to each other that $25,000 of state money was available.

So Behar then telephoned Hardegree to get to the bottom of things.

Colonel Tommy Goodwin, the commander of the Arkansas State Police, had
just told him that it was Hardegree to whom he had relayed the good news
that funding was available forthwith.

BEHAR Now, Clinton says that he made an offer to make some state money
available for a grand jury probe to look into what the hell happened,
and that he (Clinton) relayed that message to Goodwin. And Goodwin
says that he called you and told you that the money is there if you want
to do a state probe of this thing. . . .

HARDEGREE Oh, come on, Goodwin said that?

BEHAR Yeah.

HARDEGREE I'll tell you what. ... I cannot imagine him (Goodwin) saying
something that is just false. But I have no recollection whatever of ever
having had a telephone call from him regarding the subject in any way,
and specifically no call about the $25,000 of funds for a grand jury
investigation.
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The taped conversation later shifted to Hardegree's speculation as to what
had actually gone on at Mena.

HARDEGREE It was simply that there was an indirect usage of the local facil-

ities (Mena Airport), maybe, in the political deal between the Reagan
administration and the Contras, and people working all over Central

and South America and whatever else, I don't know. ... I never
regarded it as remotely realistic to try to free up the federal grand jury.

And, of course, I suspected all along that Reagan people were sup-

pressing the local federal grand jury . . . and they certainly wouldn't

help, wouldn't cooperate, and wouldn't do anything with the state

grand jury investigation except block it, subvert, suppress, obstruct,

stonewall, and everything else.

One can conclude, based on Hardegree's firm response, that he had never

spoken to Goodwin about the funding, that Goodwin was lying to Behar.

Yet, in his article, Behar made no mention of Goodwin giving the appear-

ance of being willing to lie and whitewash the Mena scandal for his boss.

Bill Clinton. And even more powerful were Hardegree's comments about

grand jury tampering by the Reagan administration, something else Behar
deemed unworthy of mention.

And the person who most suffered the effects of this grand jury tam-

pering was IRS investigator William C. Duncan, who had spent ten years

trying to unravel the Mena mystery.

Behar's investigation, on the other hand, involved spending one week
in Little Rock, much of it in the Capitol Hotel, more than 130 miles from
Mena. And yet Behar dismissed the results of Duncan's reams of reports and
interviews documenting his years of probing behind the closely guarded

and protected money-laundering operation in Arkansas. At great personal

and professional risk, because he had taken Behar into his complete confi-

dence, Duncan went so far as to give Behar a portion of the key evidence

provided by the Arkansas attorney general's office to Independent Counsel

Lawrence Walsh in Washington.

Duncan, in a 1993 interview with the authors, said he had numerous
discussions with Behar while he was in Little Rock, all of which Duncan
thought was part of a serious journalistic investigation.

He now admits he learned the hard way that the media is not inter-

ested in anything "not served up on a silver platter."

"I feel personally betrayed by him (Behar)," Duncan said to the

authors. Duncan described what happened in Mena as a "complete break-

down of the judicial system." Yet, the only reference to Duncan or the issue

of the Justice Department's stonewalling its own investigation in the entire

TIME article was an allusion to "law enforcement officers (who) grumble

that the case had been scuttled by higher-ups in Washington."

"I am disgusted and sickened by the entire media attitude," Duncan
said, referring to the frenzy of media activity around the time of Behar's trip

to Little Rock. This comment only resulted in discrediting Duncan's ten

years of investigative work.
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Duncan remains confused as to Behar's motives for nuking the Mena

scandal and using TIME magazine's massive influence to sabotage the inves-

tigation. Especially so after Behar's telephone call to Duncan shortly after

the article appeared. During the call, Duncan said, he "perceived Behar as

sounding embarrassed ... he sounded apologetic and used language to the

effect he (Behar) had been under pressure to do a 'hatchet job' and had lost

control of the article . . . and did not intend for the article to portray the

issue the way it turned out."

High-quality evidence such as Duncan had provided Behar, required of

a lot neutralizing. Back in Nev^ York, Behar set upon the search for tangi-

ble evidence to bolster his view that he was only dealing with a pack of liars.

That pack included a U.S. representative, a seventeen-year veteran IRS

criminal investigator, an Arkansas state criminal investigator, a county pros-

ecutor and his deputy, a financial expert, and a man who claimed to have

"bugs" planted in the Arkansas governor's mansion. None of this mattered,

obviously, as Behar zeroed in on his newfound target, a man with eight

years of military intelligence experience and a veteran of three CIA black

operations—Terry Reed.

Behar clearly set upon a course of rearranging the facts to fit his bias

and then apparently wrote the article as he, or his bosses, saw fit. He then

must have felt it necessary to perform some due diligence on the eve of his

deadline for the article (March 27, 1992) since he then contacted Oliver

North for his comments on the developing Mena scandal. The powder-puff

questioning of North that followed signified that Behar probably did not

want to disturb the "slant" his article had already taken.

Behar first contacted Nicole Seligman, one of North's attorneys from
the firm of Williams and Connolly.

BEHAR I think this story is shaping into a story about a con man. That's what
all the evidence indicates. But, basically, I thought it was useful to see

if maybe there was a shred of truth, maybe he (North) had met him
(Reed) or something or other, their paths crossed.

seligman Let me see if I can even find him (North) and if he's inclined to

say anything about anything. . . .

BEHAR At the very least, if I could use even a nonattributing quote, you
know, an attorney close to him (North) or something.

SELIGMAN No, we attorneys don't talk to the press. We haven't—no, I

mean, even no, we just don't. We haven't from day one and we're not.

BEHAR Sure, but if there was a way somehow to use that, then this would
be a way to dismiss him . . .

SELIGMAN Okay. Somebody will try to get back to you.

Later the same evening, with Oliver North on the line, the following con-
versation took place. It sounds rehearsed. Behar had apparently provided
questions to North prior to the interview, and Behar's own words certainly
set the stage for a get-to-the-bottom-of-things grilling.

SELIGMAN Ollie, are you there?
NORTH Richard?
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BEHAR Hello, Ollie.

NORTH Hilarious hogwash. You can quote me.

SELIGMAN No, but wait. Before you (North) say that, you're supposed to ask

what it is that he's (Behar) asking about.

NORTH All right, ask me. After the question I'll give you my comment.
BEHAR I'm sure you probably get a lot of this.

NORTH I do. I can't believe TIME magazine is going to waste good column
mention on it. Go ahead. . . .

BEHAR Okay. Yeah, well, there are reasonsfor us doing the story beyond how it may
seem to you. You 'II see when you see the story. . . .

NORTH I'm sure I will. I'll just bend over.

BEHAR But have you ever met Terry Reed?

NORTH No. Go ahead, ask me the next question.

BEHAR Never spoke to him?
NORTH No, go on.

BEHAR Well, then, I guess everything else kind of, everything else I

shouldn't even bother asking then, because you obviously didn't intro-

duce him . . .

NORTH I thought it was funny, I thought it was great.

Later on in the "grueling" interrogation of the man convicted of lying to

Congress, Behar did get in a question about Mena between barbs directed

toward the press.

BEHAR Well, it's difficult sometimes for the press to sort things out, espe-

cially when they don't give it a lot of time. . . . But that's what they

need to do. Was anything going on at Mena?
NORTH At who?
BEHAR Mena, Arkansas, having to do with the Contras?

NORTH I haven 't been there. I can't imagine that anything is going on at Mena
with the Contras since they're all out of business.

From the conversation, it was clear Behar did not want any real answers,

even if they had been offered. Behar never asked the key questions: Did

North know Barry Seal? Did he know about Project Donation? Did he know
FBI agent Wayne Barlow? Had he been to Oklahoma City? Why was he

going to take the Fifth Amendment, as his lawyers had said, when subpoe-

naed to Reed's criminal trial in Wichita?

Behar behaved as if he didn't know that he was interrogating the man
who had expertly lied under oath about knowing Rob Owen, his very own
Contra cut-out. Owen, North's bag man and battlefield intelligence gath-

erer, later testified during the Iran-Contra hearings that he met with North

on more than 100 occasions. Why then, did Behar allow North to disavow

knowledge of Reed after only one question about him?
Instead, the conversation drifted into speculation on who might have

been using Mena to resupply the Contras. North suggested to Behar

that conceivably a man named Tom Posey, a person who helped the "resis-

tance, and organized an outfit called CMA," may have had something to do
with it.
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NORTH Bui there were lots of organizations that were doing that. You know,

conservative-focused organizations and folks who felt very strongly

that the policy of Congress was wrong and they wanted to help. And

many of them were doing it totally independently, not everybody was

Joe Coors. . . . Don't bother putting Joe Coors in the article.

BEHAR No, no, no, I won't.

NORTH This is just a little background ... but this fellow Posey may have

been from Arkansas. But Mena doesn't mean a thing to me.

BEHAR You've never heard of it or been there?

NORTH I may have, but there's obviously nothing in it that Larry Walsh

(Independent Prosecutor Lawrence Walsh) ever asked me about. . . .

Not only did North just contradict his earher statement about having

never been to Mena, the comments about Walsh never asking him about

this whole affair are very disturbing. One would think that the materials

provided Walsh by the Arkansas state attorney general's office and those of

Congressman Bill Alexander would have at least warranted Walsh's ques-

tioning of North in these areas. Behar was either ignorant of the importance

of North's statement expressing lack of concern by Walsh's office, or he

simply chose to overlook it, since he questioned North no further about

Mena.
The mystery surrounding Behar's lack of aggressiveness in questioning

North about Mena is compounded by the fact that Behar had in his posses-

sion a report saying North had indeed been seen in Mena. Bill Duncan had

earlier provided Behar wdth the results of an interview taken on December
21, 1989, indicating that Ernal Cunningham, a Mena resident, had given

strangers a ride from the Mena Airport and dropped them off in town to

dine. The event, which Cunningham said took place either in 1985 or 1986,

involved three unknown white males, one of whom he would later iden-

tify from the televised Iran-Contra hearings as Oliver North.

Ignoring or overlooking leads while investigating a cover-up as complex
as the one enshrouding Mena is one thing. But to deliberately undermine
other investigative efforts and to jeopardize the life of your confidential

source is quite another.

Instead of quiedy investigating and developing his own supporting evi-

dence and sources to corroborate Reed's allegations about some very pow-
erful people in Arkansas, Behar employed a technique that is sure to solicit

a hostile and prevaricated response. He repeatedly went straight to the

accused armed only with the off-the-record information supplied to him by
Reed. The accused person is customarily and logically the last person on a

good investigative reporter's list of interviews.

Behar's reckless disregard for the safety of the Reed family and his total

lack of journalistic professionalism is best captured in the transcripts of

Behar's own taped interviews. The following is from a taped conversation
with Seth Ward, the owner of POM and the man who leveraged his way
into the CIA's gun-parts business.

BEHAR I'm going to try to get to the bottom of it (Reed's allegations).
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WARD We'll you're at the bottom of it as far as I'm concerned, right now.
You know everything that I know about Terry Reed. You know every-

thing that my son (Skeeter) knows about Terry Reed. And after you
talk to my son-in-law, Webb Hubbell, you'll know everything that

Webb told you about Terry Reed. . . .

BEHAR Well what can I say? He's (Reed) got your family linked to bringing

illegal weapons down to the Contras in Nicaragua, manufacturing

them for transport, working for Barry Seal.

WARD That's the most farfetched, asinine thing I ever heard in my life. . . .

oh, hell, I can give you a hundred brokers that's here in Little Rock,

businessmen who have known me for years. . . . They'll say I've never

been involved in anything disreputable.

BEHAR All right. Well, I've taken enough of your time I think.

WARD Yeah, but once you mentioned what Terry Reed was up to, I felt like

I better tell you everything that I knew about it. . . .

BEHAR I'm sure it's very upsetting, too. Does it upset you much? You don't

seem particularly upset by it.

WARD I'm a little bit numb. ... it would be difficult for it to upset me.

BEHAR I see what you mean. But you'd certainly be upset if national pub-

lications . . .

WARD Yeah, I would. And I don't know what I could do about it. If there

was any substance to Terry Reed, I'd sue the shit out of him. . . .

BEHAR All right. Well, I really appreciate all the time you've spent with me.
WARD Let me ask you. What's the name of this newspaper you say you saw?

(Behar was confidentially shown an advance copy of The Nation by Bill

Duncan. As a result of The Nation's investigative efforts, a detailed article

was coming out in that publication on POM's involvement in the Contra

support activities. By offering this information to the subject of the expose

and alerting him to all their revelations, Behar was violating the oath of

secrecy he had promised Duncan and was alerting the Ward family about

the upcoming article.)

BEHAR The Nation.

WARD That's a New York paper?

BEHAR It's a liberal newspaper but it's sort of like, it looks like a little mag-
azine but it's a newspaper. And it's based out of New York, and it goes

around the world, around the country.

WARD I'll tell you one thing. If these allegations are in there . . . we'll sue

the living hell out of them.

A subsequent conversation with Seth Ward:

BEHAR Terry Reed has offered to take a polygraph examination.

WARD I don't give a shit what he's offered to do.

BEHAR Is that the kind of thing you'd be willing to take as well?

WARD I ain't going to take a polygraph test. I'll show you records; I'll show
you bottom line. I have nothing to conceal. . . . You talk to Webb
(Hubbell) on Monday.
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Behar did talk to Webb Hubbell the following week, after he returned to

New York. From portions of the transcript of the conversations with

Hubbell, it sounds as if Behar is doing his best to contain the Mena scandal;

especially as it pertains to POM, the company for which Hubbell was cor-

porate attorney prior to moving to Washington to become Bill Clinton's

assistant United States attorney general.

BEHAR Do you remember Terry Reed?

HUBBELL Yeah, not well. I mean, I wasn't a close personal friend or any-

thing, but I remember him.

BEHAR Right. Are you aware of the nature of his allegations right now?

HUBBELL I've read about them in the newspapers, you know. . . .

BEHAR Well, he (Reed) has drawn me a diagram showing all of the partic-

ipants in the resupplying of the Contras.

HUBBELL Am I one?

BEHAR He's got you right up here.

HUBBELL Yeah. Well, what did I do?

