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PROLOGUE

This novel is based on events that took place in the late 1980s, embellished to make the
story more exciting.

In the mid-1960s Fidel Castro made it his business to support leftist guerrillas in the
trouble spots of the world because he had to—his masters, the men in the Kremlin, insisted that
he do so. To please them, Cuba created a superbly trained and well-equipped mercenary army
that it rented out to those who needed it.

Fidel’s soldiers fought side-by-side with the locals in Ethiopia against the government, in
Angola against the South Africans, in Nicaragua against President Somoza’s forces, and in
Grenada against the United States.

Cuban military advisors were also present in Jamaica, and among the guerrillas in
Argentina, Venezuela, Bolivia, Peru, and Ecuador.

In 1984 rumours reached the CIA and the DEA that the Cubans had become involved in
narcotics and money laundering. At first these were discounted; Castro was still considered by
Western intelligence agencies to be a man of scruples.

Then, on June 14, 1989, the state-controlled Cuban press announced the arrest of an army
general, a deputy minister of the Interior, and twelve accomplices. All stood accused of high
treason and of having participated, for their own personal benefit, in drug and money-laundering
operations involving Colombian, Panamanian, and U.S. citizens.

In early July the accused were tried in public by a special military tribunal and found
guilty without exception. Sentence was passed on July 10. Four of the accused, including the

army general and the deputy minister of the Interior, were condemned to death by firing squad,



six were sentenced to thirty years in prison each, three to twenty-five years in jail, and one to ten
years of “deprivation of liberty.”
The death sentences were appealed to the Cuban National Assembly, which upheld them.

On July 13, 1989, those condemned to death were shot.
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Chapter 1

Friday
George Town, Grand Cayman, British West Indies

Captain Francisco Fernandez Ochoa recognized the woman sitting behind the counter as
soon as he entered the stationery store. She was striking, even more attractive in real life than in
the photo he had seen of her.

“Buenos dias, Sefiorita.”” He tried to make himself sound as Mexican as possible.

“Buenos dias, Sefior.”” She gave him a friendly smile. “How can I be of assistance?”

“Do you have a special hardcover copy in Spanishof A Busi nessman’ s Gui de
Cayman Islands?”

Her eyes flickered. “What year?”

He held his eyes on hers and replied, “1985.”

She stood up and locked the drawer of the cash register. “Let me see what I can do for
you,” she said and headed for the racks.

“Puta madre, but it’s hot,” Fernandez murmured as he wiped his face with the large
handkerchief he kept in his back pocket. He was wearing a T-shirt with “Team Mazda”
emblazoned on it; long, baggy shorts; and loafers. He looked like a typical tourist visiting from
Florida, except that he hailed from Matanzas in Cuba.

The woman was back in less than a minute.

“I am sorry, Sefior, but I could only find an English version. Will it do?” The smile was
gone; her look was professional, cold.

“I suppose so,” Fernandez pulled out his wallet. “How much do I owe you?”

“Thirty dollars,” she replied in English.



Fernandez paid without a word and left.

After the store’s air-conditioned coolness, the midday heat seemed almost too much to
bear, but Fernandez had to make sure no one was following him. He walked about downtown
George Town for a quarter hour, sweating while he pretended to window-shop. “Downtown” in
Grand Cayman meant a group of buildings measuring ten blocks by eight, a small area, yet
containing the headquarters of more than three hundred banks and innumerable lawyers’ and
accountants’ offices.

“Ladrones todos,” he muttered under his breath, then thought about it and added, “but
what do I care? In a way, ’'m a thief too.”

He passed the Cayman Arms, the pub favored by local professionals and expats, and then
turned right and headed toward the waterfront. By the time he reached the parking lot where he
had parked the rented Honda Civic, he was satisfied that no one was following him. He got into
the car and drove back to the Holiday Inn where he had stayed the night.

He waited until he was inside his hotel room with the door locked securely behind him
before folding back the front flap of the book’s dust jacket. There, in the lower left-hand corner
of the cover, in small, neatly penciled script resembling a catalogue listing, was the number he
needed: 02-110-7063-3214.

It took him only a few seconds to decipher the coded information. The first set of
numbers indicated the type of currency in the account. The “02” meant U.S. dollars. The
following three numbers stood for the account owner’s domicile; 110 meant Venezuela. The next
set of numbers indicated the account number, and the last four digits corresponded with the
number of one of several passports he was carrying. As he had expected, the designated bank

was the Bank of Credit and Commerce International in George Town.



Fernandez tore the number from the cover and flushed it down the toilet. He slipped into
his swimsuit, and headed for the pool. A powerfully built, well-tanned, thirty-nine-year-old, his
body formed straight lines from his barrel chest through his powerful hips to his muscular,
stocky legs. His deceptively mild-looking dark brown eyes gazed out of a pleasantly square face
with a well-defined jawline. Thick, black hair and a bushy mustache rounded out the Latin
American look. Five feet eight inches tall, he had the fluid grace of movement of a well-
conditioned athlete, which in a way he was. Twelve years of professional soldiering in Cuba’s
mercenary army, with tours of duty in Ethiopia, Nicaragua, and Angola, had made him tough,
focused, and savvy.

