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GEORGE JUNG - Wed June 21, 2000

I went to several colleges - University of Tennessee, University of South Mississippi.  
In those days I was a high school jock but my knee was gone and it never came back,
so that was the end of my football career. So I was sort of milking time. Then I started 
listening to Bob Dylan - you know ‘20 years of school and they put you on the day 
shift’ - and I believed him. I said to my friends, ‘Listen to this fucking guy. Can you 
get this?’ This was like in 1960. I used to go to the Golden Vanity coffee house in 
Cambridge and listen to him and Joan Baez…

Were there drugs on the scene back then?

…no pot yet. It was just Budweiser and vodka. And everybody went from the crew-
cut to the Beatle-cut. I’m a great Beatles fan… So: University of Tennessee, and I 
dropped out of uni and went back home to Weymouth and worked a couple of jobs -
construction, this and that, in the winter and the whole fucking thing. Tuna - he’s my 
buddy, he’s like John Belushi in Animal House - and I said ‘This sucks, Tuna’ and he 
said, ‘Yeah, it does suck’ and I said ‘Let’s go to California’ and he said ‘When? 
Now?’ I said ‘No.  Let’s wait a couple of weeks.’ It was like, after Christmas, and the 
two of us are like: ‘OK, let’s go NOW.’

So we got in a little TR3 and we drove all across the country and we finally got out 
there and we went to Long Beach, California. It was like going to a fantasy world,
like ‘Holy Shit! What’s happening out here?’ The women, the bathing suits - it was a 
make-believe world. You’d only read about it or heard about it. It was like it didn’t 
exist. And I didn’t smoke cigarettes or anything like that. So to smoke pot I had to 
make a water pipe and fill it with crème de menthe and ice cubes to inhale it. 

So one thing led to another and soon we were smoking pot all the time and taking 
LSD and our whole perspective on everything changed. But I still continued to go to 
school out there. I went to Long Beach State and I was still torn between trying to be 
the American straight guy, playing on the edge, going back and forth. And then the 
army. I was getting ready to get drafted … I had a deferment because of my knee …

I went down to Manhattan Beach and resumed my life of partying and debauchery 
with Tuna and [a friend, *****] stopped by. We had this punchbowl full of pot. 
Everybody did. You could buy it for $60 a kilo from Mexico in southern LA. So 
***** looked at it and said ‘Where’d you get that? How much did it cost?’ I said 
‘$60’. He said ‘The whole thing!? Do you know how much we can get for this back in 
University of Massachusetts? $300!’ And I said, ‘Let’s go into business, *****!’ 

We got some capital together, sold our cars and started buying the pot wholesale and 
transporting it, at first with airline stewardesses. In those days they didn’t check the 
suitcases. Two large Samsonites - and we were making the money so fast and so 
quick that we couldn’t keep the stewardesses flying fast enough. Everybody was 
flying back and forth - hauling suitcases. It was crazy!
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Then we thought ‘This is fucking crazy. Let’s get motor homes and drive the stuff 
across the country.’ So we’d load up motor homes with 1000lbs, 2000lbs - stuff it in 
there - drive it across the country, listening to Jimi Hendrix, smoking pot all the way. 
You know? I mean, nobody knew really what the hell was going on. The police were 
unaware. It was happening so fast. Every kid in America was getting turned on and 
they didn’t know what the fuck was happening. There was a great innocence to it to 
because there were no guns or anything. Everybody was dealing to their friends on 
every college campus all over America. I wasn’t the only one who was doing it. 
Everyone was doing it. We started to see hundreds of thousands of dollars. And those 
days if you got a job at $12,500 and a company car - that was a big deal, you know? 
Really. All of a sudden we had hundreds of thousands of dollars. It was crazy!

So then I said ‘Why don’t we get our own pot in Mexico and make more money? Go 
down there?’ We had been buying it until then from a barber in California, Richard 
*****. I didn’t speak Spanish and I didn’t know anything about Mexico but I had 
seen this movie, Night of the Iguana, with Richard Burton and Ava Gardner and I was 
a big Richard Burton fan - I thought he was fucking great - and I knew that they’d 
made the movie in Puerta Vallarta. So I said ‘Why don’t we go on down to Puerta 
Vallarta? That’s where we’ll find a connection and we’ll go into business.’ We all 
went down there and took our girlfriends with us. Couldn’t find a fucking joint!