BEHAR Well, you had knowledge . . . that you may not have been directly

involved in the operation, but certainly Seth Ward, Jr.(Skeeter), Finis

(Shellnut), and Seth Ward, Sr. were involved in the operation to . . .

Well, Finis was the one who Terry had to call when he was dropping

parcels of cash from his airplane. . . .

HUBBELL Have you talked to Finis? . . . Okay. You better tell Finis why
you're calling, because he might think you're calling about something

else. But . . .

BEHAR Okay. And then POM, which you helped set up.

HUBBELL Yeah.

BEHAR Okay. Well, POM was apparently making, according to Terry, illegal

autosears. It's an autosear, it's part of an Ml 6 rifle. Making these ille-

gally in order to then transport these weapons down to the Contras.

HUBBELL I think I've been to the plant several times, and I've only seen

them making parking meters.

BEHAR Do you think, has the company ever made anything for a weapon?
HUBBELL It has made, I think, a nose cone or something like that for LTV.

BEHAR A rocket launcher? (The Nation article Behar had been shown by
Duncan had made a connection between POM and other federal

weapons contracts.)

HUBBELL A rocket launcher or something like that. I do know they did that,

yeah, made a part.

BEHAR You think Terry was down there in Mena working for Seal?

HUBBELL I have no idea. ... I didn't keep track of Terry's whereabouts. . . .

BEHAR Terry says that Bill Clinton was involved in overseeing this thing, as

well as Bobby Nash.

HUBBELL That's ridiculous.

A subsequent conversation with Webster Hubbell.

BEHAR Well, listen, can I make a recommendation to you off the record?
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HUBBELL Sure.

behar And this is, I don't particularly want these guys to know that I'm on
this story, but it seems to me that they're acting irresponsibly. The

Nation newspaper.

HUBBELL Uh-huh.
behar Apparently, I heard it through the grapevine they (The Nation) had

an interview with Skeeter (Hubbell's brother-in-law, who runs POM).
HUBBELL He shouldn't be talking to them.

behar And, supposedly, Skeeter told them that you guys have done exit

cones on nuclear weapons at POM.
HUBBELL He wouldn't have said that. He knows better.

BEHAR Well, that's just the thing. I don't know why it would come back to

me through the different channels about nuclear weapons unless the

story is taking a life of its own. What you might want to do is give a

ring to The Nation and speak to whoever is doing the story, and clear it

up before they put it in their damned newspaper.

HUBBELL Yeah.

BEHAR But you didn't hear it from me.

HUBBELL I appreciate it, I really do. Thank you.

Behar apparently wasn't content to get only the Ward family agitated and
after Terry. As soon as he finished undermining The Nation 's article, he called

Toshiba Machine Tool in Chicago and got Takashi Osato, the Japanese

former vice president of Toshiba on the line. Behar asked Osato, among
other things, if he had known that Reed had been working for the FBI in

an undercover capacity and spying on Toshiba. By doing so, Behar com-
promised Reed's cover and had him ostracized from the Asian machine-tool

industry forever!

BEHAR Well, let me tell you. Terry Reed has made a lot of different allega-

tions.

OSATO Oh, really? I didn't know that.

BEPL\R Not about Toshiba, no. But it has to do with . . .

OSATO Another company?
BEHAR The CIA.

OSATO Oh, really?

BEHAR Can I ask you something? Terry says that he did some intelligence

work ... for the FBI.

OSATO For the FBI?

BEHAR The FBI, while he was working with Toshiba.

OSATO What?
BEHAR Yeah.

OSATO (inaudible)

BEHAR He was working for the FBI. Do you know the FBI?

OSATO Yeah, uh-huh.
BEHAR Trying to find out how machinery is going from Japan to America,

that he was working as an agent.

OSATO Oh, really?
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BEHAR For the FBI.

OSATO I didn't know that. I haven't been told about it.

BEHAR Does that sound crazy?

OSATO Yes, sounds crazy, but I really don't know. He (Reed) never told me

such a thing.

BEHAR Do you remember the scandal with Toshiba? ... In 1986? . . .

Remember, the president of the company committed suicide and that

Toshiba apologized to America? Do you remember all this? . . .

OSATO Uh-huh.

BEHAR Terry says the work he did was part of this thing . . . that his work

led to this thing. Is this crazy?

OSATO Sounds crazy. Sounds crazy.

BEHAR He was just a salesman. He was not working for the FBI.

For no logical reason, Behar had just informed the very man Reed had

"monitored" for John Cathey (Oliver North) and the CIA that it had been

Reed who was the undercover agent spying on Toshiba's Houston ware-

house— the same facilities Osato had managed when Reed was a Toshiba

dealer in Oklahoma and when Toshiba committed their illegal and trea-

sonist acts. Without a doubt, Reed was now a dead man— at least within

the Japanese business community.

So, even in light of overpowering evidence that there was a major, ongoing

cover-up— orchestrated initially by the Reagan White House, continued by

the Bush administration and now spilling over onto Democratic presiden-

tial hopeful Bill Clinton—Behar was choosing to put the burden of proof

squarely in the lap of Terry Reed. Reed was overwhelmed by Behar's attack

as he listened on the pay phone.

REED I thought you wanted to write an article about Jack Blum's cover-up,

about Lawrence Walsh's cover-up.

BEHAR I'm not convinced there is a cover-up. Prove it to me.
REED Prove what to you?
BEHAR Prove to me that you were involved in this resupply operation.

REED Okay, let's fly down to Mexico at your expense.
BEHAR No.

REED Do you want to see Carlos (sic) Fiero (Mexico's DFS chief in Guadala-
jara and liaison to CIA's Operation Screw Worm)? Do you want to see

where the weapons were stored?

BEHAR You have not provided me with documentation.

Not only had the Reeds provided Behar with over 300 pages of evidence to

prove their story, but Behar had been covertly supplied with a portion of

the materials sent to Lawrence Walsh by the Arkansas attorney general's
office (a three-inch-thick file). The source of these documents, in addition
to Reed and his inside knowledge, gave Behar the equivalent of two "Deep
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Throats" in order to expose what is probably the best-contained U.S. gov-

ernment scandal of the twentieth century.

What did Behar elect to do? He sabotaged his Deep Throat (Terry Reed
and family) so effectively that Thomas G. Whittle of Freedom magazine would
write, "The magazine (TIME) must answer why, instead of helping to raise

the lid off the Mena cover-up, it evidently sought to drive more nails into it."^^

Fearing for their children's safety, the Reed family literally fled Moorpark,
California, in the middle of the day on April 1, 1992. The fully loaded U-

Haul truck pulled up in front of the Peach Hill Elementary School precisely

at noon, Janis frantically collected her sons, and they headed east to a des-

tination unknown.
Their old friend, fear, was once again trailing them, just off their

bumper. This time their pursuers might include the CIA, the FBI, the Demo-
cratic and/or the Republican parties, Felix Rodriguez, Ramon Medina and,

now, TIME magazine.

In a state of shock, and with no income, they pulled into Phoenix, Ari-

zona, towing their belongings and keeping an eye on the rear-view mirror.

Terry took time there to call on his prospective client, Clark Ronnow, and
divulged to him that he was no longer with his Japanese employer and would
therefore be unable to continue working on Ronnow's bicycle project.

Ronnow asked no questions about Reed's departure from Los Angeles

but suggested he contract directly with his firm, so that Terry could com-
plete the automation plan for the new product his company was schedul-

ing to manufacture.

Terry and Janis were reluctant to take Ronnow into their confidence

and share the details of their plight, for fear that he too would treat them
as if they were carrying a contagious disease. More in error they could not

have been.

After deciding to take Ronnow up on his offer and to return once again

to a one-day-at-a-time lifestyle, they sought temporary, anonymous lodging

and formulated plans to move on immediately if the situation warranted.

A few days after settling into a cautious work routine, the TIME article

was published, just as Behar had promised and threatened. It was appro-

priately titled "Anatomy of a Smear" and appeared in TIME'S April 20, 1992,

issue.

It was worse than imagined. With the ink of his ballpoint pen, Richard

Behar had most surely dealt the death blow to their court case and made
meaningless their uncountable hours of sacrifice and laborious preparation.

No one would believe them now. Not with a publication as credible as TIME
calling Terry a charlatan, a thief and a liar . . . and claiming the operations

in Mena never happened. Behar even vindictively printed the name of the

small California town in which they had taken up residence. Why?
The Reeds only comfort was that their children were safely with them,

once again securely snuggled in sleeping bags on a motel floor, and that
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they had left Los Angeles on the eve of the riots resulting from the Rodney

King trial.

After spending a sleepless and emotional night reading the piece over

and over and over, wishing it to miraculously disappear, Terry left a still-

weeping Janis and drove to the office to confront Ronnow with the article.

He was fully expecting immediate abandonment by Clark and his firm.

Clark, a Mormon, sat quietly in his office savoring every grizzly, ugly,

slanted, scandalous, untruthful and slander-riddled detail of the full-page,

tabloid-style, slash-and-burn article. After appearing to read it at least twice,

he lowered the magazine from his face and said, "Damn, I've been trying

my whole life to get in this magazine, and you just made a full page!"

Reedjust sat there in silent disbelief, so Clark added, "This article is your credibility,

don 'tyou see it? You must be a big threat to Bill Clinton or they wouldn 'tgo to this

much trouble to discredit you.

"

Terry could finally speak and then rapidly attempted to explain away

every flesh-ripping word of the scathing article, causing Ronnow to inter-

rupt with, "Slow down, I'm a believer. We can sit here and talk about this

all day long if you like. Then I've got some stories for you, Terry."

As they talked that day of governments, hypocrisies, intelligence agen-

cies, politics, life and the media, the conversation finally evolved toward a

discussion of religion.

It was amazing and enlightening to Terry how Ronnow compared the

"persecution of the Reeds" to that of Joseph Smith, the founder of the

Mormon Church. The Mormon Church, Terry learned, was built upon the

premise of sheltering those being singled out and punished for daring to be

different.

How refreshing and uplifting the summer of 1992 turned out to be for

the Reed family as they were "harbored" by their newfound friends, Clark

Ronnow and the Mormon Church. The comfort and support provided to

them not only helped take the sting out of Richard Behar's words, it actu-

ally restored their faith in their fellow man. "Nice people actually still exist/'

Janis would say in near disbelief.

Here they were, feeling protected by relative strangers who seemed to

respond to and be guided by an unspoken bond, a greater force. Their kind-

ness will never be forgotten by the Reeds and will be carried as a debt until

it can be repaid tenfold.

It was such a stark contrast to behavior of alleged friends, who more
typically responded, "Hey Reed, since the TIME piece, you're dead. You're
history. Your stock just crashed!"

They learned a lot about people and friends that summer. And the
Mormon religion as well.

Due to 7/M£"s reckless attack on the Reeds, the fervor surrounding the
Mena scandal simply died off and went away. Scott Shugar would inform
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Terry that "Prime Time Live" was killing his special due to his perceived lack

of credibility.

Again quoting from Freedom magazine's May 1993 article covering the

TZMf/Behar libel suit: "In TZM£'speak, when one throws enough allega-

tions, insinuations, and double-edged questions, the task has been accom-
plished: the victim, if not dead, has been bloodied and his reputation

rendered a shadow of its former self."

A well-orchestrated and -executed disinformation program had robbed

Terry of the one thing he valued the most, his word. He was now consid-

ered a liar. It was as if he suddenly had a plague. He felt blackballed by the

media. He was being treated as a leper.

Terry was discovering that the cynical writer in New York named John
Cummings was right once again. "The major media all march in lockstep,"

he had said earlier. "What one does, the other does. They're afraid to go

take a piss without holding each other's hand."

And the Reeds' attorney, John Hall? He was quick to abandon them.

He would lie by saying that he was dropping the Reed case due to an argu-

ment Terry had with his secretary, Ruth. He would then tell reporters that

he could not corroborate Reed's story, knowing all along he had not both-

ered to depose even one single witness.

But this was not the reason Hall publicly divorced himself from the

Reeds. The transcripts of taped phone conversations between Behar and

Hall effectively prove that Hall violated his fiduciary responsibility and
attorney-client privilege and had inexplicably sided with Behar, becoming
a willing participant in the effort to strip Reed of his credibility.

Once back in Little Rock from the Reed/Hall/Behar meeting in Cali-

fornia, Hall apparently enlisted Behar as an investigator to examine his own
client instead of keeping Behar focused on the money-laundering aspects

of his supposed probing. Unbeknownst to Reed, and without his permis-

sion. Hall was sharing with Behar confidential client-attorney correspon-

dence, information and strategy. Behar and Hall talked privately about

details of Reed's debriefing in Reno, Nevada, and Lake Tahoe, California,

among other things. The taped conversation that follows centered on the

Clinton/Reed meeting at Juanita's Restaurant in Little Rock.

HALL The whole thing sounds a little squirrelly to me, anyway.

BEHAR Which whole thing?

HALL Being in the van smoking a joint.

BEHAR Yeah, I know.
HALL In front of somebody you don't know. I could see him (Clinton)

maybe doing it with somebody who had given him a blow job, but not

in front of somebody he doesn't know.
BEHAR Well . . .

HALL I mean, cocaine possession is one thing. (This unexplained reference

to cocaine must be from a private conversation Behar and Hall had con-

cerning cocaine use by Clinton.)

BEHAR It's the kind of thing that's almost so preposterous that it has to be

true. Do you know what I mean?
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HALL It could possibly be true.

BEHAR Well have you found Terry to be, you know, credible in everything

else? Or have you found discrepancies?

HALL I haven't been able to corroborate him, that's the problem.

BEHAR Yeah.

HALL That's why I hope at least some of the stuff (federal court discovery)

from the AG's office will corroborate him.

BEHAR Oh, you're hoping that I can. Yeah, I've been having some trouble.

HALL That's part of the problem. That's the nature of the beasties. Out there

on his (Reed's) own, expected to do all this stuff . . . That's the whole

point.

BEHAR Well, listen. I just turned up something that I think I probably should

not have gotten from you.

HALL What?
BEHAR Some letter from Janis (Reed) to you.

HALL Okay. You got the original then?