Barely winded after a vigorous fifteen laps, he toweled down then ordered a club-
sandwich and a “Greenie,” the local name for a Heineken beer. When his meal was finished, he
collapsed into an easy chair at poolside with a satisfied groan. The temperature was in the high
eighties, but a cool ocean breeze made the air feel comfortable. Fernandez relaxed, luxuriating in

the tropical sun.

Too young to have fought in the Sierra Maestra with Fidel, Fernandez was nevertheless a child
of the Revolution, having known no regime but Castro’s. The precocious son of a garage
mechanic, he had enrolled in the communist pioneer movement at age ten, on the first
anniversary of Fidel’s coming to power, motivated neither by economics nor politics. He was
simply tired of watching los ricos, los gusanos, in their fancy cars whizzing past his father’s
garage on their way to the luxuries of la playa: sun, sand, good food and drink, and the
companionship of beautiful women.

He, too, wanted to see the world.



The remarkable leadership qualities that he developed in high school got Fernandez
elected class president. Politically reliable, physically strong, with excellent eye-hand
coordination, mechanically gifted, and able to score consistently high marks, Fernandez was
given the option on graduation of going to university or enrolling in Cuba’s regular army, a great
honor. He signed up for ten years instead of five and was promptly sent to university to study
engineering as part of his army education.

He finished university with fine grades, was assigned to a logistical unit, and was sent
overseas, first to Nicaragua, then to Algeria, where he demonstrated exceptional organizational
abilities, and finally to Angola, where he showed himself to be a tough, brave soldier and a good
leader. Having re-enlisted, he was in the second year of his second ten-year tour of duty in the

army and well on his way to becoming a major.

By two o’clock, Fernandez was en route to Grand Cayman’s imposing Bank of Credit
and Commerce International building. The modern, four-storey edifice housed one of BCCI’s
most important branches on the ground floor, and the bank’s western hemisphere headquarters
on the two floors above.

Worried about being identified as a regular customer of the BCCl—in fact, worried about
being taken to be a “regular” of anything—Fernandez left his car in the nearby parking lot of
Thompson’s Bakery rather than in the bank’s. He walked back to the town library, crossed the
street, and was in the manager’s office at exactly quarter to three, as arranged. Though perspiring
lightly, he felt confident wearing the Cayman businessman’s de rigueur uniform: designer slacks,
long-sleeved shirt, and tie.

“May I see the statement for account number 02-110-7063,” he said in flawless English.



“Certainly, Sir,” Mr. Chowdry, the manager, replied after consulting his computer. “But,
first, may I see your passport?” Fernandez obliged. The passport he had been given was
authentic, but with a phony name and a doctored photograph—his. The manager inserted the
document into the decoder on his desk, smiled, and handed it back to Fernandez. He made a few
quick keyboard strokes and then said, “I’ll have your statement printed in a jiffy.”

“Great,” said Fernandez, beginning to relax. “What’s the latest I can transfer money?”

“Four, Sir.”

Fernandez looked at his watch. “Then we still have time to get a transaction done today.”

“By all means.”

“And when would the money reach its destination?”

“That depends on the payee bank.”

“The payee bank?”

“Yes, Sir, the bank to which you wish to transfer the money.”

“I want to wire some money to your branch in Panama.”

“Oh, that’s easy.” The manager smiled warmly, happy that BCCI would not lose a
depositor. “Panama will have the money almost instantaneously. We’ll send it by coded telex.”

“Could you get it there by three-thirty?” Panama was an hour behind Cayman and there
would still be time in the Canal City to secure the funds before closing time there.

It was the manager’s turn to look at his watch. “I think so, but I’ll have to charge you for
rush service.” He smiled engagingly.

Fernandez nodded. “That’s OK, as long as the charge is reasonable.”

“One-eighth of one percent of the amount to be transferred.” The manager tore off the

printout, glanced at it, and then looked back at Fernandez.



“That’s too much.” The Cuban was angry. “One-twentieth of one percent is the
maximum [’'m willing to pay.”

“That is impossible, quite impossible.”

Fernandez got up and held out his hand for the statement. “There’s no rush. We’ll do it
the regular way.” He made as if to leave.

The manager caved in as Fernandez had known he would. “Let’s make it one-tenth of one
percent.” That was a thousand dollars on a million dollar transfer, requiring all of ten minutes’
work.

“Let’s make it a flat seven hundred and fifty dollars,” Fernandez retorted.

The manager handed him the two sheets. “It’s a deal. Now, can I please have the details
SO we can make sure the money gets there before closing?”

Fernandez was surprised when the banker handed him the information for two accounts
and not one; the primary account and a recently opened sub-account.