[Eventually George and friends lucked into some contacts and started seeing large 
quantities of pot. They decided to fly it into the US]

We were 1220 miles south of San Diego. There was no road. … We only took like 
500lbs. In a small plane you bulk out before you weigh out. You tear the seats out and 
you’re sitting on the stuff. Crazy!

We were getting it for $8-10 per kilo, so we were making a lot. Plus, we were on an 
adventure. And that’s what it was really about. I was about 26. The whole thing was 
an adventure. It was the romance. We rented a big house on the beach, it was 
beautiful and we could see Punta Amilla (sp?) from the patio. And after a while I 
started getting other pilots. We would sit there on the patio watching the whole thing 
go down, there on the patio with my girlfriends, drinking margaritas - the money 
pouring in. I thought it was some fucking fantasy world. It was! Everybody else was 
back in Weymouth shovelling snow!

None of it was serious in those days. That’s what made it so much fun. If you had 
money and you had lawyers, it wasn’t serious… 

[until George met a new contact, who turned him in to the police] 

This guy had been busted for heroin and I was sitting at the Playboy Club. It was the
first time I had ever gone to a new connection but there was this pilot who flew for us, 
he said he had a new connection in Chicago. I was at the Playboy club talking to this 
beautiful blonde and I got this tap on the shoulder and some guy said ‘FBI’. I said 
‘What are you talking about?’ ‘FBI. You’re under arrest.’ Then the guy told me, he 
said, ‘We’re really looking for heroin but this guy turned you in. We’re sorry’. I 
mean, in those days it was all innocent. Around ’68-69.
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[George was incarcerated in Cook County Jail...]

A shithole. I was the only white guy in there. A dungeon. I posted bail in the morning, 
flew to LA and the next day I was doing another drug flight. I had a girlfriend and the 
deal was that I was going to get three years. In those days you did eight months on a 
year, and they had parole, too, so I said, ‘Fuck it - I’ll go and do eight, nine months in 
a country club and go on my way. It’s nothing.’ 

[Things didn’t work out that way. George’s girlfriend, Linda, was diagnosed with a 
brain tumour. He skipped bail to be with her and the pair ran away together. He 
stayed with Linda for two years. When he returned to his parents’ home in Weymouth, 
he discovered that the police had been harassing them, trying to get them to reveal his 
location. Under duress, his mother phoned the authorities – who promptly arrested
him.]

I go to the Charles Street Jail in Boston and I had sent Linda to San Francisco to live 
with a friend. I’m on the phone, talking to my friend in San Francisco and I say, 
‘How’s Linda?’ and he says ‘She died this morning.’ I was fucking devastated. It 
destroyed me. So I went back to Chicago. And I was stuck in Cook County jail this
time. There was no bond then. 

The deal was for three years. My lawyer said ‘George, you know, just go and plead 
guilty and keep your mouth shut. Never mind all your cheap political rhetoric and all 
the shit.’ 

[But George wasn’t in the mood for advice]

I gave a speech to the judge about how ludicrous it was, taking pot across an 
imaginary line and the lawyer’s there, like ‘Shut the fuck up!’ and I couldn’t shut up 
(Johnny Depp does a good bit in the movie about that.) The judge came up. 
‘Outstanding views you have. Unfortunately imaginary lines are real and the ‘weed’
as you call it is illegal’ he said. ‘Four years’. 

So I went to Danbury in Connecticut, which was like a country club… It was all like 
white collar crime. It was a crime school for upper class criminals. And they had 
some big-time smugglers there. They were really good guys. It was great. And that 
was where I met Carlos…

[‘Carlos’: Carlos Lehder Rivas, a young Colombian with some extremely useful 
contacts in Medellin]

The gods brought him to me. They brought him to my bunk. You have two bunks, and 
one was empty. I took the bottom one. You don’t know who’s gonna show up next, 
could be Rambo or Charles Manson, you know? I’d just got there. It was about the 
third day. First you go to the hole, where they evaluate you to see if you can go into 
the population (are you all right, are you afraid of anybody are you homosexual?) 
Then they send you to the orientation dormitory. Both beds were empty and I took the 
bottom one. A few hours later, in walked Carlos. Just a kid. Young, handsome, well-
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mannered, polite - like he’d just come out of fucking prep school. And I was like, 
‘Wow, this is great - you know - I got a nice guy.’ I was glad. It could have been an 
asshole. You know, so it was a relief. 

