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Siege in the
Davis Mountains


This is a true story. Told in parts
where breaks in its continuum demand the digression just to
appreciate its complexity. For the way of truth is seldom textured
to fit chronology, especially where dark truths are revealed. I
envisioned a longer work but the urgency I came to feel in
finishing and a greater proclivity towards compactness that allowed
my shortening of the text, permitted me a satisfaction of
completeness with it as is. Before you finish I hope you may
understand. I do take license: not completing every sentence,
unconventional use of punctuation, coining a word or two, and
syntax that might seem a bit strange. Please forgive all this to
look deeper and I believe you'll find some purpose. This work
assumes some demand on the reader but then a little research may be
all that is required from time to time. Grant but possibility and,
whether you accept my personal story or not, the purpose of this
work has its own credibility.

 

Evelyn and Rick

 

I can probably guess when
Evelyn and Rick began to “take up” with each other, that particular
long week-end I spent in Canton, set up at the flea market. When my
bout with fire ants left me bed ridden a few days and her lack of
concern over my badly swollen leg and foot was markedly apparent.
My phone calls home that Sunday night went unanswered, even into
the lateness of night. Not long after we separated when I learned
both had joined a cult “church” and that its minister bore a
sinister significance to my past.
 

Rhonda's Phone Call

 

I was about to rest that
night. The cool air from my window and the day's activity had
brought me a tiredness I thought earned. The ringing of the phone
at the late hour surprised me and I was cautious with my
greeting.
 

Hello. The voice back asked,
“I'm Rhonda, hope you remember me”. “Yes”, I answered, “you set up
at Will Rogers not long ago. How are you?” “I'm fine. How is
Evelyn?” The question seem to ring with issue. I obliged, “we've
broken up”. Feeling she already was aware of this, I pursued with,
“is something wrong, Rhonda?” “Yes, may I ask you something
personal?” she replied.
 

I was not surprised by the
otherwise disconcerting questions asked that night nor the harm
Evelyn had practiced on her. Evidently Evelyn had picked up
candling for reasons not mentioned in her cleaning ears pitch. My
suspicions about that were answered by a cook for a local drug gang
that described how ephedrine mixed with lithium could work the same
way as suggestion in putting victims under pre-hypnotic trance.
Suspecting such an attempt had been used on me, when Evelyn had
candled my ears, Rhonda told me about what had happened between her
wealthy fiance (whom she had arranged for Evelyn to treat) and
herself. Shortly after returning to her home with beer and wine for
the three to enjoy, the fiance flatly stated their relationship was
over. Rhonda gave me that telltale description of how Evelyn had
prepared the man for candling by using a lotion to massage the neck
beneath the ears. As the cook had described, the concoction of
ephedrine with lithium could achieve purpose simply by rubbing on
the skin.
 

I don't remember if my one
visit to this “Lightworkers church” was due to invitation or my
insistence. There had been one of the group's picnics I had
attended (but where the minister was not present). Noticeable at
both were the scarcity of men and that many of the women were
public school teachers from a neighboring town. My presence seemed
little appreciated. My attendance at church came a long time later
after Evelyn and I took a trip to the Navajo reservation out of
Farmington with donated items from the church for needy Indians.
Perhaps that satisfied my suspicions of the church for a while but
that soon changed.
 

A Salem Witch Gets Involved

 

Evelyn's actions seemed
those of someone not operating under their own steam. Though we did
have markedly different moral standards... she once remarked “you
and your morality” as if it was a bad thing, I never saw her
committing crimes, especially for someone else. That is until a
woman from the church phoned me to request an “important” meeting
“about Evelyn”. Meeting her at a local restaurant she revealed
plenty about the new Evelyn. At the same time she requested a loan
needed to pay her rent. She would leave her gold wedding rings as
security on the loan. I consented, more out of concern for the
woman which whom I had shared 11 years than for curiosity.
 

A Deepening Perplexity

 

Somehow a wealthy young lady
had been brought into the church. She and her husband had separated
and she had come to Fort Worth with expensive horses. Evelyn had
become a close friend and confidant and when the woman was at her
weakest suggested raiding the bank account her estranged had opened
for her. Both traveled to Ohio to do this and returning, the lady
was induced to give it all to the church. After a short while,
lamenting, she called the man apologizing profusely. He quickly
forgave her while begging her to return. Evidently taken with his
kindness and understanding she did so. But not after divulging the
whole sorry mess to a self-professed Salem witch.
 

