




















































































































design, but it was the 1911’s fundamental reliability and per-
formance that earned accolades during service in combat
from the trenches of World War I, in every theater of World
War 11, and continuing through Korea and the Vietnam War.
In all of those conflicts the gun used was pretty basic and the
military 1911 pistol offered none of the frills so often
encountered today on a modern 1911 pistol. Are many of
these accessories absolutely necessary?

The answer can be found quite quickly in the Springfield
Armory Mil-Spec 1911-A1 model. It comes with a parkerized
finish just like all the standard 1911 models used to equip
our troops for several wars. There is a difference, however,
between this basic Springfield Armory 1911-A1 model and
the military examples of history.

First of all, this gun even though it is a basic plain-Jane-
type of 1911 pistol comes with better sights and a better
trigger pull commonly found on a military service .45
Automatic. These were the two primary shortcomings of
the basic 1911 pistol that Springfield Armory has
addressed quite well in their presentation of the Mil-Spec
1911-A1 pistol.

The sights consist of what Springfield labels their “3 Dot
Hi-Viz Fixed Combat” sighting system, but the use of the
term “Hi-Viz” does not refer in this instance to the use of
brightly colored fiber optic inserts. Rather, it refers to a tall
rear blade featuring two white dots on either side of a deep,
square-cut U-notch. The front sight is a simple ramp blade
with a single white dot on its angled rear face. The trigger

In overall appearance the Springfield Mil-Spec 1911-A1 resembles

the basic .45 Auto pistol used to equip the troops throughout World
War Two, but there are three important differences: betier sights,
a better trigger pull and a modern safely lock to prevent unautho-
rized personnel from firing the pistol. (inset) The new I.L.S. or
Integral Locking System on the Springfield Mil-Spec 1911-A1 is
mounted in the mainspring housing and is key activated. If can be
either turned ON or turned OFF, but the best thing is the device is
completely contained within the mainspring housing and doesn’t
modify the remainder of the pistol in any way.

pull is listed in the factory brochure as being between 5 to
6.5 pounds in pull weight and the test pistol had a trigger
pull that broke cleanly and regularly at an even 5.0 pounds.

There is something new on this military service grade
pistol and that is the 1.L.S. or Integral Locking System which
is mounted in the mainspring housing on the rear of the
grip. This is a patented locking system to render the pistol
completely inert and inoperative when the supplied key is
used to prevent unauthorized users from firing this pistol.
The nice thing about this system is it is completely con-
tained within the mainspring housing and doesn’t medify
the remainder of the pistol in any way, shape or form.

Shooting the Springfield Mil-Spec 1911-A1 revealed a
very serviceable 1911 pistol and one that makes you won-
der why you need all those extras. I could understand
them on World War II production guns that were not
meant to feed modern hollowpoint cartridges, only full
metal jacket hardball ammeo, but the test pistol consumed
a wide variety of hollowpoint ammo without a single mal-
function while yielding five-shot groups in the three-and-
a-half to five-inch range at 25 yards.

The Springfield Mil-Spec 1911-A1 comes with one
seven-round magazine, weighs 35.6 ounces and has a sug-
gested retail price of $559.00. For further information
contact Springfield, Inc. or your Springfield Armory deal-
er. These guns prove you don’t have to have an expensive
.45 Auto pistol to have one that shoots well and functions
reliably. ®
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consider. It could mean the difference between life and death.

Shortly after accepting the case, Jones leveled with
McVeigh, “Son, no one is going to believe that you and that
other rube, Terry Nichols, pulled-off this thing.” McVeigh
chafed under the brutal assessment. Timothy McVeigh des-
perately wanted to be somebody. At this point, if being the
“fall guy” for a mass murder would get him in the history
books, so be it. He stonewalled Jones and the rest.

As evidence of a wider conspiracy developed, the more
hostile the visits between lawyers and client became. The
defense team grew ever more suspicious as McVeigh's
accounts changed as new evidence proved his previous sto-
ries impossible. But despite this mounting evidence, the
client remained adamant, “If the team didn’t want to be fired;
they would let him run the show.” He didn’t want to hear any
more of this “conspiracy crap!” Screaming matches ensued.

It is true that McVeigh decided to wash his hands of
Stephen Jones on the eve of the Denver federal trial. He came
to the bizarre conclusion after one more in a string of false
confessions managed to make it to the media. This time it was
the Dallas Morning News reporting that McVeigh had told the
defense team he was guilty. Insiders could not walk out and
say, “Oh, yeah, but the bastard has lied about so much other
stuff, we don’t know whether he’s nuts or telling the truth.”
This was not the time to parade all this out for the media.

Published so close to the day of the trial’s start, any hope
McVeigh could get a fair hearing went out the window. It was
at this point, I believe, the seeds were planted that eventual-
ly produced American Terrorist. McVeigh would get even with
his legal team, and some other folks. ,

As a result of the negative pretrial publicity the Dallas
Morning News story generated, McVeigh curled up in a fetal
position in his cell and refused to speak to his lead attorney.
Hoping to mollify the situation, other members of the defense
team would drop in to try to smooth things over. It was to no
avail. Literally days before the multi-million dollar trial was to
begin, McVeigh decided to contact U.S. District Judge Richard
P. Matsch and left a message asking the jurist to arrange for
him to have a new lawyer. Matsch refused to return the call.
McVeigh would “dance with the gal that brung ’im.”