He introduced himself: ‘Carlos’ and I said ‘Hi, how are you?’ In prison you’re like 
shy at first, you know? You don’t want to open up. ‘What are you here for?’ ‘Stealing 
cars’ (that’s what he was in for). ‘What were you doing?’ ‘Well, we shipped them to 
Colombia, where I’m from…you have to pay a 1000% import tax and we don’t do 
that, my brother has a car agency down there…’ 

So then I begin to get more interested, you know, this guy isn’t just a fucking car 
thief. He’s smart. So I’m like ‘OK - let’s hear some more’. He said ‘What are you
here for?’ I said ‘flying pot out of Mexico.’ He said ‘You know a lot about aeroplanes 
and you have people in the United States who buy drugs?’ and I said ‘Yeah.’ Then 
after about a week he popped the biggest question. He said ‘Do you know anything 
about cocaine, George?’ 

He spoke good English ’cause he grew up in New York. His mother was a beauty 
queen in Colombia. His father was a stone-cold Nazi, married his mother and she was 
Colombian. But they separated and she brought him up in New York City. So he 
spoke perfect English.

So he says ‘Do you know anything about cocaine?’ and I said ‘No. Tell me about it’ -
and he did. And I said ‘That’s interesting’. He said, ‘You know, it sells in the United 
Stated for $50-60,000 for one kilo.’ And I said, ‘Well, how much do you get it for, 
Carlos?’ and he said ‘like, around $5000’. And I said ‘Tell me everything you know 
about cocaine, Carlos. Everything.’ That was the beginning of it all.

Why hadn’t you heard of cocaine?

I knew about cocaine but nobody was doing cocaine. Nobody. I hadn’t tried it. 
Nobody that I knew had. No-one. I said ‘I can fly it. I can transport it out of 
Colombia.’ And Carlos said ‘Do you think you can sell it in the United States?’ And I 
said ‘Yeah, I can sell it. Unlimited amounts!’ I didn’t know if I could sell it!

Did Carlos really have the contacts? Or was he bluffing?

He knew [Pablo] Escobar but it was a little tiny - it was nothing. We both had great 
imaginations and big egos and we believed we could do it even if we couldn’t do it. 
The gods brought us together. 

It was a joint idea?

Yeah.

In the 1960s the media – books, TV, movies, pop music etc - were effectively 
publicising marijuana. The result was an explosion of public awareness, and the 
popularisation of the drug. Did you think the same sort of thing could happen with 
cocaine? 
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Once I turned on Hollywood to the drug I had the greatest advertising agency in the 
world: in the music industry and the film industry. And once they were turned onto it, 
they would turn the whole world onto it.

I knew that Richard *****[George’s pot dealer friend] knew a lot of Hollywood 
types... In those days the marijuana smugglers and what-have-you ran hand-in-hand 
with the bands and all that. I just knew that once we turned all those people onto 
cocaine that they would market it for us. And at that time I thought cocaine was the 
greatest fucking drug in the world. I wasn’t too hip in the drug scene - I liked smoking 
pot but it was OK and I didn’t care too much whether I smoked it or didn’t smoke it 
because I - in fact, I didn’t like being stoned all the time. The acid was wonderful. The 
best thing in the world was making love on LSD… I had the little religious experience 
but I got over that real quick and then I found out that what it was really all about.
And cocaine - Jesus Christ - I thought it was magnificent. Like, energy that never 
stops. It’s like the Energiser Bunny, you know? Your mind and your body - to be 
honest with you I didn’t think it was an evil drug. I thought it was OK. But then, after 
a couple of years, I knew it was fucking evil.

How long were you in prison with Carlos?

16 months. [I came out first] but he had to go through immigration, where he was 
deported. Basically we got out about the same time but he had to go through
immigration… I believed that we were honestly going to do something but I also 
knew that if something happened, if Carlos died that night, I would go back to Mexico
and carry on there.

