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21 
  

The Belly of the 
Beast: Travels to 
Medellín 
 

 There were lots of alluring leads, but I had not come 
up with much proof from my travels around the Deep South. 
If the Colombians did the crime, then maybe Colombia was 
the only place I’d find people who could actually deliver the 
goods.  

 Gary McDaniel had a contact there who was helping 
us out. He was very coy about her, but she had access to a 
man called Popeye – everyone in Colombia seemed to have a 
nickname. Popeye was infamous, though, and it did not take 
long to learn who he was. In a leaked 1991 DEA document, 
he was listed number one of 103 “of the more important 
Colombian narco-traffickers.” Jhon Jairo Velasquez 
Vasquez, alias Popeye, was said to be “a major terrorist chief 
in the service of the Medellín Cartel and is a confidant of 
Pablo Escobar Gaviria.” He was said to have been behind 
the assassination of Colombian Attorney General Carlos 
Mauro Hoyos in 1988, and had personally “participated in 
the killing of 70 policemen in Medellín during 1990.” He 
was briefly detained and convicted, but escaped “by means 
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of well-placed bribes.” At the time the report was written, 
he was said to be in “control of all terrorist actions and car 
bombings in Medellín, Bogota and Cali.” 

 Twelve months later, with Escobar’s time on Earth 
almost over, Popeye decided he would rather not suffer the 
same fate. He turned himself in. The maximum sentence 
available in Colombia was 30 years, and even though he 
confessed to 3,500 killings, he would be eligible for release 
after 60 percent; that is 18 years, until 2009. He did not get 
parole at his first attempt, and in 2013, he was still locked 
up. Gary’s anonymous contact had long since befriended 
Popeye in prison. She was a Christian and had been trying to 
get him straight for when he would ultimately be released. 
Gary asked her to bring up the issue of the Moo Youngs 
with Popeye.  

Immediately, she struck gold.  

Popeye insisted that he had reconnected with his 
religious faith. He had also experienced prison firsthand for 
22 years. He had no idea who Kris Maharaj was, but he said 
he felt appalled that the man had spent so long in prison for 
a crime he clearly did not commit.  

“I knew about the Moo Young murders in Miami at 
the time they happened,” he told Gary’s contact. He gave 
her a very straightforward description of what had 
happened. “I particularly remember the Moo Young name 
because I always thought of it as moo like a cow. As an 
enforcer I worked shoulder to shoulder with Pablo Escobar. 
Escobar complained directly to me that the Moo Youngs 
had stolen his money and had to die. Escobar told me the 
money had been entrusted to middlemen to be taken to 



                                            Belly of the Beast: Travels to Medellín  

 

3 

Switzerland. They were sending it from a Bank in Panama 
that the Moo Youngs said they or their contacts controlled.” 

This immediately rang true. The evidence we had 
developed on Jaime Vallejo Mejia – cartel tenant of Room 
1214 in the Dupont Plaza Hotel – showed that he had been 
charged with laundering $40 million through Switzerland. 
Meanwhile the records I found in the police files, 
supplemented by the documents from the William Penn 
Life Insurance Company investigation, showed multiple 
Moo Young links to Panama and even their attempt to 
purchase a bank there for $600 million.  

“One of the people who actually committed the 
murders was Guillermo Zuliaga, who went by the name 
Cuchilla,” Popeye continued. “I know the details about 
Cuchilla’s involvement because he admitted directly to me in 
person that he had done it.” Again, this was consistent with 
what I had already learned from other sources, including 
Fabio Ochoa.  

“The Moo Young murders were the culmination of 
events that took place over two days, with a meeting on each 
day,” he went on. “The Moo Youngs came to the hotel 
where they were meant to turn over the money they owed. 
They came with lots of documents trying to prove they were 
not stealing, and they provided a letter of credit that was 
meant to make good the money.” These were facts he surely 
could not be making up. We knew that there had been two 
meetings, because Kris Maharaj had been lured to the 
Dupont Plaza on Wednesday, October 15th, only for Neville 
Butler to send him home saying Eddie Dames had not yet 
arrived.  
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“The letter of credit turned out to be a fake,” Popeye 
said. This we knew to be true too. Popeye did not know, 
though, that I had found two copies of the $100 million 
letter of credit in the Moo Young briefcase – one the original 
(itself dubious enough, drawn on a quasi-existent 
International Bank of the South Pacific). The second, the 
same document, obviously whited out, and now made out 
to Derrick Moo Young and his fraudulent front company, 
Cargil International Corp SA, in Panama. It was dated 
September 15th, 1986. Two days later Derrick sent a letter 
on Cargil stationary trying to convert the letter into money, 
signed by the mythological Vice-President of the company, 
“S. Scott” – a name I had long since identified as Shaunette 
Scott, his children’s nanny years ago in Jamaica.  

It was as amateurish as the Barry Seal assassination 
team, and clearly withstood only 24 hours of cartel scrutiny 
as the Moo Youngs were summoned back the next day. At 
this point, I had unanswered questions as to why Kris was 
meant to be a part of either meeting – was he going to be 
set up as the killer, or was he there for some other purpose? 
But the documents I had found supported Popeye’s version 
of events as far as it went.  

“When it was ascertained that the letter of credit was 
fake, the order was given to kill them,” Popeye admitted. 
“The murder of the Moo Youngs was common knowledge 
within the cartel. Cuchilla used the money he earned from 
the Seal and Moo Young murders to purchase a farm in 
Medellín, Colombia. This was later seized by the Colombian 
government as being the fruits of his crimes.” Sue Carpenter 
who, unlike me, was able to leaf through Colombian records 
in Spanish, had already discovered that Cuchilla had, indeed, 
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had a farm seized after his death – because it had been 
purchased with the proceeds of his life of crime.  

 There was reason to believe Popeye’s statement – but 
there were also real problems ahead. First, even though he 
had no reason to help Kris Maharaj, the prosecutors would 
make hay of his sordid history. He had probably murdered 
as many people as Cuchilla. Equally, he had agreed to speak 
out because he was due to be released from prison in the 
upcoming days.  

“I am,” he said, “very concerned for my personal 
safety the moment I am released, as there are a number of 
people who I know intend to kill me. I am very concerned 
that I may imminently face death when I get out of prison.” 
And if he did, that would be the end of another witness.  