Then There was This

 

During this time Congressman
and Speaker of the House, Jim Wright, was being viciously maligned
in media for his guilt by association with Mallock, a wealthy
developer. Though nothing would stick to bring any indictment or
prove the slightest misconduct, House Speaker Wright steps down
leaving a very convenient power vacuum exploitable by the White
House. It is my contention, though unproved, that Congressman
Wright's gay son, a member of Evelyn's church was compromised and
that led to Wright's decision.
 

The White Brotherhood

 

It is an astonishing
experience to find so many of the derelict of studies you have made
of the occult come to manifest in one's own life when they have
such disdain as have I for them. So it was when Evelyn questioned
me about taking a vow to the White Brotherhood. But then I met the
minister, one Pat Ramondo, the very nurse that had given me that
pill cup of clear liquid so many years past at the VA hospital in
Ann Harbor! I tried hard not to show being taken aback. She,
however, seemed most removed. Following her out onto the church
porch when she took a most atypical smoke break (between sermons) I
expected some coming to terms with this from her. No, I was to get
nothing but a subtle smile as she looked off at the floating smoke.
I would get nothing in the way of disclosure from this witch, just
the air of someone intent on intruding into your life with no clue
as to why.
 

The Players Connect

 

It was quite another story
the way I met Ed ........... he was the husband of Evelyn's closest
church friend. Like about Evelyn I was to find he was capable of
anything in the pursuit of big money. Even had the only whore house
in Fort Worth that could advertise in the newspaper. ANY
GENTLEMAN'S FANCIES AND FANTASIES MET. Evidently with pull, I was
to learn his activities ranged from smuggling, fixing gentleman's
problems with inconvenient women, arranging covert activities as a
go-between and cons. If he wasn't protected he'd have been killed
ten times over. At an arranged dinner with him and his wife, we met
the son of Bundt, the head of the Bundt Corporation created out of
SS money in Argentina and that had pioneered RCID (radio control
implant device), for creating mind controlled killers. A sane
person would not have estranged the young man by trying to compel
him to help frame his wife in a lewd sexual affair only to have the
matter backfire. Maybe living now in a modest frame home might
teach him better but I doubt it.
 

Ann had been this woman's
paralegal in her suit for divorce against Ed. In the course of
several seemingly synchronistic occurrences Ann and I were thrown
together. When I wasn't searching for the truth with Ann, I was
doing the same with Rhonda. Ann could place David Williams, Kenneth
Copeland, Ed ........ together having meetings. Also the
disappearance of an house cleaner working for Ed ......... that had
been removed from the employ of Rhonda's former fiance when their
affair had been proven inconvenient. The danger to Ann became
apparent when an attempt to poison her, averted by me, was
made.
 

The one time Ed and I spoke
his having been in Michigan during my time there, possibly MSU or U
of M was not mentioned while he questioned where I had attended.
Supposedly his antagonism with Pat Ramondo was over her “turning”
his wife from his control to hers yet Ann revealed they were
connected in numerous business dealings both before and after the
divorce. We were indeed coming to closer connections that came from
only the most insidious of tie-ins with Kenneth Copeland.
 

“God Spoke to Me” Kenneth
Copeland

 

Mena, Arkansas became an
inconvenient repository for all the heroin brought from the Golden
Triangle to the US once the Clintons entered the White House. The
new choice was even more morally repugnant than the one arranged
between a governor and a former director of the CIA and even had a
road blatantly named Golden Triangle pointing towards it. Of course
the heroin came by Chinook helicopter flown from the woods back of
Bell Helicopter three times a week out to the Copeland “estate”. An
estate on a former Army Air Corps base, acquired through murder and
deception. The murder of the son of Bill Johnson whose father had
met with a rather bizarre accident while competing with Copeland
for a lease on the place. The boy had begun to investigate how his
father could have lost his memory of the incident, one that had
been so vital to Copeland getting it.
 

My Third Marriage and an Unfortunate
Move

 

Closure is often bought at a
high price. Fathoming the truth about Doris and her unsettling
designs came with such a price. Just how deep her connections were
with Fort Worth's west side mob may never be fully known. As the
covert black ops behind Copeland began to take over the west side
rackets, much death began to descend upon the former mob. Even the
interconnections between them and biker gangs like the Bandidos and
Hell's Angels were shifted to Copeland's base of operation as his
“Bikers for Christ” rallies grew to the extent that his former
chief of security, now the Tarrant County sheriff, David Williams
provided counter-surveillance for them with a black helicopter
given them by the feds. But I get ahead of myself.
 

