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			Advance Praise for 
A Cop’s Son

			 

			“The son of one of ‘New York’s Finest’ provides a gripping account of his own career hunting jihadists, drug lords, and embezzlers. A Cop’s Son is a great page-turning read!”

			—	Ray Kelly, two-time NYC Police Commissioner and author of Vigilance

			 

			“A Cop’s Son is a compelling memoir of a life dedicated to the pursuit of justice. It’s fast moving—recounting the fascinating and diverse investigations during Ken Strange’s career. This rich collection of exploits will satisfy and entertain any reader!”

			—	Bill Bratton, former NYC Police Commissioner, LAPD Chief of Police, and author of The Profession

			 

			“In A Cop’s Son, Ken Strange has delivered a fast-paced memoir of his remarkable career on the front lines fighting major crime as a federal agent. Strange provides a riveting insider account of his epic investigations into Islamic terrorism, sophisticated international fraud, and the Mexican cartels. A Cop’s Son also includes a moving account of his father’s storied 38-year NYPD career. In A Cop’s Son, he passes along the secrets of what he learned to become a great agent. A Cop’s Son is not only the unofficial handbook for anyone thinking of joining law enforcement but a high-octane, true crime saga, told by someone who lived it.”

			—	Gerald Posner, award-winning journalist and New York Times best-selling author of Pharma and Why America Slept

			 

			“Author Ken Strange served on the front lines in Federal Law Enforcement for 21 years. His latest book, A Cop’s Son goes behind fortress like doors into a secret world of terrorists, ‘sicarios,’ and financial predators. A book worth reading for anyone who loves true crime stories and the men and women who work tirelessly to protect our country. A superb storyteller, Ken easily turns non-fiction into an art form. Coming from an NYPD law enforcement family, he writes what’s in his blood. I highly recommend this book from an author who could become the next Joseph Wambaugh.”

			—	Terry Turchie Deputy Assistant Director Counterterrorism Division (retired) and author of Capturing the Unabomber

			 


			“Federal Law Enforcement officer whose career encompassed three distinguished agencies. Were we prepared for 9/11? Can the problems on the SW border ever be resolved? The answer to these and many other questions can be found in Ken’s latest book, A Cop’s Son—a great read!”

			—	Dick Marquise FBI Special Agent in Charge (retired) 
and author of Scotbom
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			Dedicated to my father, NYPD Deputy Chief Kenneth R. Strange Sr., for 38 years of faithful service to the City of New York and his love of family.

			“He was a man take him for all in all, I shall not look upon his like again.”

			—Hamlet, William Shakespeare
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			Preface

			Law enforcement is a peculiar profession and calling—it is not for everyone. In upholding the law and protecting the public, we often rub elbows with criminals, “low-lifes” and, occasionally, our own unprincipled ilk. So, it should come as no surprise some of us might have a slightly jaded view of humanity—we see things in a different light, ways in which the public does not. There is a line from Sidney Lumet’s movie Prince of the City where Danny Ciello, the NYC police detective turns on a federal prosecutor and shouts, “We are the only thing between you and the jungle.” The imperfect detective was not so far off the mark.

			In denial about this calling for many years, I finally succumbed to the siren song and cast my lot with the law enforcement fraternity. I did so for several reasons. First, I came to the steadfast conclusion I would be one of the sheepdogs (law enforcement) protecting the flock (the public) from the wolves (criminals). Second, I possessed a talent which lent itself readily to law enforcement work. As a people-person, every day promised the unique opportunity to engage with individuals, good or bad, from all walks of life. A genuine interest in understanding my fellow man meant I had to tilt heavily toward listening as opposed to talking. One colleague marveled, “You could go into a room full of strangers, say a few words and come out with a dozen friends.” Third, when it comes to crime, I’m the type of investigator who won’t let go. I wouldn’t give up (on a case) until my bosses cried out “Enough!” The Germans have a word for that mindset—Jäger, meaning hunter or, in my case, a hunter of criminals.

			Keen not only to produce a memoir relating to my own career as a federal law enforcement officer but also to showcase the work federal law enforcement officers do day in and day out, I have written A Cop’s Son.

			What sets this book apart from any other in the law enforcement genre is the variety of investigative stories accrued from the three distinct and distinguished US government agencies I proudly served during a career spanning twenty-one years. In this book, I have broken down my federal career into the Fight Against Jihad (FBI), the Fight Against Global Fraud (USAID OIG) and the Fight Against the Cartels (DOJ OIG).

			While Organized Crime (Mafia), fugitives, and truck hijacking cases swirled around the FBI’s Newark Field Office, my background and ‘very particular set of skills’ lent themselves more readily to the foreign counterintelligence and counterterrorism work I conducted while part of a Joint Terrorism Task Force (JTTF).

			It was the fall of 1985. No stranger to Islamic orthodoxy and fundamentalism, I had just completed a five-year work assignment in the Kingdom of Saudi Arabia. I had lived through the rebels’ siege of Islam’s holy city of Mecca in 1979 and a year later been literally run out of the town of Layla1 by stone-throwing village elders after admitting to being a Christian (they had pointed out my necklace and cross). Surrounded by an angry mob, I can still see and hear the diminutive police officer in his brown uniform and beret frantically pleading with me to flee, “They will kill you…and me!”

			Deciding to visit several neighboring countries in the Middle East. I found myself in Cairo, the City of a Thousand Minarets. It was just me, the taxi driver, and the funereal silence of a still scarred and haunted grandstand. I poked my fingers in the few remaining bullet holes trying to conjure up the terror and carnage unleashed on the assassinated Egyptian president and doomed dignitaries that day. Little did I know the vagaries of life were biding their time, waiting patiently to introduce me to the Jihadist high priest of death and destruction.

			If someone had told me that within five years, I would be an FBI agent hunting down terrorists including the Islamist militant who sanctioned Sadat’s assassination at this very site, I would have been skeptical. Highly skeptical.

			A Spanish linguist, I also worked and was based overseas in Central America as a Special Agent with the US Agency for International Development’s (USAID) Office of the Inspector General (OIG) where I learned not only how our country dispenses foreign aid to developing countries, but a new specialty—that of fraud investigator. This work was not for the faint of heart. Eventually, any foreign service officer or agent worth their salt is going to encounter enemies abroad. One of my colleagues, Larry Foley from USAID Jordan was murdered by Al-Qaeda in Iraq operatives. Unarmed overseas, I was faced with several ‘critical incidents’ during my tenure with USAID—in one South American country I was followed by intelligence agents and had my witnesses physically threatened by a sadistic foreign national. Some were convinced I was an agent of the CIA.

			Lastly, I rotated back to the United States and landed on the Southwest Border, the busiest, most frenetic border in the world, accepting a final assignment with the Department of Justice’s (DOJ) Office of Inspector General. Here, I was plunged into the world of internal affairs and oversight of DOJ agencies. Ironically, as an ex-FBI agent, I now found myself, on occasion, investigating my former employer. For law enforcement officers, there was no place on earth like the SW Border. My father, a 38-year veteran of the New York City Police Department, once visited El Paso, Texas and, standing beside me on one of the land bridges to Mexico, marveled at the ebb and flow of humanity straddling both sides of the Border.

