




















21 May 2008

Dear _________,
   First and foremost, from the bottom of my heart, I had absolutely nothing to do with the Roslindale bombing in any way, shape, or form.  Yes, I met Thomas A. Shay(Tom).  Yes, I gave Tom Shay my pager number, and yes I attached two batteries and a switch to the 1986 Artillery Simulator. I'll be the first to admit that it is a convenient set of circumstances, but that's all they are.


I have protested my innocence since day one when everyone came knocking at John Cates' door at 11 p.m. on November 5th, 1991. Any time police or Federal agents were around me, I did the same.  The day I was arrested at the Morrissey Boulevard stop light on 16 December 1992, I stated to the officers that they were arresting an innocent man.  Arriving at the Federal courthouse that same day I stated to television reporter, Charles Austin, that "they" had the wrong man.  I again protested my innocence at the Federal Marshal's lockup when officers were getting multiple sets of fingerprints from me.  In fact, beginning in December of 1992 there are 10 days of taped conversations and between myself and ATF confidential informant number 97, a.k.a. James Harding, who was posing as a sales rep for my company, and every day I stated that I was innocent of any involvement in the Roslindale bombing despite Harding's attempts to inculpate me.  Mere days later, after my indictment, I stated that I was innocent to that piece of work, David Lindholm, to no avail. It should be noted that it makes no sense that I would continually deny any involvement in the bombing to Harding who worked with me for over one year but "confess" to Lindholm within 60 hours and thereby help him "solve" the Government's case.  I again protested my innocence in a 45 minute speech at my sentencing hearing in 1994. I continue to protest my innocence in my book, Perfectly Innocent,  and in the internet site, www.alfredtrenklerinnocent.org,  and I do so in this letter to you.


Why did I not protest my innocence at my April 4, 2007 resentencing hearing? Well, I had been in transport mode and awake for some 55 hours.  I was like the walking dead when I arrived in the courtroom.  Add to that the stress that I knew that Judge Zobel was going to sentence me to anywhere from 10 to 37 years. Pile on top of that that my attorneys had informed me prior to entering the courtroom that police had lined the street to the courthouse and had packed the courtroom.  I couldn't even see my family and friends when I was in the courtroom. Combine that stress with the fact that I have heart "tacharrythmia" and in 2006 I developed "synchopee" or total electrical block in my heart, which caused my implanted pacemaker to actively "pace" my heart at the time of my hearing, as a result of the lack of sleep and stress.  My attorneys also had suggested that I not speak because of the emotions of those in the courtroom. I was physically and emotionally drained.


I had intended to make a short speech in the weeks prior to the resentencing hearing but, combined with my physical state, and after listening to Leanne Hurley Teehan and Frank Foley, both of whom obviously are convinced that I am the monster that caused all this pain, I figured that they, along with 95% of the courtroom, would not care to hear me again protest my innocence, and it would only inflame the already heightened emotions of those wanting me to simply cease existence on this planet. 


I truly do feel sorrow for the Hurley and Foley families. Their loss and pain is the result of (a) depraved individual(s) who I maintain is(are) getting away with that crime at the Hurley's, the Foley's, my family's and my expense.  As long as I still breathe, he/they is/are living on borrowed time because I will not stop until this case is properly solved.


Now let me set the record straight, contrary to popular opinion, Tom Shay was not my object of a twisted desire in some psychosexual tryst.  I met him in June of 1991 purely by accident, as he requested a ride home on a rainy night. By the way, as I understand it, the only reason Tom Shay was in the Boston area in the first place was because that June his father, Thomas L. Shay (Thomas Shay), had dragged his son back to Boston for the depositions in Thomas Shay's ongoing lawsuit.  Apparently, no provision was made to house Tom Shay, and he was barred from his father's house and he was not welcome at his mother's Quincy home either. Thus, Tom Shay was hanging around on Boylston Street befriending people for rides and shelter.  Were you aware of the fact that Tom Shay had been asked to join in the same lawsuit as his father but declined?  Why on earth would Tom Shay want to kill his father for money when he could have sat back and collected his own windfall without having to worry about explosives and murder charges?

Tom Shay had nothing to offer me intellectually whether as a friend or in business and IF I had heard him talking about trying to "whack" his father, I would have chalked it up to Tom Shay simply venting and talking off-the-wall.  If the situation ever arose where I ever thought it was a serious intention on Tom Shay's part to do anything seriously criminal, I would have reported it to the proper authorities. Tom Shay simply did not talk about his home life. He was always bragging about his alleged accomplishments, and seeking and craving attention.