Later, a member of the defense told me that every morn-
ing when the marshals brought in the Star, everyone at the
table studied McVeigh for any hint of what he might do.
Many expected “the client” to ask the judge to change his
plea to guilty and then go off on a tirade about Jones, the gov-
ernment, Waco, Ruby Ridge, etc. “None of us could sleep
nights,” the attorney admitted. “He was the client from hell.”

The rest is history. The trial turned out to be a nonevent
for anyone looking for answers.

Years later, watching the case wind through the appeals
process, I held out hope McVeigh would drop the Silent
Brotherhood routine and tell it all. His pals were not going to
bust him out of Super Max. That stuff only happens in The
Turner Diaries. So, when the news broke that McVeigh had
been feeding a couple of reporters at the Buffalo News a story
about the bombing, I wondered: Would he really give it all

up? Most doubted he would. And most turned out to be right.’

The authors of American Terrorist jumped on the story,
just as the world got its first glimpse of those chiseled fea-
tures of Tim McVeigh being led from the Noble County jail,
in Oklahoma. Lou Michel scrambled to Bill McVeigh's resi-
dence in Pendleton, a suburb of Buffalo, New York. Upon his
arrival, the reporter realized the father of the alleged killer
was already in the grips of the FBI. Bill McVeigh wouldn’t be
giving any interviews for awhile. Michel and the rest of the
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newshounds were held at bay while agents ransacked the
home and grilled the shocked autoworker. The reporter was
diligent, though. He would wait them out.

Persistence Overcomes Resistanee

Eventually, the determined reporter would catch Bill
McVeigh after the initial tidal wave of cops and snoops reced-
ed. After gaining an audience with the grief-stricken parent,
Lou Michel and Bill McVeigh began their relationship out in
the garden of the Pendleton residence, where the pair
swapped growing tips. Over time, a bond between the men
developed. It would be from this entrée that, years later, and
after scores of letters were penned, Timothy James McVeigh
finally agreed to speak “on the record” with Michel about his
role in the killings. The authors admit the final straw that led
to McVeigh's decision to go public was the publishing of
Stephen Jones’ book, Others Unknown.

Timothy McVeigh was determined to trump Jones’
account, which left the world with the impression he was lit-
tle more than a “patsy” in a wider conspiracy of major play-
ers. Now, more than ever, the convicted killer needed a book
published about his exploits. Michel and fellow Buffalo News
reporter, Dan Herbert, were only too happy to oblige.

What followed is a book that spins Timothy McVeigh as a
crafty ladies man and gun-toting defender of the American
Constitution, who goes toe-to-toe with an evil empire. He'’s
also pitched as a great philosopher:

People need to understand, the New World Order is a
metaphor, not just a paranoid belief. When you look around it’s
happening. It means one superpower, which is going to lead the
world to a new age. People on the other end of the gun see it as
one superpower forcing others. You will agree with us or we’re
going to bomb your ass.

And McVeigh can be politically astute. Regarding the mur-
der of 19 babies, the book addresses the public relations
problem the dead children created:

Had I known there was a day-care center, it might have given
me pause to switch targets. That’s a lot collateral damage.

And he can borrow a slick phrase:

One man’s terrorist is another man’s freedom fighter.

The writers begin McVeigh’s “image makeover” with a sur-
vey of his childhood. From an orderly account emerges a pic-
ture of a somewhat typical young man, who endures adoles-
cence in a home fraught with marital discord. Eventually,
McVeigh's parents will split and the family is torn apart by
divorce. His two sisters will go with their mother; Tim,
though, will stay with his father — a no-nonsense blue-collar
worker, who prefers bowling with his pals to campouts with
his only son.

Bullied by classmates, ignored by girls, Sigmund Freud
would fly into cartwheels after learning Timmy turns to guns
for his pleasure. Over time, this firearms fetish will be followed
by the stockpiling of water and other survivalist gear. Here,
apparently, is the stuff of which mass-murderers are made.

Following McVeigh's graduation from high school, he will
make a fateful decision. After only a short stint in college,
McVeigh decides he knows more than his teachers and drops
out. He will try the Army. In the Army, they have lots of big
guns, the writers point out. At Fort Benning, Timmy will stay
in his barracks, studying books about those big guns, while
the rest of the recruits are out chasing women.

Is the psychobabble seeping in yet?

Also at Benning, two characters emerge who will cast dark
shadows across McVeigh's remaining days on earth. Enter the
freewheeling, dope-smoking, acid-dropping Mike Fortier and
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his polar opposite, Terry Nichols, a tax-protester and serial
loser with a fanatic dislike for all things government.

Eventually, the military careers of Fortier and Nichols
fall by the wayside. Fortier takes a medical “early out” for
a sore back. Terry Nichols goes home with a family hard-
ship discharge.