			“So many stories!” he exclaimed with a primal grin. We both knew exactly what he meant.

			Fraternizing with all kinds of people in unusual places and, at times, under surreal circumstances, one FBI colleague shook his head and stated, “You seem to show up in the strangest places (no pun intended).” He was right but it also helps to be curious about the world, open to experiences and somewhat trusting. Like any successful law enforcement officer, the ability to listen to people with a certain degree of empathy is an advantage. Not to mention, an ability to be self-effacing, to maintain a sense of humor and laugh at oneself when appropriate—at least that’s the way I rolled. I thought it served me well.

			The stories contained within these pages will make you smile, laugh and, perhaps, cry. They are diverse because the work was varied and the actors on both sides of the law were as different as grains of sand. The nature of this work could be summed up succinctly, “No two days were ever alike.” A few short stories turned into many which culminated in the creation of this book but, regrettably, I had to leave many other stories on the cutting room floor. For example, this book won’t contain the narrative of the former priest who, together with his pedophile attorney, embezzled hundreds of thousands of dollars from a USAID-financed NGO in South America, had me surveilled and threatened bodily harm to several key witnesses. Nor will it include a pair of tragic immigration cases along the SW border—one, the “Railroad Killer” (Resendiz-Ramirez), more renowned than the other—the “Batres” case where two Catholic nuns in Oregon found themselves in the wrong place at the wrong time. I suppose few people will have heard about these cases. Aptly named “An Imperfect Immigration System,” these stories highlight the huge holes in that system. However, twenty-five years later you may note our immigration policies are still imperfect, some might say “broken.” Perhaps these and other untold stories will come to life in another book.

			The amount of research that went into A Cop’s Son took me by surprise. I interviewed agents from my own agencies as well as those from other agencies who played a role in these cases. There were FOIA requests and an endless review of court and judicial documents, redacted case files by the FBI and other stakeholders, Internet searches and, unfortunately, the occasional and literal dead end—a witness, source or colleague was now deceased. RIP. Time is the memoir writer’s greatest enemy.

			What became evident during this research was the willingness of my LEO2 colleagues to speak openly and passionately not only about these cases, but other memorable cases from their careers. As I did with my father, I listened to their stories with fascination and excitement, their energy level and animation palpably contagious. Perhaps there’s another law enforcement tome in my future where I can share their deserving stories.

			I must warn the reader there are redactions within these pages. In order to publish this book, I was bound by my FBI employment agreement to provide their Pre-Publication Review Unit with a copy of my final manuscript. Some redactions have been made to protect “sources and methods.”

			I have taken great pains to cloak the identity of fellow agents and sources who could be adversely affected by what follows in these pages. I have also taken certain liberties in disguising a handful of actual situations which might inadvertently expose my former colleagues to unwanted attention. Every vignette contained herein is based on true events. In certain cases, however, incidents, characters and timelines have been changed for dramatic purposes. A few characters, very few, may be composites, or entirely fictitious.

			“I sleep with my wife, but I live with my partners” was a poignant quote from a crime film, yet so true in the world I inhabited. There is nothing like a midnight bank stakeout with your partner to forge a close bond. It’s human nature to do so especially when the person riding “shotgun” might end up saving your life during an armed confrontation.

			To this day, I miss the office “bullpen” and the camaraderie of working with the men and women of law enforcement not only at the federal, state, and local level but overseas. I was humbled by the work they all did and, whenever possible, made them a part of my team. Anybody who tells you they can do it alone in this profession is a fool. Any successful case involved others—from analysts to my fellow agents, from prosecutors to SWAT and everyone in between. A total team effort from start to finish.

			Although my body tells me otherwise, I won’t prevaricate-there are still times when I feel like a Special Agent fresh out of the FBI Academy in Quantico, that I have the “eye of the tiger’ or I’m the sheepdog guarding against the wolves. Those things never change, although I suppose I’m now an old sheepdog.

			A word of advice for those who believe this line of work is for them. Strive for balance in your life. If you choose this career, spend quality time with your family, cultivate spirituality, maintain a network of non-law enforcement friends as well as hobbies and outside interests. And if you are troubled or feel something is amiss in your life or at work, never hesitate for a moment to seek professional help. To do so is a sign of strength, not weakness.

			I would be remiss in not mentioning “the work” comes with an inherent element of risk and danger which is why we consistently train, hoping for the best but expecting the worst. Those in law enforcement know “our chosen profession is fraught with danger.” FBI Special Agent in Charge George Piro of the Miami Field Office whose two agents were shot and killed in the line of duty said, “It (the job) requires putting oneself in harm’s way, not once, but again and again.” Within months of arriving in El Paso, Texas, the Mexican cartels put a bounty on the head of every one of us American federal law enforcement agents along the Border.

			Sadly, on June 21, 2006, our Department of Justice colleague, Special Agent Buddy Sentner, fell in the line of duty in Tallahassee, Florida. His loss was a blow to us all and is a harsh reminder that every day we go forth to enforce the law can be our last.

			With great sorrow, his wife said, “Buddy prayed to make a difference in peoples’ lives, and he did just that.”

			Like Buddy’s selfless life, I hope this book will make a difference.

			Stay safe.

			 

			Former Special Agent in Charge DOJ

			Kenneth R. Strange Jr.

			
			
		

	
		
			The Fight Against Jihad

			(From Silence of the Lambs to the Castro Brothers)

			“The FBI and its partners are the last line of defense standing between America and the next 9/11”

			—former FBI Director Robert Mueller

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			Peter Jennings and ABC News

			The call came into the Rosslyn, Virginia office and was answered by the administrative assistant, Kay, a pleasant, matronly woman who, coincidentally, had attended the same New York City high school as my mother.

			“Ken, I’ve got someone from ABC News on the line.”

			“Sure Kay, pass it through.”

			Since the Village Voice article3 about the World Trade Bombing hit newsstands the previous week, I had received a dozen phone calls from various media outlets, all of them itching to get my take on the article and my “alleged” role in, and possible advance knowledge of, the sad and tragic affair.

			A young woman’s voice, a journalist, was on the line, “Is this Ken Strange of the FBI?”

			“Yes, this is he. Except, I’m no longer with the FBI…how can I help you?”

			I was a bit curt—the media was relentless in chasing a story which meant to promote a sensational narrative even if that narrative was flawed with inaccuracies, lies and omissions. There was no denying the story was titillating—it involved the CIA, the blind radical Muslim Sheik Omar Abdel-Rahman and an alleged FBI informant who claimed to be prescient about the deadly event. Unfortunately, that informant was linked directly to me. Accusing the CIA of “coddling Omar Abdel-Rahman,” the author also implied that, had the FBI been more diligent, it might have prevented the World Trade Center bombing.

