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I decideqd that for s long as T wae living in that neighb.
better carry o gun, | learned thyy the Washington police
give a pup Permit 1o someone gyt Treusury because (hy, was
Secretary; jf he wanted pig 4gents to carry firearms, pe hac
lation the Power to arm them. The Secret Service, Cygt,
and the Bureay of Alcohol, Tobacco and Firearmg all ¢y
Tr'cmury and cach hyg certain agengy authorized 1o Larry a g
needed wag g become 5 “Trcﬂsury agent” within the mu

: ould satisfy g,
officer who might notice T wag armed, and 1'4 be all et

blank credentials, These bore 3 bcuurifully éngraved apd .
UNITED StaTEg TREASURY DEPARTMENT. Under this examplc
best work of the Bureay of Engraving and Printing, which p,
OUr currency, wag splendid, light blye rend
Treasury building, Across the face of the buildi

ng could pe
any name and tjgle desired, T

he lower portion bore the seal
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whose signature and photograph appear hercon is an aceredite
representative of the Depurtment of the Treasury of the Unite
States and as such is authorized to conduct official inquiries ¢
behalf of the United States Government.

The credential said nothing about fircarms, but it was so in
sive-looking nobody would challengé it; These credentials and b
were phony. They were for the use of the Central Intelli;
Agency.

Everyone knew that the Treasury had many different law en!
ment agents of one kind or another, but few knew—or cared—
they actually were. This made “Treasury agent” an ideal cove
CIA oflicers aperating within the United States. The Treasur
request ol the CIA, would make up a credential and issue a
badge in any nume desired and any photograph supplied. 1 pro
had my photograph, name, and title made up into one of the
dential sets and was equipped to carry a gun anywhere in the U
States, The Lord helps those who help themselves.

When 1 first came down to Washington, I was traveling ligh:
brought only three guns with me: my .357 magnum Smith & We
u snub-nosed Colt .38 Special, and a big Colt 1911 gover.
model .45 caliber semiautomatic pistol. Within days of moving

the Windsor House 1 had occasion to use one, when there v g

knock on my door at two in the morning.

Not expecting visitors at that hour but aware the place was ¢
ing with pimps, hookers, hopheads, and what have you, I pickt
the .45 auto.

An unloaded gun is worthless and every gun should alwa: -

treated as loaded, so mine always were. I eased the slide ba.
make sure there was a round in the chamber, thumbed bac!

hammer, and slipped on the safety. 1 held the gun muzzle dow .

I approached the door, first turning on the hall light so 1
be illuminated brightly, then reaching forward to open the door
a distance. A huge black man loomed in the doorway. He sa
big Colt and froze.

“Good morning,” T said, “what can T do for you today?”

The man’s eyes bugged out. He just couldn't get them o
massive .45. “Er, ah, 'scuse me,” he blurted finally, “could I, .
borry a stamp?”

“Sorry, pal; this window's closed.” 1 snapped the safety of
Colt with a click that echoed down the empty hallway.

“You wanna be careful, wanderin’ around a place like tt
night,” I said, swinging the muzzle of the .45 up to cover his
“Don’t you know,” I called after him as he bolted for the stai
“this is a bad neighborhood?”
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