As of October 1991, I had not seen or talked to Tom Shay since I discovered he had lied to me about work for my company through a friend of his, at WBCN in July or August 1991, which was the only reason my pager number was in Tom Shay's phone book.  I was also mad at him since the fake job at WBCN was simply a ruse to get my phone number, which he would call for non-business reasons, i.e. for rides.  In fact, the last time I spoke to Tom Shay was in August when I chastised him for non-sensical calls to my voice mail, and I told him then that I would never again answer any of his phone calls.


As for reasons for my innocence, what comes to mind is that I had no motive or intent.  There was absolutely no physical evidence, and there were no witnesses to any facet of this crime, plus this is simply nothing I would have become involved with. 


Expanding slightly on motive or intent, the Government posited several theories. One was that my four month old business was failing and I needed the money to pay debts.  Absolutely no proof was offered for this theory. In fact, my company was successfully generating a healthy income and prior to October of 1991, I had been advised of future projects worth $200-500,000.  My company had no debts, bills or loans whether public or private or any other monetary needs.  Why would I need, or want for that matter, to undertake such a desperate and devastating crime to generate money for non-existent debts?  Neither did I have any personal debts in 1991. 



Another theory was that I wanted to cull, curry or cultivate some kind of relationship with Tom Shay by killing his father. This is preposterous on its face.  I wanted nothing to do with Tom Shay and all he wanted from me was for me to be his personal livery service. From July to December of 1991, I barely had a social life.  I was running my business, working 6-7 days a week, married to my clients during the day and taking care of my friend, John Cates. John had chronic Hepatitis B and was undergoing experimental treatments and was on a roller coaster ride between remission and relapse.  John Cates passed away after he succumbed to Hepatitis B in 2005.


Then there was the less plausible theory that I felt sorry for Tom Shay's years of abuse or warehousing in mental institutions by his father, and I was going to do away with the father as some sort of favor, gift or surprise.  Again, Tom Shay never discussed his upbringing or his home life with me. During the handful of times I saw Tom Shay, it was always small talk and usually it was Tom Shay expounding on his alleged accomplishments and/or his dreams.  The only mention of his father was on the first night I had the unfortunate luck to meet Tom Shay when he told me that he could not be driven to his "father's" house on Richmond Street in Dorchester because his father hated to have Tom Shay around when his friends were at his house because of the embarrassment of the 1990 appearance of Tom Shay on the "People Are Talking" show where Tom Shay proclaimed his homosexuality to America.  Even IF Tom Shay had expressed some kind of fear/hatred/paranoia toward or because of his father, that would have been none of my business.  That's between Tom Shay and his father, a father I never knew and a son I barely knew, and nothing I would care to be involved in.  I have grown up with close friends, a few of whom grew up with physically abusive family members, but you didn't see me trying to do them in because I felt sorry for them.  In the short time I spent with Tom Shay, he never mentioned his years in mental wards or institutions.  If he had, it would have explained a few things about Tom Shay and I would have immediately cut him off, and not given him the time of day, never mind any rides in my car.  Lastly, I never knew where his father, Thomas Shay, lived until after this case began, nor did I know anything about Thomas Shay's pending lawsuit. His son, Tom Shay, never mentioned it.


Concerning physical evidence, there was not one piece of physical evidence that connected me to this crime. Have you ever heard of a high-profile case lacking in any physical evidence tying the miscreant to the crime?  Even after my parents' house and garage, the Quincy apartment and garage, my office, my car and the Christian Science job site were all searched, some on November 5th, 1991, and the rest in January of 1992, the results of the searches and laboratory analyses revealed nothing that had any link, match or traces for me to any aspect of the Roslindale bombing, or, for that matter, any ties to Tom Shay.

One must ask, with the availability of the most highly trained and technologically advanced forensic experts and equipment at the Government's disposal, why was only a barebones minimal effort made to use those vast resources? For example, the Boston Police lifted latent fingerprints from the undercarriage of the alleged target vehicle, Thomas Shay's black Buick Century, but when the ATF got involved, the prints and/or their results were buried with no results published either publicly or to my defense team, even though the U.S. Government acknowledged its duty to turn over to my defense any exculpatory evidence under its control. Also strange, although Thomas Shay was regarded as one of the suspects in this case, a search of his 39 Eastbourne Street residence revealed that he possessed many items similar to those used to build the bomb. However, none of those items were taken. As noted by William Fogerty of the Boston Police, they were not tested.  The Government would say that these items were common household items - in Thomas Shay's possession - but in my possession some of these same items were considered bomb components.