			The woman from ABC News politely introduced herself as Catherine and commenced with her polished spiel.

			“I know what you’re going through Agent Strange, and I just want to say it’s got to be difficult.”

			She made it sound like a close family member had passed away.

			“I’m guessing you disclosed the plot to your supervisors who failed to act on it. And that’s why you left the Bureau, right?”

			Catherine’s speculation was ludicrous, but I had to give the reporter high marks for not only attempting to “empathize with the victim” but pitting me against my former agency to elicit the information she was seeking. But mentioning the word “Bureau” like we were part of the same club…. well, that was cute. I wasn’t buying.

			“No, Catherine. Not even close. And, by the way, I think very highly of “The Bureau.”

			Desperate to keep me on the line she blurted out, “If you have anything to say, Peter Jennings4 would like to speak with you…personally.”

			Peter Jennings? Catherine, the journalist, was keen to name drop one of the most recognized news anchors on the planet to get this story.

			“Very kind of you Catherine but I’m afraid it doesn’t change anything. Have a nice day.”

			I leaned back in the chair and mused, “Peter Jennings? Did I just blow off Peter Jennings? How did we even get to this place?”

			I glanced at my new digs, at the computer and freshly painted walls…to the Meritorious Unit Citation from the CIA signed by Director Gates, the plaque from the US Army’s Military Intelligence Brigade at Fort Monmouth hanging on the wall, remembered the buzz of the Joint Terrorism Task Force (JTTF)5 bullpen and thought to myself, “It begins with C-10—all of it.”

			In the Beginning

			It’s been more than ten years since I retired from a life of government service and even longer, twenty plus years since I parted ways with the Federal Bureau of Investigation (FBI). Occasionally, very occasionally, someone will ask me what it was like to work for the “Bureau,” and I tell them it was the best job I ever had—although I didn’t know it at the time. Frankly, it was the only job where I couldn’t get to the office soon enough in the morning and where my boss would prod me to go home at night. The work was addictive and I soon discovered I had a knack for it.

			In 1986, while still a graduate student in Glendale, Arizona, I was recruited by the FBI as part of their language program, in my case Spanish. Not that it took much to recruit me since law enforcement was already in my blood.

			There was undoubtedly a place in the post- Hoover FBI6 for an internationalist—someone who spoke Spanish, had lived, and worked in the Middle East (Saudi Arabia) and was familiar with the Muslim culture. The Middle East, with its Sunni and Shiite drama, its proclivity for churning out anti-American radical groups such as the Abu Nidal Organization (ANO) and the Palestinian Liberation Organization (PLO) was something which had always fascinated me. “The ‘80s” were tumultuous times and I planned to jump right in and start defending my country. Early on, I had my sights set on either a Counterterrorism (CT) or Foreign Counterintelligence (FCI) squad.

			But the wheels of government turn slowly and, after languishing a year and a half waiting for the background investigation to conclude, I had almost forgotten my FBI point of contact, Special Agent Gus Peterson, a Mormon, who confided in me during the recruiting process, “you’ll never get rich in this job, but you’ll never be poor.”

			In time, I completed graduate school and accepted a summer internship with the US State Department at the American Embassy in Muscat, Oman. The Embassy proposed that my wife receive a salary for filling in for the vacationing Embassy nurse while I, an unpaid intern, toiled on a country-specific financial research project in the Embassy’s Economic section. Within several months I had landed a job as an international credit analyst for one of New York City’s largest banks, Manufacturers Hanover Trust. After several months and having barely passed the credit analyst exam, I was wrestling with the ennui and the countless calories from all those banker’s lunches with our Middle East correspondent bank counterparts in New York.

			Fortunately, after a year and a half with ‘Manny Hanny,’7 I received my probationary letter from the “Bureau” inviting me to join the FBI New Agents Class (NAC 89-7) at Quantico, Virginia commencing August 9, 1989. I was thrilled and ecstatic knowing I was finally on my way to becoming a “G-Man.” On my final day at Manny Hanny, my acerbically witty boss, Larry, walked me over to a third-floor window where he pointed out a drug deal playing out among low-level street urchins. With dripping sarcasm, he pointed to the illicit gathering, “There’s your new life Strange. Good luck.”

			My twin daughters were a little more than a year old when I left them, my wife, and our modest suburban home in North Plainfield, New Jersey and caught a one-way flight from Newark to National Airport in Washington, DC. There, outside the main terminal, a yellow school bus awaited us recruits—all 44 of us—the FBI New Agents Class of 89-7.

			FBI—Freeze or Die!

			The FBI Academy at Quantico occupies 547 acres and sits on the Quantico Marine Corps Base, forty miles southwest of Washington, DC in the state of Virginia, not far from the heavily traveled Interstate Highway 95. At thirty-four years of age (one year before the cut-off age), I was considered one of the older probationary agents. My classmates were a diverse, smart, and congenial group of young men and women from across the United States. They hailed from places like New York City, people like Aaron, John from California, “Junior” a former college baseball player from Puerto Rico; Joon, a Korean martial arts expert from Hawaii, Rufus, a big, burly African American kid from Indiana, even a former Navy guy we called “Ivan the Russian.” There were also deputy sheriffs, former military types and the occasional banker like me.

			Standing out from the crowd was Andy, a 6’5’’ crew-cut Dartmouth Ivy League grad and former college hoops star. As we both enjoyed basketball, he shared the story of the most noteworthy game of his college career—he and his teammates squared off against Coach Dean Smith and the University of North Carolina basketball team during the 1983-84 season. ESPN billed the contest as “The Big Names versus The Big Brains.” When Andy walked onto the court, he found himself staring back at several Tar Heel notables—Michael Jordan, a future NBA Hall of Famer and possibly the greatest athlete to play the game, and future NBA All Stars Sam Perkins and Kenny Smith.8 Andy smiled, “you can imagine what that game9 was like!”

			We had experienced, avuncular New Agents Counselors—veteran FBI agents Bryan Bean and Mike Avent from the from the Chicago and Memphis Field Offices respectively while debonair Steve Adams rounded out the team as Staff Counselor. Dressed alike in khaki pants, powder blue short-sleeve FBI shirts and black shoes, we probationary agents were housed in the 1970s-era Quantico dormitories.

			My roommate, Dave, a quiet type from Chicago with an accounting degree happened to be a rabid Cubs baseball fan who was hoping and praying the “Cubbies” would, in his lifetime, make it to the World Series. His personal goal was to join one of the FBI’s white-collar fraud squads.

			There were also several ladies in the class. Melissa was earnest about her forensic craft and would go on to become a Deputy Assistant Director of the FBI Lab. There was also Karla whose husband was an agent waiting for her to join him in the FBI’s Waterloo, Iowa resident agency office.