[shortly after his release, George received a telex from Carlos Lehder in Colombia 
inviting him to come down and make good on his offer]

The telex was real?

Yeah. It came right to my mother’s house. I was real glad too. I’d just about had 
enough of my mother’s bullshit. After the coming-home dinner and the kisses - to be 
stuck in that house, then the persecution started. You know, to be in California and 
Mexico and then to be stuck back in Weymouth? To be in my room again in 
Weymouth? I was real glad when that letter came. 

How much had you planned in terms of cocaine distribution?

We had planned the whole thing. I had said [to Carlos], ‘Listen I can transport it in 
aeroplanes and I can market it.’ We had maps and everything and the routes and how 
we would do it.

Is Carlos intelligent?

Yeah. He was an industrious little bastard. Even after he got married I had to go and 
live with them in Miami and he had like the briefcase and everything. I had 
everything in my head: I didn’t get into smuggling to get into walking around with a 
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fucking briefcase! I wanted to be a pirate, you know? And he was a fucking little 
businessman. He should have gone to work for IBM.

He was hotheaded, too, wasn’t he?

He did a lot of stupid things that pissed me off. I made rules. Like everything else, in 
that business you live by the rules, and if you break them you go to fucking jail. He 
was still young. Some of the things he did, like the Canadian border thing, that was 
fucking stupid, idiotic. It could have ended everything. And the car thing. It pissed me 
off. He was like 26, around there. When we were up in Canada he called me up in the 
middle of the night and I was all hung-over and I said ‘What do you want?’ and he’s 
like ‘Come to the room, come to the room’. I said ‘What are you sick or something? 
I’m tired. Leave me alone.’ ‘No, you have to come over here right now, I’m not sick 
but I need you.’ And I go over there and I’m like ‘What?’ and he said ‘Do you think I 
should marry ****?’ And in my head I said ‘You fucking asshole’ you know? ‘OK’, I 
said ‘I think that’s a wonderful idea’. He said ‘I’m going to call her right now’ - like a 
little kid. He WAS a kid. And he was in love. I had already been through all that 
bullshit. 

Carlos seemed to think that cocaine could be some sort of vehicle for a revolution? 

Cocaine made him weird. Let me tell you, though. The Nazi thing was in his 
subconscious from his father. And the cocaine brought it out. This I know for a fact. 
He did love The Beatles. I mean, he was a pacifist. I saw him get slapped in Danbury. 
And he wouldn’t fight… I had to protect him. He was like a little kid out of prep 
school. He was mixed-up and then I realised that his father was in his subconscious
waiting to come out - and the cocaine gave him that ego that let it all come out. 

Cocaine made him nuts. In fact, he told me ‘Don’t do so much - it’s fucking not good 
for you, George.’ He wouldn’t drink.

When did he start using the drug himself?

When he broke away from me. He was going off every day while I was making all 
those flights, working my ass off. And I was going back to California, making those 
flights, twice a week, selling all that fucking coke, carrying all that money. I mean the 
pressure was intense - it was insanity.

Was it scary?

You get a rush. One time ***** and I were coming back and we came to LAX with 
the camera cases stacked with money in the X-Ray machine and the lady went ‘Wow 
– that’s a lot of bread!’ And we got on the plane and took off for Boston and *****’s 
like ‘We can hide it in the men’s room, we can go in and take the panels out and hide 
it!’ and I said ‘Fuck it, ****. You do what you wanna do. I’m going upstairs and get 
shitfaced, cos if they’re there waiting, I wanna be drunk. Whatever’s going to happen 
is going to happen and I’m gonna be drunk when it happens.’ Nothing happened. 
***** had wanted to come back that one time. All the other times, no one ever said 
anything. 
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We were taking 20 [kilograms of cocaine] in each suitcase. 2 and a half mil. Nobody 
knew what was going on.

And then guns came on board and then I started carrying weapons. But that was when 
I started chartering Lear Jets. But then when cocaine came on board, it was like, ‘Fuck 
it’ - you know? – ‘I’ll shoot somebody.’ I ain’t even shot a rabbit!

At what stage did you start using?