There was nothing for it, I decided, but to go to 
Colombia myself, and Sue was willing to come along to do 
the translating. Indeed, we thought we would take up an 
offer by Fabio Ochoa’s sister Marta, who had kindly said she 
would host us if we needed it. Marta had suffered herself, as 
she had been kidnapped by M-19 back in the 1980s, but 
there were probably few safer places in Medellín than the 
home of one of the Ochoas.  

There were a number of sensitivities. We decided we 
would leave Popeye to Gary’s contact, and not try to visit him 
in prison ourselves, as it was clear there was animosity 
between him and the Ochoas. Popeye came from the most 
violent end of the Escobar spectrum, and he had shot his 
mouth off as often as his semi-automatic pistol, accusing 
Jorge Ochoa of many things. While I was not taking sides, I 
did not want to be in the middle when the mud (or bullets) 
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started flying. Neither was it my function to prosecute 
anyone for anything. I was only in this to get justice for Kris.  

So on May 13th, 2014, Sue and I boarded an 
American Airlines plane from Miami to Medellín. 

Marta met us at the gate and ushered us efficiently 
through to her car. It was long past dark, and we did not see 
many of the sights as we swept along the road, dropping 
2,000 feet down from the airport to the city of Medellín. Her 
apartment was very modest, given the suggestion that the 
Ochoa had made billions of dollars in drugs. I was in the 
room of one of her flown-the-nest daughters, surrounded 
by teenage girl things. The bathroom had not been visited 
by a plumber in a long time, and there was no spray head on 
the shower. I love my amateur plumbing and I was sorely 
tempted to offer to fix it all, but I thought that might be 
taken as a criticism.  

The next morning, we sat down to excellent coffee, 
welcome after both Miami and American Airlines. Marta 
was in her early sixties, stylish in a conservative way, and had 
long lived on her own, helped each day by the lady who was 
the source of the coffee. She understood more English than 
she spoke, and we could generally get by, though she liked 
to riff in Spanish with Sue. I found even their conversations 
easy enough to follow as Sue explained the whole story of 
Kris Maharaj’s case, with heavy emphasis on his wife Marita 
– already in her mid-seventies, and stranded alone in 
America. Marta was deeply sympathetic. She had visited 
Fabio – her younger brother – in prison, as well as Jorge and 
her third brother Juan David, now dead, who had both been 
locked up in the 1990s.  
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Marta had obviously advertised our arrival, and her 
sisters were soon ringing the doorbell to come to inspect 
these strange visitors from America. Marta had also 
arranged for Guillo to come and advise us. His real name was 
Luis Angel Restrepo, and he was a childhood friend of 
Fabio’s. He arrived at eight, and we sat having more coffee 
with him for two hours. He was very friendly, wanting to 
hear the latest news from our visit to the prison in Georgia. 
While Fabio was on the phone most days for an hour, 
nobody among the family or close friends had seen him for 
a long time. The U.S. was not issuing visas to those they 
deemed closely connected to trafficking – even Fabio’s 
children, the presumed sins of the father being visited on 
the kids.  

It was clear in Guillo’s rather hooded eyes there was 
a shade of distrust – hardly surprising, since he had a bit of 
a history and reputation himself.  Moreover various people, 
American and Colombian, had accused him of involvement 
in a lot of the narcos’ habits in the 1980s. I hoped to reach 
one of the assassins for Escobar who appeared to have been 
involved in Miami: El Chino. Guillo did not know him, but 
thought he could find out about him.  

On the issue of the forfeiture of Cuchilla’s fortune, 
there was a prosecutor who I hoped might help. Guillo knew 
him - a former senator who was now in charge of the DNE 
(Direccion Nacional de Estupifacientes), butt was unlikely, he 
said, that there would be anything useful in the file on this, 
and he doubted we could get it.  

Marta then insisted we went out to lunch. On the 
way, she toured us proudly around the city in her car, 
pointing out Botero Plaza, with its monumental 
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“Boterismo” sculptures of proportionately exaggerated 
figures. I’d seen a couple in Miami just the day before at a 
posh hotel there, but here there were 23 of them. Fernando 
Botero, I learned, was born in Medellín before the drug 
trade hit, when he left for Paris. Next there was the 
Metropolitan Cathedral, the largest in the world built 
exclusively in bricks – all 1,120,000 of them, the kind of 
pointless statistic I enjoy. Eventually, we made it to a 
restaurant with Marta’s enthusiastic sister Angela.  

That afternoon, Marta had bullied her older brother 
Jorge into bringing Jorge Choncho Maya to meet with us. 
Jorge Maya was one of the infamous Maya Brothers of 
whom I had already heard tell. Indeed, I had checked out 
the pending case against him, and he was still wanted in the 
U.S.  on $2.5 billion money laundering charges. 

It was hard to match him with the indictment, or his 
reputation as the “enforcer” among the brothers. The only 
word I could conjure in my mind for Maya was “timid”. 
Although he did not wear a hat, he seemed to doff one to 
everyone around him. He had been in Miami for several 
years in the mid-1980s, working for Escobar. In the summer 
of 1986, he said, Cuchilla came to town. I offered him the 
picture we had and he identified Escobar’s assassin without 
hesitation.  

“Cuchilla had a group of assassins in Miami,” he 
explained, Sue translating the Spanish. “He stayed for about 
18 months, well after the Moo Young killings. The others 
who worked for him would come for six months each, 
coming in and leaving illegally through the Bahamas on 
private planes.” 
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I asked him if he knew anything about the Barry Seal 
murder. Again, he was unhesitating. “In February 1986, 
Cuchilla had been involved in the Barry Seal case. Bernardo 
Vasquez was involved in it, along with five people Cuchilla 
brought in, including Cumbamba.” (That, I knew, was Miguel 
Velez.) 

He had already mentioned the Moo Youngs by 
name. I asked him what he knew. “One thing I can say with 
100 percent certainty is that your man Maharaj had nothing 
to do with their murder,” he said. “The Moo Youngs were 
sometimes known as Los Bahamienses, as they had one 
operation out of the Bahamas. Sometimes they were called 
the Los Bahamienses Jamaicos as they were originally from 
Jamaica, though they looked Chinese.” So far so good. 
While the Moo Youngs had a base in Panama, Cargil 

International Bahamas not only existed, but was registered to 
the Nassau office of the narco-lawyer F. Nigel Bowe, who 
was now back there after spending most of the 1990s in 
federal prison  

“The Moo Youngs were anything but innocents. 
They owed Pablo Escobar money. I spoke with my brother 
Luis who referred to them as the Negritos Hijos de puta 

Faltones. I did not like to interrupt him at that point, but later 
Google Translate told me it meant something like ‘bold rude 
fuckers’. Pablo Escobar was mad at them. Various people 
from Medellín were talking about how the Moo Youngs 
owed money.  

