




















22 September 2008

Dear _________,

I understand you have concerns about David Lindholm. How do I prove to you that I never told Lindholm I built the 91 Bomb?  Lindholm has no proof that I ever said this, nor does the Government corroborate his statements.


Look at this logically and compare the situations that Lindholm and I were in and who would benefit if I were to actually tell Lindholm I was the 91 Bomb builder.  Lindholm's benefit [was that] if he helped the Government convict me in one of Boston's highest profile cases where it was publicly known that there was no physical evidence or witnesses against me other than the 86 prior act and that I had met Tom Shay Jr., Lindholm could parlay his help into favorable treatment for himself, a bargaining chip, a get-out-of-jail go-free card.  There would be absolutely no benefit for me to tell someone I just met in jail that I was the 91 Bomb builder, especially in light of the fact that I have always denied any participation, it would only benefit Lindholm and the government, and be severely detrimental to my defense.

Then you have to look at the fact that Lindholm was in and out of court being debriefed or giving testimony about his and other cases almost the entire time he was incarcerated, and he was so "hot" that the BOP [Bureau of Prisons] housed Lindholm all the way in Texas most likely to keep him away from all the people he was helping send to jail form the East Coast.  This was his new hustle, his new drug, if you will, was freedom and he was dealing with the Government to obtain it. 


Consider how much the Government needed Lindholm's testimony.  The District Court, the Appeals Court majority [in my 1995 appeal], and the Government constantly mention how Lindholm is the "overwhelming evidence" against me which they use to render otherwise harmful evidence harmless, showing how desperate[ly] the Government needed Lindholm. This should indicate how weak this case against me really is.


For example, the Appeals Court majority stated [in July 1995] that the "EXIS" computer database, comparing the 86 prior act to the 91 Bombing, would not have been allowed at my trial, but, because of the "overwhelming" Lindholm evidence, EXIS was rendered harmless. Without the EXIS evidence, there would be no Agent Scheid, the 86 evidence most likely would be struck, and with it you would lose the Craig, Leach, QPD  Landgroan [Quincy Police Dept Officer Robert Lanergan] QPD Turowski [Quincy Police Officer Peter Turowski], testimony entirely.  ATF Special Agents Waskom, Leahy and D'Ambrosio's testimony concerning any mention of the 86 device would not exist.  Further, the inflammatory Coady testimony would be in jeopardy as well as opening statements attributed to Coady, Shay Jr. and the prior act.  No 86 drawing...

Do the math.  The Government would be sunk without Lindholm.  Its case would be less than weak.


I previously mentioned to you the paradox with Lindholm.  The only way that Lindholm would be utilized was if I was accessible to him and the only way for that was to indict me. But if the Government had no case against me without Lindholm, the "overwhelming evidence," how was I indicted in the first place?


I am convinced that Lindholm was an elaborate set up; the Government already had its jailhouse mouthpieces set to testify against Shay.  They were not going to waste their gem, Lindholm, on Shay.  Up until this point the Government could not locate anyone to say I made any inculpatory statements.  They tried with James Harding, CI #97, for two weeks but only got denials from me of any knowledge or participation involving the Roslindale Bombing.  The Government was trying to get something on me with anyone else associated with me whether socially or business contacts.  That is why the government needed a professional, that is why they needed David Lindholm a.k.a. "Little Stories" so named by other prison inmates with the unfortunate luck to cross paths with Lindholm.

For the Government it was worth the risk to indict me and shove Lindholm into the same room as me to work his magic, and what a coup for the Government that Lindholm, at the least, was from my hometown of Milton, Massachusetts.


Face it, Lindholm was in Federal prison with a 9 year sentence and wanted out.  He'd been dealing with the Feds telling his "Little Stories" with the goal of cutting his time.  He even admitted at my trial that he was aware that this was a route that was available to him, but his testimony against me was, supposedly, a freebee for the Government... Bullshit!


Take into account Lindholm's track record prior to his getting caught by the Feds, his life was built upon a foundation of lies. For years he told friends, family, real estate and mortgage companies that he was some kind of successful fine arts dealer (was Lindholm ever at the Gardiner Museum in the Back Bay?) while actually dealing over 20 tons of pot for some 20 years.  To hide his profits he would deposit cash into his mother's bank account and withdraw funds with cashier checks. When that became old he opened bank accounts in the names of his friends using their pilfered social security numbers sticking his friends with the unexplained income - it's all about Lindholm.


Not content with just dealing pot, Lindholm decided to expand into bank fraud in order to get into the real estate market. In 1983 and 1984 Lindholm has tax returns filled out listing himself as a million dollar a year fine arts dealer, but instead of heading to the IRS to pay taxes, he spends two years approaching 10 banks and finally convinces a bank to loan Lindholm a million dollars.

  
A question comes to mind, what did Lindholm file in his tax returns, what lie was he selling?