In another example, my former bomb expert, Denny Kline, stated recently that he had alerted the ATF and the Government's representative to the presence of a latent fingerprint on the six inch length of six layers of electrical tape recovered from the Roslindale Bomb and how this print would prove the guilt or innocence of someone. What does the ATF do? Does it have the tape analyzed to prove the identity of the actual bomb builder?  No, it does not.  Not only does the ATF not order the tape tested, it renders the tape unavailable so that Kline cannot do the test himself - a test that I maintain would have proved my innocence and the guilt of the actual bomb builder.  What was the Government afraid of, if it had actually had the prints lifted?

On yet another visit to review the bomb evidence remains, Denny Kline made the observation that the recovered toggle switch contacts did not match the Radio Shack 275-602 toggle switch.  Kline had requested another viewing of the toggle switch contacts for photographic proof only to be told that the bomb switch contacts were no longer available for examination.  The Government never mentioned or provided any of the ATF photographs of the switch contacts to either Kline or my defense team. I only discovered the switch photographs after Tom Shay's former attorneys let my family review their evidence, years later.

Don't you find it just a little strange that I would be prosecuted with no forensic evidence linking me to this crime when in fact the Government was in possession of fingerprints that would prove the identity of the bomb builder and/or someone directly involved?  What was the Government afraid of?  Would it not be better to admit the Government made a mistake in plastering my name in the media calling me a murderer and instead go after the actual guilty party?


More troubling, in a motion filed in June of 2006 requesting access to the bomb evidence for fingerprint analysis and in my 2007 Section 2255 motion requesting an evidentiary hearing based on the discovery that the Government withheld exculpatory evidence, I had to find out in the Government's response to my 2255 that the Government had ordered all the 1991 bomb evidence destroyed in October of 2005 and March of 2006, an order that was never made public and was not authorized by Judge Zobel.


Witnesses to any aspect of this crime?  There were none, are none, and shall never be any witnesses to inculpate me with any aspect of the Roslindale Bomb.  The U.S. Attorney's office offered Tom Shay a three year sentence for providing any information to the Government to prove I built the bomb, and what was the result? Nothing Tom Shay said could be corroborated.  None of the people or places, cars or boats that Tom Shay spoke about existed.  There was no secret source for explosives or blasting caps or some shack next to a radio tower tied to me. There were no bomb remnants in the Quincy quarries or Boston Harbor.  It is a bit strange that Tom Shay could not come up with one detail to inculpate me based on any independent knowledge by Tom Shay that did not rely on information known or assumed by the Government.


Then there's the fact that until officials went to San Francisco some five months after the bombing to get Tom Shay and mention my name to him as a suspect in this case, Tom Shay never mentioned my name to any entity in any way, shape or form.  Not his family, friends, media or police. This is a man who can't keep his mouth shut to save himself.  Tom Shay had all but forgotten me until officials recreated me as a suspected bomb builder.  But even after my name was mentioned to Tom Shay as a suspect, his initial response was to state that I had nothing to do with the Roslindale Bomb.  Logically, if my name is merely mentioned to Tom Shay as a suspect and from that point on he throws my name into subsequent conversations, how is it that he would not mention my name prior to March of 1992 if I actually conspired with him to build a bomb?  It doesn't comport with Tom Shay's personality and lack of self-control.

Let's look at the witnesses the Government rolls out to place me with Tom Shay prior to when I maintain I met Tom Shay in June of 1991.   First up is my business partner, Rich Brown.  Brown had dreamt about becoming a police officer prior to his introduction to me by Brian O'Leary in 1985.  Brown also had a taste for young girls since no mature woman would put up with his antics.  Brown figured that flashy cars, designer clothes, a pocket full of cash and showering his prospects with gifts would purchase his desired company, thus requiring a way for him to generate the necessary funds.  Through this case, I discovered that Brown had been arrested in his earlier days for blowing up a phone booth with some kind of explosive in Quincy which, combined with Brown's electronic knowledge, would make him a possible suspect. Brown's motives were three-fold:  1. Helping the ATF and the Boston Police would certainly improve Brown's chances of becoming a cop;  2. Brown was fully aware of the $50,000, later the $65,000, reward, which is a lot of candy;  3. Brown would cooperate with the ATF in order to direct attention away from Brown onto me because of his prior explosives charge.  In fact, I still possess an audiotape of a phone message to me from Brown threatening to kill me if he heard I was fingering him for the Roslindale Bomb. Why on earth would he have thought that?  A friend of mine from Milton, now a Boston Police Officer, had told authorities that they should be looking at Brown, not me.  