Maya said he knew all about it as a man called 
Guillermo (known as La Figurita) was sent to his brother 
Luis to collect the money to pay Cuchilla. There were four 
separate payments of $200,000, $150,000, $300,000 and 
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$300,000 – a total just shy of a million dollars. Maya said he 
and others were happy when Cuchilla got called home by 
Escobar, as he was getting increasingly out of control.  

After a couple of hours, Jorge Maya doffed his 
imaginary cap and departed. He was, he said, willing to sign 
a statement to what he had told us. We would get to that the 
next day.  

Meanwhile, Marta insisted it was time to go to see 
Roberto Escobar, Pablo’s brother. She and Angela drove us 
over to his house. This was destined to be an emotionally 
charged meeting. Marta told us about Angela’s husband 
Alonso who had been taken in the 1980s for a ransom. The 
kidnappers had let their guard down for a moment, and he 
recognised one as Pablo Escobar’s man. At this point, he 
knew he had to die, so rather than go through the inevitable 
torture, he managed to get a razor blade and took his own 
life. Guillo had investigated this for the Ochoas and found 
out what happened. Hence the final schism between the 
Ochoa family and Escobar. Angela had not talked to 
Roberto in 20 years.  

We came up a long driveway from Las Palmas Road, 
very rough at the beginning, and paved only for the second 
half. There was a 15 ft padlocked gate that a servant opened. 
Roberto met us on the rather messy patio in front of his 
modest house. We sat on plastic chairs, under a white 
umbrella. Roberto was in his sixties, wearing a Polo shirt and 
a U.S. Polo Association cap.  

No doubt Roberto, once accountant to a large 
percentage of the world’s narcotics money, knew a certain 
number of secrets, however Marta had implied that he was 
fond of inflating his importance and making up stories. 
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Perhaps someone tired of this sufficiently to send him the 
letter bomb that nearly took his life and left him disabled 
when he was in prison. He was very short of sight – he 
seemed almost blind - and hard of hearing. But he was very 
capable of talking. 

We spent a certain amount of time talking about his 
new-found cure for AIDS that he was trying to get patented. 
Certainly he knew Cuchilla as one of Pablo Escobar’s 
assassins.  Roberto promised to introduce us to Valentin, 
who had been a close friend of Cuchilla’s, and who might be 
able to help. He said Valentin lived in the Buenos Aires barrio 
of Medellín. He could also introduce us to Popeye, he said, 
and he insisted that his brother’s hired killer would know all 
about the Moo Young  case. Sue and I glanced at each other 
at this point. 

Roberto frequently referenced his book Historia del 

Contador (The Accountant’s Story). He had written about 
how he never personally used the Bahamian route into the 
U.S., he said, as he always had a visa. However Tito 
Dominguez, a Cuban-American pilot, had talked to him 
about a Bahamian traffic controller who had helped them 
skirt any problems flying drugs into Nassau. From what I 
had described of the case, he felt the controller had likely 
been Eddie Dames – the very man booked into Room 1215 
of the Dupont Plaza.  Roberto impulsively pulled his mobile 
phone out of his pocket to introduce us to Tito. He 
gesticulated wildly as he explained the situation to the 
erstwhile pilot, and then reported that Tito was willing to 
look at a photo of Dames. It would be best talking to him 
in person in Miami, now he had finished serving the 10 years 
he was given for trafficking.  
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While Roberto was excellent entertainment value, I 
was sceptical of the contribution he would make to justice 
for Kris. He clearly had been very involved in his brother 
Pablo’s financial matters but – while I was still very new to 
all this cartel intrigue – I got the impression that was because 
Pablo felt his own brother might be one of the few people 
he could trust with money; Roberto did not seem to be a 
narco-heavyweight, if such a thing existed. My overall 
assessment was that were I a trafficker, if I received a rather 
hysterical call from Roberto suggesting that I should start 
talking to lawyers for an unknown man in prison, I am not 
sure I would leap at the opportunity.  

It had been a long and interesting day and Marta had 
generously opened doors to us that would otherwise have 
been forever closed. Jorge Maya was definitely a potential 
witness. If we could get Popeye on record somehow, surely 
that would be enough for a new trial for Kris? At this point, 
Marta and Angela took us to a large and very modern mall 
halfway up the steep hills that surrounded Medellín for 
dinner. During dinner, Carlos Lehder’s brother called to say 
hello, and I was glad to be able to describe Carlos’ good 
spirits in prison.  

 Marta arranged a few other meetings for Sue and 
me. We spent half an hour with Alberto Franco, a friend of 
Angela’s who knew Cuchilla long ago when they played 
soccer together. He spoke some English and I gave him a 
bit of background on the case. He promised to talk to some 
people who knew Cuchilla better, to see whether any of them 
had interesting information.  

Angela appeared with Jhairo Alzate. Intriguingly, he 
had once been Cuchilla’s brother-in-law. At the beginning of 
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our interview he was clearly nervous, but he gradually 
warmed up and became more open. Cuchilla’s parents were 
Rosa and Manuel. Jhairo had known Cuchilla as a child in the 
early 1970s as their mothers were good friends. Indeed, 
Jhairo’s mother had originally persuaded his parents to 
move from Grenada where they lived to Medellín. Cuchilla 
was known as Memo when he was young, as a shortening of 
Guillermo, but his sobriquet later changed to Pasarela, after 
the name of an Argentinian footballer whose moves he 
would emulate on the football pitch. The word also meant 
“catwalk” in the local patois. In 1984, Jhairo became 
engaged to Marta, Cuchilla’s sister, so the two had known 
each other over the crucial time - from 1984 to 1990 – until 
Jhairo’s wife was in a car crash where she and four others 
were burned to death.  

Jhairo would see his future brother-in-law at family 
gatherings, where Cuchilla tended to be reserved, but always 
very well dressed. By that year, Cuchilla was known to be 
close to Pablo Escobar. He was reputed to have the “most 
cojones” of all the people with Pablo. Cuchilla had a split 
personality. He could be charming and calm as Pasarela, the 
elegant footballer, and then could become pathologically 
sociopathic as Cuchilla, the Blade. He was, Jhairo added, 
addicted to marijuana. 