			I mentioned Aaron and John for a reason—they had both managed to rub me the wrong way, at least initially. Shortly after arriving at Quantico, prospective agents are tested for fitness to determine what program they will need to pass the final physical fitness test at the end of 14 weeks of training. Despite all those banker’s lunches in Manhattan, I had deluded myself into thinking I was in relatively good shape. Quantico’s Physical Fitness Test was almost a full day of athletic events—sit-ups, pushups, a 120-yard shuttle run (weaving through cones), pull ups and the last event, a two-mile run.

			If there was anything that put the fear of God in me, it was pull ups. I just couldn’t do them. Sadly, I could barely do one! It shouldn’t have been surprising—pull ups had always been my kryptonite in high school and college. Not surprisingly, pull ups are more difficult for taller people and, at 6’3 inches tall, I certainly qualified. Standing under the bar, I was on the verge of a panic attack as I waited to begin.

			The Hawaiian gym instructor barked, “Go!”

			Jumping up, I seized the bar and continued in one motion to get my chin up and over the bar. However, it was deemed “cheating” and the gym coach called me on it. I was ordered to stop, drop from the bar, and repeat the exercise. This time I resolved to give it everything I had. Kicking, grunting, and straining, I could barely get my chin over the bar.

			“One,” shouted the instructor. “Give me another.”

			I knew I had nothing left in the ‘pull up’ tank. The best I could hope for was a monumental effort which might get my chin within striking distance of the bar and cause the instructor’s heart to grow like the Grinch who stole Christmas. Sure, why not…he would wink at me and gift me the second pull up. I was dreaming. Give me an ‘A’ for effort but when my elbows locked out and gravity deposited me on the gym floor, it was over.

			“One pull up,” the stone-faced instructor bellowed, avoiding eye contact. “Next.”

			I ended up failing to score the one point needed to pass this section of the test. To have my classmates witness this glaring failure was mortifying. I knew I would eventually have to complete the minimum (two pull ups) to make it through Quantico and become a Special Agent. Now I could embrace my weakness and work to improve it—fortunately, I had twelve weeks to do so.

			The day’s final event was the two-mile run held on the track behind the Academy gym. By track standards this one wasn’t anything special—you could easily mistake it for a high school track anywhere in the country. I had qualified for the New Agents Class by running slightly under the minimum passing time at Governors Island in New York. I could certainly replicate those results but knew the lower the time, the more overall test points earned. Those extra points could make the difference between passing10 and failing the final Fitness exam.

			Lining up at the starting line, I was nervous but certainly there were others like me. The supremely confident “rabbits” in the class went out quickly with many of us falling behind as the laps went by in the subtropical humidity.

			At the one-mile mark, I had already slipped to the bottom half of the class. Shockingly, a few of our “track stars” were within a lap of completing the two miles. At 1 ½ miles, I was now pulling up the bottom quarter of our class. Although I was on pace to better my Governors Island time, it would not be nearly enough to earn additional points. To avoid a last place finish, I had expended all my energy. I ended up passing the two-mile run, but it still ranked in the lower range and yielded a mere point. Milling around the finish line were Aaron and John. I walked off the track and bent over trying to catch my breath. That’s when I heard Aaron and that grating New York accent.

			“Hey Strange, you OK? Think you’ll make it through Quantico?” He punctuated the sarcasm with some rude laughter.

			John piled on, “Maybe you should have stayed with the bank.” Again, more laughter but this time in unison with Aaron.

			It seemed my lack of success had welded these knuckleheads together.

			Ouch! Deep down I was hurt and angry. Because I had failed the pull up section of the test, and not scored enough overall points, I was banished to the “remedial” Fitness Group.

			However, in retrospect, I owe a great deal to my classmates—their comments fueled a surprising passion to focus all my energy on the track. I now had a mission, a reason for living. Not only would I exert myself during the next few weeks and qualify on the pull ups, but I would hunt these two guys down on the track during the Final Exam and lap them. What sweet revenge that would be! Every night before falling asleep, I played out this delicious scenario in my head.

			I grew stronger with time and our daily exercise regimen. Gym classes were three times a week which I supplemented with afternoon remedial fitness classes. Special Agent Bob Rogers, principal instructor at Quantico, was a runner and fitness guru who took great pleasure in running ‘newbies’ “to death.” Our runs were punishing, at least in the beginning, but we soon grew accustomed to the pain of running the “Yellow Brick Road” 11 until we embraced it.

			A former Vietnam veteran, US Marine and recipient of the Bronze Star, Rogers was tough as nails and, if he paid you a compliment, it was like being elevated to Cloud Nine. We tried hard to please him, at least I did. As a result of this active regimen, I dropped 10 pounds and weighed in at just under 210 pounds.

			After dinner, I studied for my legal classes then absconded into the Quantico night running the trails of the 2100-acre Occoquan Reservoir by the light of the moon or the light of the Hostage Rescue Team (HRT)12 helicopters training in the woods-all part of my stealth training. It was pure joy to jog in these woods, watching one’s breath ascend into the stillness of the autumn night, the only noise—the pounding of my feet on the dirt path…not even the icy puddles of water dampened my enthusiasm.

			On the first day of class, our FBI instructor stood before the sliding blackboard and asked us, “When you think of the FBI, what’s the first thing that comes to mind?”

			Anxious to show off my copious knowledge of the Bureau, I raised my hand, stood up and exclaimed, “J. Edgar Hoover.”

			No sooner had I uttered the name of the legendary FBI Director, than the sliding blackboard came crashing down leaving us all rattled. Shaken up, the instructor attempted a weak joke about ghosts, but it was hardly reassuring. To this day, nobody can convince me the former Director’s ghost doesn’t wander the halls of the FBI Academy.

			The New Agents curriculum involved a variety of subjects including legal training complete with a mock courtroom and trials, informant development, investigative techniques, ethics, surveillance, interviewing and interrogations as well as an abundance of firearms training.

			Mr. Shotgun

			During our three-month tenure at Quantico, we were trained to skillfully use and qualify on a pair of Bureau-issued weapons—the Smith & Wesson Model 13 .357 Magnum revolver as well as 12-gauge Remington Model 870 shotgun. Firearms training was conducted at least three times per week at the outdoor range.

			If Agent John Gray13 lacked for anything it wasn’t bravado. This James Cagney-look alike FBI agent and firearms instructor maintained a somewhat cocky swagger. Firearms instructors were divided into those who wanted to test you and those who wanted to help you. Clearly, Gray fell into the latter category.

			His first impression was indelible. He stood before the class caressing the long gun, “I love my shotgun,” he grinned.

			He now had our undivided attention.

			“And you will too…”

			The truth of the matter was most of the trainees were scared ‘shitless’ of this weapon. Personally, I had never used, let alone held a shotgun in my life. I certainly couldn’t be accused of bringing any bad habits to training.

			Shooting the revolver was never a problem and, fortunately, I was not one of those who required an added grip to control the firearm. But I absolutely dreaded shooting the shotgun. It packed such a recoil or ‘kick’ that, half the time, it would knock the glasses off my nose. It was not until the end of training that I became more comfortable with this long gun. I did, however, understand its lethality and recalled Agent Gray’s words, “For the bad guys, the sound of a shotgun being racked is the universal language of what’s coming next.”

