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About this Novel

THIS NOVEL IS BASED upon the life of Retired Major Scott Meehan who penned the original content as an autobiography.  Thus, the fundamental events of this book actually happened.  This includes the bombing in Colombia, his rebellion to God and eventual salvation experience, his career in the military, clandestine activities in Berlin, and three stints in Iraq.  Major Meehan received the Bronze Star for his armoring of Humvee’s in Iraq. The incident regarding the information leading to the capture of Saddam happened as well.

The activities of Hector are fictional although the parade of terrorists and their activities are based on actual events that transpired.  Every effort has been made to keep historical events accurate and the fictional treatment of them plausible.

The events and descriptions of the spirit world were written by Robb Hawks and are founded upon thirty years of full time ministry and decades of theological study.  Obviously these activities and interactions are fiction but are based upon Biblical principles.

​​Glossary

Erale: brave

Chayil: valor

Mishmawr:  guardian

Ghibbore:  warrior

Nasi:  prince

Baw’bel:  Babylon or Iraq

Paw’ras: Persia, or Iran

Maw’dahee:  Media, i.e. The Medes and Persians

Khuf’sha: freedom

CPT:  captain

SSG:  staff sergeant

CO:  commanding officer

CID: criminal investigative division

DFAC: dining facility

KBR: Kellogg, Brown & Root Company
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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​Prologue
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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​1975, Florida

The room was bathed in a soft glow as the first rays of sunrise entered through the eastern window.  Erale Mishmawr was perched upon the chest of drawers in the corner of the room.  This was his favorite time of day.  He could not feel the warmth cast by the rising sun, nor could he smell the sweet aroma of the orange blossoms that bloomed in the grove just outside.  Still he waited in expectation for his favorite time of the day.

Every day for him was filled with labors and conflict.  He had a mandate to fulfill and as such he was seldom home.  Nevertheless, every morning he would bathe himself in a touch of home.  There was no regret in what he had chosen as the purpose of his existence.  He had tried to apply himself to alternate tasks.  But he always came back to fieldwork.  It was the most demanding, the most dangerous, typically the most frustrating, and in spite of all, the most rewarding.  He was Mishmawr, “a guardian”, after all.  Along with the badge came the baggage.  It was the price of fulfilling his highest calling.  Every morning for a few minutes he would experience just a taste of home.

Home.  When he thought about it too much it caused an ache deep down in his soul.  There was no conflict there, no war, no enemy, no fear, and no hate.  It was everything here was not.  And part of him craved to be home.  Who wouldn’t?  The sacrifice was worth it, especially with his current assignment.  Every once in a while you get an assignment that gave you hope that things will work out all right.  There are just too many failures that break your heart and leave you with grief beyond words.  His current charge was different.

There was a soft squeak as the bathroom door opened and his charge entered the room.  Her long gray hair hung about her wrinkled head.  A bath towel was in her hands and soon she was attacking the wet strands of hair with systematic movements.  An old bathrobe covered her slender body allowing wrinkled feet and toes to poke out from beneath.  She hummed a melody as she finished drying her hair.

Erale Mishmawr leaned forward in anticipation.  He had witnessed this same ritual for many years and knew what was coming next.  The woman sat down in a rocking chair next to her nightstand.  Lifting an old book from the nightstand she began to read while occasionally stopping to highlight a line or make a notation with a worn down pencil.  The anticipation was ‘killing him’ . . . as if that was possible.  The waiting was unbearable at times.  A taste of home was mere moments away and he really needed a fix.  Erale began to wonder how the others did it.  How they managed to spend so much time in the field away from home with assignments that hardly ever brought home to them.

The snap of the book closing broke him away from his thoughts as the elderly woman reached for the second book.  This one was more like a scrapbook.  It had notes scrawled across the pages with photos of friends, family, and barely met strangers, along with her most important list. The list was hand written in a strong cursive hand.  There were dates to the left of each entry.  Many of them had a checkmark and dates to the right. This was the old woman’s prayer book.  