Jhairo tended to remember the things that Cuchilla 
did in Colombia rather than in far-away America. So he 
knew that Cuchilla organised the Andres Pastrano 
kidnapping with Valentine, his cousin and right-hand man. 
He also carried out the assassination of Carlos Mauro Hoyos 
who was the equivalent of Attorney General in Colombia at 
the time. At one time Cuchilla came to Jhairo to ask him 
about two friends he had from Cali, two brothers. Cuchilla 
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said that they were working for Miguel Rodriguez trying to 
find apartments to rent in Medellín for the Cali Cartel 
people, and they needed to be dissuaded from muscling in 
on the Medellín patch. He killed one brother and tried to kill 
the other, but the man got away. Cuchilla then had the man’s 
wife kidnapped, but it ended with Pablo negotiating an 
agreement with Cali people that the women should be left 
out of their battles.  

However, Jhairo did remember that sometime in the 
mid-1980s Cuchilla was sent to Miami. By reputation, he was 
the only person who could get money back from U.S. 
debtors. He would personally go with a gun to get the 
money. Jhairo said his brother-in-law was “very hard” and 
would get the money no matter what it took.  

Then Miguel came by for coffee with his aunt Marta. 
He was married to Jorge Ochoa’s daughter and had 
volunteered to check into some of the leads we had. He was 
a classically good-looking, dark-haired Colombian, planning 
to celebrate his thirty-ninth birthday that Saturday. He spoke 
perfect English, and had thankfully avoided the narcotics 
madness that had infected his city. This had been a narrow 
and fortunate escape: he showed Sue and me a picture of 
himself with nine other friends from high school. He was 
the only one who was still alive. (In my school career in the 
gentle world of England I had one classmate out of nearly a 
thousand who died in a tractor accident.)  

Miguel had volunteered to help as he was himself 
interested to learn more about the worst times in his native 
Colombia and Medellín. He said that he wanted his children 
(then aged 6 and 9) to grow up knowing what had happened, 
since if the history were better known, it would be easier to 
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avoid repeating it. Meanwhile he planned to take the kids to 
the calmer world of Madrid for a year, to study at a British 
school there while – idiosyncratically - he would pursue a 
course in baking.  

Growing up, Miguel described how he had lived two 
blocks from Pablo Escobar’s house, Monaco. Escobar’s 
mother lived in the same area, and it was twice bombed by 
Los Pepes when they were trying to get Escobar in the early 
1990s. Several security guards died, but they did not get 
Escobar or his family.  

Miguel had been in school with Pablo Escobar’s son 
Sebastián, and though Sebastián was three years younger the 
kid had an immense kind of power. At the age of 12, 
Sebastián had a Ferrari and a machine gun, to go along with 
his bodyguards. Miguel was once riding a moped with him 
when they were stopped by the police. Sebastián had his 
submachine gun with him, and the police backed off.  

Escobar was a populist, Miguel said. He wanted to 
be a socialist politician, albeit with a rather different 
manifesto. When he wanted the police out of Medellín in 
the late 1980s, he put out pamphlets telling them to leave 
the city, and then offered a reward of $3,000 for anyone who 
brought him proof they had turned a cop into a corpse. It 
was a massacre. 900 of the 1200 officers in the city were 
killed, most by their corrupt colleagues. 

The Government had a ‘confidential’ system for 
informing on him, but Escobar had a camera installed above 
the venue where informers came to tell their stories. He 
would receive a tape once a week, whereupon he would 
order the murder of anyone he saw on it. In the end, the Los 

Pepes group was formed by various Colombian interest 
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groups who joined with the Americans in seeking Escobar’s 
death. He was eventually cornered, and Miguel described 
how he essentially committed suicide by gunfight. He saved 
his last bullet for himself and shot himself in the ear when 
wounded in the leg and the shoulder. Sebastián and his 
mother were taken by Los Pepes and ultimately allowed to live 
on three conditions: that they gave up all their money, never 
got back into drugs, and never came back to Medellín.  

Sebastián chose a new name (out of a phone book) 
- Juan Sebastian Santos - and moved with his mother (via 
various countries) to Argentina where he is today, now 
calling himself Sebastián Marroquín. He is an architect. He 
did eventually come back to Medellín for a visit, mainly to 
avoid being in Argentina when a TV series about his father 
was running there.  

Even today, there are some who think that the 
narcotics trafficking was a good thing. Miguel has heard 
people describe the violence as “the soup of opportunity.” 
It may be a perverse life choice, but they feel that the 
alternative offered to them is washing windows. 

On our behalf, Miguel talked at length with people 
who were close to Cuchilla and filled Sue and me in with a 
lot of background. I asked whether we might talk to the 
sources, but he was sceptical that they would be willing. Very 
few people could see anything in it for themselves to help 
Kris out. Obviously, we did not press Miguel on this 
confidentiality, since he was doing us a favour.  

Cuchilla was one of Escobar’s closest confidants. At 
one level, Escobar was afraid of those ‘confidants’ as each 
aspired to being Mr. Big himself. As time ran on, even when 
he would take a shower Escobar would ask one of his 
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gunmen to stand outside to make sure he was safe. As for 
Cuchilla, upon his return from a few years in the U.S. he went 
into trafficking himself, and made even more money than 
he did by murder.  

Soccer was hugely important to the Escobar bandits. 
It was said that the only safe time to be on the streets of 
Medellín was when there was a big soccer game on. Cuchilla 
had been a keen footballer himself when younger, and he 
ended up owning three teams: Cúcuta Deportivo, Envigado and 
Medellín FC. Colombia’s international success owed much to 
narcotics money, and in 1988, Cuchilla bought the most 
famous Colombian footballer of the time: Fausto ‘Tino’ 
Asprilla, for Cucuta, at the age of 18. Asprilla went on to play 
for Parma AC and Newcastle FC, as well as the Colombian 
national team.  

Parenthetically, how the mighty are fallen. In a 
recent business venture, in 2014, Asprilla was described as 
being “the face of the new ‘Tino’ condoms.”i The idea 
apparently started with a photograph of him flashing his 
penis while playing a friendly match against Chile in 1993, 
which he insisted had begun his true rise to fame as both a 
footballer and a sex symbol. “I’ll recommend the guava 
flavour condom,” Asprilla advised. “When I was growing 
up, we had a guava tree in our garden and that’s a flavour 
and aroma that’s very good for romancing.”ii 

Miguel had talked to one person who actually helped 
to kill Cuchilla. The man was apparently proud of what he 
did and would do it again. He said that he had done a couple 
of hundred murders, so what were they going to do to him? 
“Put me in the Electric Chair once, take me out and put me 
in it again, two hundred times?” he laughed. He was also 
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obsessed with soccer. He described killing the referee in a 
soccer game between Medellín and Cali. The man had been 
paid off by Cali to help them win. “That one I did for free,” 
he had said.  