I tried it the minute I got my hands on it. When it came in from Antigua, I split the 
suitcases open and started snorting it and I said ‘This shit’s great. This is fucking 
wonderful!’ And I never stopped. I built up a fucking tolerance that was unbelievable. 
I could do 15-20 grams easily.

Paranoia came later, after Carlos betrayed me. He wanted to kill me. He tried to set 
me up in a hotel in New York. …Then I was like ‘What am I doing? Why am I doing 
this? What’s going on here? This is fucking insane!’ My life was insane. ‘This is 
nuts!’

Why didn’t you stop after you’d banked a couple of million?

My whole life was a dream to get the motor sailer and take off to the Pacific with a 
couple of million dollars. But then one day I realised that I had crossed a line. I was 
an outlaw and I liked it. I loved it! I wasn’t in love with the money any more. I was in 
love with being an outlaw. And I couldn’t stop.

The coke as well, but I was really in love with being an outlaw. I proclaimed to 
people: ‘I’m a fucking outlaw.’ One time I was on a plane coming from LA and I was 
in first class and I met this guy and he was like ‘What do you do?’ and the plane had 
just taken off. And I said ‘Come one upstairs. I’m gonna tell you a story, the greatest 
story you ever heard.’ And he said OK. And we sat upstairs and for five hours I told 
him a story, my whole life story - like I’m telling you right now. And the plane landed 
and he said ‘Jesus Christ, the five hours just went by!’ He said ‘George, unbelievable. 
What do you really do?’ and I said ‘I work for IBM.’

Some of the pilots got out of it and they went into some business or other and then it 
was like ‘Fuck that: what you got going? Let me back in.’ The money is not the thing. 
It’s the high - you’re addicted to the high. 

The best part of the whole thing for you? 

The best parts were the Mexican parts - pot - and the beginning of the coke thing. And 
after that it all went downhill. When Carlos betrayed me it was devastating. The only 
way I could have survived was to have killed him. And I really didn’t want to kill 
anybody. 

Your friend, **** [who provided the contacts in LA]: what happened to him?
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**** owned a hair parlour on Manhattan Beach. He was only a little guy. About 5’5. I 
had a lot of girls and they would go into the hair parlour and that’s how I met him. He 
cut my hair for free… And then I found out he was from Connecticut, and he had 
access to pot - he was a drug dealer - pretty big for that time. And he had a lot of 
businesses. And we became really good friends. 

**** hates me. He’s going to hate me a lot more when this film [Blow] comes out. He 
has this hang-up like I turned him in. He testified against Carlos, and he got to keep 
all his money, yet he blames me for the whole nightmare.

The connection with Carlos revolved around *****? Carlos wanted to meet him 
directly, to cut you out of the deal?

I was aware. Carlos kept harassing me to meet him. And Carlos was already going 
behind my back. He constantly had an idea. In Danbury it was Belize. He met a 
doctor in there who hid out there, he stole money and hid out in Belize. The doctor
told him all about Belize. So Carlos thought ‘We can take over the country and use it 
as a smuggling point.’ You know, a haven for criminals and so on. They didn’t have 
no army, no military, nothing. Again I said, ‘Look Carlos. The only way to do this 
business is to hit and run. Keep changing our smuggling routes, never stay in one 
place. Then we don’t have to be under anybody’s thumbs. We make ourselves $100m 
apiece or whatever, you go your way, I go mine.’ But he had it in his mind. I didn’t 
pay much attention to it - I guess I should have - I felt I could control him and as long 
as I did it would be OK. I believed that, and that was my own stupidity. So while I 
was going back and forward to California I had this girl that was helping me and her 
sister owned a sport fisherman boat in Cay West and he wanted to go over to the 
Bahamas and he said ‘**** do you think your sister will take me?’ He started going 
over there with ****’s sister, and this is where it all started going to hell. He met 
Robert Vesco. 

And Vesco took Carlos and that’s how Norman’s Cay came about, that’s how Castro 
came about, that’s how the whole fucking deal came about. They wanted to use 
Castro - they used Carlos to pay Castro to fly over Cuban airspace 

…Carlos wanted to set up a trans-shipment point and haven for criminals, you know, 
no extradition treaties with any governments - even in Danbury. But I just shined it on 
because I just thought it was crazy kid talk. 