BEHAR Yeah, I got the original . . . but if she (Janis) asks you, and you don't

know, she might get upset.

HALL Yeah, she would. She's kind of like that.

BEHAR Have you asked Terry if he'd be willing to settle (the court case)? . . .

Did you ask him if he had a bottom line financially?

HALL Not this week. I might have made some comment about settling the

case back when it was filed. It could be settled. . . .

In a subsequent conversation, Behar and Hall seem very concerned about

sheltering Reed from other reporters, and, again, Behar begins probing into

areas of confidential client-attorney privilege, and Hall allows him to do so.

HALL And the Washington Times has seven reporters here now.
BEHAR Are they interested in Terry?

HALL Not yet. They have talked to me briefly about Terry, but they haven't

come back.

BEHAR Anyone in the press really trying to get stuff on Terry or not yet?

HALL Not yet.

BEHAR You haven't talked to Terry about the governor increasing his fund?
(The governor's emergency fund that Hall had speculated about with
Reed was being increased in order to settle their case.)

HALL No, that's common. The governor's fund can be used for all kinds of

things. ... It could, in fact, be used because there was talk of trying to

get money out of that fund for the Mena case, and they never did. . . .

I'm going to have to go on a sojourn to Iowa and Chicago pretty soon.
I might take a side trip to New York so we can just sit down and put
our heads together. Are you going to be in New York next week?

BEHAR I'll let you know what my plans are.

HALL Because I was . . . since the last time we talked, I've really been con-
cerned about him (Reed) ... but I've been having my own doubts. I

shouldn't be telling you this because it probably violates attorney-client
privilege, so don't spread it around.
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So here was John Hall Terry and Janis Reed's attorney, claiming to a TIME
magazine reporter that he could not corroborate his client's story. Hall was
conveniently not sharing with Behar the Reeds' concerns that no deposi-

tions were being taken and that their case appeared to be hanging from only

the one fragile discovery demand Hall had made, that of the material

requested from the AG's office.

During this period. Hall was sharing none of his concerns with his

clients, the Reeds, nor was he informing them of the vast amounts of time

he was spending collaborating with Behar against their interests. One can

only speculate the agenda of Hall's planned trip to New York to confer with

Behar, since Hall certainly didn't make the Reeds aware of the "sojourn."

Strangely, Hall himself candidly admits that his clandestine conversa-

tions with Behar were in violation of client-attorney privilege, the very fiber

upon which all confidentiality is based. The Reeds knew nothing of the

doubts that Hall expressed to TIME magazine, and, contrarily, in his con-

versations with the Reeds, Hall reflected only optimism about the outcome
of their pending civil rights trial— right up until May 1992, when he peti-

tioned the court to be relieved as their counsel, leaving them without legal

representation only four months from their trial date.

And Independent Counsel Lawrence Walsh would do little but help

contain the Mena scandal by inexplicably sitting on the evidence supplied

him by Arkansas State Attorney General Winston Bryant and Democratic

Congressman Bill Alexander. Walsh's office took no action on the reams of

evidence supplied by the state and instead waited until 1993 to cite that

"whatever statutes may have applied to criminal activities at Mena have
now expired." And even after this ambiguous position, Walsh's office ruled

to not allow Reed access to all of the materials supplied to them on the sub-

ject of Mena, claiming national security grounds.

The Reeds were told that their testimony, which they had volunteered

to the Walsh committee, and which surely would have exposed the true

depths of the Reagan/Bush administration's complicity in the Iran-Contra

conspiracy, was mysteriously "outside the scope of its investigation."

And Bill Clinton limped along, dodging one major disaster after

another. He claimed to be incapable of inhaling a marijuana cigarette. How
can this be possible? the Reeds asked. First, Terry had witnessed Clinton

smoke in the van outside the restaurant. Second, how could anyone even

near their own age say anything so foolish, concocted and unbelievable? If

this was an indication of how quickly Clinton could think on his feet when
confronted with a difficult question, Terry concluded, he'll make one hell

of a commander in chief.

Then came Clinton's draft issue. That was a real problem. To counter

that dilemma would once again require the aid of TIME magazine. His old

friend and college classmate. Strobe Talbott, who is now number three man
in the State Department and ambassador at large, would conveniently use

his editorial powers at TIME to defend candidate Bill Clinton. ^^ Talbott

would be forced to switch from covering important world political events

— for example the break-up of the Soviet Union—and write an article in
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defense of Clinton's draft record entitled "Clinton and the Draft: A Personal

Testimony."

In the April 6, 1992, article, Talbott defended Clinton by claiming that

as a college student his old friend may have enrolled in an ROTC program

in order to avoid the draft, but that he began to wrestle with his conscience

and feel the guilt of compromising his values by taking on the obligation to

later serve as an Army officer. Therefore, Talbott explained, Clinton with-

drew from the ROTC program in order to become eligible for the draft, and

cast his fate to the lottery system.

However, the article failed to mention that Clinton experienced this

newfound moral conscienceness only after finding that his birthdate

afforded him a high lottery number, thereby making his chances of being

drahed highly improbable.

Clinton would in fact selectively quote profusely from TIME magazine

throughout the campaign, whenever it was to his advantage. After deliver-

ing a speech to the NAACP in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, on April 21, 1992,

reporters approached Clinton about the Reeds' civil suit involving his state.

They specifically inquired about the allegations that Mena had been used for

Contra training operations and asked if Clinton's chief of security, Raymond
Young, played any role in the cover-up of the Agency's activities there.

One reporter said that Clinton "flew off the handle and shouted. That's

bull. That fantasy was discredited by (TIME) magazine.'"

As the Reeds hit their new emotional bottom, after being abandoned

by their legal counsel, and saw the chances of having their day in court

evaporate before them, the bulldog "scribbler" from New York came and
sarcastically said in his usual condescending New Yorker tone, "You see, I

told you they'd never let you get this subject into court. The offer still

stands, if you want to do a book."

Two months after the publication of the TIME article, Terry would make a

miraculous find. At long last, he understood the big picture of his Agency
involvement by discovering that Robert Johnson was none other than
William R Barr, the attorney general of the United States. Barr, appointed
by President George Bush in 1991, was an apparatchik who had a way of

emerging from the shadows when Bush needed his trail covered.

The 43 -year-old lawyer and ex-CIA analyst, little known outside Belt-

way legal circles, had a history of crisscrossing Bush's path at critical times.

This confluence of careers within the world of intelligence eventually
empowered him to become the dark overseer of the cabal that subverted
the U.S. Constitution he took an oath as attorney general to uphold.

Barr was the man that William Safire, the New York Times 's conservative
columnist, called the Justice Department's "Cover-up General" in a 1992
column criticizing Barr's refusal to seek the appointment of a special prose-
cutor to investigate the Bush administration for continuing aid to Saddam
Hussein after it was eminently clear that Iraq was about to invade Kuwait. ^^



Deep Throat Is Sabotaged 655

Barr had joined the CIA in 1973, where his work brought him into con-

tact with the future vice president while Bush was serving as the Agency's

director from 1976 to 1977. By 1978, Barr had joined the Washington law
firm of Shaw, Pittman, Potts and Trowbridge, a firm very much aligned with

the CIA, which had a history of providing criminal defense for intelligence

agents.

From there, Barr moved into a well-placed political position and
became a member of the transition team of President-elect Ronald Reagan
in 1980. Two years later, he was deputy assistant director of the Domestic

Policy Council and served on the Reagan White House staff, where he again

began orbiting in the same circles as George Bush and Bill Casey, then direc-

tor of the CIA.

In 1983, around the time Oliver North was forming Project Donation

and was briefing Terry Reed on the CIA's efforts to bypass the congression-

ally imposed Boland Amendment, Barr strangely left the White House and
drifted into obscurity, allegedly back to the firm of Shaw, Pittman. This lower

profile position—out of the media's eye and off the government's payroll

—

gave him freedom of movement and less chance of being discovered as he

assisted the Agency and Southern Air Transport as they ramped-up for Oper-

ation Screw Worm in Mexico and had need of "specialized" legal services.

Having survived the near catastrophe of Iran-Contra, George Bush
needed Barr's overt services in 1988 and returned him to the White House
to aid in the selection of a running mate. He was forced to stay on through-

out the campaign, however, and became a Dan Quayle handler when the

vice presidential nominee experienced trouble from his draft avoidance

record during the Vietnam War.

For solving problems and helping his old CIA boss get elected president,

Barr was given a position on Bush's transition team and, in April 1989, was
appointed assistant attorney general for the office of legal counsel. By July

1990, he was Bush's deputy attorney general, the number two man in the

Justice Department, overshadowed only by Attorney General Richard

Thornburgh, who he replaced in October 1991. He was 41 years old at the

time, making him the third youngest attorney general ever appointed.

Adding additional intrigue, it was Barr who drafted the legal opinion

justifying the invasion of Panama and the arrest of Panamanian General

Manuel Noreiga, a paid CIA asset. ^^ And Noriega who claimed it was the

CIA, not he, who was trafficking in cocaine through his country. Could it

be. Reed wondered, that the whole damn U.S. invasion had been designed

to cover the Agency's trafficking trail and to silence Noriega about CIA
involvement in Bill Clinton's state? After all, it was Noriega's people who
Max Gomez had said were going to start "investing" in Arkansas, Terry

recalled from the conversations in the bunker near Little Rock.

The Reagan administration and the Agency most assuredly were the

ones who engineered the assassination of Barry Seal, for the same reasons.

Seal's name had rolled off the lips of Akihide Sawahata, Bob Nash, Felix

Rodriguez, Oliver North, William Barr and Bill Clinton— in the same con-

text that the CIA had grown to view Noriega—an asset becoming a liability.
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Noriega must have been just another disposable asset, like Barry Seal

and countless others like Terry Reed. But Noriega will undoubtedly be

replaced by someone less compromising now that the Agency has another of

their men in the oval office— their man who's being protected by the likes

of Buddy Young.*

P.S. Barry, I've gone as far as I dare in my attempt to correct the wrongs

done to you . . . at least for now. I miss you, you calculated risk taker, and I

can still hear you laughing.

SSSSSSSSSSSSOOOOOOOOOOOEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEPIG!!!!
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ANATOMYOFA SMEAR
Terry Reed loves to tell

reporters scandalous

tales about Bill Clintonand
the contras. The trouble

is the stories are false.

By RICHARD BEHAR LITTLE ROCK

TO
HEAR TERRY REED TELL IT,

during the niid-1980s he was a

key player in a covert "resup-

ply network" that flew arms to

the Nicaraguan contras and

drugs back to the U.S., using a

small airport in rural Arkansas as a base.

On top of that, t*ie enterprise was person-

ally supervised by Governor Bill Clinton,

whose state received 10% of the profits

from the operation. And according to

Reed, he even discussed the scheme with

Clinton while the Governor smoked mari-

juana in a van parked outside a busy Mexi-

can restaurant in Little Rock.

The only trouble with Reed's sensa-

tional tale is that not a word of it is true.

That inconvenient fact has not stopped a

busy rumor mill in Arkansas from crank-

ing out ever more preposterous allega-

tions, nor has it prevented some credulous

journalists, including Andrew Cockburn,

a columnist for the Nation, from using

Reed as a source for absurdly speculative

accounts. None of those who are taking

Reed's wild stories seriously seem to have

asked why Clinton, a vocal critic of U.S.

aid to the contras who even then was con-

sidering running for President, would

have done risky favors for the Reagan Ad-

ministration. But then again, answering

that question would spoil the fun.

As with most smears. Reed's allega-

tions are built on a slim foundation of

truth. Before being gunned down in Loui-

siana by a squad of Colombian hit men in

1986, a convicted drug smuggler and dea

informant named Barry Seal was involved

in something fishy at the airport in Mena,

a heavily wooded town 130 miles west of

Little Rock. In 1984 Seal played a part in

Oliver North's campaign to prove that the

Sandinista government was in league with

Colombia's Medellin cocaine cartel. In ex-

change for a reduced sentence on drug-

smuggling charges, Seal flew his C-123
transport plane to Managua and picked up
750 kilos of cocaine from a high-ranking

Sandinista official, recording the transac-

tion with hidden cameras.

What does this have to do with Reed, a

43-year-old pilot and machine-tool sales-

man who now lives in Moorpark, Calif.? He
claims that in 1983 North recruited him to

go to Mena to work with Seal and help

train contra pilots. He also says North

asked him to donate a Piper airplane to the

contras and then report the plane as stolen

so that insurance would cover his lo^s.

Later that year, Reed and his wife Janis re-

ceived a $33,000 insurance payment for

the Piper. He says he quit the contra effort

in August 1987 after he learned that it in-

volved drug running. For that, he claims,

the government sought revenge.

Two months later, a Little Rock private

investigator named Thomas Baker stum-

bled on a rusted Piper in a local aircraft

hangar. He asked his best friend, state po-

lice captain Raymond
("Buddy") Young, who has

been Clinton's chief of se-

curity for a decade, to run

the plane's identification

numbers through the fbi's

national crime data base.

Lo and behold, it turned

out to be Reed's missing

plane. Reed and his wife

were indicted for mail

fraud in Wichita. The case

was dismissed in 1990 af-

ter the government re-

fused to turn over North's

diaries, notes and phone
records, which Reed
claimed would back up his

alibi.

Since then Reed has

been waging a vendetta

against Baker and Young.

He began by filing a suit ac-

cusing them of fabricating

a federal crime. More re-

cently he has added Clin-

ton to his list of targets. In

an interview with Time, he breathlessly

proclaimed that "I just spoke to my lawyer

and he says that a Clinton emergency fund

was just increased considerably, and he

seems to think that some kind of offer will

be made to get this thing to go away." That

was news to Reed's attorney, John Wesley

Hall, a constitutional expert from Little

Rock, who says he actually told Reed that

no one would ever settle the suit. Adds
Hall: "I haven't been able to corroborate

[Reed's story], that's the problem."

No wonder. There is absolutely no

proof that Reed ever worked with either

the CIA or Seal. Oliver North denies that he

has ever met or spoken with him. A couple

with whom Reed claims he was dining on

the night of his alleged conversation with

TIME. APRIL 20, 1992

Clinton say they have never been to the

restaurant with Reed.