What's that expression on how a little rain must fall?  Supposedly Lindholm owed Whitey Bulger a tax for all of Lindholm's pot dealing and when Lindholm could not pay he convinced his mother to sell her condo on Beacon Hill to Mr. Flemmi at a severe discount.  Lindholm had no shame.  He didn't care who he ruined.  If he didn't care about his own mother, you know everyone else is just in his way. 


At my trial, under oath, Lindholm testified that he was in Boston being "debriefed" about his past drug dealing enterprise and that he was not participating in any other cases for the Government. He also swore he would never ask for [assistance]. U.S. Attorney Paul Kelly under oath stated, "he (Lindholm) was returned to the District of Massachusetts sometime during the late Fall of 1992 to appear before a Federal grand jury to be questioned about his knowledge of the activities of others who were suspected of being involved in drug trafficking and money laundering in southern Massachusetts."

Here Lindholm is shown to be lying about ever asking for a deal in his testimony against me and his lie about testifying in "other" cases.  

Later it had been revealed that Lindholm was one of many Government mouthpieces ready to testify against Whitey Bulger - another exposed lie, or did Lindholm just forget? Maybe he was smoking too much of his product.


As of December 12, 1992 Lindholm had been brought back to Boston to be debriefed or to testify on five separate occasions, [and] the Bulger case made 6.  My case would be the 7th time, as far as we know, that Lindholm was utilized by the Government.


Lindholm testified at my trial that his father graduated from both Milton Academy and Thayer Academy.  We found that no Lindholm attended either school, nor could one graduate from both schools.


Lindholm testified that he lived with his mother on Whitelawn Ave. in Milton where I lived.  However, records show that he and his mother only lived on Brush Hill Road in Milton. In fact, Mrs. Dunn had two sons and had not been renting her house out until after her second son moved out.  Her other son lived in the now-rented space until 1965 or 1966.


Lindholm testified that either he or his father attended Brown University - another fabrication.  There are no Lindholm's listed at Brown.


Lindholm testified he would never ask for any deal to get out of prison for his testimony against me - another lie. Within two weeks of my receiving two life sentences Lindholm had his attorney, Roger Cox, write to AUSA Paul Kelly to ask for a reduction in Lindholm's sentence.


Let's face it; the only verifiable truth that Lindholm tells is that he is a liar.  Yes, I realize that's a paradox. What's another lie if it would set Lindholm free. [?] With all these lies told by Lindholm how can he possibly be believed.[?]

One must wonder, what did Lindholm give to the Government to drop his charges from 20 tons of pot all the way down to 50 pounds.[?] What happened to the other 39,950 pounds?


What happened with Lindholm fraudulently obtaining a million dollar loan with a bogus tax return.[?]  If anyone else got busted doing the same, they'd be doing 5-10 years and paying a $250K fine for fraudulent use of Government forms!


Did I mention that Lindholm earned the nickname "Little Stories" for all the talking he did for the Government?


Making the best out of the worst, Lindholm sued the U.S. Government for $20 million since the FBI was in bed with Whitey Bulger and company.  It's all about Lindholm.  First the Government owes Lindholm freedom [and] now the Government owes Lindholm $20 mill because Bulger was allegedly shaking Lindholm down for tax on Lindholm's pot business forcing Lindholm to get his mothr to sell the Beacon Street condo to Flemmi.


When my attorney told me that AUSA Paul Kelly had a "reliable source" that would say I admitted to building the Roslindale Bomb I was dumbfounded. I was so careful as to any conversations I had with anyone on the street and especially in jail and I constantly denied any involvement with the Roslindale bombing.


I was at a total loss as to who this mystery source was.  If it was a prisoner I figured it would be one of the 20 inmates I was housed with in the segregation unit for over six months.  I had no idea that it would be Lindholm.  I barely spoke to the man for mere minutes over a 3 1/2 day period. As for some source on the street there were several possibilities what with the $65K reward being offered.


Inmates I was housed with in the segregation unit were trying to help me figure out who at Plymouth this mystery source could be. We suspected two men, Edward Desmond and his best friend, Wajahat Malick.  Amazingly, Desmond admitted to working with the Government on other cases and even showed us his phone book with Paul Kelly's office, call and pager numbers in it.  Desmond was instantly at the top of the list of possibles.  Desmond's pal, Malick, wanted me to teach him electronics which I politely refused to do.

Another inmate with me in segregation, David Magarry, called my attorney Terry Segal, and told them he had observed Ed Desmone and Wajahat Malick going through my legal materials while I was in the gym and watched as Desmond and Malick were escorted to the counselor's office with some of my legal materials, returning with the originals and a handful of copies which Magarry later witnessed Desmond and Malik handing out copies to certain other inmates.


Sure enough, both Desmond and Magarry were on the Government's witness list, but with the threat of Magarry, [i.e. his observations] there would be no Desmond or Malick.

Inmate Curtis Howard told me that AUSA Paul Kelly was observed in the attorney's visiting suite with another inmate.


