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he most lethal forms of life on Earth are
contained inside a small. innocuous-
looking suite of laboratories at the heart
of the United States Army Medical
Research Insritute of Infectious Diseasey
complex at Fort Detnck, Maryland. On
Seprember 18, 1997, microbiologist
Steven Jay Hatfill walked through the
gates of the facility, which is known by
the acronym USAMRIID, to begin work
m the Virology Division.

USAMRIID grew from the ashes of an
aggressive biowarfare research program
run by the US until President Nixon shut
it down in 1969. Afterward, the base con-
verted to defense work. USAMRIID is
home to a vast collection of nightmarc
pathogens and organisms—-Lassa fever,
monkey pox, plaguc, and various strains
of apthray, ineluding the new AMES
strain identified by the army in 19%0. The
facility is also home to the Ebola and
Marburg viruses, the most feared and
respected of all USAMRIIDs microscop-
ic horrors. There are no cures and no vac-
cines for these viruses, whose victims
blecd to death. In fact, many microbiolo-
gists refuse to work with Fbola and
Marburg because they are simply too
dangerous. Ar USAMRIID, Ebola and
Marburg are imprisoned in a Level Four
biosafcty cnvironment, a super-secure
suite of laboratories accessed through a
seties of airlocks, security doors, coded
entry panels, and decontarmination show-
ers. In Level Four—rthe hearr of USAM-
RIID—scientists wear spacesiits.

Hatfill was approved to begin work at
USAMRIID after a two-year sojourn as a
federally funded Fellow with the
National Institures of Child Health and
Human Development (NICHD). His
job was to study filoviruses, the family
o which Ebola and Marburg belong.
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" Within 2 month, he was authonzed to

access the Level Four pathogens, 26 well
a5 tl'lc LL‘-VC] Thrcc bugs EuC]l as anthrax
and plague.

Harfill had nor been hired as an official
cmployee of USAMRITD—which would
have required a mandatory narional
agency secunty check—but as a Special
Volunteer, effectively borrowed from the
WICHD. His evaluation consisted of an
academic review of his research, which
prima facie looked beth innovative and
impressive. On September 2, 1997, after
his resume and credentials were reviewed
by the National Research Couneil, Hatfill
rccetved a letter from Arthur 5. Levine,
scientific director of the NICHD, con-
firming his appointment as a National
Institutes of Health adjunct scientist,
sponsored and paid for by USAMRIID,
Now cleared to begin work at Fort
Detnick, Hatfill's resume went into an
NICHD filing cabiner along with the
resumes of hundreds of other scienrists
past and present.

It is almost cerrain thar many of the
resumes in those cabinets had been pal-
ished o present the best possible image of
their owmers. There’s nothing unusual
about that, All resumes land on rhe desks
of personnel depariments with a bit of
top-spin. But thers's 2 world of difference
berween a lick of polish and what was
lurking in Hatfill's resume,

Bevween 1995 and 1999, Hatfill pre-
pared and submitted around six versions
of his resume for various posirions and
research grants. Fach resume was tai-
lored to suit the audience it was intend-
ed for, yet wogether they painted a con-
sistent portrait. Here, said the resumes,
15 a successful, brave, and danng man.
Here iz 2 soldier, a scientist, and a
leader-—an innovator with a hint of rmav-
erick, a dash of the esrablishment, and 4
splash of joie de vivre.

But the resumes were hnor as thEY
seemed; they were documents intended
to deceive, Though they had been con-
structed around a skelevon of wuth, they
were clothed in a carefully woven con-
coction of lies, half~truths, and exagger-
ations. Hatfﬂl’s rgsumes, hiS UI.C]{Bt into
the NICHD and later, USAMRIID s
Leval Four biocontainment labs, were
misrepresentations of the man and his
H.Ch.i.evements. And yﬁt, it ﬂ-PPCﬂrE thCSC
lies were not uncovered unril Harfi}ll had
already passed through some of
America’s most sensitive and dangerous

military and biological facilitics.
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UNITED STATES OF AMERICA
FALE 2001
he atrocity of September 11, 2001,
I had barely sunk wto the national
consciousness when another attack
was unleashed. A week after more than
3,000 people died in the three plane artacks
on the World Trade Center and the
Pentagon, three leerers were deposited
into a mailbox in Trenton, New Jetsey
The letrers, addressed to The New York
Post, WBC, and The National Enguirer all
CDntainGd PDWdEl'Ed a.nthrax.