Paul Nutting.  I had never heard of this character prior to this case.  It's a little strange that in an ATF report this man said he saw me with Tom Shay in the Blue Hills Reservation in 1990 or 1991 in a blue pickup truck., but when Nutting testified, he stated that he saw Tom Shay and me in a white car.  Who was Nutting actually seeing in the Blue Hills?  I didn't even know anyone with a blue pickup truck in 1990 or 1991.


Next we have Ed Carrion.  This fine individual was admittedly paying cash to cull sexual favors from Tom Shay  Carrion was a former police officer who had recently gone bankrupt, i.e. financial troubles, owned his own electronics company and had working knowledge and experience with remote control devices.  In fact, Carrion even possessed a remote control toy at his apartment.  Carrion indicated his preference for purchasing electronic parts from Radio Shack, and had been with Tom Shay in the Fall of 1991. By another strange coincidence, Carrion's roommate, George Nightingale, who also knew and disliked Tom Shay, was the Assistant Manager of the 197 Mass. Ave. Radio Shack store where that suspicious October 18, 1991 receipt was generated.  It's rather interesting that Carrion possessed all the attributes that the Government was trying to foist upon me. Carrion could easily have been considered a suspect in this case.  It's not too difficult to see Carrion's motive to "help" the Government.  It's also interesting that all of the Radio Shack employees knew Tom Shay.  They all worked on a commission basis.  They all were aware of the reward money and the ATF was visiting on a regular basis.  Do the math.  I never met Carrion prior to my trial. How could you forget a tall rotund man who must have weighed 400 pounds?  At the times Carrion says he saw me with Tom Shay or dropped him off at my parents' home in Milton, I was living and working in Hull with no car. To this day, Tom Shay has never been to my parent's house.  In fact, I never told him I was originally from Milton.


As for William David Lindholm, whom the Boston Globe named as one of the Government's prized  "mouthpieces" in the Whitey Bulger case, the Government's star witness, who was considered to be the "overwhelming" evidence against me, only came into play if I was indicted.  Of the 20,000 man hours by the ATF spent on this case, nothing was gleaned to prove that I had one iota of actual involvement in this case. This leads to a paradox. If I never was indicted, the Lindholm evidence would be non-existent and the Government's case would fall apart.  If there was no case without Lindholm, how was I indicted?


I understand that it is difficult for people to look at anyone but me as being responsible for this horrid crime since a jury convicted me.  I ask you to take a step back with an open mind and take another look at the father, Thomas Shay, the one who stood to gain the most if he could prove the people he was suing were taking steps to kill him.  If the facts of this case, and the physical evidence and witnesses had been properly investigated and presented, they would likely prove that Thomas Shay was smack dab in the middle of this case.


A large portion of Thomas Shay's income from the 70's though the 90's, a 20 year span, was derived from successful lawsuits.  People like Shay know how to play the insurance game.  How many people do you know of who get into a $2,500 fender bender and win $100,000 for injuries?  Other than Thomas Shay, I don't know of anyone.


Thomas Shay was in the auto body repair business with his father and brother for some 20 years prior to 1991.  In 1986 he moved the business to the Dedham Service Center.  Businesses such as Shay's could make a decent living since they had carte blanche to give inflated estimates that insurance companies paid with little question, even covering whatever deductible a given customer had.


Around noon on October 27, 1987, one of the Dedham Service Center's owners, Anthony Giammarco or Jeff Berry, threw some kind of explosive into a 55 gallon paint thinner drum near Thomas Shay and Tom Shay, who was on that day visiting his father.  A couple of days later Thomas Shay went for a check-up at the Faulkner Hospital complaining of ear, eye and brain injuries as a result of the explosion.  It was also at around this time that the insurance repeal law took effect which removed Thomas Shay's ability to inflate repair costs.  Now, an insurance adjuster would set the price for repair work requiring Shay to complete his work within that price thus cutting out a large chunk of his profits. Needless to say, his auto body business had started going downhill, a fact that even his girlfriend, Mary Flanagan, corroborated.


To make matters worse, in September of 1989, Anthony Giammarco told Thomas Shay he had to raise his rent $150-200 per month.  Evidently, this upset him and, according to Giammarco, Thomas Shay up and left the Dedham Service Center, never to return.  Evidently, he left behind a bunch of old parts and such, so in October 1989 Giammarco and Berry had a dump truck loaded up with Thomas Shay's junk and had it dumped on the front lawn of Mary Flanagan's house where he was living on Eastbourne Street. Thomas Shay filed a police report with the Area E-5 Boston Police and filed various court actions against Giammarco and Berry with no success.  Then in 1990 he had his lawyer, Alan Pransky, sue Giammarco and Berry citing injuries caused by the 1987 explosion that disabled him from working and the October 1989 dumping incident that caused him to be so paranoid that Giammarco and Berry were out to harm him, making him feel unsafe, and therefore unable to work. 

