19 May 2006, Alfred Trenkler comments on 1 February 1992 ATF report by Dennis Leahy.  (Rekeyed from handwritten notes on 25 June 2006, by Alfred Trenkler Innocent Committee.)
What is, or should be, obvious, it appears Dennis Leahy is a better investigator than any of the other agents in Boston.  Only Leahy seems to come up with damaging comments from me.

Leahy takes the term "poetic license" to a new level.

On January 31, 1992 I had driven my roommate, John Cates, to his job at Fleet Bank on Boylston Street in Boston, leaving him at 8 a.m.  I left and was driving back to the 133 Atlantic Street Apartment to make some phone calls.  Some of my clients had called my pager voice mail. On the way back I remembered that a communications company down the street from John Cates' apartment had moved.  I wanted the phone number of the landlord to discuss rental details.  I drove by Cates' apartment and stopped next to the building, took my mini-tape recorder out of my briefcase and dictated the phone number.  I returned to Cates' apartment, briefcase in hand and upon entering noticed a slew of agents in the basement apartment.  I was told by Agent Kerr that they were executing search warrants at the apartment, my parents' and my ARCOMM office.  Agent Kerr told me that my parents had requested I return to their house in Milton so I could lock up after the search was done there.  I turned to leave with briefcase in hand and Agent Kerr demanded I open it to be searched.  I told him I just came in with it. He told me, "No," it was there then they came in.  I said, I'm not an idiot, I just opened it to get my tape recorder in my car.   I told Kerr he was welcome to look in it, it was just business records.  Instead he took out all my folders and told me they would give me back copies later.  I told him they were plans and designs for current jobs and it would interfere with my business if I did not have them.  A short discussion about using a copy machine down the street was nixed by Kerr.
Frustrated, I turned to leave.  An agent stopped me on the way out and expressed his dismay at what the ATF was putting me through, that he had seen many cases; and this was the first where some viewed me as having no involvement in this case.  I asked, knowing the answer, if he would put that in writing for my attorney .  He said, are you kidding me?  They'd throw me in jail.

I left and drove to my parents' house in Milton.  Upon arrival I saw a utility type van and 2 Crown Victoria's in my parents' driveway and more across the street.  I parked just at the end of the driveway. I went into the house to see my parents.  They told me they had to leave for work which they did.  I went back outside to see if they [the agents] were getting close to finishing.  Around 9:10 a.m. Dennis Leahy had me sign a consent waiver  to search my Toyota and have some newly developed gas chromatograph spectrum analyzer developed, ironically by MIT, a "sniffer" by layman's terms, sample the air inside my car.  The device pulls in air and analyzes particles given off, in this case, nitrates associated with ammonia dynamite.  It was said that I had used my Toyota to transport ammonia dynamite, further, that this device would detect the presence of nitrates for up to six months.  January was 3 months from the time I allegedly transported dynamite.  Not to mention the fact that on November 6 at 12:30 a.m. Agent D'Ambrosio took, with my permission, an 8" by 8" square piece of carpet from my car which also tested negative for explosive residue.  I then moved my car to the street since the agents were getting ready to wrap up their search.


While I was waiting, Peter O'Malley, who had recently been removed as lead Boston Police Detective in this case, pulls up, gets out of his car, and has a brief discussion with Officer Fogerty.  There was some kind of disagreement.  O'Malley left in a huff.


Dennis Leahy, who was in front of my parents' garage yells over to me, "Hey, could you come over here and give me a comment on some of this stuff?"  He had a table with piles of items on it.

William Fogerty said, "Trenkler, stay away from Leahy, you have an attorney and don't have to talk to him."


Leahy in response said, "Al, all I need you for is to tell me what stuff is yours, what's your brother's [David Wallace] and what's your parents'.  Then, "Al, we don't convict innocent people. If you have nothing to do with this you have nothing to worry about.  I will only help clear your name if you speak with us." A ruse by Leahy to start a conversation with me.


I did say that I was having problems with Rich Brown, that Brown was bouncing checks all over town, that he had met some coke whore he was spending money on like a drunken sailor and had started selling equipment out the back door.  I went on that I had severed relations with Brown and had a new business partner from Hull.


Since it was already public knowledge, I had admitted to putting together the '86 prank device, that I had done a Rube Goldberg assembly out of old parts and a $20 toy remote control good for a 50 foot range.