He took his time examining the documents. The sub-account held a million U.S. dollars,
which had been deposited in cash the day before. This concerned him greatly because he had
been told that he was the only person who could access the 7063 account, and the account was
supposed to be set up to accept money via wire transfers only, never cash deposits. Obviously,
someone using the same name printed in the fake passport he was using had opened and
deposited a million dollars into a sub-account. The question was, why?

The number of the sub-account also drew his attention. Unlike the numbers of his other
accounts, which were all made up of numerals, the sub-account number included letters:
4321ETEV. Suddenly, he realized the letters in the account number were a message: “ETEV”

backwards was “VETE,” Spanish for go away!

10



Whoever had put the money into the sub-account wanted him to defect, to run, and they
knew that a man on the run needed to have money, and lots of it.

Without betraying the turmoil and confusion brewing within him by as much as a twitch
of a facial muscle, Fernandez enunciated his words with care. “Thank you. Now here is what I
want. Transfer a million dollars to your branch in Panama and give me a million dollars in cash.”

The manager was annoyed. “One million dollars? But . . . but . . . it’s almost three
o’clock!”

“Five to three to be precise, Mr. Chowdry.” Fernandez’s voice was cold. “Plenty of time
to phone downstairs and make the arrangements.”

While the clerks counted and assembled the money, Fernandez struggled to appear calm
and relaxed though inside his nerves were screaming and his mind racing to figure out what was
going on. Usually calm in a crisis, he was beginning to panic. He alone was responsible for
running the Cuban government’s supersecret drug-money bank account, and the secret was now
obviouslyout. Th ey’ r e g o,ierthgught. Bithek Gubar Militagy Intelligence or the
Col ombi ans, whose money | ' mOfthathree, heprobpblyoces s of
feared the G2, Castro’s notorious secret police, the most.

After almost an hour, the banker announced that his withdrawal package was ready. All
of the money would not fit into Fernandez’s briefcase, so the banker had provided him with a
nondescript paper bag in which to carry the remainder. As he walked back to his car with fear
twisting his innards, his head spun with what he had done.

When he reached his room, he threw his gear into a duffle bag, put the money on top of

his clothes, and checked out of the hotel.
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He sat inside the rental car in the hotel parking lot for a while, toying with the idea of
returning the money. Whoever had set up the account would see that he had withdrawn the
money, but they would also see that he had returned it. He would just need to come up with a
reason for the unusual transaction. Then he remembered that he was possibly in danger, and
quickly dismissed the idea of trying to come across as the nice guy. This was not a time to think
about others, but to concentrate on saving his own skin. He needed to disappear, which required
money—Iots of it.

It was also necessary to slow down possible pursuit and for this he required further

information.
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Chapter 2

The clerk locked up the store and left at six sharp. Fernandez followed her along the road
toward the airport, first to a gas station, and then to a grocery store. With the engine running to
keep cool, he waited in his car and tried to make sense of what was happening.

After twenty minutes had passed, the woman emerged carrying bags of groceries. He
trailed her to the Caribbean Paradise condominium complex on the beach south of George Town,
and parked far enough away so that he could see into her second-floor condo, which,
conveniently, faced the parking lot. He watched for a half-hour before he felt sure she was alone.

It was dusk when Fernandez left his car, the air filled with mosquitoes out in force during
their evening feeding frenzy. He sneaked up the stairs and walked slowly by the woman’s door.
The kitchen window was open and he listened intently, but noise from the TV drowned out all
other sounds from inside.

He tried the apartment door. It was not locked; very few doors in Cayman ever were. He
slid inside and stood stock-still, listening to the woman rummaging about in the bedroom. When
she came out, he grabbed her from behind, his left arm around her throat, his right over her
mouth.

“Don’t scream or I’ll break your neck,” he whispered. She kicked him in the shin and he
tightened his grip. “One more stunt like that and you’re dead.” She gave up; she was choking.

“Listen to me. [ won’t hurt you if you help me. I need a few answers, that’s all. You tell
me what I want to know and you’ll never see me again. Understood?”” She nodded, and he

swiftly shifted his right hand from her mouth to the back of her head. She was a pro; she knew
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she was beaten. Maybe she could get away with the beginnings of a scream, but he would break
her neck a millisecond later.

“What do you want to know?”

“Did you give the account number to anyone else?”

She didn’t answer and he increased the pressure. “They’ll kill me. You know I’m not
supposed to tell anything to anyone,” she finally managed through quick, shallow breaths.

“Who was it?” He began to choke her again.

“I don’t know his name. He didn’t say.”

“What did he look like?”

“Tall and thin and gray.”

“Did he have an accent?”

“He sounded Venezuelan.”

“And who told you he’d be coming?”

“Nobody.”

“Then why did you give him the information?”

“He had the password.”

“When was he here?”

“Yesterday.”

“Can you remember anything else about him?”

The woman shook her head, and Fernandez tightened his hold.