Thomas Shay was fully aware that Berry and Giammarco had insurance coverage worth up to $400,000 of which Thomas Shay would receive a maximum of $266,000 after attorney fees, a fact that he would know from his 20 year run of lawsuits.


Around the same time as the 1990 lawsuit, Thomas Shay filed for and began receiving $600 per month in full Social Security insurance benefits, further buttressing Thomas Shay's claim that Berry and Giammarco's actions rendered him unable to earn a living.


Also starting in 1990, Thomas Shay was seeing a psychologist who had been hired by Giammarco and Berry's insurance company.  On over 50 visits, Thomas Shay stated that he was convinced that Giammarco and Berry were out to kill him.  On over 100 occasions Thomas Shay would say he was convinced that Giammarco and Berry were out to hurt or injure him.  He would report having dreams that "they" snuck into his (Mary's) house and attacked him. Thomas Shay reported that he started working out at the "Y" so that he could defend himself.


Amazingly, in the months and weeks prior to October 28, 1991, Thomas Shay tells Dr. Weiner that he is convinced that Giammarco and Berry are going to stick a bomb under his car and that he is afraid to start his car lest it explode.  Further, either Dr. Weiner or Thomas Shay had actually drawn a picture of Thomas Shay's car indicating a bomb under the driver's seat of his car. Thomas Shay had even made a prediction that the bombing would occur in the Fall of 1991 in his Roslindale driveway. 

Mary Flanagan, Thomas Shay's girlfriend who owned the 39 Eastbourne Street home where he lived, told the same psychologist treating Thomas Shay that his paranoia was getting ridiculous in the Fall of 1991, that Thomas Shay was constantly checking under the hood and seat of his black Buick Century for "something" "someone" might put there.  Mary went on to say that he had installed motion-activated floodlights around the outside of her house, boarded up some windows in her house, put locks and sticks in the rest of the windows and further stated that he was always concerned with safety.


There was no evidence that Thomas Shay shared any of his bomb-under-his-car prediction with anyone other than Mary Flanagan or the hired psychologist.  Thus, Tom Shay, the son, was not aware of his father's bomb prediction.


In June of 1991 the deposition surrounding the Dedham Service Center lawsuit was being conducted.  Tom Shay was scheduled to be deposed that same month.  Knowing this, Thomas Shay located his son and drove him back to Boston.  Tom Shay evidently was not overly concerned in his father's lawsuit and failed to appear.  Subsequently, Alan Pransky located Tom Shay and physically drove him to the rescheduled deposition. 


 It doesn't take a rocket scientist to see that Thomas Shay was doing everything in his power to prove some kind of imminent attack by Giammarco or Berry was going to occur in the Fall of 1991 thus causing his paranoia and inability to work.  This was a claim he obsessed with; not just with one, but several psychologists or psychiatrists. It's both beyond coincidence and at the same time very convenient for Thomas Shay to predict a bomb being placed under the seat of his car, not his treasured blue Oldsmobile Cutlass, but his black Buick Century, in his 39 Eastbourne Street driveway.  Such a bomb would have been placed, in the Fall of 1991, by the very people he is suing for $400,000 that caused another explosion in October of 1987. Actually "finding" a bomb that had allegedly been attached under the seat of his car, his black Buick would prove his predictions correct, and enhance his lawsuit. The October 28, 1991 explosion occurred within one day of the 4th year anniversary of the October 27, 1987 explosion.  Only Thomas Shay knew that up until Friday the 25th of October 1991, the Buick was not available for such a scheme, as he had lent his car to Louis Rotman while he was doing body work on Rotman's car.  Also take into account that Thomas Shay knew that his psychiatrist was being deposed on Monday, October 28.  It should also be noted that at or around October 18, 1991, Attorney Pransky had told Thomas Shay that the lawsuit was stalled and the insurance company was not interested in settling the case. Thomas Shay knew the game.  He had to prove that he was really injured or that his paranoia of Giammarco and/or Berry was substantiated by showing that Giammarco and/or Berry actually took steps to kill him.

What is even more beyond coincidence is the Government's theory that I would build a bomb as a surprise or favor for, or to cull a relationship from, Tom Shay and chose to put said bomb under the seat of  his father's Buick without knowing anything about Thomas Shay's predictions of a bomb under the seat of his car at the hands of Giammarco and Berry. Further, I would just happen to pick, within one day, the 4th anniversary of the 1987 explosion and that we would just happen to pick the day after Thomas Shay retrieved his car from Louis Rotman.