When he met Vesco, that’s when I was replaced. He replaced me with Vesco. …
Carlos started hiring pilots on people’s word as the operation grew. Here he was on 
Norman’s Cay - he might as well have put it on the nightly news that he was there, 
and his ego’s so big and he thinks that he can defy the whole world, and he’s hiring 
anybody, and he hires an appliance salesman for Sears and Roebuck as a pilot and the 
guy makes a shitload of money, buys a million dollar home in Jacksonville, Florida -
gets caught. And what do you think is the first thing he does? And then they just 
indicted him and went and got his arse. 

They were manipulating [Carlos], you know, Escobar - no-one wanted him any more.
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I went to see Carlos. He said, ‘You know, it’s over. You have your brother-in-law and 
this and that and you can do your own operation - but this is my island. I own it.’ I 
became known after that as the guy who made Carlos.

How much violence was there at that stage?

I didn’t see much violence. I saw a guy thrown off a hotel balcony - and a guy shot -
Escobar shoot a guy. But as far as all that crazy shit in Miami, I stayed apart from all 
that. I didn’t care for all that violence. I was married and I had a baby, I lived in nice 
residential areas and I stayed away from all that.

You took out a contract on Carlos, didn’t you? 

It was to eliminate him. I knew that the only way that I could keep the whole 
operation and keep the whole thing for myself was to get rid of him. And I knew that 
if somebody beats you up in the schoolyard and takes you lunch money, you’re 
finished. And I was, in essence, finished. Really finished. It was over. Because the 
main factor of the whole thing ran on fear. The only reason people would take 100 
kilos and pay you was because they were afraid of repercussions. And once they no 
longer feared you, you were done. ‘Carlos fucked him - so why don’t we?’

Any experiences with smoking cocaine?

I never liked it. I never got really high off it like other people. My wife started 
freebasing - everybody did. And it didn’t do anything for me. The late 70s - the pipes 
and all the bullshit - everybody was talking about ‘The Pipe’ and ‘My Pipe’ and all 
that bullshit - you know? ‘What the fuck is all this? This is crazy!’ …By then 
everybody was fucking nuts. I mean, really crazy. Their personalities, ideologies 
changed completely - the irrationality, the paranoia, the violence, the insanity, the 
deceit - and then I began to realise - this is evil. The good time was over. People were 
dropping dead. 

Ever run into crack?

I’m not really entirely sure. I was out of it by then. 

Why are the crack laws like they are? For what reason? What happened on the grassy 
knoll? I think that they want to eliminate the black male from the American 
population.

What’s happening is a fucking sin. I don’t know how a judge can take these kids and 
say ‘thirty years’ and then go off to lunch - for a young kid who’s basically done 
nothing. OK, some of them have done violent stuff. But the majority of them: no. 
They just got caught on the corner. You see buses that bring people up here from the 
ghettos. Manney’s bus service. The people on them don’t have anything.

They make them go to school here. General Education Diploma. What’s a kid going 
to do with a GEd diploma when he’s 50 years old and he went in when he was 20? 
And he’s black? What? 
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What did you make of all the rumours linking the Contras and cocaine trafficking?

I knew about it. I knew Barry Seal and I knew about it. I looked around the whole 
thing. I was down in Medellin and all the fucking bullshit going on down there, and I 
said, you know, ‘what’s happening here, man? This is fucking nuts!’ And it was. It 
was fucking crazy. Pablo Escobar - we created this, OK? And it became a giant 
fucking monster. I sat with Escobar and I said ‘I can take cocaine in aeroplanes and I 
can take it and I can market it in the United States. OK?’ and he said ‘I don’t know. 
People say it can’t be done. They don’t know if we can trust the gringos, will it 
work?’ and I said ‘People that talk about shit that they’re never going to do, and never 
have done, are fucking fools.’ I said, ‘Let’s go’ He said ‘OK. I believe you. Let’s go.’ 
So we started out charging 10,000 a kilo to transport the shit to the United States. And 
I said to Carlos, ‘Let’s stay like this. Let’s just transport it, let ***** market it.’ 300 
kilos is $3million a trip. Tax free. I said, ‘You do a  hundred trips, or fifty -  it’s more 
money than you ever saw in your life, Carlos, or ever will see, and we can just stop 
and disappear and go off and do what you want forever. Put it in a Swiss bank account 
at fucking 20% interest and fucking live off the money like a king.’