“Answer me,” he whispered fiercely. “Your life depends on it!”

“Wait, wait,” she gasped. “There was one thing. He had a big burn mark on his wrist.”

Fernandez felt his heart sink. His worst fear was becoming reality. “Above his watch?”
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“Yes, above his watch.”

Fernandez spun the woman around. “Are you sure?”

“Of course I am sure.” Out of breath, she was massaging her bruised throat. “He was tall
and thin and gray and had a Venezuelan accent. And he had this burn mark, or skin graft, above
his watch on his wrist. He tried to hide it.”

Things suddenly snapped into focus. The man who had made the deposit, the man with
the burn mark on his wrist, was his superior officer, General Casas, who was telling him to get
out while the getting was still good.

But why? Had Fidel lost confidence in General Casas? Had something gone wrong with
the drug operation? Had the Colombians sold Cuba out? Was General Casas leaving Fernandez
to hang out to dry, to be the scapegoat?

Fernandez tried to overcome his confusion, but his brain, slowed by stress and fear, could
supply no logical answers. One thing was certain though:t he was finished in Cuba and had to
flee.

Ruefully, he thanked his lucky stars that his parents were dead, that his estranged wife
had remarried, that he had no family left in Cuba through which Fidel could exact revenge for
whatever shortcomings the Lider Maximo might attribute to Fernandez, his trusted soldier and
revolutionary.

Fernandez had known months ago that it would come to this—as soon as he accepted the
assignment to help General Casas organize the Cuban government’s drug-running joint venture

with Colombia’s Medellin cartel.
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He should have declined to participate, but he hadn’t and now it was too late for self-
flagellation. He had to get away as quickly as possible, but not before covering his tracks
somehow to delay pursuit for as long as possible.

The feeling of helplessness over having allowed himself to be trapped by his own
stupidity infuriated him to the point where he lost control. In a fit of blind rage he lashed out and,
with the edge of his right hand, hardened by countless unarmed combat exercises, hit the woman
in the throat, crushing her windpipe.

She died within minutes.

Fernandez wiped all surfaces he remembered touching, then cautiously let himself out of

the apartment and headed for the airport to catch the last flight to Miami.

The BAC 111 lifted off precisely at half-past eight. Fernandez sighed with relief when he
saw the Cayman coastline disappear beneath the aircraft’s wing. Uncomfortably wedged into a
middle seat four rows from the rear, he managed to ignore the fat Middle Eastern—looking man
to his left and the equally fat woman to his right, burned pink by the island’s brutal sun. His
tortured mind was too occupied by more important things.

Getting through exit formalities at Owen Roberts International Airport was always easy.
You showed your passport to the immigration officer who stamped it after you surrendered the
landing card you were given when you arrived. You then went through security, which also
doubled as customs. Nobody gave a damn about what you were taking out of the country as long
as you were not trying to walk away with coral or conch shells, so a million bucks’ worth of
dollar bills in your briefcase was no big deal.

Importing that kind of money into the United States was another matter
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Then there was the problem of the Colombianwoman. | di dn’ t want
to, Fernandez rationalized. | ¢ o u &valarwitness béhiad, que los Dioses me perdonen.

Though the Cuban regime frowned on religion, old traditions die hard, and Santeria, a
mixture of Catholicism and voodoo, was widely practiced in Castro’s Cuba. Fernandez felt more
than ever that he could do with a little help from the gods. He knew he had to appease them for

having done wrong.

Vehemently against drugs, Fernandez had become so upset when ordered to act as liaison
between the army and Cuba’s Ministry of the Interior in a cocaine-smuggling operation that he
threatened to resign his commission and leave the military.

No way was the army going to let that happen. It needed Fernandez, and a motivated
Fernandez at that.

It had taken the deputy minister of the Interior’s personal intervention, during which he
had explained how desperately Cuba needed the hard currency that the drug deals would
generate for la Patria, to convince Fernandez of the justness of the cause. Fernandez had given
in and then, true to form, had given his all.

The operation had been four months old when he had gotten involved in it.
Communication with the Colombians was unreliable, rendezvous were not being kept, money
had gone astray, large quantities of drugs had been lost, and quarrels had been frequent. Just
about everything had been hit-and-miss.

Fernandez had changed all that by applying his formidable organizational skills. He
found a way to communicate with the Colombians in real-time via two-way shortwave radio

bursts using equivalent computer-generated random frequency rotations at both ends of the
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conversation. This eliminated missed rendezvous by allowing the implementation of last-minute
changes in scheduling as circumstances dictated.

Since none of the parties involved trusted the others, there was a need for a foolproof way
of getting paid. Fernandez had solved the impasse by making the Colombians open a number of
bank accounts at the BCCI in Grand Cayman to which they would wire money randomly. They
would then tell their representative—the woman in the stationery store—which account was
being used on any given day. She would pass this information to the Cuban courier who could
then take control of the money on presentation of the right passport at the bank.