Doris was a lovely girl,
broken by promises made her by a GI during his assignment to a base
in Germany, unfulfilled. Not content to let it go at that she
managed to travel to the states just to find him. Closure was as
bitter as desertion and her damage was to manifest on the next two
relationships she was to have, mine being the last. Our stormy
beginnings seemed to have passed when she suddenly uprooted the
marriage with overnight stays elsewhere unexplained and false
accusations for me. Still she would phone in the middle of the
night complaining about strange dreams that repeated each night:
she would be placed on a spinning table and experience a blur of
changing colored lights. Later I was to find that a method of
mind-control to divorce someone of emotional attachments used such
a technique. Learned from the M-C sex slave victims I encountered
on an email forum, Mind-control-L sometime after my marriage with
Evelyn. Before that, right after my divorce from Doris, a regular
at a bar where I spent time at Squaw Creek (directly on the road
less than two miles from the entry into Copeland's property and on
my way to work and back to where we lived in Newark, Texas, assured
that Doris had been my wife) told me an interesting story. He
claimed that two men he recognized as Copeland's in a limousine had
picked her up on a bridge over the creek where she often fished for
crappie and perch. She seemed to be resisting and her fishing gear
and car were left, to be later picked up by a man from the same
limo less than an hour later.
 

Years later, as my marriage
waned with Evelyn I had begun to attend meetings in Dallas on
Central Expressway at a Ramada Inn concerned with the growing
encroachment of government and military on American's
Constitutional rights. Waco, Ruby Ridge and whistle-blowers
revealing plans for nationwide search and seizure of guns and
dissidents were the impetus. At this meeting was installed a
gentleman taking audios and videos of each meeting, selling them to
those attending.
 

John Seidler represented a
much deeper insight into the Copeland operation, one that showed
more the military-like behavior associated with its predilection to
counter-surveillance and the very way the property was prepared. As
well as that of taking every license with individual rights and
freedoms. John had been the faithful man-in-charge of Copeland's
audio/video lab (something that allowed him to give me a tour of
that lab later on) when one of the men in the chain of command
decided he wanted John's wife and simply took her. That was when
John left the fold. Other stories emerged regarding this
operation's activities but which I have no first hand knowledge
excepting for one: that of my friendship with Vernon
Arbiter.
 

Vernon Arbiter

 

Sam introduced me to him.
Vernon was known as a body-guard and enforcer, someone that had
little to say to do his job but effective non-the-less. He had
guarded top poker players and bosses alike; he had the stocky build
of an immovable tree stump. After he attended a number of those
meetings in Dallas with me Vernon began to trust me and spoke of
his concerns over fed take-over. I advised him to make himself
scarce and not take on any jobs. For all practical purposes to
leave the west side mob. A month later Vernon thanked me profusely,
offering me whatever help he could give. His contact in the FBI and
surveillance of both Evelyn and Ramondo proved invaluable.
 

A Secret Meant for the World

 

Another synchronism occurred
when Vernon and I both observed we had been dealing in flea market
trading with Lonnie .......... a grasping insurance salesman out of
his element in our worlds. Lonnie came into the “Constitutionalist
world" purely looking for a new market for his insurance. He'd come
with us and make an ass out of himself each time he intruded in our
conversations with others. But an even greater synchronism came
about when Lonnie spoke of an in-law of his, Robert Hightower, a
man I had given a great secret and one I had hoped he would use for
the benefit of the world.
 

Lonnie's impression of
Robert came purely through Robert's wife, a relative of Lonnie's.
Seemed she did not think much of her husband's business acumen.
Meanwhile Lonnie had no appreciation for what Robert had given him
as an opportunity. I pretended not to know what this was and that I
had provided the knowledge of it to the man I felt not only
deserving, but capable of sharing its secrets with the
world.
 

Robert Hightower was an
accomplished horticulturalist working for the Trilateral Commission
down on the King Ranch at one of their project sites when he wrote
an article on the search to find something taking the place of bat
guano or other fertilizer that would not easily wash off mountain
slopes in Brazil where the manioc (source for tapioca) grew. The
rainy season was washing so much away the cost was beginning to
exceed the sale of produce. Reaching Bob by phone was successful
the first try and he became excited about the mineral I described
to him, a substance I assured him would solve his problem. And much
more. He offered to pay my costs if I would bring samples. After
doing so I barely had to wait ten days before his excited call.
“Please come down, I will pay a consultation fee; I want to talk to
you.” Through the largest greenhouse I had seen and out passed a
large field, Bob was intent we did not share our
conversation.
 