The first time you met Escobar?

Around 77, 76. He wasn’t big then. They were bringing coke into the United States 
with mules. And I sold the 50 kilos for cash. $2.5 million. Blew their mind. I didn’t 
know I could sell them. Carlos went to jail, he disappeared. I could have run off with 
it, and when I brought the money, he [Escobar] said, ‘You got the money! You sold it, 
you got the money and you came back!’

But you didn’t take the money to Colombia yourself, did you?

No, [Carlos] did but then I went down. I met the Ochoas a couple of times. The whole 
thing started with Escobar, Carlos and I - not the Ochoas. The Ochoas were from a 
wealthy prominent Castilian family… We needed them to get into the political aspect 
of it, to buy off the politicians. But in the beginning the whole plan was that Escobar
was to get the stuff, Carlos and I were to move it, transport it and distribute it. But we 
also had to have political connections in Colombia in order to be able to do all this. 
Protection. And that’s how the Ochoas came into this. They were mainly marijuana
movers. They owned huge ranches and coffee plantations. …

What happened was, it started raining money from the sky. And the communists 
wanted the money, and the capitalists wanted the money to fight the communism. 
And it was all just a big pseudo fucking ideology for power. And the cocaine was all 
of a sudden free money. And the government didn’t care if it fucking rained cocaine 
in the streets of the US. 

What’s the solution to the drugs problem?

Legalise it! Marijuana completely. It’s the number one cash crop in the United States. 
Legalise marijuana and if you want to use heroin or what have you, you register as a 
drug addict with the government and you get your daily supply and you don’t have to 
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rob steal or kill to get it. It works in Holland. Also, while you’re doing this you 
educate people. Not just advertisements on TV but so kids are completely aware of 
drugs and know what drugs are. Education is the name of the game for this thing.

…It’s idiotic. Somebody doesn’t want it to happen. When you have the most 
intelligent people in the world saying ‘Do it’ and they don’t do it - WHY? Tell me 
why?

A 30-year war on drugs: what kind of fucking lunacy is that? The War on Drugs made 
drugs into a gigantic fucking monster. And everybody profited from it. All the smart 
people and the evil people.

What would put you out of business?

Legalise. Or go for the death penalty. Smuggling drugs is the death penalty. That 
would do it…

We got fucking courts and prosecutors and fucking probation officers and - fucking 
armies of them! In big huge buildings; MCC San Diego, MCC New York, fucking 
five, ten thousand people all waiting to go to court and fucking buses and vans and 
trains and planes and airlifts and fucking - ever seen Oklahoma? It’s like some kind of 
George Orwell trip. It’s nuts! Moving people all over the country because they 
haven’t got places to keep them. They just keep them in transit until they find 
somewhere with a bed for them. Federal Express and the other one, trucks keep 
coming here all day long. They ship all these little cardboard boxes with people’s 
toothbrushes and sneakers and fucking radios radios and shit. Man! All day long this 
shit goes on. Boxes going in, boxes going out. How much do you think that fucking 
costs? All this stuff? They just ship it. Fedex. Fuck it. Who cares? Huh? Why don’t 
they just put the people in the boxes???

[Carlos Lehder was eventually extradited to the US, where he was put on trial. 
George was the star prosecution witness.] 
How did you come to testify against Lehder?

Everybody was afraid of [the prosecutor]. And he called me in his office and he said 
‘I don’t know if we can help you’ and I said ‘Hey, I don’t want any fucking help. I’m 
only here for one reason. For vengeance. That’s all I want: to get that motherfucker 
and destroy him. And I’ll probably destroy myself by destroying him but that’s OK.’
And he said ‘I fucking like you.’

How long were you on the stand?

Days. Carlos was destroyed at that time. I don’t know if he really believed what was 
happening to him. I don’t know if he thought he could win the trial, or what. I was the 
first witness and the whole place was packed. And [the prosecutor] said ‘Why are you 
here today?’ and I looked at Carlos and said ‘To relate the story of the friendship 
between Carlos Lehder and myself and his betrayal of that friendship.’
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Is it true that before testifying against Lehder you used your wife to contact Escobar 
to ask permission?