Once the courier had possession of the money he would call Havana, give the password,
and the Cuban Coast Guard would allow the Colombian drug ship safe passage through Cuban
waters.

No password, no passage.

The whiff of kerosene-spiked air hit Fernandez’s nostrils as he emerged from the Cayman
Airways jet into Walkway G12 at Miami International Airport. The smell was comforting and
reminded him of home, of the Santa Clara Military Air Base where he had lived with his wife
while acting as Air Force liaison with the Russian MIG fighter unit stationed there.

Home. What a strange concept!

“Home” now that he was about to become a refugee, was the good old US of A.

Fernandez figured he had two ways to play his hand. He could use his Mexican passport,
go through U.S. Customs and Immigration, and then walk away, or he could identify himself as a
Cuban citizen to the first immigration officer he met and claim automatic landed-refugee status

under the law governing Cubans entering the United States.
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He decided on the first alternative because it left his options open. If he got busted for
trying to enter the country illegally or for carrying too much money, he could still gain entry by
revealing his Cuban identity. ‘Y si me tratan a matar?’ he whispered as he took his place in the
line of non-U.S. passengers waiting to be processed for entry. Who is going to protect me if they
come after me and try to kill me? He shuddered. Whichever way things went, he had to contact
the CIA as soon as possible and ask for protection in exchange for information.

Don’ t f i dg eds hewemindad hijmeli T h ata'ns what they watcl
how they spot Hhsepped fpravand’ witheonfidenae, enaled,sand handed the
official his carefully completed immigration form and Mexican passport.

He sailed through without being challenged.

Immediately after clearing customs he called his first cousin, Filberto Reyes Puma, who had
left Cuba in 1960 and was now practicing law in Florida. His luck held; Reyes Puma was home.

“Filberto, it’s your cousin Francisco from Havana.”

Dead silence. Then: “Francisco Fernandez?”

“Si, Francisco Fernandez Ochoa.”

“Captain Fernandez?”

“Si, si, Filberto. What’s the matter with you? How many cousins named Francisco do you
have?”

“It’s. .. 1t’s that it’s such a surprise. Where are you calling from?”

“Miami International Airport. I need to see you at once.”
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Fernandez hardly recognized his cousin when Reyes Puma, nervous and perspiring,
arrived half an hour later. The man, whom Fernandez had not seen for a decade or so, was
grossly obese, weighing at least three hundred pounds.

It took Fernandez another half-hour to spell out the details of his predicament. “I need to
get protection right away, Filberto. When I get found out they’re going to come after me and try
to kill me.”

“Who will?”

Fernandez was becoming increasingly agitated. “The Colombians, Cuban Military
Intelligence, the boys from the MININT—you know, our Ministry of the Interior—and who
knows who else.”

“Take it easy, take it easy. Let’s have some coffee, and we’ll make a plan.” His cousin
led Fernandez into the cafeteria near the Delta counter and found an isolated table. Reyes Puma
ordered coffee, Fernandez a double vodka and soda and a ham sandwich.

“Filberto, the people who are after me play for keeps, they don’t play games. [ want to
contact the CIA tonight. Maybe I should turn myself in to U.S. Immigration since I don’t dare to
leave the airport.”

The attorney said nothing for a while. Then, with a shrug, he made up his mind. “Maybe
that’s not such a bad idea. You don’t know this, but I practice mainly immigration law and know
most of the senior people at the Immigration and Naturalization Service in Miami.”

Fernandez finished his food and gulped down his drink. “Let’s go then.” He grabbed his
bag and stood up.

“Wait, wait. Let me make a few calls first.”

Fernandez became suspicious. Why was his cousin stalling?
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“No calls.”

“OK, OK, I'll go with you.”

By two o’clock on Saturday morning, Fernandez was in INS custody, secure in the
knowledge that this situation was only temporary since his cousin really did seem to know his

way around the immigration people.
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Chapter 3

Saturday
Washington, DC and Miami, Florida

Lonsdale couldn’t remember the last time he’d been woken up at four a.m. by a call from
the office. It was only after the duty officer had given him the security password that he began to
take the man seriously.

“Sorry about that, McDougall,” he had grunted, “but ’'m old and crotchety and not used
to this middle-of-the-night cloak-and-dagger stuff, especially not on a weekend.”

“I understand, Sir, but Mr. Morton is on his way to pick you up,” the duty officer had
replied, “and he thought you might want to pack a few things for your trip.”

“What trip?” Lonsdale had no idea what the man was talking about.

“I understand you are going to Miami for a few days.”

“What for?

“That’s all I know, Sir. Have a nice trip.” The line had gone dead.

Robert Lonsdale and his boss, James Morton, worked for a secret division of the Central
Intelligence Agency, created to fight drugs and terrorism, so hush-hush that it was not housed in
Langley, but in Bethesda, Maryland.