I was told, you do not
control the world with plenty but famine when I took my findings to
the others. Animated, Bob added, can you help me get some of this
stuff? My answer was a quick and direct yes.
 

Robert and Vernon would be
put together but the outcome was to prove fatal for both.
 

The Red Head

 

Would that I could recall
her. Married to an M.D., she was quite a beauty but one proving
problematic to her husband. At his request Ed had seduced her,
beginning the process meant to acquire a cheap divorce for the
doctor. Drugs helped to keep her close and now she even haunted his
mailbox, approaching me when I placed the note inside. Thinking I
might get some answers about Evelyn's service to Ramondo's church
(yet to know of his business connections to her) Red told me how
better to contact Ed. However, as it turned out all Ed wanted to
offer was some idea that he could get a better grip on his pending
divorce by showing that the church shared too close its structure
with commercial property. The dodge meant he would not be helpful.
The maggots had deduced somewhat the scope of my probe into their
dealings, Copeland, David Williams, the doctor (from whence came
Ed's designer drugs so useful on the women he sought to control)
and the covert black ops at least two served. Ann would know more
and might open up after the doctor had attempted to poison her
while the very lawyer for which she worked had set up the
opportunity. She would not see it that way even though I tried to
reason with her. Jim Curtis was a prick that used mind-control,
even sent her to some dubious clinic to firm up his control on all
his paralegals. But through the drugs used on her and her
subsequent devotion to alcoholism she came through, confirming the
connections I had suspected. Instead of freedom from him when
Curtis died, Ann became even more adrift falling deeper into her
alcoholism until her withdrawal from contact with me became a part
of her extreme grief. Like a victim of hypnosis not given the cue
to be released, her programming would not leave and grew more toxic
to consciousness. Her denials became absurd to the point no
recovery was possible. Our last meeting was unpleasant, sadly. Red
must have suffered similar fate. The horror self-discovery can earn
facing truths had to be simply too great to sustain, I would
imagine. An end to which Rhonda was to come as well.
 

Rhonda and Marie

 

The upper crust in Dallas
wait in line to see her. Her readings are uncanny and many wait
many long months to have them. Marie is the rare true psychic that
needs no device or information feed to perform and Rhonda was her
personal secretary. When Marie had told Rhonda her future was with
this real estate developer something happened to break the
continuum to bring it about, something derived from evil and the
extreme ill will behind all acts of such malice. Ramondo had
clearly passed to Evelyn the means to achieve such a thing and
removing Rhonda from contact with me played a large part of this
scheme (as it had with Ann). Not long after Rhonda had called me
with terror in her voice over calls that kept finding her on
different phones she would try to escape by using, calls so
threatening she gave up home and fled Dallas to later be seen set
up in Weatherford at some paltry flea market, I completely lost
contact with her.
 

John Seidler Trusts the Wrong
Person

 

Found in the middle of
ghastly intrigue only the most incredulous will allow denial to
stay there, like in a movie where common sense might lead to
leaving the premises but would end the action core, John Seidler
kept dealing with Rick McLaren's renegaded version of the Republic
of Texas. The Turners were part of that and one, offering a massage
(replete with the infamous lotion) got to John. The effects,
however, became immediately serious and left John unconscious long
enough for certain video tapes to be taken. Even medical attention
was needed to stop injury and pain to the neck. Oddly he would not
discuss the missing tapes but did finally come clean about the
frequent landing of Chinooks out at the Copeland estate. Still John
stayed in the bliss of denial, cowardly so.
 

Treasury Warrants and a Lear Jet Flight
to Israel

 

The banks had been notified
the phony treasury warrants McLaren began passing were “bad paper”.
Still businesses were accepting them after being threatened with
lawsuits if they did not. When Neiman Marcus accepted them to the
tune of an $800 sweater for Evelyn, the only surmise was they were
reassured by the government itself. That a Lear jet could be leased
with them and clearance given to fly to Israel further proved
that.
 

The scant following that had
drifted over to them from the R of T were told Rick and Evelyn
planned to wed in Israel for a cover. The real purpose amounted to
selling the Zionist government there $2.8 billion worth of these
counterfeit treasury warrants. The wrongful presumption given being
that with secession would come ownership of the entire treasury of
Texas. The absolute narcissists felt they could justify that being
personally theirs. Did the mastermind of the entire scheme, Arthur
Greisecker (Mossad) convince them of that after he had fled
Missouri with the militia on his tail? An article on Greisecker in
D magazine didn't have the insight to deduce that but still
realized that mystery surrounded the man.
 