			Shit happens. I was having a bad day at the Range. The Master Firearms Instructor, a no-nonsense type who, it was said, had pulled a bad guy out of the car—through the windshield—unloosed a verbal scolding which I probably deserved. It was so harsh I felt my fragile ego beginning to crack. Agent Gray took notice and, after the session, requested that I accompany him to the adjacent skeet shooting range where I learned a new skill and was able to salvage my pride.

			Toward the end of our training, the firearms instructors treated us not only to shooting the Prohibition-era Thompson submachine gun (Tommy Gun) in low light but also the modern and most widely used submachine gun in the world, the Heckler and Koch MP5. After using the lightweight Parabellum MP5, it was obvious how it had become the mainstay of SWAT units in the United States. It was one beautiful weapon.

			During a freak accident I learned the hard way there are no friendly bullets. While reloading our speed loaders during an exercise at the outdoor range, one of the hollow point bullets missed the chamber, tumbled out of my hand and, upon impact with the ground, exploded. This was a one in a million event where the primer hit the concrete at just the right angle and detonated, spraying shrapnel upward which, fortunately, bounced off my glasses. The instructor immediately called a halt to the exercise and approached me to see what the f#@*k had occurred.

			“Damn it Strange…you’re bleeding.”

			A tiny fragment of the exploding debris had hit me directly under the right eye beneath the glasses. Someone handed me a tissue as I calmly made my way to the infirmary.

			The New Agents curriculum also provided tactical exercises for arrest scenarios at Hogan’s Alley. Built by Hollywood set designers in 1987, Hogan’s Alley is the FBI’s training facility which was created to mimic a town square. It had its own bank, pawn shop, Biograph Theatre,14 hotel (the Dogwood Inn) and restaurants to train for what real live law enforcement might throw at us. It’s been called a violent Disneyland where make-believe crooks give rookie law enforcement officers a crash course in street smarts. In fact, the Bureau hires seasoned role players or make-believe crooks, a few of them salty looking, which made the situations all too real. Some of the names of those crooks were intimidating too—a woman named Wanda Lust often showed up to harass us and throw a wrench into our investigations.

			During one Hogan’s Alley scenario we obtained arrest warrants from an ersatz judge and had to enter a “biker bar” filled with nasty looking “dudes” and their obnoxious “chicks” in order to effect several arrests. Red15 training guns holstered, our team approached the establishment and were greeted by cacophonous hard rock music and a burly bouncer. Once inside the bar, day turned to night, the jukebox music deafening and distracting. Several of the agitated patrons began jawing at us; one of the bikers laid hands on a fellow trainee and was quickly subdued and handcuffed. Another biker sprinted for the exit but was tackled before reaching the egress. He let out a torrent of cuss words saying he would sue us all for Civil Rights violations. The scenario was so authentic my adrenaline went through the roof. Afterward, the instructors pointed out a cardinal mistake—failing to initially disable the jukebox. Yanking out the plug would have immediately muted the chaotic and raucous rock bar transforming it into a more manageable environment. I never forgot the lesson and, early on during my FBI career in Newark, I would borrow from that experience and execute it to perfection.

			Miami Firefight

			When we arrived at Quantico, the Bureau was still smarting over the FBI Miami shootout of April 11, 1986, between FBI agents and two of the ‘baddest,’ most violent criminals in US law enforcement history—Army buddies Michael Lee Platt and William Matix.

			When the Bureau decided to force the issue that spring day, they were dealing with a pair of highly trained shooters who had met as military policemen at Fort Campbell, Kentucky. Matix also had two tours with the US Marine Corps under his belt before re-inventing himself in the Army.

			However, a closer look at the two men would have revealed major homicidal “red flags”—both their spouses had died under unusual circumstances. In 1983, Matix’s wife Patty, a former US Army Specialist, as well as a female co-worker were found stabbed to death at Riverside Methodist Hospital in Columbus, Ohio.

			Matix had an airtight alibi. On the night of the murders, he had asked his neighbor over to help move furniture. However, Platt’s whereabouts during that time are unknown. As a result of his wife’s death, Matix was the beneficiary of a hefty $350,000 insurance payment.

			Meanwhile, Platt had had a first marriage which ended in divorce. His second wife was found dead from a single shotgun blast to the mouth—the death was ruled a suicide.

			Platt and Matix spent much of their spare time together shooting thousands of rounds of ammunition at a time in the Florida Everglades. On October 4, 1985, while target shooting, a civilian named Emilio Briel had the unfortunate luck of running into the former soldiers and paid for it with his life.

			The stone-cold killers commandeered Briel’s car, a 1974 gold Monte Carlo, embarking on a crime spree that would last seven months. On October 9, 1985, at a Steak and Ale Restaurant on SW 97th Ave. in Miami. Sporting military style apparel, Platt and Matix robbed a Loomis Armored truck courier making off with $2,825 and the guard’s gun.

			A week later, a Wells Fargo Armored truck made a pickup at the Winn Dixie Grocery Store on SW 104th Street. Platt and Matix were there to meet it exchanging prolonged gunfire with a guard who, shot in the leg with 12-gauge shotgun blast, expired from his wounds.

			On October 17, 1985, Platt and Matix were at it again, this time attempting to rob a Loomis armored truck on SW 88th Street in Miami. The Loomis courier squeezed off several shots at the would-be robbers who were waiting behind the truck. Foiled, the robbers sped away in an unknown vehicle.

			On November 8, 1985, Platt and Matix escalated their bank robbery spree making armed withdrawals totaling more than $51,000 in both the Florida National and Professional Savings banks on South Dixie Highway.

			On January 10, 1986, a Brinks Armored truck made a pickup at the Barnett Bank on South Dixie Highway. Dressed in ski masks, gloves, and dark clothing, Matix and Platt attacked the courier, shooting him once with a large gauge shotgun and administering the coup de grace with two rifle shots to his back.

			On March 12, 1986, armed with a Ruger Mini-14 and S&W revolver, Platt and Matix returned in a white Ford F-150 pickup truck to their safe haven in the Florida Everglades coming across another hapless civilian, Jose Collazo, who was target shooting at a West Dade County rock pit, the same place on the Tamiami Trail where they had dispatched the hapless Emilio Briel six months earlier. The two men robbed Collazo at gunpoint making off with his wallet, .22 rifle and a .38 S&W revolver (later recovered at Platt’s home) before shooting him three times and leaving the target shooter for dead.

			Miraculously, Collazo survived the execution attempt and staggered one mile to safety. Platt and Matix escaped in Collazo’s black 1979 Chevy Monte Carlo, Florida license plate ‘NTJ-891.’