In addition to Lonsdale and Morton, a team of more than thirty analysts, translators,
electronics experts, secretaries, and guards worked in shifts 24-7 to counteract the rise in
international terrorist activity. The responsibility for drug interdiction was added later by a
concerned administration, fearful of allowing the CIA to become involved in narcotics, yet

recognizing that, more and more, drug dealers and terrorists were working hand-in-hand.
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Lonsdale heaved himself out of bed and after a lightning-fast shower was ready to go
within minutes. On the way out he grabbed his “ready bag”and beat Morton’s black, standard
ClA-issue chauffeur/bodyguard-driven limousine to the corner by about fifteen seconds.

“What is all this about, Jim?” he asked irritably as he clambered in beside his boss. In
spite of the ungodly hour, Morton was dressed elegantly in stylish black slacks and a light, beige
worsted jacket over a short-sleeved black Polo shirt, his feet in comfortable-looking black
moccasins.

In contrast, Lonsdale wore jeans, a nondescript long-sleeved shirt, an old windbreaker
with a hood tucked into the collar, and loafers. He wasn’t wearing socks either; he hadn’t had
time to put them on.

“Please shut the door and simmer down. We’re going to Miami for a few days.”

“On a Sunday morning at four-thirty a.m.?”

“You’ve got it ace. And we’re going by private jet.”

“In the Challenger?” The Canadian-made jet was yet another standard toy of the Agency.

“You’ve got that right too!”

“Oh shit,” said Lonsdale. He hated flying in small aircraft.

“Come on, cheer up. The trip is only an hour and a half.”

“Damn,” said Lonsdale again and lapsed into surly silence, which he did not break until
they were somewhere over Georgia.

“What gives?” he finally asked Morton, sipping the hot water the steward had given him.
When Morton didn’t answer he asked again, but got nowhere, so he leaned back in his seat and

dozed off.
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The Immigration Detention Center is located in the lower bowels of Miami’s
International Airport. Lonsdale and Morton were shown into a windowless room, one wall of
which was covered by a huge two-way mirror.

“Mr. Quesada will be with you shortly, sirs,” the guard told Morton. His uniform was
crumpled and he had bad breath.

“Quesada?”

“Yes, Sir, Mr. Quesada. The senior man from INS downtown.”

Morton nodded. He realized that the ‘senior man’ from the Immigration and
Naturalization Service was the CIA liaison officer. “Can we get some coffee?” he asked.

“Right away, Sir. Two regulars coming up.”

The guard was about to leave when in walked a squat, fit-looking man of medium height
with a full head of silver hair combed straight back. He wore a lightweight, grey summer suit and
looked like a middle-aged Cesar Romero, neat in appearance and handsome.

“Jorge Quesada,” he said, taking Morton’s outstretched hand. “I presume you’re Jim
Morton.” His handshake was firm and businesslike.

“Glad to know you,” Morton replied, showing Quesada his Agency identification card.
“And this is my grouchy associate Robert, but we call him Bob.” Lonsdale shrugged a greeting.
If Morton wanted him to be a Bob, he’d be a Bob. He sure as hell wasn’t going to make waves.
He was still too sleepy.

The guard returned with three Styrofoam cups of coffee that smelled vaguely of kerosene.

“Serve yourselves,” he said, placing the tray on a table that was pushed up against the
mirror. “I brought you sugar and Coffee Mate and half a dozen doughnuts.” He left, taking his

bad breath with him.
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“Not a bad guy,” Lonsdale mumbled as though trying to convince himself, his mouth full
of sticky dough.

“Yeah. Well, rank hath its privileges.” Quesada remarked, taking a gulp of his coffee. He
had a very slight Spanish accent.

“You from Cuba?” Lonsdale wanted to know.

“Originally, yes. I came here when I was thirteen.”

“So you speak Spanish.”

“Of course. Do either of the two of you?”

“I wish I did.” Morton bit into his doughnut.

“And you?” Quesada fixed Lonsdale with a baleful look.

Lonsdale decided to lie. “I speak English and a little French, that’s all.”

Quesada sighed. “That’s a pity. Spanish sure would help.”

“Let’s just see how things play out, shall we?”” Morton’s voice was hard, cold, and
dispassionate.

Quesada shrugged, pointed to the chairs facing the mirror and switched off the lights. The
mirror turned into a transparent pane of glass, on the other side of which in a windowless, but
brightly lit cell an unkempt, unshaven man lay sleeping in slacks and a long-sleeved shirt on an
army-type cot. His shoes were on the floor beside the cot, his jacket under his head doubled as a
pillow.

“He says his name is Fernandez and that he is a captain in Fidel’s army. He had a million
dollars in cash on him when he arrived.” Quesada spoke matter-of-factly.

“Counterfeit?” asked Morton.
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Quesada shook his head. “He also says that for the last little while he has been
coordinating the movement through Cuban waters of Colombian ships carrying drugs. He gave
me some interesting information, but stopped talking, because first he wants assurances from the
CIA that it will protect him.”