On October 2, Robert Stevens, a photo
editor at the Enguirer building, died of
inhalation anthrax. His was to be the first
of five antheay dearhis all linked ro a serias
of letters sent in the wake of 9/11. Two
more letters containing anthrax were
posted on October 2, addressed to
Senatars Tom Daschle and Patrick Leahy:

The FBI launched 2 massive investiga-
non out of its Washington, DC headeuar-
ters. One of the first tasks was to analyze
the anthrax. Genetic tests revealed thar all
the lerters contained the same AMES
seeain of anehean and ehar ar laage one gam-
ple was weaponized, possibly using a
process similar to one developed ar Fort
Derrick. On Japoary 29, 2002, the FEI
wrote to the American Society of
Microbiclogy asking for its membership
list. The FRI had concluded the motiva-
rion for the anrhrax arracks was criminal
and not ideological. Suddenly eves turned
away from Islamie werronsts abroad and
roward the homefrone,

According to the FBI, the perperraror
had “the technical knowledge and/or
expertise to produce a highly refined and
deadly product.” The attacker, the Bureau
suggested had worked at USAMRIID
SOanmc ].E. the Pﬂst, mlg]‘lt h:we wDrked
as 2 CIA contractor, and could have a con-
nection 1o the UN’s weapons inspectors.
The arracker was probably middle-aged
and might be descobed as stand-offish,
likely preferring to “work in isolation as
opposed to a group/team setting.”

In February, White House spokesperson.
Ar Fleischer revealed that the FBI had
“several suspects” before re-emphasizing:
“All indications.are that the source of the
anthrax iz domestic.”

Actually, there were some 30 individu-
als being scrutinized, bur one narme was at
the tDP Df &IE ESE, L}laﬂkﬁ oa r.ip 3}30!.1',‘. a
former USAMRIID researcher. Media and
Internet charrer later reported that this
tesearcher had been heard bragging about
using anthrax in the former Rhodesia.
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There was no arrest, but by March, 2
name had been leaked. The name belonged
to a man who had worked for Science
Applications International Corporation
(SAIC), a DC-based contracror for both
the Pentagon and the CIA. Before thar,
he’d been 4 researcher at USAMRIID.

On June 25, Harfill signed 2 consent
form allowing the EBI to search his apart-
ment without a warrant. Mimutes after he
signed, television camera crews and
reporters began to swarm into the street
outside his home, which was close to the
gates of Forr Dervick, Harfill challenged
an FBI agent about the remarkably rapid
appearance of the press. “Flow the hell did
they know to get hera so fast?”

“Sorry,” the agent told him. “Orders
from above.”

On July 2, The New York Times colum-
nist Nicholas D. Eristof named a “Mr. Z"
as a “biodefense insider who intrigued
investigators,” and he criticized the FBI
for not pursving “Mr. Z" more aggressive-
ly. The details of Knstof’s Mr. Z appearcd
to mateh the FBI's profiles, as well as what
was known of Hathll,

Indeed, there were remarkable similar-
ities berween Hatfill and the suspect
deseribed in FBI profiles. Harfill had
worked ar USAMRIID researching exoric
pathogens; he had later worked for a
company that did CIA conwact work

(including a study on a hypothetical
anthrax nail attack), and he had trained
as a UN weapons inspector.

In the weeks and months that followed,
Hatfill's Iife was torn apart by both the
FBI and the media, yet no charges were
laid Then on August 22, five on national
television, ' Arrorney General John
Ashcroft named Harfill as a “person of
mterest.” The pressure on Hatfill became
ititense. Torice the scientist gave anguished
news ¢onferences proclaiming his inno-
cence, Mear tears at umes, he addressed
the television cameras staring: “T wanr to
lock my fellow Americans in the eye and
declare to them, T am not the anthrax
killer.” My life is being deseroyed by arro-
gant government bureaucrats who are
peddling groundless mnuendo and half
information.” Harfill lashed our ar
Ashcroft: “In my view; he has broken the
Iﬁnth Comﬂﬂdmeﬂt: r_huu Shﬂ.[t 1ot bear
false witness.”

Harfill's choice of commandment was
interesting, Thou shalt not bear false witness.
Thew shalt not lie.