The Feds Call on Me (twice)

 

Shortly after the trip to
Israel was over a new federal crime was committed to add to the
long list of those already perpetrated by McLaren. A couple on the
property (ranchette lots sold in the Davis Mountains) were accused
of surveilling them and kidnapped by McLaren's group. The man was
shot and wounded when resisting. This brought a bevy of feds to my
door with video, audio and separate agencies of the government
involved. FBI, DEA, ATF, federal attorney, even some unidentified,
came in to flood my living room; all wanting to know if I could
help bring a siege beginning to form to a peaceful conclusion. How
could I refuse?
 

My time with this group
didn't really get interesting until their second visit. That's when
I dropped a few bombs in their lap. I gave them a file on McLaren
and his little group and the many militia I had contacted about his
bogus claims. The militias I had reached had decided on avoiding
him after I pointed out, in his own words, how he appealed to the
UN to settle the issue of Texas seceding from the Union, involving
directly the UN in internal affairs of the nation. All of them felt
the UN was the center of what they despised most, the New World
Order.
 

I watched the eyes of those
near as I flatly stated, “don't think I don't know you don't have
gunships armed to the teeth up on that Civil Defense base on the
interstate and don't think I don't know those woods around McLaren
aren't filled with Special Forces!” Half of them were dismayed
while the rest looked at each other knowingly. I was assured of
this a little later after the siege actually began and McLaren kept
radioing out for help “to prevent another Waco”. If any of this had
been real, jurisdiction would have transferred to the feds and
Rick's communications would have been cut off. But the operation
stayed in the hands of the Texas Department of Public Safety with
few of McLaren's excesses ever mentioned in the media.
 

Dubious Neighbors

 

My home is on a cul-de-sac
with four homes in it. The third home is directly across from mine,
it the second home in a clockwise configuration. When I began in
earnest to investigate the Copeland operation a strange thing
happened. Right between the time I asked the city manager, Doug
Harmon (a flea market customer of mine) about the “mess out at
Copeland's” and helped Bill Johnson, the retired Pinkerton, find
out what happened in the missing time frame he had experienced on
the day his “accident” kept him from securing the lease on what was
now Copeland's property. And what had led to the death of his son
when he had tried to find out more about it.
 

Suddenly the children are to
be seen no more. A new face is observed whose police car now has
NARC on its back. The wife is still there and from time to time
another police car is parked there. The observations of neighbors
speak of part of one family, husband and children being “thrown
out” to accommodate some new arrangement. From the letter carrier I
learn the name of one of the new residents is Ted Copeland. Little
difficulty was needed to determine he was the younger brother of
none other than Kenneth Copeland.
 

A Test for Truth

 

Still it was later on, when
the siege was resolved and my dubious neighbors had left only to
return weeks later when I began to make more noise online about the
black helicopter crash that had just happened that I became aroused
to action. The HUD sign planted in front during their absence
indicated they had to pay a large sum for that return. Catching Ted
washing his pickup I approached and introduced myself. He responded
with Ted Copeland and I brazenly with “perhaps now they will do
something about cleaning up that mess out at Kenneth Copeland's now
that the black helicopter crashed.” He was taken aback while his
paramour bopped back on her heels as she was coming up the
driveway. They were gone within ten days and the little
surveillance operation was over.
 

Free Lance Writer in Search of
Heroes

 

In the midst of such
convolution what trades for journalism today rose its ugly head to
try and romanticize the unrealities being created in order to sell
Rick and Evelyn as folk heroes. One such critter contacted me,
promoted to do so by some magazine. When the information I gave her
didn't jive with her preconceived notions, she finally hit overload
and had to leave at only the second meeting. Putting this down to
systemic incredulity, I later came to realize just how constrained
to a selective “reality” all the mess media is. That was when no
one else in the media would show the slightest interest in my
story. 9/11 was to become the ultimate proof of that.
 

Discouraging the Feds from Taking
Over

 

Today more than ever several
agencies servile to the corrupted corporate world observe the
sinister aspect of “dead men tell no tales”. Waco was the prelude
for that and I write that knowingly. It was my surmise that when
McLaren called out for militia the jurisdiction would change from
local to federal. There then would be nothing to prevent burning
the group out in the most extreme way. When these appeals were
made, I acted to prevent this scenario. My calls to the FBI
included warnings that what I knew could be damaging but that if no
one was killed I would keep silent.
 