Cuchilla’s demise came when Los Pepes were trying to 
get Escobar. Cuchilla was taken from an apartment by several 
men dressed up as police. He did not fight them and his wife 
watched him leaving, knowing she would never see him 
again. When he arrived at the chamber where he would be 
tortured for information about Escobar’s whereabouts, 
several relatives of his victims were there to watch. He knew 
he was going to die and he asked for some the local firewater 
Agua de Ente Antioqueno and, in an exercise of machismo, for 
the most part he talked about his soccer teams.   

He explained that he could not give up Escobar who 
had a system for meetings to ensure he could avoid 
detection. He had given everyone close to him identical 
Casio watches, synchronised carefully. He would message 
them to meet him at 3pm, and if they did not arrive by 
3.02pm he would be gone, so nobody could ever have the 
chance to give him away. 

In the end, Miguel’s informant said the torture had 
come to an end.  

“How would you like to die?” he had asked Cuchilla. 

 “Do I have a choice?” he asked, surprised. It was 
not the way he had gone about the murder business, several 
hundred times. 

“Ah, that was just a little joke of mine,” the man 
replied. Then they fed Cuchilla through a wood chipping 
machine. Perhaps the Coen Brothers took inspiration from 
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this for the original film of Fargo though, unlike the movie, 
when Cuchilla’s feet went in he was still alive.  

Miguel explained that Cuchilla clearly was involved in 
the Moo Young homicides. However, his method in the 
U.S. was to have others actually do the killing, even though 
he did get a thrill out of murder. America was a dangerous 
place for homicidal maniacs and Cuchilla had a band of 
hitmen in Miami willing to take the contract on for a cut of 
the fee. 

Miguel had some interesting insights into what 
probably happened in the Dupont Plaza, based on the 
classic way that cartels and their launderers operated. It was 
long since clear to me that the Moo Youngs were killed for 
their debts. As early as 1997, our document analysis showed 
that they were trying to lend large sums of money, but 
skimming one percent off the top. That may not sound 
much, but one percent of $100 million is itself a cool million. 
They also seemed to have been trying on new methods of 
money laundering. In the 70’s and early 80’s the cartel’s 
preferred method was initially to send money where they 
wanted via a bank. As the U.S. imposed regulations to stop 
this, they changed to packing money in freezers or cars and 
shipping them to Colombia, or putting the cash in a plane 
and flying it there.  

However, this was getting harder and the risks 
greater. The Moo Youngs had been trying to move cash with 
the gems and the bonds. Miguel explained how they could 
use cash in the U.S. to buy gems that were similar to the 
ones allegedly owned by the Los Angeles Church Loan 
Corporation, and carry them to Colombia or Switzerland 
with the LACLC papers. If they were stopped, they had 
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papers; if not, they could keep taking similar gems, worth 
$100 million each time, for as many trips as they could get 
away with.  

While Miguel had not been able to determine from 
his sources precisely how much they owed, the numbers 
seemed to be in the hundreds of thousands. Escobar’s 
principle was that someone who stole a single dollar had the 
motive to steal a million, so he was uncompromising. The 
Moo Youngs had only three courses of action – to pay, to 
lie, or to try to put the debt on a third person – and it was 
quite likely that no option would save them.  

Miguel said that it appeared that they went to the 
Dupont Plaza on Wednesday October 15th, 1986 to try to 
satisfy their debt with a false letter of credit. The people on 
the ground – most likely Jaime Vallejo Mejia – would have 
sent this to their accountants in New York, who would have 
checked it out and found it to be false. They barely needed 
to do this – it looked fake on its face to me when I later 
found it in the briefcase documents. Regardless, this would 
have sealed their fate, though they would not have been told 
as the Colombians would still have wanted to recover as 
much money as possible.  

They came again on Thursday (October 16th) – with 
someone making sure they got there. Because Neville Butler 
told Kris he had an appointment with Eddie Dames in 
Room 1215 at 8am, it seemed likely that the Moo Youngs 
were meant to come then, but did not show up at the 
appointed hour. I could find no reference to Derrick Moo 
Young’s car being at the Dupont, so it looked as if someone 
picked them up and took them. It was most likely that Adam 
Hosein went to pick them up. After all, we had a statement 
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from George Abschal describing how Hosein had gone to 
the Dupont Plaza that morning. Because he knew the Moo 
Youngs well, he was the logical person to have taken them 
there. They had flights booked for later in the afternoon, so 
he probably offered to take them on to the airport.  

The Moo Youngs would have been told to bring 
what money they could, and make arrangements to make 
good on the rest. It is entirely possible that they or others 
with them had suggested that Kris Maharaj should be lured 
there as he was the richest person they knew. Despite the 
dispute between them, in the face of the imminent murder 
of Duane, he might be persuaded to pay the money they 
owed. (Many years after the fact, I asked Kris if he would 
have – he said of course, as it was only money and though 
he had a beef with Derrick, Duane was just a youth.) 
Explaining the cartel modus operandi to Sue and me, Miguel 
said it was apparently not uncommon for supposed enemies 
to pay up. Alternatively, Kris might have been persuaded to 
pay up by the threat that he would himself be kidnapped or 
killed.  

With this, the hard work that Marta and her sister 
Angela had done trying to help us out had come to an end, 
with a little more time than we needed to make it to the 
airport. Angela insisted on coming too, and they made us 
stop at a shop on the way up the steep hill road to the plateau 
far above us. Sue and I searched around for souvenirs, 
unaware that it was mainly a plot for them to buy us gifts. I 
had described my wife’s  penchant for slumbering under the 
apple tree in our garden in a hammock which had been 
rather fraying at the edges. I was dispatched home with a 
new one. They had been very kind and generous both to Sue 
and me on our investigative trip, and to Kris.  
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*  *  * 

Back in Miami, I met up with David Adams, a 
British journalist, who had worked for many years in the 
U.S. He said he thought he had a lead with a chap called 
Baruch Vega aka Dr. B. I vaguely remembered his name 
coming up – in none too flattering terms – with Guillo, who 
said something about the man working with the Feds and 
trying to extract large sums of money from drug traffickers 
in exchange for sweetheart deals keeping them out of prison. 
David was a lot more positive about Vega, who he described 
as a Colombian-born fashion photographer and undercover 
law enforcement asset in America's war on drugs. He said 
Vega knew a whole lot about what happened in the Dupont 
Plaza back on October 16th, 1986. 