Over the past decade, Reed has shut-

tled from one job to another, leaving be-

hind a string of charges that he absconded
with company funds. Among his victims:

an Illinois-based Japanese machine-tool

company named Gomiya, which currently

has a $600,000 judgment outstanding

against him. Last month U.S. marshals

seized Reed's van for Gomiya. Reed
blames the cia.

Given Reed's track record, why does

anyone take him seriously? In part be-

cause there are so many unanswered
questions about what was going on at

Mena. In 1988 a federal grand jury that

Terry Reed at a California airport

had investigated the affair for three years

failed to return indictments, leading some
state law-enforcement officers to grumble

that the case had been scuttled by higher-

ups in Washington. Clinton says the state

has done everything it can to solve the

mystery. But Charles Black, a deputy state

prosecuting attorney, says when he asked

the Governor to provide financial assis-

tance so the state could conduct its own
grand jury investigation in 1988, Clinton

never got back to him. Last year Demo-
cratic Congressman Bfll Alexander ob-

tained $25,000 from the Federal Govern-

ment to fund a probe by the state police,

who will soon decide how to proceed with

the investigation. That is a timely idea, if

only to lay Reed's fabrication to rest.

45

TIME magazine's article written about Reed and Mena. Exhibit A, United States Dis-

trict Court, Southern District of New York, Case no. 93 CIV 2249.
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April 22. 1992

TirT>« Magazine Letters

Tim* arxJ Li(e Buiklmg

Rockefeller Center

New York. NY 10020

To t^• Editor

What an appropriate title »cr your article about my husband Terry

Re«d and me 'Anatomy ol a Smear* (Apnl 20, 1992)' But who is smearing

whom, and why' I was distressed to see that TIME used its considerable

reputation and authority to pass on to its millions of readers so many

inaccuracies and omissions

Eiampie In charactenzing Terry Reed and his "sensational tale'

regardir>g his knowledge d secret contra and associated drug operations.

TIME described him as 'a 43-year-old pilot and machine tool salesman"

TIME does not mention that he served honorably for eight years in Air

Force intelligence which included two tours of duty in the most highly

dassified operations of the war in Southeast Asia. Also, having been

airrxjst exclusively self-employed since 1982 by owning and operating his

own high-technology marketing/consulting company, he has hardly

established a pattern of "shuttling from one job to another".

TIME wrote that the Wichita fraud case relating to a missing plane

brought agamst my husband "was dismissed* The truth is that he was

brought to trial and found NOT GUILTY (acquitted). In a similar inaccuracy.

TIME saO that my husband, m subsequently bringing a lawsuit against

Tommy (not Thomas) Baker and Buddy Young, chief of Bill Clinton's

security force, "has been waging a vendetta*. TIME never mentioned that

the federal judge hearing the Wichita case wrote that the sworn

testimony of these men (Baker and Young) was made with "a reckless

disregard for the truth" Our federal suit filed in Arkansas names only

two people and Bill Clinton is not one of them. Furthermore, no dollar

amount has been placed on this suit. The actions that provide the

foundation for this suit began in 1987. long before Bill Clinton announced

his bid for president Our intent has only been for a jury to conclude that

there was a conspiracy to violate our constitutional rights.

Regardifig TIME'S reference to a judgment, we have made it no secret

that Gomiya. a Japanese trading company. hoWs a DEFAULT judgment

which surely will be overturned once their involvement in this affair is

exposed Gomiya's complicity in this matter was discussed m depth with

congressional investigators in our 1988 debriefing in Washington

When TIME wrote, " There is absolutely no proof that Reed ever

worked with ..the CIA. ..[and] Oliver North denies that he has ever met or

spoken with him*, it ignored two facts 1) The Classified Information

Procedures Act was nvoked by the government in our Wichita case when
the U S Attorney went on record saying that the FBI told him that it had

"prior contacts with Mr. Reed [that] involved classified information*, and

2) Oliver North has admitted his willingness to lie concerning national

securtiy matters and was convicted of doing so.

TIME states that "Terry Reed loves to tell reporters scandalous tales

about Bill Clinton and the contras" and gives as the mam example an

article in The Nation by Alexander Cockburn (whom TIME mistakenly

identified as "Andrew* Cockburn) But neither of us have ever spoken to

Mr Cockburn or otherwise cooperated with the Nation's story which was
drawn instead from court documents, depositions, and other public

records Whch. of course, raises an important question Why did TIME
make all of the foregomg damaging mistakes when the truth is m publicly

available materials'* This is especially puzzling since my husband and I

personally supplied most of these materials to the TIME reporter who
interviewed us We have tried to maintain a low profile regarding this

case to protect our three small children from additional stress, and have
not coope'ated m general with the countless media persons, investigators,

and political contenders who have pursued us for many months.
Nonetheless, if national attention is finally going to be focused on

Mena. Arkansas and certain nefarious government activities, then THANK
YOU TIME MAGAZINE for your article, even if it had to be at our expense'
Sir.cere

Jo 523 W Third St

Little Rock. AR 72201 (501) 371-9131

Letter that Janis Reed

wrote to TIME maga-

zine protesting Richard

Behar's story.
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mm:j;JBislrtct Court
SOUTHERN

DISTRICT OF

TERRV K, REED,

SUMMONS IN A CIVIL ACTION

CASE NUMBER

WARNE?. INC. t:;-!E inc. yj\CAz:NE

T:..i>e-Life 3uildi.-.c

Rockefeller Plaza'
New Vor.st, :tew York

BICKAPD SEKAR
-'o Ti.-ie Ir.c. .Mac2:i

Tl.Tie-Lifa Bide.
Rockefeller Pla:^

YOU ARE HEREBY SUMMONED ano reauirea lo tile witn the Cler* o( inis Coun ana serve uDon

an answer to the comolami whicn is rierewith serveO uoon you. within -or-" ::-:: Oavs atter service of

tnis summons uoon you. exciusiv • ol ine aay of sendee. If you tail to oo so. luO^iieni By oetauit will De taxen

against you for tne relief oemanaeo m the comciiaini.

UAviD ;Ar.]

BY DEPUrr CLcBK such other amount as the jury may find necessary to deter and

punish the defendants for the malicious libel set forth in this

complaint.

WHEREFORE, plaintiff prays for an award of damages against

all defendants as follows:

1

.

For general damages in an amount to be determined

at trial, but in no event less than the minimum jurisdictional

amount for this court;

2. For punitive damages in an amount not less than

541,600,000;

3. For an award of plaintiff's costs and reasonable

attorney's fees;

4. For such other, further and different relief as to

this Court may seem just and proper.

Respectfully submitted.

ROBERT S. MELON! , ESQ.
Attorney for Plaintiff Terry

ROBERT S. MELONI ( RM-8087

)

405 Park Avenue, Suite 1500
New York, New York 10022-4405
(212) 935-0900

Portions of the libel suit filed by Terry Reed against TIME and reporter Richard Behar.
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•n4 nMIT L.

I, coTtitn. i|»cl»I »t«nt of the r»<Ttl tuf«u of

F/L^O

^LTrmrrrFs—=^^az;

Ut-C-fl-414

DETOOANTS

i
KTTTnw TO nptTw «ai>nnit wrrs

k9«nt of Um rr4«r«l turaau of

rnUIT (. MCS and JMIIS UtD

FIL^P
••;?, 9 1993
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WBTIOW TO QUJLSI! MfQlH* DOCTS TtCUW

Nark Jcftl*. $p«elal kflent of ih* r*4tral iurea

Xnv«ttl9at
^-^~~—~~—~——~"~~"^^^-^-^^————^—

! 9 TO

TOWY (. WCC and JMIS MtV

RATMOND rOOHC aAd TQMXT .. »X(Z>

MOTlai TO OOASH

CAT. .-^r
BTStMHIIIIi.

LR-C-»1-414

DcrnowRS

Ceaaa Don fandart, tpvclal kgtnt of th« Drvg Enforeaaent

A^lnlatratlon, (9CA) by and throwqh Mt counaal, Rika Spada*.

Asilttant Unltad State* Attoritcy, and •e««i thla Court to quath tha

aubpoana duett tacua iafuvd t« SpKlal A9cnt Sandar* for tha

production of oartaln docuatnta purauant te fad. *. Civ. t. 4S(b).

(Subpoma attaebad a« Exhibit I).

OB Apr 11 -8, itti, th^ plaintiff eauaad a aubpoana due** t»ev»

to b« laauod te Don Sando.a, tpKlal AQMt of tha OtA. and a aen-

party te thla actlea. Aw dapoeltion la aeltedulad for TMaday,

April 1), It»l, at t:ee a. a. In Llttl* Mock. Arkanaaa". TKm roeorda

that ara tba aubjact of tha tubpeana duoaa tac\^. If tJwy axlat,

ara cXaaaifiad and ara proparty of tha Dapartaaat of Juatiea and

ara nendlacloaabla purauant te >• C.r.R. l$.H it. UB- ^*»

authority of tha Attomar Oanaral of tha Onitad SUUa te laaua

thaaa ra^ulatlont la praaiaad on Tltla S, O.S.C. t SOI, aad la a

lafltiaaCa aaarciaa of hia authority. Stti ^""'» " **«»« »4«

V.%. «•> iltiDt »a.k« » r^ltw«>r.. 1T7 O.S. 4tf (ItOO). TTtaaa

re^ulatlent hava Lhr forea and affact at a aututa.

100 0.*. II (107»).

Tha Attorney Ganaral hat latuad tJmtu re^ulatleDa, >• C.r.K.

l*.>t(b)()) and |b)(*) «ttlch itau ratpactlvaly:

(b) Aaeng tha daaandt In ratponta to which dtacleaura
will not ba aada by my Dapartaant official ara theaa
daaandt vllh rctpael to vtilch any of tba follovinf
factort atitt:

11) Dltcloaura would ra«aal Invattigatory raeorda
eo^piled for lav anforoaaant purpoaat, and would
intarfara with anforoaaant prooaadlnga or dlaclota
Inwattlqat l*t tachnlouat and prooadurai tha at facttvanaat
of which would Iharaby ba ia^lrad.

It it tba petition of Don Sandart, tha DtA. and tha Dapartjaant

Four government motions seeking to keep FBI agents from testifying in the Reeds'
civil case. "National security" is cited as a reason ... all for a $33,000 mail fraud case.
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April 7, 1993 rA'ul'A'.Tl'e"

$TU0>0 BlHINOCkLI

{• Via OuaiMi

VIA TELEFAX - 202 514-4371 and REGULAR MAIL louz -.*-
TCV. lej 7« Ol 3* »i

The Honorable Janet Reno
r^ ,« ,8 o. j* ss

Attorney General of the United States
Department of Justice
10th and Constitution Avenue, N.W.
Room 4400
Washington, D.C. 20530

Re: Terry Reed

Honorable Madam Attorney General:

I am the attorney for Terry Reed and his wife Janis
Reed in a pending Civil Rights action in the United States
District Court for the Eastern District of Arkansas, Western
Division entitled Terry K. Reed and Janis Reed v. Raymond Young
and Tommy L. Baker (No. LR-C-91-414 (J. Howard)). Terry Reed is
a former air force intelligence operative who served in Task
Force Alpha during the Vietnam war and has served as an intelli-
gence asset for both the FBI and CIA during the last 15 years.
His duties included the training of contra pilots in the mid-
1980 's in connection with the CIA's covert operations in the
State of Arkansas in support of the Nicaraguan contras.

During the course of recent discovery proceedings in
the litigation, I had occasion to serve subpoenas duces tecum on
three special agents of the FBI, Mark A. Jesse (Hot Springs,
Arkansas), Thomas W. Ross (Hot Springs, Arkansas) and Roy Chris-
topher (Little Rock, Arkansas). In addition, a subpoena duces
tecum was received by Don Sanders, an Arkansas State Trooper who
for the past several years has served on a joint task force with
the Drug Enforcement Administration in Little Rock, Arkansas.
Each of these agents responded to the subpoenas claiming that the
information sought was non-disclosable classified information
pursuant to 28 C.F.R. 16.21 et. seo. . and since their disclosure
"would disclose investigative techniques and impair the effec-
tiveness of law enforcement."

Letter written to United States Attorney General Janet Reno by Robert S. Meloni,

Reed's attorney, listing the obstructions of justice by the government in Terry Reed's

civil trial. Reno never responded.
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Briefly, the Information sought was narrowed to infor-

mation concerning Terry Reed and two piper arrow aircraft, regis-

tration numbers: N2982M and N30489, as well as seven other
aircraft flown by Mr. Reed in the CIA's Mena operation* and a

stolen 1979 Cessna T210, Reg. No. 5468A, the last of which was

used in a 1984 FBI sting operation at the CIA facility at Rich
Mountain Aviation in Mena, Arkansas. The aforementioned identi-
fication numbers played a key role in a mail fraud case bought
against Mr. and Mrs. Reed in 1989, involving Mr. Reed's stolen
aircraft bearing those identification numbers. In 1990, Mr. Reed
was acquitted after a trial on stipulated facts (the case against
his wife was dropped). In 1991, the Reeds commenced a Civil
Rights action against the two individuals cited above for viola-
tions of their constitutional rights in connection with that
criminal proceeding. Likewise, the above-referenced "N" numbers
play a key role in the Reeds' pending Civil Rights litigation.

It has become common knowledge that certain United
States intelligence agencies have, for many years, used stolen or
"laundered" airplanes in connection with their various opera-
tions. It is also become known that the CIA's Nicaraguan contra
operations in Arkansas also involved the use of so-called "laun-
dered" airplanes. We believe that as many as nine of the air-
planes Mr. Reed used to train the Nicaraguan contras in Arkansas
were also so-called "laundered" aircraft.