56 SEED

SAT 11:56 FAX 8167854910

Batenbursz Insulatlion

FORT BRAGG, GEORGIA
JUNE 1976
Harfill had made ir. He had survived
being bawled at by drill sergeants, being
marched for miles and miles in full com-
bat gear, the endless inspections, drills,
and exercises. He'd been pushed out of
planes, pulled up through and over every
conceivable type of obstacle, man-made
and natural. Finally, he’d made i 10 Fort
Bragg, home of US Special Forces. Tr was
the beginning of a grueling vearlong
training program; those who suceeded
would become members of one of the
world’s finest, toughest fighting units. As
Hatfill passed through the gates of Fort
Bragg, he must have been foeling a multi-
tude of emotions: excitement, apprehen-
sion, pride, and maybe, a small but
healthy dash of fear. He was 22 years old.
Harfill wag born m Se. Louis, Missouti,

age of 21, Harfill enlisted in the US
Army with his sights set high; he wanted
to jom the Special Porces. A few weeks
later, Private Hatfill graduated with his
BA from Southwestern, but he was
alrcady a long way from Kansas, on the
raad coward his Special Forces goal. Over
[hﬂ Nexe yeat, Hatfiu Wﬂuld COmplEtE a
serics of training courses that took him
from Airbome school in Fort Benning,
Georgia, to West Germany and back. In
the spring of 1976, Harfill finally made it
w Fort Bragg and began the Special
Forces Qualification Course, a grueling
five-stage sclection process that takes at
least a year to complete,

But on July 2, 1976, just a few weeks
after starting at Fort Bragg, and just overa
year after enlisting in the army, Hatfill was
discharged from active duy, He spent the
rest of hic service period lmgmsh.mg,

o003

“I WANT TO LOOK MY FELLOW AMERICANS IN

THE EYEAND

1953, and attended
Mattoon Senior High Schoal in Hlinois.
He showed 2 flair for science, which he
carried through to college, studing biolo-

on Octaber 4,

gy at Southwestern University in
Winfield, Kansas,

Partway through his degree, Hatfill
halted his studies to work as a *health
assistant’ with Methodist missionary
Glenn Eschiruth at a mission Eschtruth
had operated in Zaire since 1960, Through
Egchrruth, Hatfill mer the woman who
was to become his furure wife, Escheruth’s
daughter, Caroline Ruth.

After spending cight months in Zaire,
Harfill rerurned ro Kansas and compler-
ed his degree. On June 20, 1975, at the

'L tey R: Hafill addresses the press outside his lawyer's

office on August 25, 2002; Hatfill's girfriendTs
apartmient after an FBI s¢arch earlier that month

unused by the Army National Guard.

In Harfill's army records thetre is lirtle .

to see; under "Medals' and Cirations”
there is no Good Conduct Medal, There
are o Special Forces tabs that he would
automatically have been awarded had he
completed the Special Forces course.
Without completing that course he could
never have “served with the US Ariny
Special Forces” as he later would prondly
claim on the resume he submitted to
USAMERIID in 1997, which includes the
following entry:

&/75—6/77 United States Army, 7th
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Special Forces Growp, JFK Center for
Special Warfare.
Further down the resume under the
heading “Practical Expenence” 15 the enrry:
USMC [United States Marine Corps]

. Offcer Candidate Program... served with

US Army Special Forces after college grad-
udation where my commanding oﬁcer s

Col. Charles Beckworth, who was later to

. lead. the abortive hostage rescue mission

mto Irag. . ‘

Hatfill would li¢ about his milivary
cxperience throughout his entive life, ere-
ating ever more elaborate ACCOUNIS 28 rime
progressed. In an inrerview with Richard
Preston, author of the internationally

acclaimed The Hor Zone, Harflll, sitting in
hiz office ar TISAMRIID, claimed nor
only an army caresr spanning twao
decades, but also to have been a captain in
the Special Foreas.

Two months after his 1976 separarion B#
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]:'lis marriage was under stra.in, Slﬂd 500011

after, Hatfill left the United States.

HARARE, RHODESIA

EARLY MARCH 1979

The war was over—unofficially at lease.
After a decade and a half of fghiing and
the loss of more than 40,000 lives,
Rhodesia’s civil war was winding down. A
ceasefire had been declared. Shops and
restaurants began to reopen. People scat-
tered by the conflict picked their way
home; foreigners and foreign meney
rerurned to the country, which, within a
year, would be renamed Zimbabwe,

+ March is considered the best month in

- southern Afnca, The rains abare and che

baling hear of the African summer is still
only a distant threar. Temperatires hover
around a delighrful 75 degreas. It is pristine
weather. Wearher fit for new beginnings.
In March 1979, at the Godfrey
Huggins Schoeol of Medicine at the
Unversity of Rhodesia, srudenrs were
preparing to enroll for their firse year’s
study. Their first true year of peace. The
university’s main hall was crowded with
mables, in front of which dozens of stu-
dents queued to register. As they stood in