“From whom?” Morton was curious.

“The Medellin cartel and the Cuban secret police.”

“Did he say who his boss was?”” Lonsdale was suddenly very much awake.

“He says he reports directly to a Cuban Army brigadier general called Patricio Casas
Rojo, who commands all Cuban troops in Africa. This general is also supposed to be the
quartermaster general of the Cuban Army.”

“Who fixes things with the Cuban Coast Guard?”

“I suppose the general.”

“And with the air force?”

“Also the general, I guess.”

Lonsdale wouldn’t let go. “And with the coastal defense people?”

Quesada threw up his hands. “I suppose the general does that, too.”

“That’s bullshit and you know it, Quesada.” Lonsdale feigned indignation. “Only
someone high up in the Cuban Ministry of the Interior would have pull strong enough to
coordinate all this. I’'m sure this must have occurred to you while talking to Fernandez, so do us
all a favor and start over again, but this time give details and be specific and accurate.”

It took a miffed Quesada an hour to oblige.

“Do you believe all this?” Morton asked Lonsdale after the man had finished.

“I believe that Fernandez believes it.”
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“But why?”

“Because he’s either scared shitless or crazy.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Look, Jim.” Lonsdale was pacing back and forth, his eyes on the sleeping Cuban. “This
guy is a foot soldier who’s supposed to follow orders no questions asked. But he now feels he’s
being left to hang out to dry. None of his orders are in writing. No one, except this General Casas
knows about what he’s doing, so if something goes wrong or some money goes missing the guy
who would get the blame, who’d be made to take the fall, would be him.”

“But there’s no money missing, just the opposite: there’s too much money.” Morton
couldn’t help looking puzzled.

“What do you mean by too much money?”

“You heard Quesada. He said Fernandez told him there was an extra million bucks in the
sub-account that should not have been there.”

“Which he took,” added Quesada.

“Which he was made, no, ordered, to take.”

Trust Morton to start splitting hairs, Lonsdale said to himself

“This, in turn,” Lonsdale picked up where he had left off, “could mean the Colombians, or a
friend of theirs, were sending a bribe to parties unknown and that Fernandez may be the unwitting
messenger to deliver it. Fernandez is right to be scared shitless. One way or another someone not
particularly friendly will be calling on him soon to collect the money.” Lonsdale shrugged.

“But why should that worry Fernandez? He could have given up the money, got paid for his
troubles, and then gone back to Cuba. He’d have been safe there. He’s in the army and his boss

knew what he was up to.” It was obvious Quesada was not buying any of Lonsdale’s analysis.
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Lonsdale gave Quesada a jaundiced look. “If you were in the recipient’s shoes would you
want a potentially dangerous witness against you to be wandering around alive?” He headed for
the door. “There are two possible explanations for Fernandez acting the way he is, but before |
lay them on you I want to think them through once more.”

“Where are you going?” asked the bewildered Quesada.

“First to freshen up, then to have a chat with our friend here.” He nodded toward the

prisoner.

A glance at his face in the bathroom mirror surprised Lonsdale. He didn’t look as bad as
he felt. He smiled when he saw an athletic-looking man with short sandy hair, a generous nose,
and an expressive mouth looking back at him. Obviously, his regimen of jogging five miles at
least three times a week had paid off. He looked vital and slim and much younger than his fifty-
five years.

He took off his bifocals, washed his hands, and splashed his face with cold water. The
lines around his speckled, hazel eyes, however, suggested a deep-seated weariness no amount of
sleep could cure.

After his wife’s tragic death Lonsdale had taken up residence in Georgetown, a
fashionable district of Washington, and gradually changed from a fast-living, fun-loving socialite
to a reclusive, quiet loner. He was not lonely, just alone, and he enjoyed being so. His job
required ferocious focus and this meant that, essentially, he needed solitude.

Not that he was without social contact. On the contrary. He played squash and

breakfasted with his acquaintances at least twice a week, and the women he bedded (of whom
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there were quite a few) invariably fell in love with him. He could be a real charmer when he
wanted to be, and his aura of mysterious suffering fascinated them.

But he belonged to no club or church or organization, attended very few social functions,
and kept his thoughts and feelings to himself. The only person Lonsdale allowed an occasional
glimpse into his private self was Jim Morton, his immediate superior, whom he considered to be

not only a colleague, but also a friend.

Though Lonsdale had pretended to Quesada that he could not speak Spanish, he was very
much at ease in the language. Nonetheless, he conducted the interview with Fernandez in
English.

“And you say you were afraid to return to your posting because there was too much
money in the account? I don’t find that credible.” He’d been baiting Fernandez for some time,
but the Cuban would not be shaken.

“I told you already, and I will tell you again,” he said. The man had a deliberate way
about him, and his speech reflected it. “I am exposed, I am unprotected. If General Casas wants
to destroy me, he can. Nobody else can back up my story. If he says | am a liar, | am a liar, and |
am dead.” His slightly accented English was just about flawless.