I am writing to respectfully request your intervention
in what appears to be a specious and unjustified attempt to
prevent Mr. Reed from obtaining access to the files of various
intelligence agencies pertaining to these two aircraft, as well
as to Mr. Reed himself. If, in fact, the United States Gcvern-
T.ent ' s intelligence agencies have used so-called laundered
aircraft in their operations, it can hardly be said that this
practice involves legitimate "investigative techniques" zhax will
impair the effectiveness of law enforcement. One need only ask
Congressman James Inhoff, who chairs the House Subcommittee on
Publics Works and Transportation, which is investigating this
phenomenon, since I understand that he himself had inadvertently
and unknowingly purchased one of these laundered aircraft for his
personal use. I also understand that Sen. David Boren is con-
ducting his own investigation into this matter as well. Further-
more, the investigations of the Arkansas State Police, Arkansas
Attorney General Winston Bryant and former Congressman Bill
Alexander also revealed that laundered aircraft were used in the
CIA's covert contra operations in Mena, Arkansas.

Res^fe«f u 1 1y—a\a brt i t^ed

Robert S. Meloni \>
Of Counsel

1. N36998 (3241B); 2. N5425G (5427G); 3. N69889 (

N5SF); 4. N5774C (5779C); 5. N94904 (9412); 6. N4677W (8280D);
7. N4677W (4697W). These refereed to laundered tail numbers and,
in parenthesis, the legitimate numbers for the same planes.
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'Anatomy of a Smear':
The Arkansas Coverup

m

TIME Magazine Sued for $41 Million

Over 1992 "Slash and Bum" Article

"Will II never endfor poor Richard

Sehar?... .Vo» he s licked off Terry

Reed, a pilot andfpnner CIA operaine

who was the subject of a Behar article. . .

Reed claims Behar » em after his scalp

hecause he refused to provide TIME » iih

dirt' against Arkansas tops and
Clinton.

"

— Ncwsday

In
earlier anicle«> in this scnes.

FREEDOM exposed repons of

drug smuggling. mone> laun-

dering and other illegal actiMties

centered around Mena. Arkansas
— a quiei io«n in the uestem pan
of the state

"The Dnjcgine of America" has been

prepared w ith the help of local, state and

federal law enforcement ofTicials. as well

as members of the neus media in

Arkansas and elsewhere

In the series. FREEDOM has pre-

sented accounts of how. in the 1980s.

Mena became a base for an intemationaJ.

multibillion-dollar cocaine transport

operation.

As described in earlier articles,

corrupt U.S. government officials were

allegedlv invoKed in covering up the

illegalities, which included special

aircraft modifications so drugs could be

flown into the United States and

weapons transported out

One of the main cover stories

about Mena has been that drug

smuggling, arms running and

related Central Intelligence

Agencv (CIA I covert operations

died with Banrv Seal, the smuggler,

asset and Drug Enforcement
Administration snitch who perished in a

fusillade of bullets earh in 1986 outside

a halfwav house in Baton Rouge.
Louisiana.

Few know this co\er storv better than

CIA

22 FREEDOM MA'i

those personally involved in the smug-
gling operation or those courageous law

enforcement officials who have battled

— sometimes ai risk to the lives and
welfare of themselves and their families

— to expose the illegal activities and
bnng those allegedlv involved in drug
smuggling. mone> laundenng and related

coverups to justice.

Jmrry R*«d — On« of th« Pl«y*rs:

According to knowledgeable sources

intcHriewed b> FREEDOM. Terr> Reed
was one of the players in ClA coven
operations based at Mena

Why- ihen. would TIME have devot-

ed a full page in us April 20. 1992.

edition to denigrating Reed and making

strange assenions to the effect that he

had no connection to the CIA or to drug

smuggler Barrv SeaP
That question mav be answered by a

lawsuit filed on April 8. 1993. by Reed
against Tl.ME Warner Inc.. TIME Inc.

Magazine Companv and reponer Richard

Behar. demanding more than S^l million

in damages for allegations printed in

TIME'S Apnl 1992anicle.

Reeds 31 -page complaint, filed in

the U.S. District Court for the Southern

District of New York, alleges: "The
anicle contained a series of false and

highly defamatory statements... in order

to discredit Reed, a CIA asset who took

part in significant CIA activity in the

mid-1980s in the state of .Arkansas

involving that agency's coven operations

supponing the .N'lcaraguan contras.

"...The article, ironicallv entitled

'.\natom) of a Smear.' did in fact, and

upon information and belief was
intended, to smear Reed's name and to

completely destroy his credibility
"

'Ev*fythlng in (R*«d's] Comptaint

Has Bmii V»ftfl«d*: In the TIME ani-

cle. for example, Behar made an issue

about a couple with whom Reed stated

he was dining on the night of an alleged

conversation with then Governor Bill

Clinton. Behar claimed the couple said

they had never been to the restaurant

with Reed
Reed's lawsuit discredits Behar's

claim. It identifies the couple bv name
(the TIME anicle did not) as Cheryl and

Wally Hall and states that thev "never

told Behar that they had never been to

the restaurant with Reed." Funhermore.

the suit states, 'the couple refused to

grant Behar an interv iew
."

As another example. Behar quoted

Reed's former attorney. John Wesley

Hall, as stating. "1 haven't been able to

Anicle published by Freedom magazine, highlighting Reed's lawsuit against TIME.
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corroborate (Reed's siory). thus the

problem"
The lawsuit charges thai uar. not ai

all what Hall said What he aciuall> said

was. '! haven't been able to corroborate

a few of the deuils of Reed s stor> but

that has not been a problem as every-

thing in [Reed s) complaint has been

venficd

'

Behar's article contained such

sweeping statements as. "The only

trouble with Reeds sensational tale is

that not a word of it is true
"

Reed s lawsuit countered this sirong-

l> and charged that "Reed was recruited

b> Lieutenant Colonel Oliver Nonh for

the purpose of training Nicaraguan

contra pilots This training took place in

or around the Intermountain Regional

Airpon located in Mena. Arkansas

This training was part of the

covert resuppl) network

supervised by Lieutenant

Colonel Oliver North during

the 1980s which provided

covert arms and civilian

training assistance to the

contras in the Nicaraguan

conflict

"

Law enforcement offi-

cials have confirmed to

FREEDOM that Reed was

involved in the covert acti-

vities around Mena. and that

information he provided

was accurate

•••king *CNrt* and 'Anmio*: Ac-

cording to the suit. Behar took informa-

tion obtained from Reed in confidence

and used ii to try to wrest additional

"dirt" and "ammo" regarding certain

Arkansas officials

The suit alleges. "When Reed refused

to provide Behar with such information

and matenals. Behar threatened Reed by

suting that Behar would wnte a negative

anicle about Reed, and would include in

that article various off the record
statements Reed had made to Behar
earlier

It also charges. "Despite Behar s

promise to Reed to keep confidential the

location of Reed, his wife and three

children. Behar maliciously disclosed in

the article where the Reeds were living"

Reed claims Behar was selected by

TIME for the article because of his

"esublished proclivity for writing slash

and bum articles

"

Tha NatlOR'a llUaat Cecalna-
tMMUIlag Oyaratlan: The lawsuit

charges. '[Alt least "^ CIA aircraft that

Reed used to train contra pilots in the

training program in rural Arkansas in the

mid-1980s were both serviced, retrofitted

and laundered to conceal the identity of

those airplanes at Rich Mountain

Aviation, at the Iniermouniain Regional

Airpon located m Mena. Arkansas, under

the management and control of Adier

Bemman [BarrvJ Seal and the CIA
"

Terrv Reeds story — supported in

many details by law enforcement
officials at federal, sute and local levels

— raises troubling questions about what

may have been the nations biggest

cocaine-smuggling operation How could

It have operated with impunity? Who in

A CONnNUING COVERUP

In th« 1980«. th« town ot Mena,
Arkanus, raportadly tarved as a bate for

a multlbllllon-dollar cocaine •mutfling
enterprlM which operated without

government intervention.

endeavored to fully open up the matter.

Law enforcement officials have pressed

for effective investigations, but found
their efforts blocked or scunled

Now it IS TIME which is being called

to account The magazine must answer

why. instead of helping to raise the lid

off the Mena coverup. it evidently sought

to drive more nails into it.

Analyzing Behar's coverage of the

Mena saga, columnist Alexander
Cockburn commented in The Nation.

"Leaving aside for a moment the matter

of Behar's motives. TIME'S story was
ludicrous, claiming that all reports of

contra resupply and CIA activities in

western Arkansas stem
from allegations by Terry

Reed, a former pilot,

trainer of the contras and

associate of George
Bush's pal Felix Rod-
riguez."

Cockburn concluded,

"Behar is certainly a

terrible journalist ...With

TIME'S story, it is as if the

magazine, back in 1972,

had used an interview with

Nixon's Anomey General,

John Mitchell, to denounce

the Watergate revelations

as a smear.' But then,

moments before the final

incriminating tape sur-

faced, in mid-summer
1974, prompting Nixon's

resignation in August,
TIME ran a cover story

implying that maybe the

press was going too far in

pursuing Nixon."

our own federal government was in

league with the smugglers, and for what

benefit'*

It is not surprising that Terry Reed
ran into problems after seeking to blow

the whistle on accumulated corruption

witnessed dunng his years as a trainer of

pilots for the CIA. There are many
people who want to keep Mena's skel-

etons buned
National publications such as The

Saiion and FREEDOM, as well as

cenain local Arkansas newspapers, have

published accurate accounts of covert

activities at Mena Legislators such as

Congressman X^illiam Alexander have

"Nawa ManipMlatlon...

Aa a Matter of Office
Rentlna*: In the eyes of

TIME founder Henry
Luce, "News manipulation

was sheer policy. TIME'S way of life,

performed as a matter of office routine."'

TIME was called for comment on the

lawsuit, but no spokesman was available.

In TIMEspeak, when one throws

enough allegations, insinuations, and

double-edged questions, the task has

been accomplished: the victim, if not

dead, has been bloodied and his

reputation rendered a shadow of its

former self

Terry Reed is one man who is

fighting back.
— Thomas G Whittle

S.a
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EPILOGUE

What you have read is only the prelude to the Terry Reed story. The official

cover-up of these dirty secrets he has revealed goes on unabated.

To admit what really happened in Bill Clinton's Arkansas, to pull back

the veil of U.S. government duplicity in drug trafficking, would be disas-

trous for the political perpetrators, who as you read this, are hiding—and
probably shredding—documents, protecting accomplices and suppressing

evidence— all under the guise of "national security."

In five federal judicial districts, the Justice Department and the FBI are

fighting federal court subpoenas to keep Terry Reed and his wife from
obtaining the necessary documents that would reveal the truth about what
was done to them. Imagine, "national security" is being invoked to mask
the investigation of what the government said was nothing more than a

$33,000 insurance fraud! For those who try to use the Freedom of Infor-

mation Act to strip away the veil of secrecy, and after very great expense,

this is an example of what the government reluctantly turns over:

No Criminal record found on

Mere requested through Arkansas

Or iginal informati on from the source also Indicated that aircraft"
tere also being used by the subjects of this report foi

smuggli ng.

'shows s a commercial pilot with instrument r::',n^.--

'All

Aircraft ^^H^Baccording to ^H^H^^H^HHHHBHI^^^"^^ '"'' '^'

displayed on any aircraft. The numbe^T^^io^Tee^^Tsued.
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668 Epilogue

As the judge who acquitted Terry Reed said, this entire affair "had a

high odor to it."

In addition, a massive disinformation machine has been put in play to

destroy those who know the truth. And many of these people are now
either dead, in prison or committed to mental wards, where they do not

belong. Betsey Wright, Bill Clinton's old chief of staff and political guru,

claims that Terry Reed should be in a mental ward. Perhaps she should be

more concerned regarding her own institutionalization since, by her own
admission, she personally handled all of Clinton's campaign funds, and

that's where the federal investigators are now probing.

The axe is falling. Webb Hubbell, a close Clinton confidant and formerly

the number three man in the Justice Department, was finally ensnared when
he pleaded guilty in December 1994 to tax and mail fraud charges and is now
"cooperating" with the special prosecutor. A new Congress— a Republican

Congress—now sits on Capitol Hill and is chomping at the bit to go after

Whitewater. Maybe the legislators will finally see that the Whitewater scan-

dal is little more than a diaphanous veil covering major sins and political

indiscretions during the time Bill Clinton was governor of Arkansas.

Maybe these same Republicans will have the courage to delve into

George Bush's and Ronald Reagan's connection to this seedy affair. Inter-

estingly, Bill Clinton never raised his voice at Bush's Christmas Eve pardons

for the Iran-Contra criminals and, to this day, has fought against preserv-

ing key White House computer tapes from the Reagan-Bush years. Why?
This book provides at least part of the answer. It has shown how the

Agency coopted and compromised both Bush and Clinton as well as the

presidency, and how the black and covert operations, like a cancer, have
metastasized the organs of government.

And Congress? This cover-up would not have been possible in the first

place had it not been for Congress's political cowardice when it failed to

expose this during the Iran-Contra hearings.

Terry Reed, as he said, is trying to bring this out through legal means,
in a federal court with witnesses and documents. But he has been, and is

being, stonewalled by the minions who served George Bush and those who
now serve Bill Clinton. They know how expensive civil litigation is for the
average citizen.

This has not been a pleasant story to tell because of what it shows about
you and me— that we don't participate in the process of government or

hold our politicians accountable. It shows that these dirty operations took
place in secret and in an environment that existed in part because the
American public, like a cancer patient in denial, would rather not know the
depths of evil to which its government has descended while, at the same
time, claiming to fight evil.

Like Terry, the nation surrendered its values and morality a little at a
time in the years since the Bay of Pigs and now has awakened to wonder.
How did we get here?

But Terry finally drew a line. And he, along with his New York attor-
neys Michael G. Dowd, Robert Meloni, David Lewis, Stephen Somerstein,
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Dan Churner and former Congressman Bill Alexander of Arkansas are

fighting this monster virtually alone. So far, not one person, not even the

breast-beaters v^ho claim to seek the truth and cry "cover-up," have been
willing to help the Reeds.

Terry wrote a personal letter to Ross Perot, outlining what he knew and
how he and his family had been victimized, and he simply requested his

help in locating an attorney for his civil lawsuit against the men who falsely

testified against him. He told Perot, that champion of the "little man," that

if the government can pervert justice to silence Terry Reed, the Constitu-

tion was meaningless. Then, no one is safe.