{ line chatting, a loud voice caught their

ears, 2 voiee that seemed to defy the hub-
bub of the hall, curring through the hun-
dreds of other voices with a forceful,

from Fort Bragg, Hatfill married 19-year- N8

old Caroline Ruth Eschimath ar the

United Methodist Chureh in Pinebog, 3
Michigan. Ir wae not to be a happy or 2 |

long union. In Aprl 1977, Caroline’s
father was killed ar his mission during
fichting between Zairian and Angolin

troops. His death devastated Caroline. B8

Harfill 1o0 was affectad deaply and in larer
vears would often birterly recount his
father-in-law’s death.

Following his army discharge, Flacfill
rerirned to has meerest i selence and, in
particular, medicine. In Aungusr 1977,

Hatfill gained qualification as a medical &

labora.tory tcchnician frorn t].'l(.: A.lTlCTiCilﬂ
Society of Clinical Pathology, but decid-
ed he wanted to be a doctor. By this time,

wnpleasant tone. Turning to see who the
voice belonged to, a student in the line for
the medical school saw its source was a
shorr, stocky man with dark hair, 2 mous-
rache, and dark, dark eyes: the man was
corralling various groups of studenes,
telling them where to go and whar wo do.
His swagger and confidence struck the
student. He must be a senior professor, or
at least a lecrurer, he thought.

“Who's that shouwrng the odds?” he
asked the student next to him.

“He's an American. Don’t pay any
attention ro him,” came the reply.

“Is he a professor?”

Theta was a snort of laughrer. “God no.
Just some asshole who has too much to
say for himsclf.”

Steven Hatfill would often incite this
type of reaction at Godfrey Huggins,
whcrf.' hf.' had ﬂnrDllﬁd a year Ea.l‘ﬁer.
Caroline, who had filed for divorce,
remained in the US. Two months into his
smudies, their divorce came through, mark-
ing a year that would only get worse; .
Hatfill failed the first university barmer
exam and was forced to repeat a year.

Many of Hacfill's freshman class were
conscripted war veterans, released early
from the armed forees to start their med-
ical training on the proviso they remained
available for call-up. There were still pock-
gis of spemdic vielence in Rhodesia and,

nag
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on weekends and vacations, some class
members would rejoin their units and go
out on active dury.

few months after the start of
AHatfi.ll’s second try at first-year

medical school, 2 small group of
undeérgraduates were unwinding in 4 cam-
pus bar afrer a weekend call-up. The beer
was cold and cheap, the company good
and reassuring. Many were recounting
experiences of their last missions—a kind
of barroom therapy to smooth out the jit-
ters a.l'}d. fatigue Df 4 Coﬂﬂict El".la.t had gDﬂE
on far roo Jong.

As they alked, Hatfill walked into the
bar. Immediately; a few in the group rew
quiet. Hatfill wandered over to the edge of
the conversarion. No one acknowledged
his presence. Most avoided his gazc.

One of the sindents 10 the bar recalls
what happened nexe. He, like most of
Harfill's classmates interviewed for this
investigation, has asked for his name to be
withheld. {Such has been the fallout of
Hatfil's “person of interest™ status that
former classtnates have been placed under
suspicion by colleagues and emplovers
meraly because they happened to go o
school with him.)

“We were fairly jovial, but then Steve
walked into the bar. He butted in with a
story of an experienee he said he'd had as a
pilor in Vietnam. The conversation
stopped dead. A few of the puys even
walked out. Everybedy turned toward
him. 'I‘].'.I.CIC was d rcﬂl CNSC Df a.rl.imo-‘iity—
some people were bristling.™

“T did quick mathernatics and said,
‘There's no way, Steve. The Vietnam War
ended in *74 and the Americans pulied
out in *72. There’s no way you could have
been there, When did you start your train-
ing—when you were 16¥' "

There weré a couple of snickers from
the group. Hathll said nothing, turmed on
his heel, and left.

A classmare of Harfill's remembers a
clever, energeric man hampered by an appar-
Ent[y QVBIWhE]In.i.ﬂg desi.re to iIl.'].PrESS at any
cost. “That was the thing about Steve. He
was an extaordinary guy and very, very
bright. But he was also a real Walter Mitty
land of character, and he would tell these
enormous, awhul lies. He once told me his
wife had died in the Congo.”