The jurisdiction was not
changed and the staging of a handled conclusion was made. Evelyn's
daughters showed up and pleaded for their mother “not to let Lisa's
newborn grow up without a grandma.” With the ruse in place, Evelyn
followed and so did the rest... all but one poor devil who ended
shot for shooting tracker's dogs and another fellow that made his
way to California where he was later picked up.
 

The Facade

 

Its a double oddity that
while Richard Lance McLaren is given several life sentences and
sent to Huntsville, Evelyn is sent to serve one year in a federal
prison in Dublin, California. It's amazing that she only served six
months and even more so, that ALL of Rick's convictions were
overturned. Little mentioned, if at all but fathomed by those
sharing ranchettes near the siege site this outcome outrages the
ones harmed by Rick's filings that have tied up their holdings in
legal proceedings.
 

Only a malignant narcissist
would have visited my mother to tell her such events were “God's
work” after all that went down. Only one that placed no value on
thrift and the rewards of honest labor would go through the large
payoff Rick and Evelyn were given that led to Evelyn now being
broke.
 

Evidence of the Payoffs

 

One of Vernon Arbiter's
favors to me was surveillance of Evelyn and Ramondo, something I
did not ask for but, I suspect, satisfied his own curiosity. On
catching Evelyn taking three large suitcases from her sister's
residence in west Fort Worth and suspiciously waiting in her car at
a shopping center at the corner of Jacksboro Highway and Highway
183, Vernon went inside the closest store to observe what might
take place. Shortly her brother in a pickup showed up and let down
his tailgate after backing in. A suitcase was taken out of the car
and placed on the tailgate where it was easily observed baring
stacks of $100 bills. Jimbo Mason drove off with that suitcase and
the others. Meanwhile Rick is establishing himself in an half a
million dollar home in south Texas with four women. Enough
information to search among the sympathetic of agency employees to
verify. The consensus there was each received four million dollars.
A pittance when $2.8 billion was divided between Israel and covert
black ops.
 

Homage to the Dead

 

Through Lonnie we were to
hear of Robert Hightower's wife making separate deals with the Las
Vegas crowd. Promising lucrative deals with the California wine
vineyards, she had gone behind her husband's back to involve an
element her greed could not see as dangerous. The mobsters knew,
through their horse racing connections the mineral was exploitable.
While Vernon was wise to the dangers and footloose as well, I
suggested he call on Robert and offer his protection. I, however,
told him to avoid any direct involvement himself in the business.
This he did not heed. And when, in the course of even becoming good
drinking buddies Robert began putting claims in Vernon's name their
days became numbered. First Robert, then Vernon. Robert's
mysterious death brought Vernon home where his paranoia grew to
such extent our few phone calls spoke of a growing disconnect from
reality. His death was even more suspicious.
 

Dave Bonner was tragedy
waiting to happen. I had seen gold fever up close but Dave's
extended to diamonds, guns, Rolex watches, almost anything of
intrinsic value. As a flop of a flea market dealer and with a
wealthy wife, he had expanded to try his luck with a second hand
shop in Sansom Park, a suburb township of Fort Worth. His friends
list was almost limited to one person I knew and had dealt with
over the past few years, but whose name I have forgotten. Shortly
after Dave was killed with a small caliber pistol, shot to the head
while tending his shop. The killer was seen leaving the premises
but whose description was eerily changed by the witness a few short
days after the event. This friend of Dave's happened to be in his
store a week or so earlier and told me of a strange circumstance
having bearing most likely on his death. Two men had come in with a
wooden box about the size of a tackle box. The contents consisted
of what was described as gold foil pieces with images of dragons,
fitting the description in what the NLF paid the Vietcong. My first
thought when hearing this was the likelihood of still active
military having continued roles in Vietnam such as would have Air
America like the pilots of those Chinooks flying heroin out to
Copeland's every other day. This lone friend of Dave's was there
the day these men returned for the money Dave had promised he could
get for the gold foil. Dave pretended he did not know of what they
spoke. A few days later he lay in a pool of his own blood.
 

The friend wanted to know
what he should do and I shrugged, “satisfy your conscience”. Owing
me some merchandise, we arranged a meeting a day or so later. He
did not show nor answer my phone calls. Two days later he was found
at the kitchen table in his home shot through the head.
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