Top Gun

On the Bradley IFV, McVeigh will set records for marks-
manship. His ability to handle the fighting vehicle’s 25-mm
cannon astonishes his superiors. During one live-fire compe-
tition, he will score a near-perfect, 998 out of 1,000 points.
McVeigh earns the Top Gun trophy. A star was born. In a two-
year period, Timothy McVeigh will soar from private to
sergeant. His future seemed blessed. All McVeigh needs now
is a war to prove just how good, or bad, he really is. The stars
were aligned. And Saddam gives him his dream-shot.

Operation Desert Storm was a made-to-order combat envi-

ronment for the Bradley and a man like Tim McVeigh. He
excels in the 100-hour campaign, earning a Bronze Star. But
there was more to come. At last, he will get a shot at that
most coveted legion — the U. S. Army Special Forces. But at
this cruel juncture, fate deals McVeigh a bad hand. Only 48
hours into the rigorous training, he calls it quits. “Sore feet,”
he claims. :

Discharged and back in economically depressed upstate
New York, Citizen McVeigh finds himself living with his
aloof father and party-animal sister, Jennifer, who has moved
back home and taken over his old room. Bunking on the sofa
is not what the war hero expected.

From here the book correctly records McVeigh experiment-
ing with serious drugs and joining the Ku Klux Klan. Next,
hoping to further escape the reality of a security guard job that
can’t provide the “playboy lifestyle” that McVeigh yearns for,
he turns to a sports bookie for more adventure. He quickly
finds it. McVeigh gambles away every dime he can muster, and
more. Heavily in debt, he packs up and hits the road.

Today, we know McVeigh's life will dramatically impact a
nation, only a couple of years after leaving New York. Once
on the road, he will write his sister about a “network of
friends” that he describes as “ex-military-types.” He will also
write about robbing banks and about a coming revolution in
which he will play a part. This is the big story. However, the
authors are unable to get McVeigh to discuss this in a sub-
stantive way. Instead, we get a disjointed story that ignores
the evidence and defies common sense.

McVeigh is portrayed as a “lone wolf,” enraged by the gov-
ernment’s actions at Waco and Ruby Ridge. Bouncing coast-
to-coast, we get a picture of a malcontent searching endless-
ly for evidence of government-sponsored concentration
camps, UN troops and UFO landing sites. But no names are
mentioned other than Mike Fortier and Terry Nichols.

Follow The Money?

If one accepts Michel and Herbeck’s account, our
vagabond survives off the sale of bumper stickers and copies
of The Turner Diaries. The most obvious question is avoided:
How? How does someone with nothing on the asset side of
his balance sheet but a trashed car, survive on the road for
over two years with no evidence of income beyond a couple
of minimum wage jobs that last only a few weeks?

As an example of McVeigh's frantic travels, just take a look
at a 100-day period, beginning in January 1993. Admittedly

broke and heavily in debt, McVeigh quits his job and travels -

from upstate New York to Florida. Next he will go to New

Orleans for Mardi Gras. After soaking that up, Mr. McVeigh
will head to Waco, Texas, to see, first-hand, what all the trou-
ble is there. After a brief stay, he’s off to Kingman, Arizona,
where he provides a sitrep to his pal, Mike Fortier. Next stop,
“The Tulsa Gun and Knife Show.” Here, McVeigh will meet
with the infamous Andreas “The German” Strassmeir. After
that experience, he’s off to Hot Springs, Arkansas, for a few
days with a couple he met at the Tulsa show. From Arkansas,
our vagabond heads back to Florida. After a quick turn-
around, Mr. McVeigh’s right back in Hot Springs. Tires siz-
zling, McVeigh will then launch for Decker, Michigan, and a
visit with the Nichols clan for a few days. After catching up
with those folks, he’s on the road back to Kingman, where he
rents a residence to serve as his temporary base camp.

You do the math. In just one hundred days since quitting
his security job in New York, McVeigh has put over 10,000
miles on his car. This pattern repeats itself for the following
two-year period, leading up to the bombing of the federal
building. By any reasonable estimate, this lifestyle would cost
over $50,000.00 — regardless of the evidence that Timothy
McVeigh sometimes stayed at friends’ homes. Compare those
expense dollars with an estimate of McVeigh's income for this
same 27-month period and you would find he made less than
$5,000.00 from a couple of part-time jobs — jobs that lasted
only a few weeks. It would take a world-class salesman to
make up the difference selling copies of The Turner Diaries.

We already know that in the aftermath of the bombing,
McVeigh's sister admitted to the FBI she got involved laun-
dering some $100 bills from a bank robbery her brother had
been involved in. Nichols’ ex-wife admitted to the FBI that
she, too, suspected something illegal was going on after she
discovered her chronically unemployed ex-husband had salt-
ed away $60,000 in cash and silver in her home and a storage
locker, that also contained wigs, masks and a make-up kit.

You would think this evidence might pique the
authors’ imaginations, especially when at one point in
American Terrorist they relate an account of Tim McVeigh
giving his father $4,000 in $100 bills. But here, once
again, we are left in wonderland. Michel and Herbeck
never offer an explanation for these $100 bills that keep
raining down on McVeigh.

Another serious omission to taint the credibility of this
book is the authors’ lack of research into McVeigh's links to
Elohim City and the group of bank robbers that frequented
the sprawling Christian Identity compound. American
Tervorist ignores overwhelming evidence contained in BATF
reports detailing work by undercover informant, Carol
Howe, outlining a bombing conspiracy involving persons at
Elohim City.

