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BEFORE AFTER
The ensuing conversation was free-flowing. Sometimes

they sat; sometimes they paced. But over time, Whitacre
described a series of crimes.

“Until last April, I really had no contact with the
business end of ADM,’’ he said. “My only concerns were
in the technical aspects of lysine production and other
activities like that. But in April, I got called into a meeting
by Mick Andreas. He told me then that I was going to be
working with Terry Wilson.’’

Whitacre said the news had angered him. Wilson ran
corn processing and knew nothing about lysine. As far as
Whitacre was concerned, Wilson was a poorly educated
boor, a man who only liked to drink, curse, and golf.
Whitacre had complained, but Mick had told him that
this was his chance to learn how ADM did business.

In their first meeting, Whitacre said, Wilson asked
nothing about the employees, nothing about the product.
All he had wanted to know were names of the company’s
competitors and how well Whitacre knew them.

“A couple of weeks later, we were on a plane to Japan.
It was the first time I ever traveled as a businessman
rather than as a technical person. I had no idea what to
expect on this trip, no idea at all.’’

Paisley brought his hand up to his chin. “When did
you learn the purpose of the trip?’’

“Pretty quickly. We were there to set prices and
production volumes with our Asian competitors.’’

Paisley nodded knowingly. He already understood that
an effective price-fixing agreement would have to control
total production. Otherwise, the market could become
flooded with unsold goods, forcing down prices. The fact
that the lysine competitors were discussing both prices
and volumes was a strong sign that these people knew
what they were doing.

In Tokyo, Whitacre continued, he and Wilson had
met with executives from Ajinomoto and the Kyowa
Hakko Kogyo Company. Then they flew to Maui,
Hawaii. There, they met again with the Japanese
executives and were joined by officials from a Korean
company, Miwon.

“The first day there was spent socializing,’’ he said.
“We went to social settings, played golf, stuff like that.
The second day was when we started negotiating price

The ensuing conversation was free-flowing. Sometimes
they sat; sometimes they paced. But over time, Whitacre
described a series of crimes. Until last April, Whitacre’s
only concerns were in the technical aspects of lysine
production. But in April, Mick Andreas said he would be
working with Terry Wilson, who ran corn processing and
knew nothing about lysine. As far as Whitacre was
concerned, Wilson was a poorly educated boor, a man
who only liked to drink, curse, and golf. Whitacre had
complained, but Mick had told him that this was his
chance to learn how ADM did business.

In a couple of weeks, after filling in Wilson on the
company’s competitors, the two men were on a plane to
Japan. Whitacre quickly learned their purpose: “We were
there to set prices and production volumes with our Asian
competitors.’’

In Tokyo, Whitacre continued, they met with
executives from Ajinomoto and the Kyowa Hakko Kogyo
Company. Then they flew to Maui, Hawaii, where they
and Japanese executives were joined by officials from a
Korean company, Miwon.

Paisley broke in. “Who was running the meetings for
ADM?”

“Terry. Terry Wilson. He was actively advising
everybody else on production and price levels.’’

There had been another meeting in June—about five
months ago—in Mexico, then U.S. plant tours exchanged
between ADM and Ajinomoto, to verify capacity, then
another meeting in Paris, to discuss prices and volumes.
As requested, Whitacre gave Shepard his expense reports
documenting the trips to Tokyo, Mexico City, and Paris.
This was the first evidence substantiating Whitacre’s
statements. The next meeting, he said was being
scheduled—as always, by Mr. Ikeda, Ajinomoto’s
owner—for January, somewhere in Asia.

The price-fixing had been an enormous boon to ADM,
Whitacre said. In just the past month, the lysine business
brought in $2.5 million in profits; a few months before,
the company had been losing that much.

“All that profit is due to price-fixing,’’ Whitacre said.
Had Whitacre heard about price-fixing in any other

ADM products?
Whitacre nodded. “Just this weekend, Mick Andreas
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and production volumes.’’
Paisley broke in. “Who was running the meetings for

ADM?”
“Terry. Terry Wilson. He was actively advising

everybody else on production and price levels.’’
Whitacre sat back. “It didn’t take long for me to

understand why I had been assigned to work with Terry.
He was supposed to be showing me how things occur at
these price-fixing meetings.’’

The next meeting, Whitacre said, had been in June—
about five months ago—and had taken place in Mexico.
In September, executives from Ajinomoto had come to
Decatur to tour ADM’s plant so that they could learn
whether the company was bluffing about its capacity.
That was important for the negotiations over production.
Afterward, he said, Whitacre and Wilson had toured
plants owned by Ajinomoto in the United States.

“A few weeks ago we had another meeting in Paris, to
discuss prices and volumes,’’ Whitacre said.

Shepard leaned in. “Did you bring the copies of your
expense reports that we talked about?”

Whitacre nodded. “Sure. They’re right here.’’
Opening his briefcase, Whitacre pulled out his expense

reports and handed them to Shepard. The agent pored
through them. He could see it documented trips to
Tokyo, Mexico City, and Paris. This was the first
evidence substantiating Whitacre’s statements.

“Who schedules these meetings?’’ Shepard asked
“Mr. Ikeda,’’ Whitacre said. “He’s the owner of

Ajinomoto.’’
“When’s the next meeting?’’
“Sometime in January,’’ Whitacre said. “It’s going to

be somewhere in Asia. The final arrangements are
probably still being worked out by Mr. Ikeda.’’

The price-fixing had been an enormous boon to ADM,
Whitacre said. In just the past month, the lysine business
brought in $2.5 million in profits; a few months before,
the company had been losing that much.

“All that profit is due to price-fixing,’’ Whitacre said.
The agents pressed him. Had Whitacre heard about

price-fixing in any other ADM products?
Whitacre nodded. “Just this weekend, Mick Andreas

and Terry Wilson traveled to Florida to meet with
competitors at the Corn Refiners Association. They have
formal meetings during the day, but at night they meet in
private rooms for pricing talks.’’

“How are those meetings set up?’’ Paisley asked.
“I don’t know. I don’t know details. But I’ve been told

the pricing discussions occur that way.’’
Paisley’s thoughts raced. This case sounded

incredible. Whitacre was an informant unlike any he
had ever met.
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