			A week later, on March 19, 1986, Platt and Matix robbed the same Barnett Bank from their attempted robbery on October 17, 1985. This time they were able to abscond with more than $8,000. A US Customs officer saw the men get into a black car, bearing Florida license plate ‘NTJ-891.’

			In their search for the stolen Monte Carlo, the Bureau had put together a rolling stakeout which included fourteen FBI agents in eleven cars. On April 11, 1986, at about 9:30 am, Platt and Matix were spotted and followed on Dixie Highway for several blocks before the pair suddenly deviated from the route and turned into a quiet, unsuspecting residential neighborhood. Instead of forcing the issue on a congested Highway, the Bureau purposely committed to a traffic stop on a sun-splashed suburban side street forcing the bank robbers off the road and into a tree. All hell broke loose!

			As part of our intensive training, the FBI ensured we sit through the 1988 training video Firefight and absorb the lessons learned that day. The video was all too realistic, and the Platt and Matix role players looked and acted their villainous parts. They were so evil looking that one evening while taking a break at the Academy’s “Boardroom,” I was confronted by a terrifying sight. ‘Evil’ with a mustache strode into the Boardroom or should I say Platt or, more accurately, the person who portrayed Platt in the training video. My first reaction was ‘fight or flight’—I immediately took cover behind the popcorn machine before I could process that the criminal role player was, actually, an FBI agent looking to have a beer.

			Suffice it to say, both Platt and Matix were killed during the firefight but at a terrible cost. On that day, in the span of five minutes, we lost two FBI agents, Ben Grogan and Jerry Dove:16 five other Agents were wounded, three of them critically. On that day only one of the ten fated participants went home unscathed.

			An investigation of the incident concluded with several findings and observations:

			
					Although outnumbering the bank robbers 4 to 1, the Bureau agents were outgunned. Platt and Matix mostly used long guns (a Ruger Mini-14 .223 Remington and Smith and a Wesson Model 3000 12-gauge shotgun) during the battle with great skill. Special Agents Edmund Mireles, a former US Marine, and Gordon McNeill were carrying shotguns in their vehicles at the time of the car stop but only Mireles was able to get to his weapon. Climatically, it was Agent Mireles who, despite being seriously wounded, managed to bring the sanguinary encounter to a decisive conclusion with his shotgun.

					The FBI’s small caliber-revolvers and ammunition were no match for the long guns and high-powered ammunition of Platt and Matix. The firefight further exposed the difficulty of reloading the standard Bureau revolver with speed-loaders under duress. The Bureau would go on to transition from the revolver to semi-automatic handguns.

					Only two of the FBI agents that day were wearing body armor. However, this was light body armor not suitable to stop high-velocity rifle rounds. According to the FBI, 145 rounds were fired, 40 of them from Platt’s high-powered rifle.

					Firearms Training—Call it the pucker factor. The Bureau agents were tangling with two highly trained and motivated marksmen who, according to Mireles’s gripping book FBI Miami Firefight, fired approximately 2500 rounds each the week before the encounter. In stark contrast Mireles said, “…I might fire 2500 rounds of ammo in training in a year…”

					The Miami firefight also taught law enforcement the hard lesson that small arms wounds are survivable. Platt and Matix fought through multiple traumatic gunshot wounds—Platt succumbed after twelve shots, one of which lodged a mere inch from his heart collapsing a lung, and Matix after six shots. Platt heinously executed both Grogan and Dove after sustaining an earlier mortal wound which goes to show a “gun fight isn’t over till it’s over.”

			

			The lessons from the firefight changed the way the FBI and law enforcement agencies across the country operate for the better.

			Before graduating from the FBI Academy, we were paid a surprise visit by the hero that April day in 1986, FBI Medal of Valor recipient, Special Agent Ed Mireles. The limp left arm hung by his side as he recounted the firefight imploring us to take training seriously while borrowing from a sports metaphor, “you play the way you practice.”

			In his book FBI Miami Firefight, Mireles introduced the mental component of surviving a traumatic incident which he linked to both mindset and training, “Just because you’re wounded doesn’t mean you’re going to die. Just because you’re wounded, doesn’t mean you stop fighting. If you lay down to die, you most certainly will die!”

			Although shot twice, Mireles never gave up. Hemorrhaging from serious wounds, he got up off the ground and, with the use of only one arm, racked and emptied both his shotgun and handgun into Platt and Matix as they, both mortally wounded, attempted to flee the kill zone in the FBI vehicle driven by one of the deceased agents, Jerry Dove. Then, and only then, did Mireles allow himself to pass out.

			Silence of the Lambs

			In about the ninth week of training, the actress, Jodie Foster, arrived at the FBI Academy. Ms. Foster was on location filming Silence of the Lambs where she would be playing the part of Special Agent Clarice Starling, a probationary agent in pursuit of a sadistic serial killer. Her production company had worked out a deal with the Bureau which permitted her not only to visit the FBI Academy but to attend some of our classes including Legal and Defensive Tactics. Of course, I knew Jodie Foster from the Oscar award winning movie—Taxi Driver. However, the first thing I noticed about Ms. Foster was her height—she was incredibly short. In truth, without any make-up, she was quite ordinary looking.

			Our instructors informed us Ms. Foster would be showing up to observe our legal class. We were advised to refrain from turning around to catch a glimpse of the actress. Most of us took her arrival in stride although there were several who couldn’t resist the temptation of swiveling around in their seats to get a glimpse of our new classmate.

			One fall morning, Special Agent Rogers announced we would be running the “Yellow Brick Road” where would be joined by a special guest, Jodie Foster. There she was, decked out in gym clothes looking like any other 5-foot 2, 27-year-old woman. As we boarded one of Bluebird’s fabled yellow school buses for the trailhead, I found myself sitting beside Ms. Foster. Wow! Sitting next to a real movie star—pretty cool. However, Ms. Foster did not seem at all interested in conversation; rather she focused on what awaited her on the Yellow Brick Road. As the ride was about 20 minutes, I attempted small talk but was politely rebuffed. I tried saving face by inviting her to join our class later that evening at the Boardroom.17

			“No thanks,” she said in a subdued voice while continuing to stare out the window. Her disinterested response translated to “don’t bother me.” I got the message and left her alone with thoughts of Hannibal Lecter.

			Give Ms. Foster credit—on that day, she managed to complete at least 5 of the 6.1 miles on the Yellow Brick Road and never hesitated to take on the obstacle course. I’m sure it wasn’t easy for her—she struggled a bit on the cargo net climb, but the important thing was she never gave up—a trait we recognized and applauded.

			Jodie Foster was not done with us. On November 9, 1989, graduation day from the FBI Academy, she turned up in the auditorium sitting with the families and friends of the new agents. I looked out from the stage as I received my FBI credentials and gold badge from Acting Director John Otto18 and saw her sitting several rows behind my parents, father-in-law, wife, twin daughters, and friends from nearby Fredericksburg. No doubt Ms. Foster was there trying to immerse herself in the part of Special Agent Starling of the Behavioral Analysis Unit (BAU).