“And when he told a Be like that, you
were never cereain if he was telling a lie to
see what he could get out of it, or if he was
telling a lie to see how far he could go with
it, to see how gullible you were, If 1 ever
caught him in a lie he'd just sort of wink at
me and give me a nudge, as if to say ‘you
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caught me on that one.” ™

Hatfill's antics divided his class into rwo
camps: thoze who could tolerate him and
those who could not. In one incident, a few
classmates were pulling late-night duty in
one of Harare's teaching hospitals. “We
were sitting, chatting i the lounge when
Hathill wallzed in. Probably three quarters
of the smudents got up and walked out,”
says a classmate who was there that night.

Hatfill became isolated from the rest of
his year. Yet, outwardly, he seemed unaf-
fected by his rejection. Indeed, he would
gD our Df ]:'lis Way to engage, amuse, ancl
entertain his fellow students. “He could be
absolutely hiladous,” says onc classmare,
“T've seen him bring large groups of s
dents to their knees with his andes. His
specialiry was to stick a small flashlight up
his nos¢, turn off the lights in a ward, and
then *fly* around the ward turning the
flashlight on and off to simulate an air-
craft’s landing lights.”

Meanwhile, outside of medical school,
Hatfill was still chasing after lost military
ambitions. Sometme after arriving in
Rhodesia, Hathll rurned up at the door of
the Rhodesian poliee’s Special Branch—
their equivalent of the FBl-—and offered
his serviccs. At the tume, the Special
Branch was a part of the Selous Scouts, an
clite Rhodesian Special Forces counterin-
surgency unit, which spent much of its
titne behind enemy lines. The Scouts were
an amalgam of Army Special Forces sol-
diers and Special Branch police officers.
Intcuigcncc was Vlta]. to Scout.‘i OPCmtiDHS

V. . ' _'.. !‘." hl :l;;' "““\. .I e
.I. . "rl‘ﬂ'

Coee L . SRR

“HOW THE HELL DID THEY KNOW TO
TN i

and the mainly black officers of Special ';.J v
Branch woderiook this funciien, T

Hatfill was 24 at the time, still an under- :
gracuate, and strugeling at medical school.
He had little to offer Special Branch, other
than a willingmess to help. He was referred
on to the medics of the Scouts and was
disparched as a volunteer junior medic to a
field haspital at a base called Fort Bindura.
There, he bandaged wounded guerilla
fighters and acted as an assistant of sorts
for the true Scouts medics. By the time
1980 arrived, the war was over, the Seouts
disbanded, and Harfill's brief, rangential
association with them ended.

Yet, in Hatfill's mind, his Rhodesian
military “gervice” was somewhat more
grandiose. He claimed to have been a
“badged” member of the Scouts and to
have worked behind enemy lines. Those
lics were manifested into two certificatcs

{eentinued on page 103)
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"90s, the pharmaceutical industry worldwide
objected to the notion of on-site inspac.
tions. Their complaints were, in part, reason-
able, as the drug industry survives on patents
and wade secrets. While the most powerful
drug companics arc multinational corpora-
tions, many nations have government-
operated or pharmacentieal plants that
might thrive off stolen trade secrets and
patent viclations. In other words, it’s a
nasty business chimate,

im 1998, Thomas Monath of OraVax Inc.
in Boston—a company that now makes
smallpox vaccines, amonp other things—
condemned the industiry’s opposition.
Writing in Seésnce, Monath said, “It is the
time for US industry to take the moral
high ground and to focus collective wis-
dom and creativity to bring abour a res-
olution of the issues surrounding on-site
activities and the compliance protocol.”

British seience writer Debora Mac-
Eenzie went a step further, wriring in the
editorial pages of the Los Angeles Times in
1998 that “the highly speculative, and in
any case avoidable, threat to industrial
profit should not be allowed to 1ndermine
the crearion of an inspection regime that
might actually prevent the next $addam.
As long as povernments and would-he
terrorists think they can ger what they
want by waving a bit of anthrax around,
we desperately need a treaty with all the
. teeth it can ger.”

Gillian Woollett, speaking on behalf
of the Pharmaceutical Research and
Manufacturers of America—the indus-
ty’s lobbying group—scofled: “Ar its
best, a treaty is only for those who play
cricket,” she sald. “Essentially, we don’t
trust the government to protect us” from
trade secrecy violations and patent thefrs
during inspections.