Also passed over are his well-established connections
to the compound, such as a traffic ticket McVeigh was
given a few minutes from the compound in the fall of 1993
— only months after his sudden departure from New York.
This is also the very time McVeigh begins writing letters
to sister, Jennifer, extolling the virtues of bank robbers.
And most astonishing, there is no mention in the book
that, on the day the grand jury says the plot to bomb the
Murrah Building was hatched, McVeigh was registered in
a motel room a short drive from Elohim City.

And then there is the incredible fact that the patriot
synod of Elohim City, twice-convicted murderer Richard
Wayne Snell, is executed by the state of Arkansas, exactly
12 hours after the bomb explodes at the Oklahoma City

Continued on page 90
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Continued from page 59

which Col. Emerson tolerated, since we
were good friends; I did refrain from
wearing my WWII leggings, which he
tolerated slightly less, although they
were usually fairly effective at keeping
out the leeches. (See SOF, April 2001.)

When Brig. Gen. Marshall scuttled
off to take pictures of the guys making
their preparations, Emerson ragged me
a little, “For Christ’s sake, Mike, I can't
wait ’til those pictures hit the press.
Why couldn’t you carry an M16 and a
normal .45 just this once? At least
you're not wearing those goddamn
‘fruit boots’ again.”

Mask-Up And Hit The Ground Running

The lift helicopters were just setting
down, so I left him shaking his head, as
I ran to get aboard. I had not adjusted
my mask yet, and was trying to do that,
plus talk on the radio and orient myself
on the way to the objective. About five
minutes out, the copilot of each bird
pantomimed for all on board to mask-
up. Everyone else in my ship was
already masked and two guys on each
side were out on the skids ready to hit
the ground running. While I was
putting my mask on and taking it off
during the adjustment process, 1 had
noted that the double panes of glass in
the eye lenses seriously distorted one’s
depth perception. I leaned out to watch
a Chinook drop a huge cloud of CN on
the target area, then took a final look at
the objective before clearing my mask
and sealing it. I also saw that we were
still fairly high up, although through the
mask we looked to be almost on the
ground. Just then I saw a couple of guys
in the birds ahead of us jump, obvious-
ly thinking that they were closer than
they actually were. Chrissakes! They
were still about 15 feet up. Before I
could react, one of the guys out on the
skid jumped. The other man out there
was Dave Shuey — one of my best sol-
diers — and I could see that he was
about to go, too. At that moment I was
leaning out the door, hanging on to the
pilot’s seat with my right hand, holding
the Schmeisser in my left, with my arm
through the sling, and before I could get
a good grip on my wits, as well as every-
thing else, he jumped. I grabbed for the
suspenders holding his LBE (load bear-
ing equipment) and managed to catch
the strap closest to me. Of course the
goddamned thing came unhooked and I
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was way off balance. He was simply too
heavy, and the strap slipped through my
hand, with the metal hook almost rip-
ping off my left social finger in the
process. Shuey went into a dry rice
paddy, landing in a rolling tangle of
arms and legs, and getting busted-up in
the process, not life-threatening, but
enough that I never saw him again. Of
all the dog shit luck. One of my super
studs was down, and all I ultimately
managed to do was tear up the hand I
needed to change magazines.

It turned out that a number of guys
had been fooled by the masks, jumping
from the skids prematurely. That
caused a certain amount of confusion in
the midst of all the other confusion,
but, nevertheless, I saw the bulk of the
assault force bailing out of the chop-
pers, forming-up on the fly, and charg-
ing into the treeline. I was supposed to
be right behind them to link up with
the 3rd Squad of the 15t Platoon in the
center of the camp to direct the mop-
ping-up and search. In my absence,
though, the CP gang had managed to
put us in the wrong bird, so I took off
full-tilt behind the assault party, leaving
the RTO’s et al. to catch up.

No way. It was impossible to be
scared, run, and breathe through an M-
17 Protective Mask without getting
light-leaded from the exertion. All I suc-
ceeded in doing was getting separated
from my own command group, although
it did not take me long to realize I was
wasting my time trying to shout orders
or offer any sage advice from inside the
mask. As a result, the whole operation
continued to run along on autopilot,
which was probably just as well. When
I arrived at the camp I heard the assault
element firing like hell, systematically
shooting into the hooches and bunkers,
instead of leaving that to the 1st Platoon
guys, who had been a little slow out of
the blocks. The volume of fire, coupled
with an annoying cluster of punji stakes
to my front, made me unconsciously
shy-off to the left, which was OK, since
the flank security was nowhere in sight.
It was very hard to see clearly, so when
I thought I detected movement to my
front, I knelt down behind a large palm
tree, lifting my mask slightly in the
hope that I could take it off to see what
the hell I was doing.

Strictly a no-go. The CN was still
doing its dirty deeds. While I was hun-
kered down readjusting my mask, a
salvo of AK bullets sailed overhead cut-
ting through the foliage. Not remember-
ing to think that they might be hustling
some of our prisoners away with them,

I reflexively triggered off a long burst
with the MP40, sweeping it across the
vegetation where I had seen the move-
ment. More shadows. More shaking
foliage. Whoever it was got the rest of
the magazine, which was covered with
blood from the ragged tear in my finger.