What astounded me was how Lindholm generated 7 pages of interview from 10 to 12 minutes of incidental conversations initiated by Lindholm over a 3 1/2 day period, most of it based on information published in the media.


Then look at Lindholm's itinerary. In the 16 months he was in prison he was bounced all over the country and in and out of "in transit facilities" for all the "talking" he was doing for the Government and the fact that he was so "hot" that the Government had to be careful where they placed Lindholm since "talking" for the Government is a death sentence in most prisons.  I was in the Allenwood Penitentiary for 14 years and saw dozens of "Lindholm's" come through and as soon as their "paperwork" or "victims" caught up with them they would suddenly "disappear", get beat up or killed.


By the time my case came around Lindholm had already gained the experience of how to "gather" and "recite" information, spinning it into a convincing story for his selfish gains not caring who he ruined.  In my case almost all of the information about me was available through the extensive media coverage via radio, TV and print media.  Obviously, Lindholm recognized me at Plymouth.  My picture was constantly in the media.  Other information Lindholm had about me was known, assumed or theorized by the Government.  Lindholm's story was a way to substantiate the claims of the Government.  Lindholm knew how to follow the script the Government suggested in order to reach his ultimate goal of freedom.


________, the Government invited me to "get creative" to help it get Shay, Jr..  You could see how it would do the same with Lindholm.


What are the odds that the only human on the face of this earth that says I told him I made the 91 Bomb was Lindholm, the only person from my hometown in Federal prison who would, although designated at a North Shore prison, "accidentally" be sent to a South Shore prison the day after I was indicted?

Why would I tell Lindholm, someone I never met before and only spoke to 5 times for a total of 10-12 minutes over a 3 1/2 day period of time, something I have vehemently denied to everyone I've ever spoken to whenever the question was put to me on the street and especially in prison[?]


Consider the fact that in an act of desperation the Government had "hired" CI #97 James Harding just prior to my indictment.  Harding had been working for my company on a commission basis from April 1992 right up until the day of my indictment - in fact, on the day of my arrest, Harding placed a call to someone at the ATF or Boston Police from the MIT Media Center Building where I was working at to alert [the police] of the route I'd be taking back to Quincy.  ([I] remember when [I was] in Jeff Kerr's [ATF Special Agent Kerr] car on the way back to the courthouse, I said "Congratulations, you've just arrested an innocent man. I hope you're all proud.")  Harding had generated over 4 hours worth of audio tape of an ATF "wire" Harding was wearing that had been given to me after my indictment where Harding was trying everything under the sun to get me to say something incriminating involving me with the Roslindale Bomb.  Day after day Harding would strike up a conversation about the bombing and day after day I steadfastly denied any involvement.  It got to the point where I would tell Harding that I was trying to run my business and that if all he wanted to do was talk about this case he should leave since he was interfering with my affairs.


On one of the days, also on tape, Harding played an elaborate ruse.  He bet me $100 that my office was not bugged, threw me a phone book for me to choose a PI [Private Investigator]  to sweep for bugs. (Out of morbid curiosity I wanted to know if there was a bug in my office.)  The PI came and gave the office a clean bill of health. Of course, Harding was wearing the "bug" and had "stepped out" to get out of the way.  I went to the local convenience store to grab lunch.  When I returned, Harding was in the PI's van with the news.


  Back in the office Harding said now that you know there's no bugs or listening devices it's time to come clean - Tell me you built the Bomb. It's the only way I can help you keep the company running.  I told him what I always said, that I didn't build the Bomb, that I had nothing to do with it and had no idea who did. He played another ruse and suggested that I draw a diagram of the 91 Bomb and make a list of the parts so that Harding could put them in a bag and drop it off at Shay Sr.'s house, make an anonymous call to the police after my indictment to "prove" Sr. was guilty.  I told Harding I had no idea how the 91 Bomb was built and that he was crazy if he thought I was going to do something to get involved with something I have nothing to do with in the first place.


Does it not seem strange that I would continually deny any involvement in the 91 Bombing to a co-worker that I would trust much more than some guy I just met in prison with a towel wrapped around his head by the name of David Lindholm[?]  

After I was indicted on December 16, 1992, a Wednesday, I met with my attorney, Terry Segal while still at the Federal Courthouse lockup.  Among other things Terry wanted me to be extremely careful about inmates wanting to talk to me about anything, especially this case, that with such a high profile case as this, inmates would be lining up to make deals with the US Attorney's office against me.

Around 5:00 p.m. I was transported by the Plymouth County Sheriff''s [van] arriving at the Plymouth County House of Correction, the old prison, arriving around 6:30 p.m., and placed in the Orientation Unit with 10 to 15 other inmates.


Incidentally, Plymouth County prison is considered a Federal holding facility, not an "in transit facility."


Thursday, December 17, 1992, not being an early morning breakfast man, I stayed in bed.  I had lunch and dinner in the dining hall.  The Orientation Unit eats by itself so there is plenty of seating since the dining hall is built for 200 people.