“Another answered prayer.” She mumbled to herself as she picked up her pencil, checked off an entry, and then posted the day of the miracle.  Closing her eyes she began to pray.  Within moments, the atmosphere in the room began to change.  Erale Mishmawr could sense what was coming.  The excitement in him grew with each soft word muttered by the grandmother.  Within minutes, he began to sense the presence.  Gracefully leaping off the chest, he landed upon the throw rug in the center of the room.  Tears were beginning to form at the corners of granny’s eyes.  She too could feel the growing presence.

There was an explosion of light and color as the very presence of the Almighty Himself entered the room.  Erale could not stand; he fell to his knees in worship.  The old lady had brought ‘home’ to him. Erale, the Mishmawr, the guardian who spent most of his existence far from the presence of the Almighty, lived for moments such as these when a weak and lowly human could call the Almighty, and bring His presence upon them.

Tears formed in his eyes as he continued to worship.  What power these mortals had.  What honor and prestige had been bequeathed to them - that they, which were weak, fallen, and temporary, should have the honor of calling the presence of the Creator to them?  It was moments like these that marveled Erale and which made him wish that he had been created a human rather than a member of the Host.  He would trade all his power, his authority, his immortality, and even his glory for the chance of being a human and an heir to God.

But since that was not going to happen, he would do the next best thing.  He, Erale Mishmawr, would serve his Creator as a guardian for His chosen.  

Erale had not always been Mishmawr, that is, a guardian. He had been created a Chayil, one of valor, and had served faithfully in that role for millennia.  As Chayil he would often go behind enemy lines to fulfill assignments from the throne.  One such assignment had led to his decision to become Mishmawr, a guardian.

​​​​​539 BC, Babylon

The princes of darkness had gathered in Babylon for a party hosted by Nasi Baw’bel, the demon prince of Babylon.  The prince of Greece, Nasi Yah’vawn, was a minor prince with big ambitions.  The lands he ruled were still young and barbaric.  But he already had plans to manipulate his humans to greatness.  Nasi Maw’dahee the prince of Media and Nasi Paw’ras the prince of Persia were seated at opposite sides of the table occasionally giving each other a knowing glance as their host, Baw’bel, pontificated to his own greatness. Numerous minor lords and generals who did their every bidding attended these four great demon princes.  

Each fallen angelic prince was beautiful beyond description and emanated power and confidence.  Their beauty was twisted though by a deep evil that was revealed in their every expression and movement.  In the spirit world, they were virtually unchallenged.  For countless millennia, they and their Hordes had manipulated the mortal souls of mankind who dwelled within the borders of their authority.  The initial thrill of manipulating individuals to their eternal damnation had long past for these princes.  It was now all about themselves, their power, their authority, and their prestige.  Their short-lived humans had become mere pawns in their games.  The inevitability of their mortal charges death and damnation had taken the fun out their satanic duties.  So among them had begun the game.  They would develop their human resources, gather power, and then invade another prince’s domain.  It they conquered, that prince would have to serve them.  A great game, one of treachery and betrayal, to be sure, but one that made the millennia pass with purpose.  And as long they succeeded in keeping the Host at bay, their supreme ruler, Lucifer, cared little for their methods.  He only demanded results.

The tension was thick.  Paw’ras and his human Persian armies had defeated Baw’bel’s Babylonian in a major battle.  The Babylonian army had retreated to the mighty fortress of Babylon leaving Paw’ras and the Persian army outside the city walls.  That the ‘game’ was building to a climax was apparent to every Nasi present.  Who would receive the glory and accolade of the others was still in doubt.  And to that end, Baw’bel had invited the other princes to participate in a spectacle.

Standing behind the seated Baw’bel were six of his most magnificent demon lords.  These six ruled the hearts of the men of Babylon who worshipped them as gods.  Among them, Zaw’Hawb-ale the god of gold was the greatest.  It was he who had prepared something special for his dark lord’s festivities.

“Well Maw’dahee and Paw’ras, I have invited you here to feast your eyes upon the power of my might, and the subjugation of my empire.”  Began Nasi Baw’bel.  