As 1 was swapping out clips, I got a
long burst in return, with one of the
bullets smacking into the tree about a
foot above my head, knocking off a
chunk of bark that hit the side of my
mask. Ouch, you sonofabitch! 1 then hit
the deck and popped off a series of con-
trolled shots low to the ground. The
lead man from our flank-security ele-
ment had just come up, and I pulled
him down beside me (with my bad
hand) just as the guy I was sparring
with fired again. Together, we laid
down a base of bullets until a machine-
gun came up and took over.

By the time I finally got into the cen-
ter of the camp and linked-up with my
CP, most of the mopping-up was already
over. The powdered CN particles were
designed to linger longer, so no one
dared to take off those awful masks,
especially since we continued to kick up
clouds of the stuff as we moved around
the smoldering compound. The residual
powder made my finger burn like hell, as
well as every sweat gland in my body.
Even without the gas, the sight of the
assault party would have been enough all
by itself to scare the shit out any but the
most hardcore VC. Trigged-out in our
protective masks, we must have looked
like space warriors right out of Star Trek.

All the discomfort aside, we had to
agree that the gas worked as planned,
and the surprise was complete. It had
been a violent and overwhelming
attack, not entirely indiscriminate,
although still pretty untidy by our nor-
mal standards, due to the diminished
degree of command and control. The
downside of the CN prep was that it
gave the VC about a five-minute head
start on us, and the masks compound-
ed the normal chaos of combat in an
exponential fashion. Some of the VC
got away across the stream, leaving a
sniper back in the foliage on the other
side to keep us from crossing to pur-
sue them, which is probably the same
thing I ran into out on the left flank.
We continued to search what was left
of the camp — from top to bottom and
in-between — but found no prisoners.
There were a bunch of C-ration cans,
plastic spoons, and some American
razor blades in one of the Gillette dis-
pensers which came out of an SP Pack
(special accessory pack), but that did
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Continued from page 16

There are a number of other factors
involved in the production of binocu-
lars which increase the price and qual-
ity such as the quality of the lenses
used and he size of the binocular’s opti-
cal system. A high-end set uses fully-
coated lenses (typically magnesium
fluoride) to prevent light reflection and
glare and to allow as much light as pos-
sible to pass through the optic to the
eyes. High-end “glasses” typically fea-
ture lenses that have not one, but two
or more layers of anti-reflective mater-
ial for maximum light transmission.
Other factors that influence quality, are
the sizes of the lenses, particularly
objective lenses, as bigger is better as it
allows in more light.

Before we get into the practical end
of things like using and shopping for
the binocular that is right for you, let’s
cover exit pupil size, which affects how
well light is transmitted to your eyes in
low-light conditions. Exit pupil size are
those two small rings of light you see
when you hold the binocular away from
your face and is determined by dividing
a binocular’s objective lens size by its
magnification. Let’s say you have a
10x42 binocular as an easy example
(10 being the magnification factor and
42mm is the lens size in millimeters),
you then have an exit pupil size of
42mm (42 divided by 10). As light
decreases (dusk or dawn) the eyes
dilate to about 5mm, meaning that the
best “glasses” for low-light viewing will
have at least an exit pupil size of 5mm
or more, with 4mm about normal.
Other physical properties include
weight (those 30-ounce glasses around
your neck can feel like 30 pounds after
a full day of hunting), and field of view
{(how wide an area, in feet, your eyes see
through the lenses at a given distance).

Let me relate a story to you as told
to me by a bow-hunting friend. He was
hunting caribou along with a guide
and another hunter in Canada. They
were on day four of a six-day hunt
with no results. They had been glass-
ing for hours without a contact when
my friend suddenly spotted a single
animal bedded down about a mile
away across a huge basin — the view-
ing conditions were terrible; light rain
and low clouds. He finally stalked and
harvested the caribou. The point here
is that he had a quality binocular
(about $900) while his hunting com-
panions used relatively inexpensive
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compact binoculars and never even
saw the caribou — only tundra.

The care and feeding of a set of
binoculars is pretty simple. Keep them
stored in a case or even a cloth bag.
After field use you can simply use a
damp cloth to wipe them off if need be.
I keep an old toothbrush around to get
the bigger crud off. The lenses are an
entirely different ball game. It’s a good
idea to use a lens cleaning solution rec-
ommended by the manufacturer. Blow
on the lenses to get any dust or grit off,
put a few drops of cleaner on, spread
using a soft cloth to clean the lenses.
Some of the cleaning solutions also pre-
vent external fogging for up to a day.
Another method of cleaning is to use a
clean micro-fiber lens tissue.

Selecting a binocular that’s best for
you depends upon what you want to
use it for and what you can afford.
And, yes, pricing does affect the quali-
ty to a great degree. If you're going
hunting, and are serious about it, you
need a premium set — so get the best
you can afford. My best advice is to tell
the salesperson on the other end of the
line or across the counter from you,
exactly what you intend to use the
glasses for: heavy cover hunting, open
range hunting, general purpose, and let
them give you a specific recommenda-
tion in your price range. In heavy cover
you do not want a 12-power nor do you
want a 7- power if you are in open
country scouting a mile away.