Yeah, I sent a message down to ask if I could testify and she came back and she 
visited me and she said ‘He wants you to destroy him’ and I said ‘How’s that?’ and 
she said ‘This isn’t a request’.

If I had gone against the cartel, they would have exterminated my wife and my 
daughter and everybody else. I mean, that’s why…[Lehder] was a loose cannon on 
deck. He was exterminating people. He had gone crazy. He was at a Christmas party 
at Escobar’s house and Escobar had a young handsome bodyguard, young boy, really 
handsome. And Lehder asked him to give him a blowjob. And he refused and he blew 
is brains out at the party. Also he went on 20-20, sitting in the jungle looking like Che 
Guevara in this chair with a high back, like a king’s chair, and 20-20 was shown all 
over the United States: Diane Sawyer. And he said ‘Cocaine is the atomic bomb for 
South America and we’re gonna drop it on the United States’. He was going crazy. He 
was kicked out of Norman’s Cay…and he tried to get immunity in Cuba, to hide out 
with Castro. He was on the run. And the M19 turned against him and they kidnapped 
him and then he escaped.

What do you think about Lehder now?

I hardly ever think about him. I had to for the movie [Blow] for a while. But I had my 
revenge. And how I got it was costly to me too, in a way… because to testify or rat 
somebody out, it basically took away my honour 

How dangerous is cocaine?

It will destroy you. If it doesn’t drive you nuts it’ll kill you physically. It’s really 
dangerous.

But not addictive?

Horseshit. I was addicted. You need more to get up: when you’re coming down, you 
need more to come up. I had a heart attack from it. It rips your system to pieces. It’ll 
destroy your liver. The thing is when you’re doing cocaine you can drink immense 
amounts of liquor. The liquor brings you down and the cocaine brings you up and you 
find a happy medium, you know? So you can drink and you can never get intoxicated;

For how long?

A week. No sleep. So burned out that no amount of cocaine would get you up. You 
just fall down and sleep. I used to eat ice cream. Hagen Daas. Just ice cream. I used to 
eat gallons of it till my tongue froze. Like a lunatic!

Worst experience on the drug?

Heart attack. When my daughter was being born, in Miami in the hospital. 
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What about all those rumours about cocaine and sex?

It used to drive me sexually. I used to get really horny. I wanted to screw anybody on 
the planet. And women fucking LOVE it. That’s all they want to do is fuck on 
cocaine. They lose their whole morality. … What more could you want than having 
all the cocaine in the world and all the fucking money and you can have all the 
women in the world. Everyone. Everyone’s fucking wife, girlfriend, everybody. 
Cm’ere! 

It works?

Yeah. I mean, you can take the most normal straight-laced woman, turn her onto 
cocaine and she could be married and she doesn’t want to leave you. Fuck it. I used to 
call escort services and pout a pound of cocaine on the coffee table in the hotel suite. 
They used to show up. They’d quit!

Your friends back then… do you keep in touch? What did they think of what you were 
doing?

We used to sit around and talk about how we were all going to get out of the town, 
talking, you know how kids do, teenagers. ‘We’re gonna buy a motor sailer and take 
off around the world’, you know. And they never did.

Current incarceration?

They stuck it to me for shit that was in the book [Blow, by Bruce Porter]. I don’t 
regret doing the book. I don’t regret doing any of it. 200lbs of pot - that wasn’t mine -
and alcohol. I was in drunken blackouts and was supposedly trying to help these guys 
sell this pot and it was on Cape Cod where they really hated me and I went into the 
house and - they got these guys to lie… I got 22 years and 8 years supervisory release 
… I’ll be here till I’m 72 years old - and then have 8 years supervisory release

27,000 VHS films of you talking about the dangers of cocaine abuse were sent out to 
public schools not long ago. How did this come about?

I won’t be hypocritical about it because this shit is evil. I mean, nobody thinks it’s evil 
in the beginning but if you have money and access to it, it’ll destroy you. I used 
tremendously. At first it was just to keep awake, to do the business. Then it was a 
habit.