The same evening, I caught up with Baruch Vega at 
his Los Angeles home, on the other side of the American 
continent. He was warmly friendly on the phone. He 
immediately volunteered that he knew that the Seal and the 
Moo Young murders were committed by Cuchilla.  

“Everyone,” he said, “knew about the Dupont Plaza 
murders. The Moo Youngs owed money from their 
narcotics deals and that was why they were killed.” He 
expressed dismay that he had not said this to anyone before. 
He had no idea that Kris Maharaj had been prosecuted, let 
alone that he had been convicted and sentenced to die. The 
first time he had heard this (almost thirty years late) was just 
a few days before, when David called him and told him.  

He said he knew much more. “We need to talk in 
person.” 

It meant another long flight, this time out to Los 
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Angeles, but I felt that this might finally crack the case in 
such a way that no sane court could possibly refuse Kris 
justice. An old friend from my New Orleans days – David 
Park – had moved home to the West Coast and he picked 
me up at LAX International Airport. Arriving there took me 
back to the internship I’d done in college with the L.A. 
Sheriff’s Department in 1979, which had convinced me that 
with cops like that, there really was no need for a separate 
criminal class. On the shooting range that they used to train 
us we were told only to shoot “bad guys” who would leap 
out in cardboard effigy, and to avoid killing innocent 
civilians. The “bad guys” could be recognized because they 
were the ones wearing Mexican sombreros; everyone else 
was a ‘civilian’. 

The reality was worse than the range. I was on a 
patrol with a number of officers – which meant extorting 
coffee from the local Dunkin Donuts. A call came in and we 
all decamped with flashing blue lights, responding to a call 
about a man with a knife who was obviously high on drugs. 
It was the height of the Angel Dust epidemic, but the nine 
of us (eight police officers and me) could easily have dealt 
with it in many ways. Those were the days before mobile 
phones and their convenient cameras, otherwise I could 
have captured a totally pointless execution of someone 
coming towards us shouting aggressively.  

We were not far from the scene of that crime as 
David drove me over to Baruch Vega’s apartment, a gated 
community that took us the better part of an hour to 
penetrate. Eventually, we met him at the ‘Club House’. 
Baruch was an elaborately genteel man in his late sixties, in 
somewhat reduced circumstances from the glory days when 
he was hosting the lords of the drug trade in the Mutiny 



                                            Belly of the Beast: Travels to Medellín  

 

24 

Hotel in Coconut Grove, in South Miami suburbia. We sat 
around a card table in worn baize and Baruch offered us 
each a cup of vintage coffee from the dispenser in the 
corner. I’d been doing a lot of travelling of late and was 
frankly grateful for anything.  

I began by asking him to give me a run down on his 
life as a way of warming him up before we got to the details 
of what he might know about the Moo Youngs. The story 
he told me was another of the bizarre sagas in Kris’ case. I 
was sceptical at first but I later checked it out; Baruch’s tale 
was almost entirely corroborated by a number of 
surprisingly credible sources.  

He was, he said, born in Colombia in 1946, the 
second of 11 children. His father was a trumpeter from 
Bogotá, though Baruch grew up in Bucaramanga, a city 
bordering Antioquia. At the behest of his parents, he studied 
at the Industrial University of Santander, and ultimately 
gained a PhD in civil engineering, specializing in structural 
hydraulics. In the end, he told me with a laugh, he gave that 
up as a profession to become a fashion photographer, which 
he decided paid much more. By the late 1970s he had started 
a successful modelling agency which he eventually sold for 
$2.5 million, by which time he had already lived a storied 
life.   

Whilst at university, a professor recruited Baruch for 
the CIA. He had been a leftie student at first, however when 
a “leftist” guerrilla group kidnapped and tortured him, it 
changed his perspective. He told me how his earliest 
missions involved infiltrating revolutionary groups. Then, in 
the early 1970s he was transferred to Chile and became 
involved in the most infamous of all the CIA-backed coups: 
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the plot to overthrow President Salvador Allende. He quit 
the CIA after a botched CIA bombing in Santiago and 
moved to New York.iii 

His reconciliation with law enforcement occurred by 
accident. Whilst living on the Lower East Side, Baruch 
described how his Colombian neighbour was arrested. The 
man’s wife came to him for help. He simply made a call to a 
former CIA colleague who was now working for the FBI. 
The agent assured him that the case was weak and would 
probably be dropped. He reported back to the family that 
everything would be okay. When he was proved right, the 
neighbour assumed that Vega had wielded his influence and 
thanked him with $20,000 in cash – the government case 
may not have been strong, but the man was clearly involved 
in narcotics. He told me how he was then summoned to 
Colombia by the grateful relatives; he was wined and dined, 
then provided with the names of other men he might be 
poised to assist.  

He moved to Miami in 1978. His first wife Abby was 
the daughter of Burton Goldberg, owner of the Mutiny 
Hotel in the days of Miami Vice. Baruch dined with police 
and narcos - combatants on both sides of the war on drugs. 
Whilst organising champagne baths for coke dealers’ 
girlfriends – it might take 400 bottles of Dom Perignon for 
each one, costing tens of thousands of narco dollars - he was 
also picking up police work, helping Miami law enforcement 
track down a notorious hit man. DEA agents suggested that 
he start selling cocaine by the gram to “see who stepped up.” 
Baruch scoffed at the Government’s naivety in thinking that 
the arrest of couple of mules would do anything to curb the 
flow of drugs. 
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Baruch’s friendships bought him a ticket into the 
homes of powerful Colombian drug lords. Thus began his 
principal informant work: convincing traffickers to hand 
themselves in. Baruch’s job as a fashion photographer 
provided a front for his globe-trotting.  His friendships with 
some of the most beautiful women in the world also helped 
to ingratiate him with the mafia bosses and their men. He 
explained how he would approach a target and seek to 
persuade him that the U.S. Government was fast on their 
heels; that it was safer to negotiate, rather than risk 
indictment, arrest and extradition on their terms; and that he 
had incredible connections in the U.S. such that, for a steep 
price, he could bribe judges or prosecutors.  All the time he 
was being run by the DEA, who viewed this as the easiest 
and most effective way to catch criminals: instead of paying 
large sums to track people down, the criminals would pay 
for the privilege of turning themselves in. 