All three of his guests were immediately offended.  Nasi Yah’vawn of Greece, a prince in his own right had been totally ignored.  Nasi Maw’dahee of Media and Nasi Paw’ras of Persia had each been addressed by their names without the ‘Nasi’, which was their formal title of power and authority.  This was a deep insult as their titles were inherent.  Each had been created as a Nasi or prince.  No one, save the Creator Himself, could change that.  It had been so from the beginning, and it would be so at the end.  Each of them held their tongues though, for this insult was to be expected.  It was all part of the game.  Nasi Baw’bel had the upper hand for the moment.  But things had a way of changing.  He would not be on top forever.

“So, for our pleasure, the gods of my empire has prepared something special.  Zaw’Hawb-ale!”  Baw’bel commanded.  His principal demon lord stepped forward and began his presentation.

“Feast your eyes upon Belshazzar, human king of Babylon, and his 1000 nobles.  Soon you will witness these greatest among humans worship me and my fellow gods.”

Belshazzar, the king of Babylon was indeed having a feast that very night.  His army had been routed on the battlefield, but now safely behind the walls of Babylon, he was arrogant and confident.  And why not, he had years’ worth of food stored away for just such an event and the Euphrates River flowed under the walls and through the city providing it with water.  No, King Belshazzar had nothing to worry about.  No army could wait him out.  He was the King of Babylon, and tonight he had called 1000 of his greatest nobles and their wives to a feast of epic proportions.  Food and wine flowed as thousands of servants scurried to keep the king and his guests happy.  

Moving among them in the spirit realm were the demon foot soldiers Baw’bel who manipulated and prepared the minds of the throng for Zaw’Hawb-ale’s planned spectacular.  One lieutenant in particular had planted himself behind King Belshazzar’s throne awaiting his cue to set in play the plan. It was going to be a night of plans, indeed, plans within plans, within schemes and treachery.  

Nasi Baw’bel leaned forward in anticipation.  He knew what was coming next.  He had worked out the intimate details with Zaw’Hawb-ale in advance.  Of course every Nasi could control his mortals.  So a mere feast of 1000 was not necessarily that impressive to the other Nasi.  But whenever you had a chance to show your power and dominance, while simultaneously spitting in the eye of the Almighty Himself, well, that was a feat rarely accomplished.  Tonight he would garner such esteem and envy from the others.

Amongst the human servers of the feast was an agent of the Host on special assignment.  He had been granted the rare privilege of stepping across the boundary between spirit world and the physical universe to carry out a specific task that had been ordered from the Throne.  His orders had been simple and incomplete.  But that was how things were.  Erale and his fellow servants of the Host followed orders blindly, often never understanding their purpose or function, but trusting nonetheless.  He had been ordered to this feast and here he was, disguised as a human, serving Belshazzar’s guests, and awaiting his next command.  He was in a dangerous situation.  There was no other sign of the host to be seen.  He was alone and deep within enemy territory.  He knew that the Horde of Nasi Baw’bel were everywhere.

Zaw’Hawb-ale’s demon lieutenant cocked his head upward.  He alone received the command from Zaw’Hawb-ale.  Leaning forward, he grabbed King Belshazzar’s head and began to whisper into his mind.  Humans could be manipulated so easily.  Especially from a voice that they had heard for so many years they now took this voice for their own thoughts.

King Belshazzar stood to his feet and grabbed a gold goblet of wine.  Immediately the room went silent waiting upon the King to speak.  “My lords and ladies.”  He began.  “By the power of my hand, and the gods of Gold, Silver, Bronze, Iron, Wood and Stone, have I ruled and before you I have prepared this feast.” The crowd roared their approval and stood to their feet drinking in honor of the gods.

Nasi Baw’bel’s face beamed with pride and the six demon lords who were the gods of Babylon danced a perverse erotic dance as they bathed in the worship of their subjects.  This was one of the greatest insults they could throw in the face of the Almighty, that humans would worship demons instead of Him.  The other princes nodded politely.  Although Baw’bel had carried out the idolatry well and with style, they equally had their own mortals subjugated and thus, were not too impressed.  Nasi Baw’bel knew this and thus the glow upon his face was in anticipation of what would happen next.  He had an ace up his sleeve that none of the others could match.  And the moment to play it had come.  Zaw’Hawb-ale stopped his writhing dance for a moment and caught the subtle visual command from Nasi Baw’bel.