Around 5 p.m. 30 to 35 people were brought into the unit, so many that extra cots had to be brought in.  My bunk was located by the entrance on the opposite end of the TV's and phones part of the unit.  Among those brought in was a father and son who were rather jovial, considering where we were.  It turned out that they, like me, had never been jail before and we talked until 8 p.m.  At around that time the entrance to the unit was opened up and in walked Lindholm.  No one else, just Lindholm.  Lindholm was assigned to the upper bunk on the first set of bunk beds directly across the room from the guard's desk and 6 feet away from the telephones and TV set.  


 I'm not the best looking guy but that Lindholm got hit by the ugly stick.  That, and he appeared very sick and quite old.  I said to him how sick he looked and to stay away from me because I didn't want to catch whatever he had.  He went to bed and a short while later got up with a towel, went to the bathroom and came back with the towel wrapped around his head.  Some of the Black inmates, upon seeing Lindholm, were spreading the rumor that it looked like Lindholm was dying of Aids.

Perhaps Lindholm was delirious because he did not arrive at midnight.  At 11 p.m. the lights are turned off in the unit except for the bathroom area and everyone is sent to their bunks at 11 p.m. At midnight I would have been in bed.


At around 9 p.m. I called my family discussing details of my next day court appearance. I then continued talking with the father and son from Lowell, discussing our businesses. They had a paving company and I told them about my cellular phones, two way radio and pagers.  I was convinced I was going to be released on bail so that I could return to my business and this could be a possible sales lead. I had no idea this nightmare would continue....


At around 10 p.m. I returned to my bunk since I had to be up for court around 5 a.m.


Friday, December 18, the unit guard woke me up at 5 a.m. to get ready for court.  I took a shower, got dressed just in time to leave the unit to wait in R & D for the Boston transport by the County Sheriffs.  Thinking back to then, why wasn't Lindholm sent in the same van as me back to Boston to transfer to Middleton?


Lindholm must have been so ill it affected his memory.  I did not eat breakfast or any other meal with the Orientation Unit that Friday nor did I have time to be sitting at a table talking with some sick old looking guy with a towel wrapped around his head in the dark.


After court I arrived back at Plymouth around 5:30 - 6:00 p.m.  Upon entering the unit I went to the phone to call my attorney and family talk about the day's court hearing.

I then asked the unit officer for the toiletries and pair of socks I had been denied since arriving on Wednesday.  [I] remember when [I was taken] to the Federal Building lockup [on Wednesday] and [police] took my wallet, keys, two way radio, pager, belt and socks, I was without socks from then until Friday.  A few of the inmates in the Orientation Unit knew of the hard time the counselor was giving me with my request for socks and toiletries, so after I returned Friday the inmates who knew made a big production in front of the unit officer to compel him to give me the requested items.  It worked.  (As a side note, [I still wonder why the police took so many fingerprints of me at the courthouse on Wednesday.])


Lindholm, not aware on the inside joke, approached me and asked what all the commotion was about. I said it was a means to an end. He asked me how I could stand all the "niggers" and "spics" which annoyed me since it was the Black inmates helping me get my toiletries and alerting me to news articles about me whether in the newspapers or on TV and the father and son I was talking to looked Hispanic.  This comment showed Lindholm's prejudice side, a dangerous attribute to be associated with or labeled whether in prison or on the street.  I made like I didn't hear what Lindholm said and walked away to take a shower and shave and wash my clothes.  Wearing a couple of towels while my clothes dried, I watched some movie on TV until around 11 p.m. after which I went to bed.

Saturday, December 19. I slept until around 9 a.m., obviously skipping breakfast.  To this day I've never been an early morning breakfast man.  I got up, took a shower, dressed [and] then went to the phones to call my attorney and family again discussing personal details for an upcoming bail hearing.  I then joined the father and son from Lowell and we talked about our respective businesses and their interest in becoming a sub dealer for Metromedia Paging.  As for Lindholm, he must have been in his bunk, not that I was looking for him; but since a majority of the inmates brought in on Thursday had left the unit by the time I got up on Saturday I would have noticed if Lindholm was walking around.


Evidently since there were so few people in the unit food was brought to the unit on plastic thermos trays.  When lunch was brought up I got my tray and ate with the Lowell men at their bunk.


Around noon I watched some TV and around 1 p.m. I sat at one of the tables near the TV viewing area and read the Globe, Herald and some Brockton newspapers.


The fact that I never had breakfast and that the unit did not go to the chow hall that Saturday and Sunday or Monday and that both the Globe and Herald were available in the Orientation Unit when Lindholm was there reveals three more of Lindholm's lies.  Lindholm stated I ate breakfast with him - I did not eat breakfast.  Lindholm stated the unit ate in the chow hall and that I sat with Lindholm - I never sat with Lindholm to eat any meal.  Lindholm stated that there was only one Boston paper not two - both [the] Globe and  Herald were available listing all my personal information to include my living on Whitelawn Ave., my school attendance, my photograph, my age and, of course the Government's theories of the case.