Here's where Dennis Leahy got extremely creative.  Leahy asked me I knew was a shunt was.  I told him it was something in first year electronics taught at Wentworth, that it was a diverter of current typically used in  building analog meters.  Leahy then asked if I thought a wire could act as an antenna.  I told him that was basic communication physics and seen in the wire antenna in the windshield of a car or a ham radio receiver or AM radio antenna. He asked if I've ever been near a blasting site.  I told him I've driven by construction sites where they do blasting.  I said that I can remember driving by construction sites where there are signs posted, "Blasting area, turn off all two way radios."  Leahy asked what I thought that was.  I said I guess because it might accidentally set off the explosives if someone with enough transmit power got too close while transmitting.  Who hasn't seen one of those signs?  Leahy then asked what would I think would happen if someone set off dynamite next to other dynamite.  I said that logically I would think it might cause the unexploded dynamite to explode, like the match in the fireworks factory joke, as well as basic physics, called heat transferable like heat sinks for transistors.  Leahy went on to ask where I have seen dynamite.  I said the only time I've ever seen explosives is on TV or in the movies like the Road runner or Clint Eastwood.  - Who hasn't? - Go to page 4 of this report.


Tom Tierney of the Quincy Police, who had, unbeknownst to me, called the Boston Police concerning the 1986 incident, had seen me in a store down the street from John Cates house and had said to me he had heard that the '91 bomb exploded when a female patrol officer keyed her portable radio at the scene of the bomb discovery. 


Leahy asked me if cheap remote control toys were reliable devices.  I told him I've seen the cheap toys with minds of their own that make turns or moves without being commanded.


Leahy asked if I was ever at the Radio Shack across from Christian Science Monitor. I told him I was there during Wentworth during the '70's, while I worked at ATEL and to pick up a part for my car sound system.


Cates bumping into Tom A. Shay is accurate.  The paging statement I don't remember.


I said to Leahy that, from what I remembered, Tom L. Shay, the father was mad at Tom A. Shay the son because of the "People are Talking" show where Tom A. Shay told the country he was gay.  I did say that I had given Tom A. Shay rides on a few occasions, once to Richmond Street or Ave. in Dorchester that Tom A. Shay said was his father's house, but obviously was a lie since Tom L. Shay's house was on Eastbourne Street in Roslindale.  I did not say that Tom A. Shay spent the weekend with me at ATEL.  I stopped living at ATEL in September of '90 when I moved with Cates and had quit ATEL in February of '91, and did not meet Tom A. Shay until June of '91.


Leahy asked me what my theory was on the bombing.  I said one was that Shay the father did it for his lawsuit or that the guys he was suing did it.  Leahy substitutes Tom A. Shay, the son, for what I said, Tom L. Shay the father.  Leahy had a habit of hearing the way he wants to hear.  

I did say that I was concerned that the "Feds" would fabricate evidence against me.  Leahy responded with his standard response that "we don't arrest innocent citizens."  I said, "You keep on saying that, and yet here you are searching my office, apartment and parents' house."

I was carrying a cellular phone in expectation of a call from a contact involved with the Nigerian Government and I mentioned it was a rental phone at $1.00 a minute.  My pager had gone off but my phone was dead.  I asked Fogerty if I could use a cellular phone they had since I could not miss an important call.  I was literally on standby for a call from my contact in Nigeria.  I called the page.  It turned out to be my new business partner from his house in Hull.  I didn't have the keys to my folks' house; I had inadvertently left them at Cates' house and my folks had left for work.

Creativity of Dennis Leahy


Because I knew that a shunt diverts current in electronics and that a wire can act as an antenna, both topics taught at Wentworth and other engineering schools, and that I had seen signs at construction sites that said "Blasting Area, Turn Off All Two Way Radios", this demonstrated that I knew all about blasting caps, leg wires and leg wire shunts. Of course, this would also include every electronic engineering student in the City of Boston.

That I guessed, logically, if someone set off dynamite next to other dynamite the unlit dynamite might explode, this demonstrated to Dennis Leahy that I knew all about sympathetic detonation - a term used in the explosives field.  

That I said the only place I've seen dynamite was on TV in Road Runner cartoons and Clint Eastwood movies translated, in Dennis Leahy's mind, that I learned all about dynamite and explosives on TV.  
To sum up, because Alfred Trenkler studied electronics, guessed that unlit dynamite would possibly explode next to lit dynamite and watched Road Runner and Clint Eastwood movies makes Alfred Trenkler an expert in explosives.