Then consider this.  ATF Special Agent Thomas Wascom theorized that the bomb was built between October 18 and October 26.  It was around October 18 when Thomas Shay lent his car to Rotman.  At the same time Thomas Shay learned his lawsuit was stalled.  October 25 was when he retrieved his car and on October 26, the Roslindale Bomb was allegedly attached to his car.

Loosely, "Occam's Razor" states the simplest of solutions is the best solution.


Bear with me for a few minutes, if you will, and imagine a different turn of events.  Thomas Shay spent over a year trying to convince an insurance company that two of its insured's, Anthony Giammarco and Jeff Berry, were out to kill him and his one overall theory included a bomb under the seat of his car in his driveway in the Fall of 1991.  Now imagine Thomas Shay going through all the same steps right up until the October 28 noontime explosion.  Only in this scenario the bomb does not explode.  Jeremiah Hurley and Francis Foley take the bomb away, disarm, dismantle or detonate the device and write up a report that, indeed, a working remote control bomb had been found in Thomas Shay's driveway. No one is hurt. Thomas Shay now tells the insurance company what has transpired, armed with the police report.  Here's the proof that he's been trying to sell to the insurance company. Thomas Shay's only enemies are Giammarco and Berry, and he predicted they were going to bomb him.  It must be their bomb - payola time - in Thomas Shay's mind anyway. Then he told officials after the actual explosion, "I don't know who would have done this."    

I'm not sure if you are aware of it, but in 1992 Thomas Shay was still trying to sell the insurance company the story that he believed Giammarco and Berry were out to get him. He was telling two different versions of events:  to the police and ATF that he didn't know anything about the bombing other than "this shouldn't have happened" but to the insurance company he was still a victim, and still convinced that Giammarco and Berry were still a viable threat.


Subsequent to the actual October 28 explosion, Thomas Shay continued to be interviewed by psychiatrist(s) and he stated that he thought the police were looking at him as a suspect in the bombing.  This occurred about the same time that Thomas Shay was subtly pointing the finger at his own son.

You must have read the Boston Police and ATF reports of interviews with Eleanor McKernan, Evelyn and Robert Pirello where they describe seeing Thomas Shay getting out of a neighbor's light colored silver-gray Mazda carrying a 10" x 6" x 2" "black box" "like a socket wrench box" up his driveway toward the very same spot where the bomb would moments later explode, the final location for the device that both his friend John Doering of Rolling Wrench Garage and Boston Police Officer Robert Maloney of Area E-5 told Thomas Shay might be a bomb.  Also, remember that neighbor James McKernan described seeing a light colored late model compact foreign car speed away when McKernan approached a car with a registration Tag with 3 numbers and 3 letters, a description that fit the very car Thomas Shay came back to the Eastbourne Street neighborhood to borrow, according to Gerard  McHale, Boston Police shift supervisor in interviews of Eastbourne Street neighbors.  That Mazda belonged to neighbor Ruth Leary and Thomas Shay had access to it for the weekend for minor auto body work. 

 What about the videotape of the reenactment of Thomas Shay's car entering and exiting the Eastbourne Street driveway with a mock bomb under the driver's seat?  The mock device would not dislodge.  It had to be significantly larger than described by witnesses.

As for Thomas Shay's trip through Boston and back that Sunday, October 27th, allegedly with the bomb under the seat of his car, Shay said that he drove to Burger King or McDonalds on Boylston Street across from Fenway Park to use the restroom.  Have you driven into either parking lot?  With nothing stuck to the bottom of your car, you will hit bottom if you drive over five miles per hour.  When examined in 1992-93, you could see the years' worth of car scrape marks on the sidewalk that cuts across the entrance to either establishment.  If Thomas Shay was driving his Buick with something large enough to rub off his Eastbourne Street driveway, a gentle slope compared to the slope at Burger King or McDonalds, the bomb would have been smashed to bits, if it really had been under Shay's car,

In 1991 or 1992, did you drive to the Chelsea Solders' Home where Thomas Shay told police he went to visit his uncle?  In 1991, there were speed bumps there, but which have been subsequently removed, due to numerous complaints by employees and visitors of their cars scraping their undercarriages.  If Thomas Shay had a bomb under his five-year old car, which Louis Rotman said was in very poor shape, he would have smashed the bomb there, if it was really under his car.