“But why would he want you dead?”

Fernandez shrugged. “I don’t know. I have been trying to figure this out ever since I
found the new account and all the money. Everything was going really well. There were no
problems; the operations were being conducted with military precision—"

“They were military operations, remember?”’

“Yes, and we were operating like clockwork. The money was good too.”
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“Where did the money go after being transferred to Panama?”

“Nowhere. It stayed there in a special account, ready for use by Department Z.”

“Department Z?”

“Yes, the Ministry of the Interior set it up to circumvent the U.S. blockade.”

“How?”

“Originally certain officials in the Ministry of the Interior were given some dollars, which
they were allowed to smuggle out to Panama. They used the money to buy medicine and
essential spare parts that they smuggled back to Cuba. That’s how it all started.”

“And then?”

“Then they ran out of money and someone, I think Comrade De la Fuente, suggested the
drug idea to them.”

“Tell me again who Comrade De la Fuente is”

“Mr. Bob or whatever your name is,” Fernandez was getting exasperated. “I’ve already
told you about him three times.”

Lonsdale gave the man a bleak smile. “Then tell me about him for the fourth time,” he
said, his voice icy cold, “and leave out none of the details.”

Fernandez sighed and started again. “General Casas told me that the idea of Department
Z was Fidel’s. He put comrade De la Fuente in charge of creating it and he got General Casas to
help.”

“Why?”

“Comrade De la Fuente is a deputy minister in the Ministry of the Interior. In this new
situation he needed the cooperation of the armed forces. The Ministry has no authority over the

army.”
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“Go on.”

“General Casas also told me that De la Fuente then went to Raul, Fidel’s brother, who is
also our secretary of defense. Raul appointed General Casas to act as coordinator between the
Ministry and the army to make Department Z work.” The Cuban took a sip from the glass of
water on the table, and then continued. “We started to operate in the mid-eighties, buying
sensitive materials wherever we could find them.”

“Where?”

“Everywhere, but especially in Canada, Holland, and Germany.” Fernandez stopped
talking. He was an old hand at the interrogation game. By making Lonsdale prompt him he
would tire Lonsdale and give himself a rest. But Lonsdale, recognizing a professional, would not

play. He got up and left.

“Found out anything new?” Morton was anxious to hear.

“In a way, I guess I did, Jim. Fernandez confirmed what | was beginning to suspect: there
can be only two explanations for Fernandez’s behavior.”

“Namely?”

“General Casas is either a very decent human being, ashamed that Fidel Castro’s morals
have degenerated to the point where he is willing to deal in drugs, or Casas is a front for the
Cuban security people in a sting against the CIA.”

“Explain.”

“Assume that Casas is straight. He wants to tell us about the drug thing, but he’s closely
watched. He can’t order Fernandez to defect and come to us. Doing so would irrevocably

damage Casas’s position if things went wrong. So he scares Fernandez into doing so by
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compromising him through messing around with his bank account and practically ordering him
to take the extra money and run.”

“Got it.”

“Now let’s assume that Casas is not straight and that he is trying to sucker us into
denouncing Fidel for being a drug dealer. He’d make Fernandez do the exact same thing as if he
were an honest injun, except that, in such a scenario, Fernandez would be in the know.”

Morton nodded. “I understand this too, but where would the sting part come in?”

“After our having denounced Fidel, the Cubans would provide irrefutable proofto a five-
star international panel of neutral observers that they weren’t in bed with the Medellin cartel and
that what we took for being drug-transport ships were in reality vessels carrying some innocuous
material such as medicine or foodstuffs.”

“And Uncle Sam would have egg all over his face.”

The long silence that followed was broken by Quesada. “What do we do with Fernandez
now?”

Lonsdale bit into a stale ham sandwich and washed it down with tepid coffee. It was past
one o’clock in the afternoon, and everybody was edgy. “Leave him alone in there for a while, but
turn off the lights and the air conditioning. Let him stew.”

“What about his civil rights?” Quesada was concerned.

“He has no civil rights. He came in on a forged passport—remember?”

“He’s a Cuban refugee. He’s seeking political asylum. He’s protected by special laws.”
Quesada had been the one with whom Reyes Puma had negotiated Fernandez’s surrender and it
would be Quesada whom the lawyer would crucify if Fernandez were maltreated.

“So we had a power failure.” Lonsdale wanted Fernandez to sweat.

32



“Ease up fella.” Morton spoke quietly but with authority. “You know very well Quesada
is for the high jump if Fernandez turns out to be valuable and word got out that we roughed him
up. Besides, what else can he tell us just now anyway?”’

Morton’s logic was unassailable, but Lonsdale was not ready to give in. “I need a week to
check on his story, and by then I’d like our boy to be really insecure. Babying him won’t help

me.

“Let’s leave that problem to our people downtown,” Morton said with finality.
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