This was all credible with the Colombians. These 
were the kind of deals that they were accustomed to making 
with the authorities at home – after all, Escobar had set 
himself up in a luxurious prison called La Catedral, under an 
agreement where he would serve five years in prison for his 
multifarious offences. He designed it himself, and chose a 
location overlooking Medellín more to protect himself from 
those who might wish him dead (whether rival cartels or the 
government) where the evening and morning fog made an 
air assault difficult.  

Baruch’s main contact in Medellín, the art dealer 
Arturo Piza, was murdered in March 1999, so he decided 
not to return to Colombia. Over the next several months, 
applicants to Baruch’s self-styled ‘Colombian Drug 
Traffickers’ Rehabilitation Programme’ would meet him in 
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Panama to cut a deal and catch the onward flight to a 
relatively brief U.S. prison stay. His ever-growing Cartel de los 

Sapos (‘Snitch Cartel’) resulted in a $5 million contract on his 
head. His base price for a deal was $2 million, though this 
could be inflated at times. The money was shared with a 
group of U.S. lawyers who then cut plea bargains with any 
federal prosecutors in on the scheme. Baruch netted some 
$100,000 per case. It must have seemed a reasonable fee. By 
agreeing to cooperate, the traffickers got to keep most of 
their money and luxury homes and they could count their 
prison sentences down in months rather than life terms.  

Baruch claimed that he convinced 114 cartel men to 
sign up, including big names like Julio Correa, Nicolas 
Bergonzoli, Orlando Sanchez Christancho, and Pacho 
Herrera. He claims that Fabio Ochoa also agreed to the deal, 
and the fact that Fabio did not get the bargain he expected 
may explain the hostility I had encountered whenever 
Baruch’s name was mentioned in Medellín.  

“We went from one meeting to the next,” Baruch 
said. “They wanted to know if they could hire us to mediate 
on behalf of their friends and relatives. Everybody wanted 
in.” While some thought it a scam, some clearly did not. I 
later found a documentary about Baruch where Ex-Norte de 

Valle cartel member Carlos Ramón Zapata (a.k.a. El Médico) 
described him as the door out of that world of drugs.iv 
Zapata spent only five years behind bars - an excellent deal 
when I think of Jim Moseley, a percent veteran I represented 
in Georgia around the same time, who got five years for the 
heinous offence of consensual oral sex with his wife.  

Baruch’s main federal handlers were Special Agents 
David Tinsley and Larry Castillo, part of the DEA’s Group 
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43 in Miami. Unaware of their colleagues’ clandestine 
activities, DEA Group 9, meanwhile, was targeting the very 
traffickers who Baruch was wining and dining in Panama. 
The Group 9 investigation, code-named Operation 
Millennium, led to the arrest of 30 indicted traffickers on the 
13th October 1999. There were two immediate 
consequences of this development: first, it vastly increased 
the popularity of Baruch’s programme, since he offered an 
alternative to a dawn arrest by armed agents; second, this 
drew the attention of the agents from the rival mission. 
DEA Special Agent Nick Kolen “crashed” the Panama 
proceedings and informed Castillo that Baruch’s practices 
were “improper”. 

This precipitated some bitter DEA in-fighting, and 
Baruch got caught in the crossfire. In talking with him, I 
rapidly learned not to say anything nice about U.S. Customs 
agent Edward Kacerosky, who brought a corruption 
investigation against Baruch and others in December 1999. 
The FBI arrested Baruch and charged him with obstruction 
of justice and money laundering. He made $150,000 bail 
and, sensing that he was being hung out to dry, he 
threatened to publicise the details of the operation, as well 
as the names of prosecutors and agents involved. After more 
than a year, in November 2001, all the main charges were 
dropped. Typically, though, the Feds insisted that he plead 
guilty to a tax charge – the same strategy they have used on 
everyone since Al Capone. He had filed his 1998 tax returns 
late for which he got four months in prison. 

Kacerosky also had Baruch’s DEA handlers Tinsley 
and Castillo in his sights: they were suspended in 2000 and 
investigated by the Justice Department’s Office of Public 
Integrity. They were eventually cleared of wrongdoing, but 
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Tinsley was recommended for termination. This proved to 
be very important to Baruch’s credibility. In April 2004 
Tinsley responded by bringing a claim of wrongful dismissal 
against the DEA. The judge ruled in his favour and he was 
reinstated with back pay. 

“DEA Agent Tinsley testified that, at the request of 
the FBI, he wanted the bare minimum of a paper trail for 
Mr. Vega,” wrote the judge. “Both the DEA and the FBI 
used Vega as a confidential source. The FBI specified that 
Vega would be a ‘non-testifier’; that is, that he would never 
be used to testify in criminal trials. This status was necessary 
because Vega was called a ‘FCI-CI’, or Foreign 
Counterintelligence Service Confidential Informant, who 
had been brought in by the CIA.”v 

Ironically, the Tinsley judgment proved immensely 
helpful to Kris Maharaj on a totally different level. The judge 
believed Agent Tinsley in part because he had taken a 
polygraph with George Slattery, who had been recognized 
in a federal court as ‘highly probative’. “It is improbable,” 
the judge continued, “that Agent Tinsley could have 
contemplated ‘beating the machine’ with Mr. Slattery. 
Historically, 75-80% of those who take polygraphs with Mr. 
Slattery fail them…” The judge described how Mr. Slattery 
is estimated to have a 97% accuracy rate.vi 

When I read this, I knew that name. Kris had taken 
a lie detector himself with the ‘nationally renowned’ George 
Slattery and passed – saying he was innocent of the Moo 
Young murders.vii Given that their own star witness, Neville 
Butler, failed the polygraph given by their own pet 
polygrapher, this was one of scores of reasons why the 
prosecution should have paused before seeking Kris’ 



                                            Belly of the Beast: Travels to Medellín  

 

30 

execution for a crime that it was becoming ever-more 
apparent he did not commit.  

After his arrest Baruch was dropped from the books 
of the major fashion magazines. He fought to promulgate 
his side of the story on various media platforms. In 2007, 
the journalist Gerardo Reyes published Nuestro hombre en la 

DEA (Our Man in the DEA). A year later, Baruch wrote a 
fictionalised account of his life called Glamour Peligroso 

(Dangerous Glamour). He followed this in 2010 with an 
autobiography - La doble vida de Baruch Baruch (The Double Life 

of Baruch Baruch). A television series was mooted, based on 
Baruch’s life and titled Code Name Dr. B.  