Shortly after I sat at the table Lindholm took a seat and introduced himself as David Lindholm and stated he already knew who I was from all the media hype.  He asked me how court went on Friday and I told him it was just an arraignment.  He then said that we had things in common to which I said I doubted it very much.  I really did not care to talk with this man, one because he appeared sick on death's door and two, I didn't want to be associated with an apparent racist which only brings trouble.

Lindholm said that he used to live in Milton and that he had actually lived on Whitelawn Ave. I asked him why he thought I lived on Whitelawn Ave. and he said he read it somewhere.  At the time I couldn't remember if Whitelawn was mentioned in the media but I remember I thought it was possible.  He asked about the family that used to rent a room in their home on Whitelawn. I said he must mean the Dunn family. I asked when he lived there and he said he could not recall. I remember thinking that I never remembered a man ever living at the Dunn's house and that until 1965 or 66 Mrs. Dunn had both of her sons living with her and she had not started renting until one of her sons moved out. At the time I was not really concerned about where this guy sitting at my table was from. I had other thoughts on my mind. 

Contrary to Lindholm's statements and testimony, his talking about Whitelawn did not help us bond or get closer.  In the back of my mind was Terry Segal's warning about inmates wanting to make deals with the Government against me and I was concentrating on my bail hearing.

I ended the conversation by telling him I had to make some phone calls.  Lindholm returned to his bunk and I made my phone calls. This conversation with Lindholm lasted all of 2 to 3 minutes.

Relating back to that weekend, whenever I was on the phone Lindholm just happened to be in his bunk right next to the phone where he could hear any conversation I had with my attorney or my family and most conversation were me giving personal details concerning my business, living, education, employment etc. etc. etc.  All for my upcoming bail hearing.


After my phone calls I watched some TV, got bored, returned to my bunk and slept until dinner. Again, dinner was brought to the unit on trays.  I ate by myself at my bunk.


After dinner the unit officer called me to his desk where he gave me a pad of paper and a pen I had asked for earlier to write some notes for my case. I went to the tables by the TV to do some writing.  No sooner that I start writing Lindholm sits at my table. What did this guy want now?  He started right in by asking me if I was aware of what I was facing and I said that this was all new to me (wrong answer). Lindholm said that this was a high profile case and how, since a police officer was killed and another injured, the Government was going to do everything in its power to convict someone and that someone was me.


I told him what I've told everyone under the sun, that I was innocent and had nothing to do with this crime.  He asked why Shay was implicating me in this case and I said I could not understand it.  He asked how I knew Shay and I said that I barely knew him and that the only reason I met Shay in the first place was that he was standing in front of the White Hen
Pantry Convenience store that I was patronizing and was asking passers-by for a ride to Dorchester and that since I lived in Quincy and had to drive through Dorchester to get there, I offered Shay a ride.  I told Lindholm that I had driven a cab before and was used to giving total strangers rides and that Shay appeared harmless enough.
   Lindholm asked me why I would have a friend like Shay and I told him that Shay and I were not friends and that it was a coincidence that I met Shay.  He said that he had read where Shay and I were gay lovers and I told him that was not true and that even if I was gay I wouldn't touch Shay and that an ATF agent had told me that Shay was dying of Aids, but it did not matter to me because that wasn't my bag.
   Saved by the bell, the conversation ended when some inmates called me over to the TV area to watch a movie we wanted to watch.  At the time the prison subscribed to all the premium movie channels - Go figure.
   Lindholm was annoyed that I would cut the conversation short and sit with the "niggers" and "spics" to watch TV instead of hanging out and talking with him.  I left the table and sat in front of the TV. Lindholm went to his bunk to lie down.  While I was watching TV I'd catch Lindholm staring at me. I thought he was a bit strange, harmless, but strange.
   The entire time I was in the Orientation Unit with Lindholm I noticed that other than the guard, Lindholm only spoke to me. He seemed to avoid all the other inmates since they were either "niggers", "spics" or "drug addicts."
   Contrary to Lindholm's assessment, we were not bonding. I never approached Lindholm. He approached me with the excuse of giving me his advice and comments or asking general questions involving me or my case.  While I would listen and only discuss facts already in the public realm, talking to Lindholm was not bringing us any closer, but rather depressing me.  I was trying to tune the case out of my head for awhile but talking to Lindholm would bring it all back.
    Also contrary to Lindholm's statements and testimony, we were not talking in hushed tones at the back of the unit.  Why would we?  I was not saying anything I would not say to anyone else and anything I did talk about was public knowledge.  Besides the point, since I had nothing to do with any aspect of the Roslindale Bombing, I had nothing to hide in the first place.  Besides, as in any situation surrounded by people you just met, familiarity breeds contempt. I would not arm potential Government mouthpieces with any personal information not published in the public medium.  Little good that did me, as I stated before.  The Government used Lindholm to legitimize its opinions and theories as displayed in the print, television and radio media.
   After the movie I called home to see if there were any new developments in my case and to go over my Sunday visit. (After my phone call I watched TV until around 11 p.m. then returned to my bunk to sleep.) 
   I remember that Saturday Morning most of the inmates brought into the unit on Thursday had been released from the Orientation Unit except for the medical holds, myself, Lindholm and a few others.  I had been there since Wednesday.  Why was I not moved?  The counselor told me that he was going to allow me to visit with my family with the general population visitors on Sunday. Why was I being allowed a regular visit as if I was in general population?  Orientation inmates were not allowed visits. Was I purposely being held in Orientation because of Lindholm?