As for the theory that a stray signal set off the bomb, Thomas Shay stated that he drove down Boylston Street, and then took Storrow Drive to Malden.  I used to work on the Prudential Building, the Hancock and numerous other rooftops working on various two-way radio, microwave, paging and broadcast systems, and I can tell you that Thomas Shay drove through the most congested source of high power radio frequency energy adding up to millions of watts.  If Thomas Shay drove the route he claimed, with an armed cheap remote control receiver under the seat of his car, a "stray signal" would have set it off, based on the Government's theory.  How can it be explained that the bomb would not detonate under the harshest of conditions, especially with batteries that would have been 24 hours fresher, yet it did later explode, not when Thomas Shay allegedly handled the bomb that Sunday, but rather 24 hours later while Jeremiah Hurley was examining the bomb in a "quiet" radio frequency area?

For some reason the laws of physics were suspended when it came to Thomas Shay.

For some odd reason the Government had no interest in how long the batteries would last in the bomb as far as the Futaba receiver switch-servo system was concerned.  Their reason given was that the bomb exploded so the battery life issue was irrelevant. What the Government did not want divulged was the fact that battery life would dictate when the device had to be armed in order for it to operate, which would rule out certain possibilities.  According to Thomas Shay, he first noticed the bomb at around 11:30 a.m. on Sunday October 27. The bomb detonated just after noon on October 28. That's 24-plus hours that the bomb would have had to be in an armed condition. Thomas Shay told at least 18 to 20 Boston Police officers that he picked up the bomb twice and threw it twice, and since the bomb was actually under a GTO toward the back of his driveway, he must have picked it up a third time.  Curiously, if the Government's theory was that Shay's rough handling of the devices caused it to become armed, assuming a would-be hit man went to the trouble of attaching a bomb to Thomas Shay's car, but did not arm it, why then, at trial, would AUSA Paul Kelly contradict the Boston police officers who had just testified that Thomas Shay told them he threw the bomb and instead back Thomas Shay's new version of events where he says he never said he threw the bomb? Rather, by this new version, he carefully placed it on the ground which would indicate that the bomb must have been armed previously. 

Denny Kline did the only testing of a similar but newer model Futaba receiver, and found it would only work for 22 hours. The Government theorized that the bomb was surreptitiously attached to Thomas Shay's Buick while parked in the middle of Shawmut Ave. in Boston while double parked for an hour around 7:30-8:30 PM on Saturday, October 26, 1991. That's 39.5 hours prior to the October 28 noontime explosion and 15 hours prior to Thomas Shay's alleged 11:30 AM discovery. If the device could only operate for less than 24 hours, someone else would have to have armed the device after Thomas Shay's alleged discovery.


The only person who knew where the bomb was hidden in its last 24 hours was Thomas Shay, because   he had placed it there. The only person who had access to the device was Thomas Shay.  It's doubtful a would-be hit man would search Thomas Shay's driveway to arm a bomb no longer on the "target" automobile.  The fact that 24-plus hours later the servo motor was seen moving by Francis Foley means the Futaba batteries were operational and that the bomb had to be armed within 22 hours of noon October 28, meaning the bomb would have to be armed around 2 PM on Sunday, two and one half hours after Thomas Shay's alleged discovery and some 17 1/2 hours after the bomb was allegedly attached to Thomas Shay's car.  

According to the local Futaba distributor that the ATF visited, that particular model with the power switch the ATF had discovered would only have lasted two hours once turned on, which would require that the bomb had to have been armed by 10 AM October 28.  The "22-hour" model tested by Denny Kline was a newer model.

This last scenario fits with the statements of the Pirellos and Eleanor McKernan, that they saw Thomas Shay holding a black or drab colored box, "like a socket wrench box" with dimensions remarkably similar to those of the bomb, in his driveway within minutes of the explosion.  The Pirellos saw Thomas Shay quickly walk up his driveway toward the very spot where the bomb would explode mere moments later. 



You put this all together and Thomas Shay's story doesn't add up.  It doesn't wash.  Thomas Shay could not have had the bomb attached under his car for more than a day, as he tried to tell everyone.  It was physically impossible.  The only other explanation remaining is that Thomas Shay somehow made, or came up with the bomb, and planted and armed and placed it in his back yard within minutes of 12 Noon October 28, 1991.  I don't believe Thomas Shay had any intent on the bomb actually exploding. As he said to the police within minutes of the explosion, "This shouldn't have happened." 


I ask you to review the evidence concerning Thomas Shay.  Many mistakes have been made in this case.  A mistake has been made that continues to enable a guilty party to remain in freedom while I pay for his crime. That person may or may not be Thomas Shay.  The case should be re-investigated by people looking for real motives and real clues.