			Today, the BAU is the jewel within the FBI crown. Its crime-stopping reputation precedes itself—Jodie Foster in her role as Special Agent Starling helped put the BAU on the map. The BAU uses behavioral sciences to assist in criminal investigations and generates profiles of offenders using psychological profiling. There are now a plethora of movies and TV series depicting what went on in the basement of the FBI Academy Building. During our training, the BAU was known as the Behavioral Science Unit. We were introduced to John Douglas and Dr. James Reese, renowned FBI profiler and instructor. Author of the iconic book Mindhunter,19 Douglas helped solve a wave of child murders in Atlanta and would go on to profile the Green River Killer in Washington state; Reese would respond to and provide psychological assistance at Ground Zero in New York and many other high-profile incidents. Their classes about abduction, serial killers and high-profile murders were riveting. If I hadn’t had a passion for another discipline, I would have done anything to gain entrance into the BAU.

			We were also exposed to counter-terrorism history and training. Having lived and worked in the Middle East, I was especially drawn to terrorism matters from that part of the world. And there was plenty of it. A briefing during our classes on the Abu Nidal Organization (ANO)20 and its ruthless leader, Sabri Al Banna, was fascinating and I ended up talking the instructor’s, Tim Weaver, ear off after class.

			A pair of seasoned Foreign Counterintelligence (FCI) agents also dropped in on our class one day to explain their work as spy catchers. One agent did most of the talking, the other remained glued to his chair interjecting from time to time. This latter agent struck me as somewhat aloof. Regardless, the subject matter involving espionage and counterespionage by Russia and Eastern Europe intelligence services was captivating. However, little did I know, the reserved looking agent was most likely Robert Hanssen, who would go on to become the most damaging spy in FBI history. I say that because when Hanssen was arrested on February 18, 2001, and charged with committing espionage on behalf of the intelligence services of the former Soviet Union and its successors, I recognized him as one of the two FCI agents who visited our Quantico class. Hanssen pled guilty to 15 counts of espionage on July 6, 2001, and was sentenced to prison without the possibility of parole.

			The FBI is not for everyone and nearing the halfway point of our training, one of our classmates decided to leave the Academy. Our class counselors were kind enough to permit this young woman, a lawyer, to thank her classmates and counselors in an emotional speech. She acknowledged being impressed by the dedication of her classmates, but the training had made it clear a law enforcement career was not for her. We saluted her honesty and gave our classmate a standing ovation. At the end of the speech, she was in tears.

			Ivan ‘the Russian’ was a different kettle of fish. The son of Russian immigrants, Ivan came off as the class badass. I didn’t interact much with Ivan—our personalities just didn’t mesh. Maybe it was his naked confidence and tough guy persona. He also trumpeted the fact he was a former fighter pilot who was not afraid to mix it up. One night I joined Ivan and his entourage in the Boardroom as we demolished baskets of popcorn and washed it down with a few ‘brewskies.’ He was in a boastful mood, bragging about his military service in Southeast Asia and a barroom brawl…. there may have been some MPs involved. It was an intriguing story replete with testosterone and sounded like a tall tale. Heading into the final few weeks of training, Ivan was cruising—he was in excellent physical shape and passing all his classes. You’d certainly never confuse him with anyone in the remedial fitness class.

			By this time in the training cycle, we had already received our field assignments. Then, the oddest thing happened. Friday afternoon rolled around with classes for the week winding down. My thoughts were of the upcoming weekend and drive home on the I-95 N to New Jersey with Roger, a classmate and former police Detective Sergeant from a suburban Philadelphia department.

			Our staff counselor, Steve Adams, entered the classroom and, assuming a somber countenance, requested Ivan the Russian join him in the hall. In the hall were our two field counselors waiting to escort Ivan. The look on Ivan’s face was one of bewilderment. And just like that he was gone. When Monday came around, his seat was conspicuously empty. Although there were rumors the background investigation21 had tripped him up, few of us spoke more about it. It was as if Ivan the Russian never existed.

			Go for Broke

			This was it—Week 13 and the final Physical Fitness Test including the long-awaited 2-mile run. My confidence had grown daily as the weeks rolled by. My physical fitness scores had improved dramatically on our Week 6 mid-term physical fitness exam. The nights spent jogging the Occoquan trails were paying off and I was more determined than ever to go sneaker to sneaker with Aaron and John. I would show those two!

			But first I would have to conquer my primal fear and pass the pull up section of the test. I had also worked diligently on my upper body strength since the first week in August. This time there would be no cheating. I would do the pull-ups by the book—hanging from the bar and pulling my chin up and over the bar, going back down and repeating the process anew. This time I passed the test (passing was two pull ups). It was not exactly “flying colors,” but it would suffice providing me with the minimal score to pass that section. That was a great relief and boosted my morale and commensurately my scores in other categories such as sit-ups and pushups. I was beginning to amass the requisite points. Even Aaron and John couldn’t help noticing the change in me—they seemed perplexed by what they were witnessing.

			The two-mile run would take place in optimum weather—slightly cool with cloud cover, unlike the hot and humid day in early August. I was pumped up and thought to myself—I would hold nothing back. I would lay it all on the line for eight laps. The Group surged forward; the butterflies were gone—we were off! This time I was in the top quarter of the class and able to comfortably hold this position for one mile. I lost sight of Aaron or John which was fine by me. But, instead of slowing down and settling in, I accelerated prematurely. At a mile and a half, I was in the top third of the Group but was rapidly succumbing to exhaustion. Negative thoughts began taking hold, “Idiot, you went out too quickly. You will have nothing left in the tank. You’re not going to finish this.”

			With about a lap to go, I talked myself into stopping for a rest. Exhausted beyond belief, depleted of energy, legs barely moving, I began compromising with myself—I would alternately walk and jog the final lap. This was never the plan and the thought of Aaron and John’s delight in overtaking me on the last lap was terrifying. I had no one to blame but myself for setting such a demonic and debilitating pace.

			Then something miraculous occurred.

			One of my classmates, Erik, the athletic lawyer with the blue eyes and boyish good looks, caught up to me and shouted, “Come on Ken, come on buddy, one more to go…we can do this together.”

			I was so taken by his concern for my well-being and success that somehow, I was shaken out of the paralysis. From the most minute reserve of strength, my legs began churning again. Erik urged me to go faster, coaxing me to increase the pace. Now with a quarter of a lap to go, he was challenging me to sprint to the finish line. I found myself in this soundproof tunnel with only my lane of the track in front of me. To this day, I don’t know how I managed but we sprinted the remaining distance crossing the finish line together.

			I found a silent spot to the side of the track, bent over, and retched—a dry heave. Erik approached me with a big grin, put his arm on my shoulder, “Way to go Strange. I’m proud of you.”

			The training at Quantico had taught us to take care of each other, to watch each other’s back and never quit on a classmate or a partner. Erik came through big time for me that day.