One particular low-cost but all
around good binocular that I've person-
ally used is from the Sovietski
Collection, Dept. SOF, 3473 Kurtz St.,
San Diego, CA, 92110; to order, phone
(800) 442-0002; for customer service,
phone (888) 442-7227; website www.
sovietski.com. These 7x30 and 10x42
binocs are identical to those issued to
Soviet naval officers and feature multi-
coated optics throughout, independent
eye-piece adjustability, classic porro-
prism design, moisture/ shock/dust
resistant and are hermetically sealed.
I've have a 7x30 set that I've used for
general purpose use when fishing at
Lake Havasu, Ariz. Stored in the boat
these glasses have been exposed to tem-
peratures as low as 28 degrees F, and as
high as 120 F during the summer. I've
used them for over five years and I'm
very satisfied with their performance,
especially for the price. Currently the
7x30 units are $119 plus shipping and
handling; and the 10x42 are priced at
$149 plus s&h. The also come with rub-
ber lens covers, carrying strap and
amber filters and two-year warranty. ®

Atoms For Allah

Continued from page 43

of advanced systems which include
submarines and at least two types of
sophisticated torpedoes, which could
eventually create additional risk factors
in Gulf waters.

That was followed by former
President Clinton having twice raised
with President Putin the prospective
sale to Iran of advanced laser technolo-
gy that Washington says could be used
to make fissile fuel for atom bombs.
New York Times correspondent, Judith
Miller, told this correspondent that
while the Russian president assured
Mr. Clinton that his country would
work with Washington to resolve the
dispute, the response was regarded as
“ambiguous.” She said that issues cen-
tered on Russian and American techni-
cal advisors disagreeing with each
other as to whether the equipment was
likely to be used in Iran’s WMD pro-
grams, Significantly, Russian sales of
nuclear technology to Iran have been of
long-standing concern in the United
States, Miller said.

American allegations that Russia
provides crucial technology to Iran
have roiled relations between the two
countries for a long time. Langley has
always believed that Iran had a secret
program to develop nuclear weapons,
as well as biological and chemical
weapons, though both Moscow and
Tehran reject this idea.

At the same time, Russian nuclear
contracts with Tehran have expanded
since 1995 when cash-strapped
Moscow signed a multi-billion dollar
contract to complete the 1,000 MW
light-water reactor contract at Bushehr.
Additional plans for up to four reactor
and turbine units are in the pipeline. It
is noteworthy that the project is similar
to that being constructed in North
Korea under the terms of the “Agreed
Framework.” While American officials
do not regard Bushehr, per se, as a
source of nuclear material that could be
diverted to a bomb-making program (it
falls under IAEA safeguards) the
Americans fear that the project will
train an entire generation of Iranian
physicists and engineers in all the
nuclear technologies required to pro-
duce nuclear weapons.

Then, last spring news arrived that
Russia’s Science and Technology Center
of Microtechnology, a unit of the
Efremov Institute, had signed a con-
tract to provide the laser nuclear fuel
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know-how and equipment to Iran.
While this technology was originally
developed in the U.S., it was aban-
doned a year ago because it was regard-
ed as too expensive to commercialize.
With that experience, said Ms. Miller,
“Washington reacted with alarm to
intelligence reports from multiple
sources indicating that Iran was trying
to buy such technology from Russia.”
CIA special assistant on non-prolif-
eration, John Lauder, disclosed at the
same time that not only were Russian
nuclear-linked  security  controls
“weak,” but Moscow’s assistance
extended well beyond the reactor.
Cooperation included projects “osten-
sibly for civilian use but with a direct
application to the production of
weapons-grade fissile material.”

Delivery Gapability Grows

Iran’s missile program has also come
under  sustained scrutiny in
Washington. CIA testimony last
September disclosed that Iran had
already deployed hundreds of short-
range (150-500 km) ballistic missiles
covering most of Iraq and many strate-
gic targets in the Persian Gulf.

Soon, the report added, “it will
deploy the 1,300km Shahab-3 medium
range ballistic missile (See sidebar)
which will allow Tehran to strike direct-
ly at Israel as well as most of Saudi
Arabia and parts of Turkey. ... Iran
probably has a small number of Shahab-
3s available for use in a conflict: it has
announced that production and deploy-
ment had begun and it has publicly dis-
played three Shahab-3s along with a
mobile launcher and other ground sup-
port equipment,” said Langley.

The CIA suggested that Iran’s public
statements indicated that it planned to
develop more advanced longer-range
delivery systems because:

¢ Iran’s defense minister announced
the development of the Shahab-4, origi-
nally calling it “a more capable ballistic
missile than the Shahab-3,” but in a
later volte face, categorizing it as an SLV
(space launch vehicle) with no military
applications

¢ Tehran has mentioned a Shahab-5,
strongly suggesting that Iran intends to
develop even longer-range ballistic mis-
siles in the near future.

* Iran has displayed a mock-up
satellite and SLV, suggesting that it had
plans to develop a vehicle to place in
orbit Iranian satellites. However,
Tehran could convert an SLV into a mis-
sile by developing a re-entry vehicle.
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The CIA disclosed in the September
report that “entities in Russia, North
Korea and China supply the largest
amount of ballistic missile-related
goods, technology and expertise to
Iran.” China, it said, “provided CSS-8
SRBMs, while North Korean equipment
and technical assistance helped Iran
establish the capability to produce
Scud SRBMs and Russian help acceler-
ated Iranian missile development.”