   Sunday, December 20.  As usual I got up after breakfast sometime around 9 a.m.  I went over to watch TV sitting at a table while scanning the newspapers scattered upon it with a couple of other inmates.  At around 11 a.m. lunch was again brought into the Orientation Unit. I got my tray and ate at my bunk. I brought my tray back to the rear entrance to the unit, near Lindholm's bunk and the guard's desk, and on the way back to my bunk, Lindholm, standing by the end of his bunk, cut me off and told me he had to offer me some legal advice.  He told me that he had experience with the Federal justice system and that the inmates in this county prison were all county and state inmates who would not be able to help me like Lindholm could.  I politely thanked Lindholm for the offer of legal advice and told him I would not be relying on inmates to get out of jail. I went on by saying that I already had a good attorney on my defense team and that I was all set on the legal front and that I had nothing to do with this bombing incident, that my arrest was a mistake and the truth would come out that would prove my innocence.  I finished by saying that I was expecting to be let out on bail during this next week because of the lack of evidence against me. Lindholm laughed and said that I was naive, that bail for me was going to be out of the question and that the Feds were not only going to get a conviction against me but set a precedent by giving me the death penalty in a non-death penalty case.
   I was stunned. I was not prepared to hear about the death penalty possibility.
   Lindholm went on to say that my biggest problem was the 1986 bomb I built and that "they" were going to use it to show my prior explosives bomb building expertise and that I just got better over time and that the Feds were going to use the 86 bomb to convict me of building the 91 Bomb, and execute me in the State of Massachusetts just to set an
example.
   Lindholm got me upset. I said rather loudly, "So I built the 86 device.  I don't deserve to die or spend the rest of my life in jail for some hare brained prank I paid for in 1986."  I went on to say that the 86 incident was not a bomb but a firecracker used in a harmless prank that
had caused no damage or harm and because of its non-serious nature the whole 86 incident had been dismissed at the request of the Massachusetts District Attorney. [It was ] a one-time stupid prank that I had always regretted getting involved in and was in my past.  I then said that I was a successful businessman dealing with the likes of Fidelity, JP Mrgan and McCaw Cellular and that I would have no possible reason to ruin my life and participate in the 91 Bombing for the likes of Tom Shay.
   Lindholm had gotten on my last nerves talking about my past with the 86 device actually giving me the death penalty. I mean he was telling me I could be executed because of a firecracker.  When I get mad I get loud and Lindholm would keep telling me to keep my voice down. I told him I had nothing to hide because I was totally innocent and that he was
starting to piss me off. He had an extremely condescending attitude when speaking to me as if he knew all the answers and I was some ignorant fool.
   I started to walk off when Lindholm apologized that he upset me with the penalty subject. He said he was just playing the devil's advocate to give me a heads-up as to what I was up against.
   Taking a new tack, Lindholm asked me why did I suppose the Bomb Squad officers didn't wear their protective gear.  Contrary to Lindholm's inflammatory testimony, I said that it struck me as odd that the only reason for the lack of protective gear I could think of was that they did not think what Shay the father had was a bomb.
   Lindholm asked me what I thought was used in the 91 Bomb for explosives and I said I had no idea. How could I possibly know? [and] that I knew nothing about explosives and that it's anyone's guess. He then asked, since I built the 86 bomb what kind of explosive did I use in that. I answered by repeating that the 86 device was not a bomb but rather a firecracker that made a flash and a boom like a cherry bomb or M-80 fireworks.
   Lindholm would again tell me to lower my voice and I would again tell him that I had nothing to hide because I had nothing to do with the 91 bombing.
   Lindholm continued by asking that "they" say the 86 and 91 bombs are just alike.  How far could you be away from the bombs and still be able to set them off. I again corrected him and said the 86 device was a firecracker, not a bomb and that I had no clue as to the 91 device but that the 86 device used a cheap $20 dollar toy car receiver that would barely work at 50 feet - not yards as Lindholm stated.
   Lindholm asked me what I knew of U.S. Attorney Paul Kelly. I said that I heard he was [a] tough prosecutor and that my attorney told me that Kelly told him that this case would probably outlast Kelly. As for payments to my attorney, I would not and did not discuss any fees or payments with anyone.  Why would I?  It's none of their business and would only open the door for extortion.
   While Lindholm's "reality" was irking me, I had no idea he was working for the Government. I said nothing that wasn't already in the public domain, so even though Lindholm came off as a holier-than-thou-racist-old-coot, I did not get the vibe that he would
turn into the Government's "overwhelming evidence" against me, that this man would help the Government put me in jail for the rest of my life in exchange for a 5 year reduction from his 9 year sentence.
   I had enough of this Lindholm.  He irked, stressed and depressed me. I ended this last conversation, all of 5 to 7 minutes worth, by telling Lindholm I had to shower and shave before dinner because my family was coming to visit me.
   I took my shower [and] then went to my bunk to nap prior to dinner. Dinner was again brought to the unit. I ate at my bunk. I then went to my visit, came back to the unit, watched a movie, then some TV and went to bed around 11 p.m.