			As to Aaron and John,22 they finished close behind. However, I could clearly see they were astonished to find me waiting for them at the finish line where I wasted no time congratulating them on their run.

			But with encouragement from my classmate, the revenge thing went out the window. The lesson was bigger than any one person’s ego—it was about teamwork and camaraderie and people like Erik. And on that note, we all graduated from the Academy.

			
			
		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			The M&M Executive

			Allow me to rewind to those first days as a Special Agent in the FBI. Actually, allow me to return to the very first day. Nick, an old college friend who lived nearby, volunteered to pick me up at the house and drive me to work. A part-time professional bodybuilder, Nick had recently transferred from a white-collar fraud squad in a western Field Office to Newark. The last time I had seen Nick “the Greek” was in a dive bar on Long Island where he and I were doing “the bump” with fun-loving blonde twins. Several things about the drive to work that first day come to mind including Nick’s comment of incredulity, “I can’t believe you’re in the FBI!”

			Headed eastbound on the Interstate, Nick suddenly placed the flashing red light on the roof and engaged the car’s siren. Like the parting of the Red Sea, morning rush hour traffic peeled off left and right.

			“Whaddya think?” he chuckled excitedly.

			I was impressed with the toys at his disposal…and a little embarrassed.

			“Nick, please don’t scare me like that again.”

			“Don’t worry Kenny…I’m just messin with ya.”

			While passing through one of Newark’s high crime areas, we halted at a stop sign and witnessed an overt drug transaction. Instinctively, my FBI training kicked in. I reached for my .357 Magnum revolver.

			“Are we going to do something about this Nick?”

			Nick motioned across the seat with a muscular forearm to stand down, “Forget about it Dirty Harry, we’ve got bigger fish to fry.”

			I was now attached to an elite group of Special Agents and discrete members from other law enforcement agencies on the Joint Terrorism Task Force (JTTF)23 also known as Squad C-10. Located on the 21st floor of the Gateway Building, C-10 struck me as a somewhat cocky bunch having come off a recent high-profile arrest, investigation and successful prosecution of Japanese Red Army bomber, Yu Kikamura. The squad oozed confidence engendering a palpable swagger which followed each one of them.

			For the moment, C-10 was conducting a xxxxxxxxx Investigation on those individuals associated with domestic terrorist JoAnne Chesimard,24 a fugitive Black Liberation Army activist and accomplice in the murder of New Jersey State Police Trooper Werner Foerster. This was a particularly painful and sensitive topic for the State Troopers on our squad which made it personal for all of us.

			With so many criminal violations to work in the Field Office, I was beside myself—like a kid in a law enforcement candy store. Situated in the heart of Newark’s “Ironbound,”25 the Newark Field Office contained five floors, one of them dedicated almost exclusively to LCN26 matters.

			When I first saw him, I was struck by the good looks, long black sideburns and trendy suit. Bob Lenehan, the Organized Crime supervisor of C-4 squad, exuded “Bureau cool.” Coming off a successful Genovese case, SSA Lenehan took me on a tour of the 23rd floor commencing in the Organized Crime space.

			“So, this is it,” he gestured, his suit barely concealing a leather shoulder holster. “We’ve got two organized crime squads on this floor, C-4 and C-11—both dedicated to LCN…La Cosa Nostra27 matters.” We also share the floor with the C-6 drug squad.”

			It was a beehive of activity, a factory floor where men and women in suits, pouring over thick, voluminous investigative files, methodically put together federal cases.

			These conscientious agents were investigating the notorious New York/New Jersey crime families—Colombo, Gambino, Lucchese, Bonanno and Genovese as well as the lesser known DeCavalcante (northern New Jersey) crime family; there were other agents working white collar fraud matters relating to the recent collapse of the Savings & Loan industry; on the other floors were the casually attired hard-charging members of the Fugitive Squad who had already put in a full day by the time most of us arrived to work; and the Truck Squad who worked undercover and around the clock to dismantle “fences” involving hijackings of stolen merchandise. Take your pick—there seemed to be work for any type of crime or violation imaginable.

			However, I was soon brought down to earth by my squad supervisor who had recently transferred from New York to Newark.

			“So, you’re the FNG?”

			“Sorry boss, FNG?”

			“Fucking New Guy, Strange, fucking new guy.”

			“And by the way, I don’t know what you’re doing on this squad. You should be working Applicants.”28

			It was not the enthusiastic welcome I was expecting and soon learned from other squad members our fearless leader had been involved in a shooting in New York. Whether the story was apocryphal or not, I never bothered to inquire.

			It may have been only the second or third day into my FBI career when Bill Atkinson, my JTTF colleague and the office’s Hostage Negotiator, invited me to lunch. The former Washington DC cop and SWAT team member was even keeled but had a dry, some might say biting, sense of humor. Bill was soon driving us toward the train station when we saw a Newark policeman on foot in hot pursuit of a suspect. I can only describe the sudden turn Bill made as what you’d experience on a Coney Island roller coaster. My head snapped back, the car shimmied, then auto corrected and we were soon pedal to the metal on the wrong side of the street. My partner looked like a man possessed. It was a short but exciting chase—nothing that would rival a scene from the movie Bullitt but nonetheless, memorable. Special Agent Atkinson cut off the man who surrendered and was immediately cuffed. It was obvious Bill had done this before. In all the excitement, I had unholstered a weapon and shouted out “FBI” just the way you’re supposed to during our training exercises at Quantico. Meanwhile, the car had ended up partially on and partially off the sidewalk. The young man was detained until a Newark plainclothes officer took him off our hands.

			When we got back to the car, Bill turned to me and smiled, “Welcome to Newark!”

			With barely a week under my belt, I was summoned to my supervisor’s office and told I was being loaned out to our neighboring C-9 Squad. This was the Foreign Counterintelligence (FCI) squad made up of several friendly and dedicated yet unassuming agents. C-9 was led by Ukrainian American Supervisory Special Agent (SSA) Mike Pyszczymuka, a bear of a man with a thick mustache and surly countenance. From where I sat, there was nothing friendly about him.

			I slowly made my way a hundred feet or so to his office where he introduced himself stating I was part of a handpicked group of agents providing security for a Soviet defector. I was instructed to show up at one of our “safe houses” in the morning. I would also be provided a 6BuCar for the assignment.

			I was ecstatic to be a part of this “cloak and dagger” assignment although, in reality, we were guarding the defector until the relevant federal intelligence agencies had drained him of all information he might possess.

			I could hardly sleep that night peering out the window to see if Soviet intelligence agents were ‘casing’ my house. The assignment was so secretive—I couldn’t even tell my wife! At the crack of dawn, I was off and heading westward through the small
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“A Cop’s Son is both a gripping and great page-turning read!””
-Ray Kelly two-time NYPD Police Commissioner and author of
Vigilance

“A Cop’s Son is a fast moving and compelling memoir bound to
entertain any reader!”
~-Bill Bratton NYPD Police Commissioner, LAPD Police Chief
and author of The Profession
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