Perot did not even respond. And he was the one who called Bill Clin-

ton "Chicken Man"!
Jerry Spence, one of the country's most noted criminal defense attor-

neys, put it best when he said, "Before the government tries to convict

someone, they first try to demonize him." I've been an eyewitness to this

many times in my journalistic career. That's how Terry Reed suddenly

became "armed and dangerous" and a drug trafficking suspect in 1987.

If that can be done to Terry Reed, do you think you are I are safe? What
happens when it's your turn?

For me, Terry and Janis Reed have become both a Cold War Rosetta

Stone and a metaphor that translate into a bizarre and personal story about

the more than thirty years of dirty, clandestine warfare this country has

waged with its proxies, the Cuban exile mercenaries and assassins.

When I first met Terry Reed more than three years ago, I did not truly

realize what I had found. Behind his deceptively insouciant demeanor hid a

sensitive and dedicated man possessed wdth righting the wrongs done to him.

At first, he was just another story. And my professional cynicism and
disbelief about him were not easily overcome. He seemed at first like other

intelligence assets I had met, some tarnished, some not. Many of them were
men with a sense of both adventure and a need to somehow vindicate their

Vietnam experience of coming home as perceived "losers" and "murderers."

But my experience with the Reeds and their children, all of whom I

have come to think of as family, has made me realize what shallow people

writers can be when they become prisoners of their own doubt.

"Scribblers" like me usually want only one thing— a story to tell. And
we really don't care how we get it. As we commit it to a narrative, it all

becomes somehow mechanical and pro forma, like sidestroking through

flotsam as though we are not affected by the things we write about.

In becoming the exorcist for this amazing tale of deception and
hypocrisy by those who pretend to serve us, I have once again witnessed

how litde courage exists among the pack of pygmies who represent the

"mainstream media." What courage does exist exists in an octogenarian

named Sarah McClendon. She was the only one who works in that day care

center knov^m as the White House press room to ask Bill Clinton about Mena.
Clinton's response? Nobody told him anything, he said.

But I know our message has been hitting home. First, the media's lock-

step legions are trying to undercut Terry Reed and I, while at the same time
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trying to steal our information without crediting us "loose cannons." And
equally significant, we have become the target of frivolous, harassing libel

suits. What is most interesting about the lawsuits is that the people suing

us, many of them like spear carriers in "Aida," are without the means to

buy shoelaces, yet seem to have unlimited funds to spend on lawyers from
the biggest law firms.

But whoever said messing with the CIA would be without peril?

JOHN CUMMINGS
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UPDATE ON THE
REED COURT OFFENSIVE

The legal line in which the Reeds are waiting is much longer and more

costly than they ever imagined. The original lawsuit they filed as plaintiffs

on July 5, 1991, indexed LR-C-91-414, would heap upon them almost as

much pain as they had endured as defendants in their criminal case.

Although Terry hates to admit it, John Cummings was right when he said,

"In this capitalistic country you get only as much justice as you can afford."

The original case was always underfinanced, understaffed and misun-

derstood. At best, it advanced on to a wing and a prayer. For nearly three

years, living hand to mouth, and at times operating only on sheer faith,

Terry and Janis fought desperately to launch their case off the ground. For

a while they were forced to jettison attorneys like NASA eases space shut-

tle booster rockets— each one spent, yet successful in contributing to the

goal. In their wake they left legal debris as they wrestled to break the force

of gravity and get the case into orbit.

Then, just when things seemed their darkest, they got the boost they

needed. No one could have anticipated it, but Bill Clinton, wdth a sloppi-

ness engendered by the way business and politics are conducted in

Arkansas, brought upon himself the unwanted attention that catapulted

the Reed case into its present high orbit. It was the scandal-rich environ-

ment created by Whitewater that generated the atmosphere of support the

Reeds needed.

The case was scheduled to be tried in September 1994, but the Reeds
were overwhelmed by an avalanche of new information proving their belief

that they had been targeted and framed simply to destroy their credibility.

It was through these revelations that they were able to assemble a new legal

team—one capable of not only substantiating the core of their complaint
but detailing how their civil rights had been violated and, more importantly,

what motivated the perpetrators. In other words, who was behind Ray-
mond Young and for whom was he working?

The new lawsuit, filed in September 1994, indexed LR-C-94-634, also

added a new defendant, Arkansas State Police Sergeant Donald Sanders.
Because Sanders acted as a quasi-federal official throughout his shadowy
relationship with the DEA, the case finally had solid connections to the fed-

eral government. The newly expanded case now deals with high-profile
Arkansas figures, money laundering. Contra training and arms manufac-
turing. Strewn throughout the lawsuit is a cast of characters that nearly
duplicates the one in the front of this book. The case is scheduled for trial

in September 1995.

672



Update on the Reed Court Offensive 673

As the Reeds and their attorneys wage this legal battle, the already stag-

gering litigation costs continue to mount. Anyone willing to make a dona-

tion to help defray these legal expenses may call the following number for

information on how to do so. If you wish to hear Terry Reed's story from

his own lips and help his cause at the same time, he is available for paid

speaking engagements. The proceeds will go toward the legal fund. Either

way, your help is greatly appreciated—and remember, this case is about y(7wr

civil rights, too.

212-580-7477 OR LAURA AT 1-800-397-8255

Donations Should Be Made Payable to:

REED COURT OFFENSIVE

3232 SAN MATEO NE #155

ALBUQUERQUE, NM 871 10

The Mena story is now available on video:

The Mena Connection, a documentary

produced by Terry Reed. Proceeds will be

devoted the to the Reed court offensive.

CALL 1-800-888-9999 TO ORDER.
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247, 374, 378-381, 397-401, 410,
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Juanita's Restaurant, 318, 323, 517, 633,

651

Machinery International (Maquinaria

Internacional), 259, 307-308, 310, 342,

344-345, 347, 349, 357, 376, 380, 392,

404-406, 409, 418, 449, 474
Mexicana Airlines, 391, 488, 490
Mizzou Aviation, 21, 52-53, 243
Missouri Research Labs (MRL), 168-169,

218,294
Northwest Industries, 23, 27, 34-35,

215-216, 542

OSI. See Overseas International

Overseas International (OSI), 80-81, 96, 98,

111, 118, 131, 136, 165, 179-181, 183,

185, 189, 193, 228, 262-263, 289, 507,

581

Park on Meter (POM), 194-195, 199-202,

230, 275, 294-295, 613, 633, 644-647
POM. See Park on Meter
Quartermaster Sales, 357, 359

Razorback Metal Processors, 1 66
Reed, Kerr and Associates, 54, 69, 98
Rich Mountain Aviation, 74, 90, 96, 103,

125, 127, 153, 174-175, 202, 218, 282,

364
Rose Law Firm, 64-65, 67, 80, 194,

197-199, 201, 236, 252, 272-273, 605,

614, 630
SAT. See Southern Air Transport

Silva's Saloon, 509

SOB'S, 70, 75, 113, 148, 150, 193, 198, 230,

235, 237, 248, 252, 264, 266, 318
Southern Air Transport (SAT), 145-146,

187, 188, 191, 203, 206, 214, 220, 225,

228, 254, 284, 288, 309, 310, 342, 356,

391, 399, 404, 409, 418, 537, 576, 592,

601

Spartan School of Aeronautics, 80, 124, 152

Stephens and Company, 273, 290-291,

293-294, 532-533, 616, 624, 629-630,

633

Summit Aviation, 244
Technoimpex, 26, 214-215, 223, 366, 423,

445, 542

Toshiba Machine Tool, 23-24, 35, 50, 610,

647
Whitewater Development Corporation,

64-65, 171, 202, 668, 672

Yamazen, 598-599, 602, 609-611, 613

Drugs and Money Laundering
Bush's children, 252, 253, 617

Cayman Islands, 294-295
Conex container (drug shipment at

Guadalajara), 409, 418-419, 445

Dutch sandwich (money-laundering

scheme), 295

green flights, 170, 175

green parcels, 605

L-lOO (Southern Air Transport aircraft),

418,420, 601

Medellin Cartel, 82, 100, 129, 198, 252,

257,261, 263,286, 320,424
money laundering, 102, 171, 201, 218,

254-255, 272-275, 282-283, 285, 290,

293, 295-296, 316, 461, 467, 582-583,

623, 625, 629, 631-633, 639, 672

piggybacking (method of transporting

money), 116-117, 150, 156-157,

160-162, 175, 232, 236, 238, 241

Turks and Caicos Islands, 237

War on Drugs, 419, 435, 445, 466, 473

Financial Institutions

Bank of Credit and Commerce International

(BCCI), 291-292, 577, 616-619,

622-623

First American, 27, 290-292, 294-296, 609,

616
Fuji Bank, 294-295



676 Index

Lasaier and Company, 67-69, 111, 114,

116, 118, 148, 150, 159, 165, 169, 171,

196-198, 230, 252-254, 272, 274, 277,

290-294, 315-316, 365, 605, 631-633

Stephens and Company, 273, 290-291,

293-294, 532-533, 616, 624, 629-630,

633

Geographical Locations

Ajijic. Mexico, 226-227, 306, 327, 329, 334,

341-342, 355, 361, 363, 366-367, 415,

455^56, 459-460, 470, 484, 492, 572

Angel Fire, New Mexico, 253, 294

Arkansas River, 70, 81, 107, 113, 131-132,

146, 173, 207, 210, 311

Bermuda Triangle, 230, 243-245, 309

Brownsville, Texas, 220, 242, 244

Budapest, Hungary, 34, 223, 325, 406

Camp Robinson, Arkansas, 113, 268-269,

311, 316, 320, 518, 617

Campeche, Mexico, 242, 244

Canhage, Missouri, 2-4, 15, 60, 78, 466,

471, 480, 494-496, 515

Cayman Islands, 294-295

Columbus, Ohio, 239, 535

Chagres, Panama, 246, 377, 381

Chula Vista, California, 227

El Paso, Texas, 360, 502, 529, 539, 547, 551,

572, 579, 581, 585-586, 589-590, 594

Fon Chaffee, Arkansas, 90-91, 106, 121, 123

Fon Smith, Arkansas, 106, 130-131, 194,

204, 282, 284
Guadalajara, Mexico, 224-227, 306-309,

324, 326, 328, 330, 334-335, 337-338,

342-345, 348-349, 354-356, 363, 378,

385, 391-392, 402-407, 409-411, 417,

426, 429, 434-435, 439-440, 444-445,

449^50, 453-454, 456, 460, 485,

488-490, 492, 502, 506, 539, 601, 648
Hotel Century, Mexico City, 367, 376, 444,

446
Hotel Mocambo, Veracruz, Mexico, 219-220
Howard Air Force Base, 242, 246
Ilopango, El Salvador, 242, 245
Israel, 364, 368, 379, 426, 437-439,

542-543,671
Jerusalem, 427
Jocotepec, Mexico, 227, 341
Joplin, Missouri, 5, 21-22, 49, 52-53, 103,

243, 471-472, 494, 496, 501, 517, 519
521, 525

Juarez, Mexico, 454, 551
Kansas City, Missouri, 5, 28, 30-31, 34, 49,

52-53, 324, 355, 376, 465-468, 471,
476, 479-480, 482, 492, 496, 502,
515-516, 519, 541, 556, 598,657

Uke Chapala, Mexico, 226-227, 326, 334,
341-342, 344, 349, 382, 408, 413, 417,
456,470,484-485,488-489 491-492
572

Lake Tahoe, Nevada, 622, 651

Laos, 6-9, 11-12, 15, 134, 142, 151, 160,

185, 206, 245, 328, 331, 339, 421, 440,

604
Laredo, Texas, 228, 409, 431, 462

Little Rock, Arkansas, 54, 59, 61, 63-67,

69-70, 74, 77, 79-83, 91, 94, 97-100,

105-106, 108, 111-114, 116, 128,

130-131, 135, 140-142, 147-148,

154-155, 158-159, 161-162, 164-167,

169, 171, 175, 178-179, 183, 186,

193-195, 197, 203, 206-207, 227-228,

230, 237, 241, 255-258, 260, 265, 268,

270, 274, 277, 283, 289, 291-293, 297,

311, 314, 316, 318, 324, 330-331, 337,

342-344, 364, 458, 461, 464, 468,

470-471, 487-488, 502, 507, 517-520,

522, 526-527, 531, 533, 539, 547,

579-581, 586, 596, 600-601, 605-606,

608, 612, 614, 616, 619-620, 623-624,

626, 629, 633-634, 639-641, 645, 651,

655-656
Maine, 499
Malvern, Arkansas, 124

Manzanillo, Mexico, 225, 361, 572

Maumelle, Arkansas, 94, 97, 105, 108, 146,

173, 178, 217, 228, 264-266, 312-316,

507

Mena, Arkansas, 59-61, 63, 69-70, 73-74,

76. 80-83, 86-90, 94, 96, 98-100,

102-104,111-112,115-116,119,
125-127, 129-130, 142-144, 147, 153,

155-156, 158, 161-164, 166, 173-175,

184-185, 187, 190, 193-194, 202-203,

206, 208-209, 218, 236-237, 252-253,

255, 260, 269-272, 276, 282-286, 289,

296, 364, 431, 446, 473, 554-555, 581,

596, 601-608, 613-616, 618, 621,

623-625, 629, 632, 634-635, 637-644,

646, 649-650, 652-654, 669, 673
Moorpark, California, 599, 606, 623, 649
Morelia, Mexico, 380-381, 392, 397,

399-400, 406, 410, 428-429, 433^34,
442

Nakhon Phanom, Thailand, 6, 10, 36, 142,

417
Nella, Arkansas, 73-77, 80, 89-90, 99, 102,

104-106, 114, 119, 124-127, 129-132,

134-135, 140, 144, 152, 154-155,

176-177, 184, 188, 192-193, 202-205,
217-218, 227-228, 237-238, 266, 285,

608
Nicaragua, 11, 46, 73, 76, 83, SS, 90, 100,

105-106, 117, 126-127, 134, 140, 142,

154, 175, 177, 248, 277, 334-335,

349-350, 353, 375, 415, 428, 430,

436-438, 465, 497, 547, 583-584, 645
North Little Rock Airport, 83, 98, 130, 142,