Mational sccurity analyst Brad Roberts
of the Institute for Defense Amalysis in
Alexandria, Virginia, believes that stockpil-
ing may be the key issue: Why would a
legitirmate lab have a stockpile of anthrax
or genetically engineered super-resistant
forms of cholera or sireprococcus in its
freezers? Europeans and Armericans have
differed sharply on this concepr for more
than ten years, he pointed our, with Euro-
pean leaders insisting the mere possibility
of detection of such stockpiles would serve
as  deterrent to treaty violation. That
fight exploded n the Secunty Coundil in
2003 when US Secretary of State Colin
Powell faced off againet French Foreign
Minister Dominigue de Villepin.

Christopher Chyba of Stanford
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A televizion in the Baghdad press center broadcasts a
report delivered by Mehamed El Baradei and Hans £lix
to the UM Security Council

University, setved on  President
Clinton’s National Security Council
from 1993 1o 1995, during the period
when Cohen issued his dire warnings
about asymmetrical warfare. He contends
that germ weapons, becauge of cheir
MICTOSCOPIC potency, can never realistical-
ly be controtled through nonproliferation
treaty measures. So, he said, abandon such
mechanising and beef up public health and
other forms of “biolomenl secunty™ as a
defensive posture. The Bush admin-
wtration scemed to echo such sentiments
111 ltq .[‘ll"‘it year 'I'l',l foll:‘., argumg th'lt thﬁ
BWC ought to have a monitonng com-
ponent carried cut by, of alf agencies, the
Wotld Health Organizavion.

In the end, there mmst be a place
somewhere between the treary oprimism
of the SALT II accord and the grim
defearism of the Cohen asymmetrical
warfare statemenr. Afrer all, che lise of
nations known to possess biological
weapons is far too long for full-scale war
to remain the only means of verification
and enforcement. £7

Hatfill

{continued from page 38)

seized by the FBI during their anthrax
investigation; one purporting to show his
graduation from a Scouts tracking course,
the other a citation for good conduct.
Both bore the forged signarres of genuine
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Scouts officers.

A number of Hatfill's resumes g0 on to
clatrn thar while i Rhodesia he served with
the Rhodesian SAS. His 1997 resume elabo-
rates, clarming he had seen “active combat
expetience with C Squadron Special Air
Service (Rhodesia).” The regimental associ-
arion of the Bhodesian SAS iz adamant
Hatfill never belonged to the unit, In a terse
e-mail, their spokesman stares, “Harill is
not an ex-member of this umit; he was never

avvached vo the unit in any way. He has also

made claims that he was a member of an
American unit giving ‘assistance’ to 'C
Squadron. This is also untrue.”

Following the *person of intercst”
furor, Hatfill was accused in 2 number of
media stories of being a prorégé of
Robert Symington, an anatomy profes-
sor at the University of Rhodesia’s med-
ical school, rumoured 1o have been the
head of an alleged secrer Rhodesian
biowarfare program.

“Prof* as Symington was known, was a
polanzing fisure on the university campus,
which, despite its hentage, was solidly lb-
eral. Silver-haired with piercing blue ayes,
Symington was an unapologeue old-style
Rhodesian, A student who considers him-
self a protégé of Symingron's recalled the
following incident. “Prof had seen me talk-
ing 10 Steve Hatfill and invited me for a
wall,” he stared. “[Symington] told me in
no uncertain terms that Steve was a frg-
ging idiot and it wasn't going to do anyone
any good, particularly me, if T became a
friend of his. It seems very unlikely to me
that Steve was involved with Bob
Symington—unless Bob had gone our of
his way to lic to me, which wasn’t his way:
He never minced words about anything,”

Symington died n 1982 while swimming
in the pool at the Universiry of Cape Town.
To dare, no concrete evidence has been pro-
duced proving his involvement in a
Rhodesian biowarfare program. Or that a
biowarfare prograro even existed.

LUNIVERSITY OF ZIMEAEWE, HARARE
3PM, NOVEMEER 11, 1983
Hatfill's class crowded around a locked,
glass-fronted wooden cabinet nmear the
main campus hall to see the final exam
resules of four years of hard work. Afrer
seeing their grades, they repaired to the
hall to start celebrating or commiserating,
Suddenly, amud the celebrations, the
sound of violent shouting and breaking
glass could be heard from the hall. The
students ran ount 1o find Hatfill, his face
painted with rage, fuming in front of rhe
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