The CIA report suggested that dur-
ing the next five years, the Tehran gov-
ernment was more likely to develop
intermediate-range ballistic missiles
based on Russian technology before
developing an ICBM, but that the same
technology would be used.

“Iran could test such an IRBM
before the end of that period,” the
report read. In the period 2006-2010
says the document, Western strategists
believe that Iran will in all likelihood
test an IRBM.

“All assess that Iran could flight-test
an ICBM that could deliver nuclear-
weapon-sized payloads to many parts
of the United States in the latter half of
the next decade. Again, this would be
using Russian technology acquired over
the years,” said the report, adding that
Iran was likely to test an ICBM — pos-
sibly as an SLV without an RV impact
downrange — before 2010.

In testimony on chemical weapons
(CW) Dbefore the Senate, Robert
Einhorn also disclosed that Iran had
one of the developing world’s largest
such programs. Tehran began offensive
efforts during the Iran/Iraq war in
response to Iraqs CW use. By 1987,
Iran was able to deliver limited quanti-
ties of blister (mustard) and blood
(cyanide) agents against Iraqi troops
using artillery shells. Since then, there
was evidence that Irans CW produc-
tion included nerve, blister, choking
and blood agents.

Treaties And Pie Grust

“Despite its 1997 ratification of the
CWC, we believe Iran's CW program
continues and that it possesses a sub-
stantial stockpile of weaponized and
bulk agents,” the assistant secretary of
state declared. There was also a fear, he
suggested, that “this trend towards self-
sufficiency is worrisome since it means
that Iran could eventually become a
supplier of CW-related materials to
other nations,” said Einhorn.

There is substantial evidence that

‘Iran has also acquired an offensive bio-

logical warfare (BW) program, at least
since the Iran-Iraq War, notwithstand-

ing the fact that Tehran has been a
party to the Biological Weapons
Convention since August 1973, said
Einhorn. “While we assess that the
Iranian BW program is still largely in
the R&D stage, we believe that Iran
holds some stocks of biological agents
and toxins.” He added that Iran was
actively seeking to acquire materials,
equipment and expertise from foreign
suppliers — primarily from entities in
Russia and Western Furope.

An interesting aside here is a study
made by the U.S. Army which is rele-
vant: At this stage, any Iranian threat
would be linked to a Scud-type missile,
though that scenario is changing. The
report suggests that a Scud attack with
an anthrax BW head would see a 90%
effectiveness downwind if the attack
were not effectively detected. With prior
detection, it could be as little as 20%.

It noted, too, that filled with the path-
ogen botulinum, a Scud could contami-
nate an area of almost 4,000 sq. kms.
(though weather and atmospheric condi-
tions would need to be ideal). Signifi-
cantly, that is 16 times greater than the
same warhead filled with Sarin nerve gas.

There are several reasons to believe
that Tehran might also have given
attention to radiological weapons, the
first being that Iraq did work in this
direction. Its Shi’ite neighbor is known
to have a propensity for emulation, if
only to establish what kind of threat
might be in the offing if relations
between the two countries deteriorate
once more. Unquestionably, the specter
of a million dead in the last seven
Iran/Iraq war continues to haunt the
present generation of Iranians.

Radiological weapons, basically, are
nuclear-weapon variants designed to
kill through radiation only (as opposed
to shock or blast effect). While such
weapons don't exist, UNSCOM inspec-
tors in Iraq uncovered evidence that
Saddam Hussein had a research project
in place prior to the Gulf War.

Relevant here is the fact that radi-
ological weapons could, in principle,
be delivered by any of the Shahab
missiles that Iran is working on.
Certainly, it would be ideal for use
against the Jewish State’s heavily pop-
ulated larger centers like Tel Aviv or
Haifa. And since radiological
weapons pose long-term contamina-
tion hazards, the more distant Israel
might be deemed a more suitable tar-
get than one of Iran’s neighbors.

Al J. Venter is SOF’s Contributing
Editor for Africa. R
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/ Timothy McVeigh

Continued from page 73

federal building. 19 April 1995 is also
the 10-year anniversary of the FBI
siege at a northern Arkansas terrorist
training camp, called the CSA, where
Snell and fellow CSA members
planned the first bombing of the
Murrah Building, and other serious
crimes. Regarding this obvious
motive for the crime in OKC, the
authors dismiss the Snell connection,
calling it a “red herring.” McVeigh,
the book says, never met Snell.

When the authors try to explain
the 5 April 1995 phone call to Elohim
City, from McVeigh's motel room in
Kingman — some 25 seconds after he
calls a Ryder truck rental — we are
informed McVeigh was calling to
inquire about using Elohim City as a
hideout after the bombing. However,
a few pages later, we are told Mr.
McVeigh took the license plate off his
car before leaving Oklahoma City
because, he figured, he would be
caught anyway. But when the bomb
goes off, McVeigh heads north,
toward Kansas, not east toward
Elohim City.