155, 193-194, 311, 343-344, 517-518,

520, 531

Nuevo Laredo, Mexico, 405
Piggot, Arkansas, 168, 194, 218, 292



Index 677

Placitas, New Mexico, 500-501, 506, 509,

550

Posada de la Aldea (Hotel), 446
Presidio, Texas, 323

Puebla, Mexico, 223, 477, 485, 488-489,

491-492

Puerto Vallarta, Mexico, 225, 227, 319,

324-325, 330, 334, 341

Reno, Nevada, 144, 343, 494, 622, 623, 628

Reynosa, Mexico, 462

San Diego, 477, 486-488, 492

San Miguel de Allende, Mexico, 405, 409,

431, 446-447, 453, 455, 500, 590

Santa Teresa, New Mexico, 551, 574-575,

577, 589, 594, 600
Sequoia National Park, California, 476, 493
Silva's Saloon, 509

Tijuana, Mexico, 488-490
Toronto, Canada, 26, 46

Truth or Consequences, New Mexico, 486,

576, 619-620
Turks and Caicos Islands, 237
Vera Cruz, Mexico, 219-220, 222, 225, 238,

247
Vientiane, Laos, 9, 11, 142

Wichita, Kansas, 53, 88, 501, 504-506,

514-516, 518, 520-521, 523, 526, 528,

531-532, 535-536, 542, 550, 552-557,

575, 577, 594, 601, 607, 615, 618,

622-623, 643

Zacatecas, Mexico, 461

Zirahuen, Mexico, 381, 392-394, 403, 427
Zona Rosa (Mexico City), 224, 367, 377,

444, 446

Governmental Agencies
ADFA. See Arkansas Development and

Finance Authority

Arkansas Development and Finance

Authority (ADFA), 169, 181, 201, 210,

273-275, 293-295, 297, 582-584, 614,

616-617, 623-626, 630-634
Arkansas Industrial Development

Commission, 169, 181, 199, 222, 274
DFS (Mexican CIA), 226, 308-309, 328,

338, 348, 404, 439, 442, 447, 449-450,

572, 648
El Paso Intelligence Center (EPIC), 502,

529, 539, 542, 544, 547

EPIC. See El Paso Intelligence Center

FAA Intelligence, 539, 542, 544, 547
Instituto Mexicano de Comercio Exterior,

216
KGB, 23-24, 26-27, 34-36, 46, 51, 215, 217,

223, 248, 258, 307-308, 366, 379, 409,

414-415, 423-424, 432, 439, 442, 446
Mossad, 379, 381, 410, 436, 446
National Crime Information Center (NCIC),

53, 103, 519, 525, 530, 538
NCIC. See National Crime Information

Center

Iran-Contra
Cooper, William (Bill), 11, 86, 142-147,

155, 187-189, 193, 203-207, 214-215,
217, 222, 229-230, 238, 326-327,

330-331, 339, 342-348, 350, 352-354,

356, 364, 367, 374-375, 380, 391,

429-432, 438, 449, 460, 473, 509, 522,

533, 537, 544, 547, 576-577
diversion, the, 103, 114, 147, 151, 271,

277, 364, 368, 473
double-agent theory, 82, 425, 430, 432,

439, 445, 449
Hasenfus, Eugene, 350, 352-354, 359, 361,

365-366, 430-433
Nicaragua, 11, 46, 73, 76, 83, 88, 90, 100,

105-106, 117, 126-127, 134, 140, 142,

154, 175, 177, 248, 277, 334-335,

349-350, 353, 375, 415, 428, 430,

436-438, 465, 497, 547, 583-584, 645
Ortega, Daniel, 114, 121, 147, 198, 326,

346, 353, 356, 359, 363, 430, 440
over-the-hill gang, 206, 326, 344, 347, 349,

354
Owen, Rob, 266, 643

Sandinistas, 46, 62, 76, 82, 92, 100, 106,

117, 120, 133-134, 149, 177, 198, 257,

264, 347, 350, 353, 356, 424, 430-431,

465, 583

shootdown of C-123, 350, 428, 430, 432
Southern Air Transport (SAT), 145-146,

187, 188, 191, 203, 206, 214, 220, 225,

228, 254, 284, 288, 309, 310, 342, 356,

391, 399, 404, 409, 418, 537, 576, 592,

601

Sultan of Brunei, 214

Litigation/Prosecution/

Legal Terminology
Brady Rule, 540

Classified Information Procedures Act,

542-543, 554

conflict of interest in Reeds' civil case,

596-597

evidence altered in Reeds' case, 103, 208,

595

FBI profile saying the Reeds were armed
and dangerous, 473, 502, 506, 516,

529, 669

Federal judge's Opinion and Order, 508,

537, 556

Fowler, Robin, chastised, 548-549, 553-554
Grapevine article, 577, 647
Independent Counsel Law, 607

Janis Reed's indictment dismissed, 541, 551

manufactured evidence, 528, 538, 595

Neutrality Act, 467
polygraph offer, 645

pretext calls made by police, 459, 471
reckless disregard for the truth, judge's

ruling, 527, 538, 644, 656



678 Index

Reeds' civil suit LRC-91-414, 526, 531, 575,

578, 595-596, 600, 606, 619, 626, 628,

651, 668, 672-673

search warrant, 468, 517-519, 521,

525-527. 529, 531, 538, 547

suppression hearing, 522, 554

surreptitious taping, 629-632, 634-637

tampered evidence, 595, 604

TIME magazine, 423, 576-577, 612-613,

616, 619, 621, 625-626, 628-629,

633-634, 637, 641-643, 649-654

Media Organizations
Freedom magazine, 649, 651, 657

Nation, The. magazine, 612-613, 615,

645-647, 657

"Prime Time Live," 620-621, 650-651

Trooper magazine, 458, 600

Mena Affair

CIA Weapons Manufacturing

Choaie Manufacturing, 167

Missouri Research Labs (MRL), 168-169,

218,294
MRL. See Missouri Research Labs

National Guard, 106, 115, 131, 148, 167, 583

Park on Meter (POM), 194-195, 199-202,

230, 275, 294-295, 613, 633, 644-647
POM. See Park on Meter
Razorback Metal Processors, 99, 116, 166,

187, 198

weapons manufacturing, 69, 165-168, 191,

194-200, 202, 231, 275, 288, 292

Transportation

Arkansas River (CIA weapons shipments),

131-132

Fat Lady, The (Barry Seal's C-123K aircraft),

82, 100, 117, 148, 151, 175,287
Rich Mountain Aviation, 74, 80, 87, 90, 96,

100, 102-104, 106, 112, 125, 127-130,
151, 153, 156, 161, 170, 174-176,
202-203, 218, 282, 285, 364, 429

Money Laundering

bonds, bond industry, 63, 67, 201, 254,
273-274, 293-295, 616, 623-624

green flights, 170, 175

money laundering, 102, 171, 201, 218,
254-255, 272-275, 282-283, 285, 290,
293, 295-296, 316, 461, 467, 582-583,
623, 625, 629, 631-633, 639, 672

piggybacking (sorties transporting money),
116-117, 150, 156-157, 160-162, 175,
232, 236, 238, 241

Contra Pilot Training

Fon Chaffee, Arkansas, 90-91, 106, 121, 123
Fort Smith, Arkansas, 106, 130-131, 194,

204, 282, 284

Nella, Arkansas, 73-77, 80, 89-90, 99, 102,

104-106, 114, 119, 124-127, 129-132,

134-135, 140, 144, 152, 154-155,

176-177, 184, 188, 192-193, 202-205,

217-218, 227-228, 237-238, 266, 285,

608

Cover-up

Arkansas Committee, 297, 602-603, 615

Calero, Adolfo, 582-583, 634, 636-637

Calero, Mario (commander of the Contras),

582

Camp Robinson bunker meeting, 268-269,

311, 316, 518, 617

Chinese Wall (containment efforts by
Arkansas attorney general's office),

614-615

cover-up of Mena, 236, 276, 283-284,

603-604, 629, 637, 639-640, 643-644,

648-649, 653-654, 669
lack of funding for investigation, 368, 605,

607-608, 614, 617, 637, 640-641
Maule aircraft, 121, 142-144, 146, 149,

343-344
Mena, 236-237, 277, 284, 604, 608, 617,

629, 631, 634-635, 637-641, 646,

649-654, 669
Mena scandal, 606-607, 615-616, 634,

641-642, 646, 650, 653
Rose Law Firm, 64-65, 67, 80, 194, 197-1,99,

201, 252, 272-273, 605, 614, 630
tithing (CIA paying for permission to use

Arkansas), 150-151, 165

People
Aaron, Shelby, 532

Abrams, Elliot, 350
Aguilar, Diana, 227, 326, 334, 340, 353,

355, 408, 488, 491-492
Alexander, William, 604, 608, 613, 615,

629, 637-640, 644, 653, 669
Altman, Robert, 291, 616
Anderson, Charles, 315, 549, 553
Baker, Tommy, 518-522, 524-527,

530-535, 537-538, 547, 554-557, 585,

595-597, 601-603, 614, 628, 657
Barlow, Cecelia, 24, 33, 35

Barlow, Wayne, 24, 33, 185, 216, 329, 542,

544, 554, 602, 643
Barrett, Harry, 531, 556
Bavarian Machismo Wolfgang (Macho),

391,461,478-479, 599
Baxter, Ray, 403, 457, 466, 498-499, 507,

510, 590, 592, 597
Beaty, Jonathan, 576-577, 616-617,

619-620, 622
Behar, Richard, 612, 621-653, 657
Black, Charles, 607-608, 637-640
Blum, Jack, 504, 546-547, 577, 629, 648
Bohnen, Jerry, 102-103, 130, 203, 418, 554



Index 679

Bona, Jozsef, 26, 35, 215-217, 223-224,

231, 329, 339, 424, 542, 603

Bravo, Jaime, 235-236, 309, 328, 367

Brenneke, Richard, 87, 95

Brown, Jerry, 606
Brown, John P., 21, 78, 243, 626

Brown, Ron, 626-627
Brown, Tom, 602

Bruce (office manager of OSI), 180, 185,

193, 228, 262-263

Bryant, Winston, 596, 603-608, 614-615,

629, 638, 653

Bush, George, 87, 176, 219, 252, 254, 257,

262, 287-288, 292, 349-350, 375, 379,

421, 424, 427-428, 434, 437-438,

442-443, 508, 512-513, 529, 544, 618,

653-655, 668
Bush, George (children of), 252, 253, 617

Byron, Christopher, 622

Calero, Adolfo, 582-583, 634. 636-637

Calero, Mario, 582

Camarena, Enrique (Kiki), 337, 407
Camp, Emile, 74, 75, 80, 88, 93, 101, 102,

116, 121, 122, 127, 152-153, 155-158,

160-165, 170, 173-178, 185-186,

242-243, 262, 429, 431, 449, 457, 497
Canino, Bill, 130, 533

Canino, Carol, 468, 533

Cardenas, Cuauhtemoc (Lazaro), 381,

397-401,410,433
Carlucd, 46, 472^73, 485, 1, 5

Casey, William, 62, 76, 145, 154, 191, 197,

270-271, 274, 276-278, 287-288, 290,

308, 366-367, 374-375, 577, 618, 655
Cave, George, 375

Choate, Ganh, 167

Clark, Steve, 107, 291, 294, 498, 543, 577,

579-581, 584-585, 594-597, 600-601,

603-606, 608-609, 616, 627, 630,

649-650
Clifford, Clark, 290-291, 294, 577, 616
CUnton, Bill, 62, 64-67, 81, 165, 169-171,

181, 187, 190, 197, 199, 201, 231,

252-254, 266, 268-278, 282, 289-293,

296-297, 315-316, 319-321, 323, 346,

459, 466, 502, 508, 517-518, 527, 531,

547, 554, 580-585, 591-592, 595, 598,

600-608, 613-618, 621, 623-626,

628-641, 646, 648, 650-651, 653-656,

667-669, 672
Clinton, Hillar>^ 64-66, 197, 199, 201, 272,

295, 527, 584, 605, 613-614, 630
Clinton, Roger, 67, 69, 165, 253, 272, 276,

315, 605, 631

Cockburn, Alexander, 505, 613, 615
Cooper, William, 11, 86, 142-147, 155,

187-189, 193, 203-207, 214-215, 217,

222, 229-230, 238, 326-327, 330-331,

339, 342-348, 350, 352-354, 356, 364,

367, 374-375, 380, 391, 429-432, 438,

449, 460, 473, 509, 522, 533, 537, 544,

547, 576-577
Corrigan, Cathy, 125

Crow, Linda, 9, 98, 111, 136, 178, 189, 522,

532-533

Cummings, John, 68, 130, 191, 285-286,

348, 550, 577-579, 586, 600, 627, 651,

670, 672

Cunningham, Emal, 644
Darrach, David Daniel, 327, 354, 403, 441
de la Madrid, Miguel, 216, 225, 249, 343,