Based upon the evidence I have seen, it may have been that after his visit to the police station, Thomas Shay rushed back to his 39 Eastbourne Street home prior to the arrival of the Boston Police, exited his neighbor's borrowed Mazda carrying the bomb in his hands, and then placed and armed the device with the intent on its being found and identified with no intent of it actually exploding. 
    Why would the Government make no attempt to prove its case with forensics but rather use jailhouse opportunists willing to follow any script to gain their freedom such as Lindholm, Plant, and Evans, and statements of Tom Shay that even AUSA Paul Kelly had stated in memos "for the file" were all untruthful, uncorroborated fabrications and lies?


I try to imagine what the actual miscreant(s) responsible for this crime do and think from day to day, and, unless they are total sociopaths, how they are able to live with themselves knowing what they are responsible for this double tragedy, and knowing that innocent people are in jail paying for their crimes. They must in a living Hell, constantly wondering it they have covered all their tracks and always looking over their shoulders. I imagine that they scout the papers every day to see if anything points their way.  I imagine that every time they see or hear that I or Tom Shay is back in court they pay close attention, for if the truth were to surface, they would know their freedom would soon come to an end.  I await that day.


I'm not the most religious man around, but this much is certain:  there are four entities that know I am innocent - God, Jeremiah Hurley, myself and the real bomb maker.  The four of us know that Alfred Trenkler has done nothing wrong, that Alfred Trenkler did not build any bomb, and that those responsible will pay in the end.  My conscience is clear. I'm hoping to live to see this wrong, this error, corrected before my parents and I pass on.  The powers that are watching know the truth.  


The point of this is to convince you that a grave error has been made by the U.S. Government. I am trying to show you some of the mistakes and omissions, whether accidental or on purpose, that have never been explained.  When the Government is in possession and control of evidence that would prove who the guilty party is and withholds it, and instead prosecutes me with assumptions, opinions and lying jailbirds, what kind of justice is that? Using the manner in which the Government prosecuted the case, almost anyone could have been convicted.  All you really need is a "reliable" Government mouthpiece to say you admitted to the crime.


From what I read during the early stages of this case and prior to the Government's taking over, the Boston Police were right on track with Thomas Shay.  After the U.S. Attorney's Office and the ATF took the reins, Thomas Shay faded away and I became Public Enemy Number One.


I could go on for pages. There's just so much involved with this case.  I definitely want to hear from you.  I welcome you to ask me any questions either directly or through Morrison.  I always wanted a chance to be thoroughly questioned by the Boston Police and/or ATF, but my attorneys didn't want me to say anything. No offer was made by the Boston Police or ATF to interview me.  The only offer was the polygraph.  

Case and point. For example, when I spoke to ATF Special Agent Dennis Leahy, my statements and his questions were out of context and did not accurately reflect my knowledge, or lack thereof, of explosives.  As I have always said, I have nothing to hide.  I did not participate in any fashion in building the Roslindale Bomb. The truth exists. Let's find it and correct this error so everyone can finally go on with their lives and the Hurleys and Foleys can gain closure.  Until one is in my shoes you would not know how badly it feels to be hated by so many for something I haven't the first thing to do with. 

As a side note, have you actually seen any of the work my three companies did?  There were two companies prior to 1992, and the third was formed sometime in February or March of 1992 as I struggled to continue to make a living despite ATF harrassment.  If you ever have the time, take a drive by 502 Sprague Street in Dedham, just a bit from the bridge at the Hyde Park-Readville line, home of Videocom Satellite Associates.  Everything you see there was installed by me from 1986 right up until December of 1992. Had Christian Science not pulled the plug on its "World Monitor News" project in 1992, I was to move the entire videocom operation to another site and construct a third large 9.2 meter satellite dish antenna.  I've worked on many building rooftops in Boston providing services in microwave, two-way and trunking radio and paging systems.  I did subcontract work for the Boston Police and Fire Departments, the Mass. Capitol Police and the MBTA. My client list was huge.  Does this really fit the mold of a man who is going to conspire with a street kid I barely knew, for mere hours between June and August 1991, to "whack" his father, whom I never knew, for money I didn't need, to pay debts I didn't have, or to curry favors from a kid I was in fact avoiding?

This letter ended up to be significantly longer than I envisioned. I apologize for its length. This just touches the tip of the iceberg with this case. As my current court-appointed attorney, Joan Griffin, said following my 2007 resentencing hearing, "This case is troubling."


Please get back to me with any thoughts, comments, questions you have for me, again, directly or through Morrison. We'll take this one step at a time.


















Seeking the truth,


















Alfred Trenkler /s/
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