And then there’s Timmy’s bomb
story. But first, a little more back-
ground. The record at the McVeigh
and Nichols’ trials makes clear that
before April 1995, no evidence was
introduced either man built any kind
of successful explosive - device.
Unfazed by this detail, the authors of
American Terrorist regurgitate a story
from McVeigh that is somewhat simi-
lar to what he fed his defense team.
When asked how he became the
world’s greatest bomb-builder, we are
told, “I went to the library and
checked out a book on improvised
explosives.” :

McVeigh told the authors that he
used 13 plastic 55-gallon barrels filled
with a mixture of fertilizer and racing
fuel. He says he placed these 13 bar-
rels in a T-shape in the cargo hold of
the truck. After connecting nonelectric
blasting caps, via two lines of shock
tube, he connects the whole thing to
several packages of Tovex that he has
placed in a bucket near the barrels of
amfo.

Next, McVeigh hauls the whole
mess, 250 miles, over bumpy highways
and delivers it the front of the Murrah
Building, without incident.

And just when you think it can’t
get any more ludicrous, we are told

., - » o

our “action hero” drives through
downtown OKC traffic, with the fuses
lit to his bomb.

“Keeping his eyes peeled for
onlookers, McVeigh pulled the truck
briefly over to the side of the road, just
long enough to pull out a disposable
lighter and ignite the 5-minute fuse to
his bomb. The sizzling fuse began to
fill the truck cab with smoke and the
acrid smell of burning gunpowder. As
he continued down N.W. 5th Street,

. McVeigh had to roll down both win-

dows to let some of the smoke out. Just
past the Regency Towers apartment

-complex, a block from the intended

target building, McVeigh had to stop
for a traffic light. Now he lit the short-
er bomb fuse — the one he had mea-
sured at approximately two minutes.
For the longest 30 seconds of his life,
McVeigh sat watching the red light,
with both fuses burning.”

And so it goes. Presumably, with sec-
onds ticking toward detonation and
smoke pouring out both windows of
the truck, McVeigh will happen upon
the only empty parking spot large
enough to handle the truck. This cru-
cial vacancy just happens to be the
indented parking area for delivery
trucks, located exactly dead-center to
the front doors of the federal building.
Only steps from being underneath the
building’s glass and concrete facade —
this is the most vulnerable location to
detonate a truck bomb.

Capitalizing on this extremely good
fortune, McVeigh pulls up, calmly
jumps down and takes a path that he
later draws for his authors — a side-
walk in front of the YMCA. McVeigh
claims he walked for at least 200 feet
along this sidewalk, before disappear-
ing up an alleyway to find his reliable
getaway car he has only just purchased
for a couple hundred bucks and
stashed days earlier. McVeigh admits
having trouble getting the “junker” to
start, but once again, his luck holds a
bit longer and he makes his short-lived
getaway.

At this point, if common sense
hasn’t overwhelmed the reader,
maybe a little evidence will. After the
bombing, a videotape was turned
over to the FBI. Later, McVeigh’s
defense team received a copy. It turns
out a camera mounted on the south
side of the Journal Record Building
was pointed directly at the sidewalk
that McVeigh says he used to make
his solo escape. I am familiar with this
film because I reviewed a short piece of
the tape to determine if it showed the

front of the Murrah Building and the
truck pulling up in front. It did not.

 The camera angle precluded it. But

with the publication of American
Terrorist this film footage has taken on
new importance.

Stephen Jones and one of his
investigators, who spent hours look-
ing for any evidence that might be
reflected on the film, confirmed for
this article that there was, you
guessed it, no McVeigh!

“Think about it, J. D.,” Jones sur-
mised, “if Tim had been walking down
that sidewalk the government would
have introduced that film at trial and
the whole world would have seen it.”

Also for the record, witnesses at the
scene said McVeigh and another man
sped away from the area in the same
yellow Mercury the Desert Storm veter-
an was arrested in 70 minutes after the
blast. A second vehicle, a dark pickup
truck, with three men inside, also left
the scene at a high rate of speed — only
seconds after a man exited the Ryder
truck’s passenger door. In all, some two

" dozen witnesses reported seeing Mr.

McVeigh in downtown Oklahoma City
that fateful morning — and each
reported that he was with others. After
a six-year investigation, the overwhelm-
ing evidence I've reviewed suggests that
at least four men were with McVeigh
that morning.

McVeigh’s answer:

“The truth is, I blew up the Murrah
Building. Isn't it kind of scary that one
man could reap this kind of hell?”

Even scarier is what two creative
writers and a lunatic can do with a
good marketing department behind
them. American Terrorist — the end-
product of the partnership that creat-
ed this self-serving aggrandizement
of a delusional meth-addict and psy-
chotic killer — has proven to be an
outrage to the survivors and relatives
of the victims of the crime. As well, I
believe the authors’ failure to corrob-
orate McVeigh’s exploits is an affront
to the intelligence of the American
people. But most irresponsible, is
that giving someone like McVeigh an
unfiltered medium to sell this twisted
tale guarantees others will follow in
his bloody footsteps. We are not well-
served by the publication of these
outlandish accounts. :

What we want is the truth!

J. D. Cash, a well-known investigative
reporter from Oklahoma, has researched
the Oklahoma City bombing since Day

~ One — 19 April 1995. ¥
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