383

de Veal, Ricardo, 337

Dennison, Julie, 512

Desko, John, 10, 356-360, 396, 413-414,

416^23, 427, 442, 455, 484-486, 499,

512

Diego, 88-89, 91, 93-94, 105, 119-121,

125, 127-128, 149, 151-152, 176-177,

218
Drew, Roy, 624-625, 629-633
Duncan, Bill, 125, 255, 282-286, 289, 535,

604-605, 607-608, 614-615, 624,

638-639, 641-642, 644-646
Dunlap, Joe, 514-515, 517-521, 525,

527-537, 542-543, 546-547, 550, 555,

585-586, 592, 618
Durrani, Arif, 547

Dutton, Col. Roben, 331. 349, 351, 368

Edwards, Rick, 526

Enright, Edwdn, 20, 24, 27, 34, 36, 54

Evans, Joe, 74-75, 80, 86-87, 100-102,

112-114, 120, 129-130, 143, 147-148,

150-151, 170, 193, 203

Fenue, George, 34, 215, 223-224, 248, 258,

335, 344, 349, 366, 405-406, 409-414,

419, 421, 423-425, 430-432, 441,

445-446
Fierro, Carlos, 309-310, 328, 337-339, 341,

344-345, 347-348, 392, 404, 417-420,

429, 434, 441, 449, 454
Fitzhugh, Michael J., 271, 284, 640

Flowers, Gennifer, 584, 605, 631, 634, 636
Foster, Vincent, 64-65. 334, 656

Fowler, Robin, 517, 523-524, 531-533,

539, 541-545, 547-549, 553-556,

618-619
Fox, Fannie, 65, 224
Fujikawa, Frank, 229, 258-260, 342-344,

367, 376-377, 406, 414-415
Garrison, Karen, 482-483, 496, 516, 523

Gates. Robert, 291

Ghiorso, Mike, 613

Gonzalez Cenosimo, Raul, 190, 384-385, 409

Goodwan, Col. Tommy, 284, 554-555, 607,

637, 639-641

Graves, Lawrence, 604, 608, 614, 657
Gregg, Donald, 87, 176, 219, 349, 351

Guevara, Che, 222, 448, 482, 546, 593

Hadaway, A. L., 175, 203



680 Index

Hall, Cherryl, 207, 219, 317, 507, 518, 633

Hall, Homer (Red), 105, 108, 124, 147, 175,

239, 243

Hall, John Wesley Jr., 585-586, 594, 600,

603, 606-607, 612, 614, 619-620, 623,

625-628, 651, 653

Hail, Wally, 207, 317, 518,633

Hampton, Fred, 74-75, 80, 90, 129, 174

Hardegree, Joe, 637, 640-641

Harkin, Tom, 606

Hart, Gary, 621

Ha-enfus, Eugene, 350, 352-354, 359, 361,

365-366, 430-433

Hayes, Floyd, 284

Helmer, Allie, 357

Ho Chi Minh, 6, 11, 134, 347

Hubbell, Webster (Webb), 64-65, 80, 195,

197, 199, 201, 295, 595, 605, 630,

645-647, 668

Hutchison, Asa, 604-605

Ida, Joe, 22, 54

Israelis, 379, 410, 423, 428, 430-432,

434-440, 442

Iturraldi, (chief of documentation, Mexican
Immigration), 382-383

Jenkins, Lt. James, 528, 530, 532, 556

Jessie, FBI Agent Mark, 136, 179, 189,

507-508, 557

Juin, Patricia, 340, 362, 363, 366-367

Juin, Patrick, 341, 342, 361-363, 366-367,

381, 403, 406, 444-450, 572

Kerr, Ken and Vera, 29, 30, 31, 469, 470, 471

Kerry, John, 504-505, 629, 635
Kissinger, Henry, 1, 11, 20, 346, 414, 417
Laura (the maid), 479, 489-490
Lloyd, Philip Lynn, 63

Lopez Alcantara, Ricardo, 404
Lopez Ramirez, Roberto, 355, 402, 415
McAfee, Mark, 97-99, 111-112, 135-136,

146, 178-180, 182, 185, 189, 218, 229,

235, 330, 343, 507, 532

McCollum, Bill, 287
McNamara, Robert, 6

McRainey, John, 344-348, 419
Man, Mitch, 310, 324-331, 334-340, 342,

344-350, 352, 354-355, 361, 363,

366-367, 375-376, 381, 392, 403, 405,

407-409, 414-416, 419-421, 423,
427-428, 431-432, 439, 446-449,
453-457, 459-460, 462, 464, 467,
470-471,484, 488, 492

Medina, Ramon, 113-114, 119-121,
123-128, 130, 132, 134-135, 144,
149-152, 176-178, 192, 208, 218, 431,
649

Meese, Edwin, 271, 277, 286, 364,
367-368, 374-375, 385, 439, 465

Meloni, Robert S., 473, 668
Mills, Wilbur, 65

Mounetow, Andres, 405

Nash, Bob, 181-185, 187, 189-190, 193,

196, 198-201, 231, 265-266, 268-269,

271, 273, 275, 278, 290, 292, 315-316,

319-321, 581, 604, 617, 624-626,

632-633, 646, 655

Nichols, Larry, 581-585, 604-606, 613, 615,

634-637

Nir, Amiram (code name Pat Weber), 247,

374, 378-381, 397-401, 410, 423-442,

445, 446, 449, 474, 497, 519, 542

Nixon, Richard, 1, 8-9, 11, 13, 20, 74, 144,

191, 346-347, 374, 624

Nolan, Larry, 515, 539

Noriega, Manuel, 655

Northop, Steve, 576

Ogden, Gene, 458
Ortega, Daniel, 114, 121, 147, 198, 326,

346, 353, 356, 359, 363, 430, 440
Osato, Takashi, 35, 647-648
Owen, Rob, 266, 643

Palozola, Frank, 261

Perot, H. Ross, 91, 608, 669
Pierre (pseudonym), 578-581, 584-585

Poindexter, John, 375-376

Ponce, Pablo, 337

Posey, Tom, 643-644
Proctor, George, 277
Provance, Bob, 358

Provance, Raquel, 358

Reagan, Ronald, 45-46, 62, 75-76, 87, lOO,

117, 126, 147, 177, 180, 214, 264, 272,

277, 287-288, 331, 349-350, 353,

374-376, 385, 408, 430, 433, 436-440,

445, 582-583, 641, 648, 653, 655, 668
Reed, Baxter Xavier Kerr, 403, 457, 590,

592, 597

Reed, Duncan Charles Kerr, 25, 49, 50, 66,

78-79, 118, 140-141, 146, 188, 207,

220, 222, 225, 297-298, 329, 332, 340,

349, 358, 362, 391, 395, 396, 411,

458^59, 463, 476, 478, 479, 483-484,

493, 498, 499, 501, 510, 515, 541, 551,

590, 601

Reed, EUiott Kent Kerr, 207, 483, 590

Reed, Gary, 168,424,466
Reed, Harry, 5

Reed, Martha, 5

Regan, Donald, 375

Reno, Janet, 95, 125, 201, 271, 284, 286,

292, 297, 364, 367-368, 374-375, 438,

465, 543, 580-581, 585, 596, 603-608,

614-615, 624, 629, 638, 641, 644, 646,

648, 651, 653-655
Revell, Oliver (Buck), 20, 283, 297, 368

Robinson, Deborah, 602
Robison, Steve, 504-505, 512, 515,

522-524, 527-530, 539
Ronnow, Clark, 609, 649-650
Ross, FBI Agent Tom, 284-285
Roy, Elsijane T., 600



Index 681

Ruth, 594,651

Sakai, Joe, 598, 609-610
Sanders, Sgt. Don, 518-520, 525-526,

530-531, 554, 556, 585, 672

Sawahata, Akihide (Aki), 81-83, 91, 96-99,

100-102, 104-105, 111-112, 114-115,

118-121, 127-131, 135-136, 144,

147-149, 151, 154-159, 165-170, 173,

175-185, 189-190, 193, 198-200, 202,

207-208, 214, 216-218, 228, 235,

262-263, 268-270, 274-275, 282-283,

285, 289-293, 295-296, 305, 381, 507,

517, 581, 617-618, 655

Sawyer, William (Buzz), 142, 432, 544

Seal, Adler Berriman (Barry), 55, 59,

67-68, 73, 75, 78, 82, 90, 94, 100, 101,

102, 115, 117, 126-127, 140, 144, 148,

150, 154, 159, 164, 170, 174, 186-187,

190, 193, 198, 208-209, 218, 230,

235-236, 240-243, 249-254, 261-264,

266, 271, 276, 282, 285-289, 291, 310,

314-317, 320, 347, 352, 376-377, 391,

400, 409, 418, 424, 429, 446, 456, 467,

472, 480, 497, 503, 506, 509, 529, 577,

579, 582, 586, 603-605, 615, 621,

631-633, 643, 645, 655-656

Secord, Richard, 187, 259, 264, 327,

344-345, 348, 351, 375, 473, 537

Seligman, Nicole, 642-643

Shellnut, Finis, 165, 196-197, 253, 274,

605, 646
Shugar, Scott, 620-621, 650

Shultz, George, 374-376, 378, 386, 439, 671

Silva, Felix, 509

Singlaub, John, 583, 634
Stephens, Major Doug, 532

Stephens, Jackson T., 273, 291, 293, 616, 624

Stodola, Mark, 135, 154, 169-170, 314-315

Sullivan, Brendan, 546

Sullivan, Lynn Cola, 636
Sultan of Brunei, 214
Swaney Mark, 602-603, 615, 620
Talbott, Strobe, 621, 653-654
Theis, Judge Frank, 506, 517, 522-523,

525-531, 537-541, 543, 546, 548-556,

572, 607
Tingen, Richard, 226, 408, 488-489

Tokudome, Ted, 609-613

Tracta, Leroy, 247-251, 397, 399-400, 424
Trubey Marilyn, 503-504, 506, 509,

512-520, 522-525, 527-555, 573,

576-577, 585-586, 592, 618

Truman, Harry S, 1-5, 13, 31, 574

Turner, Stansfield, 191

Urbiola, Felipe Ledezma, 383, 406
Varnados, Ramon, 89-91, 104, 120, 123,

132, 152, 176,208
Velazquez, Arturo, 342

Vilines, Bobby, 314-315

Violanti, Gary 515-516

Wallyer, Bruce, 632
Walsh, Lawrence, 125, 473, 504, 547, 604,

606-608, 624, 629, 641, 644, 648, 653

Walton, Sheila (Janis's alias), 483, 490
Ward, Elizabeth, 636
Ward, Seth, Jr. (Skeeter), 65, 194-195, 200,

202, 209-210, 230, 253, 254, 255,

645-647
Ward, Seth, Sr., 54, 63-65, 77, 79-80, 154,

164-165, 194, 197, 198, 199, 200, 201,

209-210, 218, 230, 274, 294-295, 404,

507, 605, 644-647, 668

Weber, Harlan, 519

Weinberger, Caspar, 24, 375

Welch, Russell, 125, 174-175, 255,

283-286, 297

West, Emery, 23, 27, 542

Whitehead, John, 375

Whitmore, Paul, 283-284
Whittle, Tom, 649

Williams, Barbara, 517, 535, 549, 555-556,

642
Williams, Jack, 517, 535, 549, 555-556, 642

Wilson, Bill, 625-626
Wooley, Magistrate John, 503-504

Young, Raymond (Buddy), 268, 320, 459,

469, 502, 518-519, 530, 556, 584-585,

595-596, 603, 614, 634, 654, 656-657,

672

Vietnam War
Arc Light, 8, 160

Disco, 8, 490
Ho Chi Minh, 6, 11, 1 34, 347

Human Shield, 12

Igloo White, 6

Kissinger, Henry 1, 11, 20, 346, 414, 417
McNamara, Robert, 6

Nakhon Phanom, Thailand, 6, 10, 36, 142,

417
Nixon, Richard, 1, 8-9, 11, 13, 20, 74, 144,

191, 346-347, 374, 624
POWs, decision to bomb, 12-13

Task Force Alpha (TEA), 6-12, 36, 69, 142,

193, 356, 413, 417, 620

Teaball, 7

Vietnamization, 74, 77, 87, 144, 346



t=y> DRUG AND MONEY SHIPMENTS

H^ WEAPON SHIPMENTS

-^@|i^ SECRET COMMUNICATIONS

mmm^ money trail



"THE ENTERPRISE"

R

B
B

-^COE^ODb^



:s/Current Affairs S17.95

"This book could topple the President."
— London Sunday Telegraph

COMPROMISED is the true story of the Faustian pact that Bill Clinton made as governor of

Arkansas. It tells how his unbridled political ambitions and his pledge to create jobs for Arkansas

led him to compromise his ideals in exchange for support for his presidential candidacy in 1992.

By selling out politically to the Reagan-Bush administration, by giving the Agency free rein to

operate a secret training base near the tiny western Arkansas town of Mena, and by looking the

other way as Arkansas factories turned out untraceable weapons parts for the Nicaraguan Contra

"freedom fighters," the young governor helped create an operation that laundered untold millions

of dollars and that enriched Clinton's political friends and helped finance his campaign fund.

The Arkansas-CIA connection became Clinton's darkest secret, and only now is the tiniest shaft

of light being shed on what has become known as the Whitewater Scandal. Coauthor Terry Reed,

who helped train Contra pilots in rural Arkansas, became the first person to pull backthe shroud on

the "Arkansas Connection" long before most people ever heard of Clinton cronies like Webb
Hubbell, Clinton's former associate U.S. attorney-general, who became the first major figure to

plead guilty in an ever-widening investigation that is confirming Reed's disclosures. Former National

Security Advisor Bud McFarlane also corroborates Reed's revelation that former spymaster George

Bush was in the center of the Iran-Contra loop, and he, like Reed, paints Bush as a cold-hearted

powermonger bent on wrestling the White House away from Ronald Reagan.

Reed, who was recruited into the Arkansas operation by Oliver North, reveals in this eyewitness

account how the "black operations" in Arkansas worked, from the training of Contra pilots and

the manufacture of weapons parts— all in violation of a congressional ban on Contra aid—to the

airdrops of cash into Arkansas by CIA operative Barry Seal. Seal disclosed to Reed that more than

$9 million a week was dropped from planes onto secret drop zones and later laundered through an

investment banking firm whose president had close ties with Clinton.

TERRY REED is a former Air Force intelligence operative who served in the most secret project of

the Vietnam War, Task Force Alpha. In civilian life, he was recruited by the FBI's counterintelligence

division to help combat the illegal sale of technology to the Soviet Union and later became a CIA

asset. He is an FAA-certified flight instructor with more than 3,000 hours of flight time.

JOHN CUMMINGS is a prize-winning former investigative reporter for Newsday'm New York and

has coauthored The Heist (]%b), Goombata: The Improbable Rise and Fall of John Gotti and His

Gang (1990) and 'Til Murder Do L/s Part (1993).

"The most credible aspect of Mr. Reed's book is that it was not written with Whitewater in mind. It

simply collided with Whitewater. If it is even a quarter true, it is as damaging in what it says about

the Reagan and Bush administrations since it reopens the old wound of Iran-Contra as in what it

says about Bill Clinton's Arkansas.

— The Wall Street Journal

"An underground classic."

— The Washington Post

"Compromised . . . will put to the test Clinton's

remarkable ability to survive."

— The Boston Globe
'781883"955021'
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