   Monday, December 21. I again skipped breakfast arising around 8 a.m., took a shower, got dressed, watched TV and read some newspapers until lunch was brought to the unit and again I ate at my bunk. 
   Sometime around noon Lindholm left his bunk and walked past me toward the R & D door. I said "Good Bye" to him. he wished me good luck and out the door he went. That was the end of Lindholm. What a relief.

    Within minutes I was moved out of the Orientation Unit into general population.  As a ironic side note, I was very concerned about possible Government mouthpiece wannabees if was placed with over 600 possible candidates.  I requested the counselor place me in the segregation unit which I hade been told held only 20 inmates which I figured would significantly lower the odds of a "Government Agent" crossing my path.
   What is odd about Lindholm's departure is the fact that Lindholm did not actually leave Plymouth on the 21st. He only left the Orientation Unit. He was isolated from all other inmates in the prison until the Marshals came to pick him up two days later on the 23rd.
     o Why was Lindholm isolated from noon the 21st until the 23rd?
     o Why wouldn't Lindholm just have waited in the Orientation Unit until the 23rd.  What 
        was the rush to remove him?
     o Why was I removed from the Orientation Unit within minutes of Lindholm's departure?
     o Was someone about to arrive that would warn me against Lindholm?

   Obviously someone in R & D gave Lindholm access to a phone to call IRS Special Agent Ray Capece about my case on the 21st.  Why wasn't the first call made by Lindholm to his attorney instead of the IRS?  And, if Lindholm was truly giving the Government information about me as part of his "rehabilitation" and not looking into any  type of compensation, why would Lindholm need his trial attorney present at the "debriefing" session with Assistant U.S. Attorney Paul Kelly, ATF Agents Jeff Kerr and Thomas D'Ambrosio on the 13th of January 1992 at 9 a.m.?  Of course, Lindholm was being debriefed at his old stomping grounds, the U.S. Attorney's ofice. [It was] the seventh time for Lindholm, as far as we know.  Lindholm might as well have his own desk at the U.S. Attorney's office.
   As I stated earlier, almost everything Lindholm "told" the Government about me was available form the extensive media coverage which covered every one of the Government's theories, assumptions and accusations such as the "Gay" issue, the "lover" assumption, the 86 and 91 comparisons and alleged similarities, my background, high school, college, work, where I grew up, who my attorney was, etc. etc. etc.  All Lindholm had to do is be with me in the same room and "get creative".  He had all the pieces combined with overhearing my discussions with my family and attorney.  Lindholm could easily whip together a convincing story to sell the Government and indeed, the Government bought it: hook, line and sinker.
   At the time Lindholm came across my case he had gained much experience with how to deal with prosecutors. At my trial Lindholm displayed working knowledge of what is known in the Federal Rules of Criminal Procedure as Rule 35(b) by providing useful information against another party. Rule 35(b) provides a "useful tool" for prosecutors to secure testimony. Very carefully crafted, the way it works, in exchange for testimony or information against an unfortunate party, the Government makes a non-binding, undocumented unrecorded agreement to request an inmate's sentencing judge to reduce his sentence for the substantial assistance given by the said inmate against about another party.  The testifying inmate is further instructed that when asked about any prearranged deal.  The answer is there is no deal, pre-existing or otherwise.  This practice is legal simply for the fact that there is no proof of any type of deal. The only entities that know of the arrangement are the prosecutor and the testifying inmate. The inmate knows that the higher quality of his product, the better the chances of a favorable reduction in sentence.

.... Perhaps you know why this case went Federal.....

Sure enough, Lindholm testifies that there is no deal for his testimony, but he lied when he said he would not ask for any deal in the future.  But what's another lie as long as long as it benefits Lindholm?  16 Days after I receive two, albeit illegal, life sentences, Lindholm instructs his attorney, Roger Cox, to ask Paul Kelly to reduce Lindholm's sentence.
What Lindholm did not count on was inmate John Bowden who was in Middleton in the same unit as Lindholm prior to Lindholm's testimony against me.  Bowden stated that Lindholm admitted to Bowden that he lied for the Government in exchange for a sentence reduction and that if Lindblom didn't do it someone else would.  Lindholm stated that if
the Government didn't spring him out of jail, he would call Trenkler's attorney and tell him he lied for the Government and ruin their case.  I met Bowden while I was in Allenwood in 1998.