 Regardless of the internecine narco-battles, I liked 
Baruch personally, and I enjoyed his effervescent rendering 
of his extraordinary life story. It was tinged with sadness – 
he went through years of alienation from his daughters after 
his prosecution and persecution by the Feds. Baruch met 
American model Gina Rue in May 1986 when they both 
missed the same flight to Italy; he was travelling there to 
make the final arrangements for his marriage to a Saudi 
heiress. Baruch offered to pay for Gina’s replacement flight, 
and the two ended up touring Italy together. He broke ties 
with his fiancée and married Gina in December of that same 
year. They had three daughters: Alexis, Krizia and Makenzie. 
Today, the three girls are all Hollywood actresses. Alexa 
starred in Spy Kids at the age of 13 and Makenzie is best 
known as Grace Florrick in the Good Wife. 

With this brief history of Baruch Vega behind us, it 
was time to move on to what he knew about the Moo Young 
murders.   

“The Mutiny Hotel was the centre where everyone 
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talked about what was going on locally,” Baruch told me. 
This, and his work in fashion photography, gave him the 
opportunity to infiltrate the different groups. Coming from 
a large family in Colombia provided some direct 
connections to the players in the Moo Young murders.  

“Hernan Baron was my cousin,” Baruch explained. 
“He was the son of my aunt Tulia, and he worked for Pablo 
Escobar. One time, Hernan was arrested in Haiti, but 
Escobar sent a group of his men there and helped Hernan 
escape from jail.” Alvaro Zuluaga was Hernan’s closest 
friend, and – this was where it started to get exciting, rather 
than merely intriguing - the two of them were in business 
with Jaime Vallejo Mejia, resident of Room 1214 at the 
Dupont Plaza.  

The three (Baron, Zuluaga and Mejia) began with a 
money laundering scheme where they would buy electronics 
and send them to Colombia. Once there, the items would 
be sold at a discount, perhaps ten cents down on the dollar. 
If they spent a million dollars shipping a thousand TV sets 
for $1000 each, with each readily sold at a discount (maybe 
$900), they would have laundered $900,000. Jaime Vallejo 
Mejia was also involved in Pasafinos in Miami and he would 
ship expensive horses to Colombia where they were easily 
sold on. But they constantly had to be coming up with new 
methods, as there were so many narco-dollars washing 
around South Florida. In a year, cartel workers in the U.S. 
would pull in billions of dollars in cash, sometimes in small 
denominations. I tried to imagine what this looked like: if 
you pile a billion dollar bills up on top of each other, the 
stack would be almost sixty-eight miles high – it is generally 
accepted that outer space starts at roughly sixty-two miles 
from the Earth’s surface. Pablo Escobar was one of the 
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billionaires of the time, and the space flights funded by 
today’s mega-rich (Jeff Bezos, Richard Branson and Elon 
Musk) would not have reached the top of his annual pile of 
dollars.  

In terms of the Dupont murders, as with the other 
elements of the narcotics game, it was part of Baruch’s job 
working with law enforcement to learn about what was 
going on, and he did. A brief time before the Moo Young 
murders, Vallejo Mejia disappeared for a while – presumably 
for consultations in Colombia. Everyone was saying it was 
because the cartel had lost a lot of money and merchandise, 
and the Moo Youngs were being blamed. The Moo Youngs, 
Baruch said, worked closely with the Mansurs, the 
biggest importers of cigarettes and alcohol in Aruba, who he 
said became the biggest money launderers. I made a mental 
note – as I recalled, the records I had uncovered years before 
showed that Jaime Vallejo Mejia had made a trip to Aruba 
around the time of the Moo Young murders. 

Baruch then brought up the name Guillermo 
Cuchilla Zuluaga Salazar, who he described as an Escobar hit 
man, who he had met once or twice. Then there was Jhon 
Henry El Chino Millan. “He is definitely working with the 
government and this goes back a long time,” said Baruch. 
“Raul Diaz, who worked for Metro-Dade homicide, may 
have been part of the operation where Millan was involved 
in Panama. Noriega was a colonel and was in charge of 
things then. Noriega had some dealings before the Iran 
Contra case where he was dealing with the Colombians.” 

In the end there was no question, Baruch said, that 
the Moo Youngs stole money and merchandise from 
Escobar. Everyone knew that the Dupont murder was a 
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drug hit. Baruch said he definitely informed his handlers 
about this at the time. This meant that the U.S. authorities 
knew that the Moo Young murders were done by the cartel 
– and they knew it in 1986, from the moment Kris Maharaj 
was arrested. Baruch said he was sure this would be all over 
the law enforcement documents from the time, if only we 
could get access to them. This was very exciting: if we found 
documentary proof that the government knew that the 
cartel did the Moo Young murders, going all the way back 
to the time of Kris’ trial thirty years ago, it ought to be game 
over. 

Baruch said he worked with a group called 
CENTAC, and that he was run by Raoul Diaz for a fair 
amount of the time. This granular fact was crucial. There is 
an odd principle in American law: the prosecution is only 
responsible for evidence of innocence to which they had 
access at the time of the trial. Why is this? I have never 
understood it. After all, in the end the prosecution was 
responsible for the fact that Kris Maharaj was put on trial in 
the first place, and if they were too incompetent to gather 
up evidence that would prove Kris innocent, why should he 
be required to spend the rest of his life in prison (or even be 
executed) just because they had not investigated properly?  

Regardless, CENTAC was a joint state and federal 
anti-narcotics agency in Miami. Technically, sometimes the 
state agents are allowed to get away with the argument that 
they are totally distinct from the Feds and therefore not 
responsible for them. This is pure hypocrisy, since a 
prosecutor’s phone call would generally be returned at once 
by one of his buddies in the U.S. Attorney’s Office (whereas 
a message from a defence lawyer like me might be 
permanently filed in the bin). However, what Baruch had 
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just told me effectively neutered what I expected to be their 
loudest argument. State and federal law enforcement 
agencies were working together in Centac, therefore 
anything that Baruch told his handlers should be deemed the 
responsibility of the state prosecutors.  

We were a couple of hours into our conversation 
over burnt coffee. It had been fascinating, and vital. But 
Baruch had to go to see one of his daughters, and so David 
Park and I said goodbye, and went off to find a decent 
Mexican dinner. (This was hard to find in Britain, so I 
begged David to humour me; he lived in a world where such 
desires were much more readily sated.) 

We would be seeing more of Baruch Vega.  
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