   Besides the fact that Lindholm's entire existence was a pile of lies, [there] is the peculiar, suspicious circumstance of Lindholm's "accidental" placement with me. It is beyond coincidence that Lindholm, a one time Milton resident, would be housed in Texas one day [and] then sent clear across the country to be "debriefed" at the Boston Federal Courthouse, [and] somehow miss his Federal Marshal's transport at the end of the day to his designated "in transit" holding facility at Middleton (Essex County) 15 to 20 miles north of Boston, but instead be driven by the U.S. Marshals 45 to 50 miles south of Boston to the Plymouth County House of Correction "holding" facility were I just happened to be, within one day of my indictment and within 3 days "solve" the Government's case, becoming known as the "overwhelming evidence of Trenkler's guilt."
   Why wouldn't the U.S. Marshals wait for Lindholm?  It was only 4 p.m. at the latest.  If they were so impatient to wait for Lindholm to take him to Middleton why would they suddenly not care that they would take Lindholm twice as far to Plymouth to drop him off [and] then do it again to pick him up. Doesn't make any sense. On top of that, there are
several holding facilities in Boston alone.  What about Suffolk County prison less than 3 miles south of Boston, Middlesex County, or how about that little known holding facility at the Braintree Police station off Route 3?
   There is only one reason that makes any sense that the only in-transit inmate from my hometown in the Federal prison system would be driven 60 to 70 miles in the opposite direction of his officially designated "in transit" facility and placed with me at a "holding" facility, and that was for Lindholm to work his magic.
   The Federal Marshals cannot on their own switch an inmate's designated facility, unless it's a dire emergency, which there was none.  Only the Bureau of Prisons or the U.S. Attorney's office can alter the designated holding facility of a given inmate.  I've been in [prison] long enough to know how things run. In fact, one of the corrections officers at Allenwood was a former U.S. Marshal and he gave me the lowdown of how inmates' movements are controlled.
   After my trial, Terry Segal visited me and informed me that a U.S. Marshal he knew at the Boston Federal Courthouse told him that Lindholm's being placed with me in Plymouth was no accident, [and] that, indeed, the U.S. Attorney's office specifically instructed the Marshals to divert Lindholm from Middleton and to transport him to Plymouth instead.  Of course, as you are well familiar, the Marshal would not come forward and rock the boat for fear of [losing his] job or [of a] pension loss or transfer to Alaska.
    The Government, up until Lindholm, had no witnesses to implicate me.  It was desperate and desperate times necessitate desperate measures.  Shay, Jr. was in Middleton and the Government already had its mouthpieces against Shay.  The Government was not about to waste Lindholm on Shay. Their big gun was for me.

Also strange is how similar Lindholm's testimony against me and Plant's testimony against Shay seemed to be.  Both conversations occurred in the Plymouth Orientation Room.  Both Lindholm and Plant were sick. Both spoke with their targets in quiet voices away from everyone else.  Both discussions were about explosives, C4 and mercury switches.  Both said no remorse was shown - the script was almost identical.
   Prior to 1995 all sentenced Federal inmates that were awaiting transport to their designated Federal prisons from the Boston area would be held at designated "in transit" facilities. One was Middleton and the other was Hillsborough in Manchester, New Hampshire. The
airlift was from Manchester Airport.  Lindholm was an "in transit" inmate and would not have been placed in Plymouth unless there was a special reason.
   For example, the day I was convicted in 1993, the Marshals had waited until 5:30 to transport me to Hillborough County since I would be placed on the Manchester airlift.  There was no "missing the bus" like Lindholm at 4 p.m.  I was not going to Plymouth.  The orders were to take me north.
   What I am certain of [is this]: I never told Lindholm I had anything to do with the 91 Bomb. I vehemently denied it. Lindholm wants to make every one else suffer his transgressions.  We all owe him.  He screwed his own mother, friends, the IRS, banks and when it all catches up to him, he screws his co-conspirators in the drug trade and anyone else
that he can use to get ahead.  Watch out, he'll step on you without giving it a second thought.
   Lindholm is even brave enough to cross Whitey Bulger and willing to testify against him.
   After forcing his mother to sell her Beacon Hill investment, he tried to turn that into gold by suing the Government for $20 million since the FBI protected the very man Lindholm forced his mother to sell her condo to, because of Lindholm's pot dealing past.  Everything stems [?] with Lindholm and he wants everyone else to pay for it.
   Bottom line, Lindholm is a liar.  I never told him I made the 91 Bomb. Why would I tell someone I did something if I didn't do it and why would I tell everyone else under the sun I was innocent?

Rekeyed by Morrison Bonpasse on 29 September 2008.  Words and punctuaton within brackets, [ ], are by Bonpasse.
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