“And now, noted princes.  For your pleasure, we have planned an insult to the Almighty, Himself.” Zaw’Hawb-ale cried in victory.

King Belshazzar was fully engrossed in the moment; very oblivious to the demonic manipulation holding him. “Lords and Ladies.  What better way to worship our god’s of power than to worship with the treasures of the lesser gods which we have subjugated.”  And with that command, the servants of Belshazzar began to distribute among the guests goblets and bowls made form pure gold and silver.  A chief server thrust into Erale’s hands a golden goblet with the order to carry it to the king.  The moment the goblet touched his outstretched hands something exploded inside of him.  He felt the holy presence of the Almighty.  Immediately he understood that all these objects of gold were from the temple in Jerusalem that had been plundered by Belshazzar’s father, Nebuchadnezzar.  He also knew at once why he was there and the message that he was to deliver.

Nasi Baw’bel sat back savoring the moment as the other three demon princes stood to their feet and gave him a grudging bow of honor and respect.  Indeed, he had pulled off a stunning coup.  Items set apart for the Almighty, things designated “holy”, were being used to worship Nasi Baw’bel’s six demon gods.  It was brilliant, devious, and stunningly accomplished.  Nasi Paw’ras of Persia and Nasi Maw’dahee of Media only hoped their plans went undiscovered.  It would be the perfect end of this pompous display, and then they would bask as Baw’bel bowed to them.  Their plan was already in play and soon would be revealed.

In the midst of the feast, while King Belshazzar and his guests were sinking into drunken debauchery, while the demons of Nasi Baw’bel laughed and danced among them, no one noticed the sudden disappearance of a lowly server. No one noticed as Erale quietly slipped from the physical universe back into the Spirit World.  The demons paid little attention as he moved across the expansive room to stand next to the wall immediately across from King Belshazzar.  Then, waiting for the exact moment when the king’s gaze would fall upon that part of the room, Erale pushed his hand back into the physical universe and began to write upon the wall with his index finger cutting into the stone.

“Mene, Mene, Tekel, Uparsin” 

All activity in both the king’s banquet and the demon’s celebration came to a halt.  King Belshazzar was so terrified at the appearance of the hand that his knee’s knocked and he collapsed.

The demon’s shock quickly turned to horror as it finally dawned upon them that one of the Host had infiltrated their midst.  All the demon princes were up on their feet.  Nasi Baw’bel was first to respond as he barked out orders to stop the enemy.  Maw’dahee, black prince of Media, and Paw’ras the black prince of Persia, began laughing hysterically.  Nasi Baw’bel had pushed the Almighty too far and had brought His wrath upon him and his mortal kingdom. 

Erale had executed his instructions flawlessly.  He had penned the message and then faded back into the spirit world only to be met with a barrage of hostile energy from Nasi Baw’bel’s minions.  Erale knew he had to move fast or he could find himself in a confrontation he was unable to win.  Knowing he stood no chance getting past a principality or a power, he decided to take his chances with a direct charge into the lower echelon.  Erale was Chayil, a being of valor which was somewhere in the middle of the Spiritual food chain.  It would be real ugly for him if captured behind enemy lines.  So without hesitation he bolted for the passage that would lead out into the city and down to the river.  He could feel the oppressive presence of the enemy Horde everywhere.  He could also sense something else.  The enemy was not in unity.  He would use this to his advantage.

In the midst of this chaos, unknown to Baw’bel, Paw’ras had already put into play his treachery.  For Cyrus, the human king of the Persians who belonged to Paw’ras, had dug a canal and had diverted the Euphrates River into a swamp.  As Belshazzar partied through the night the river’s waters had fallen until they were merely thigh deep.  And as the demon princes argued, the Persian army entered the city.

“You have gone too far, Baw’bel.”  Nasi Paw’ras exclaimed.  “You have brought down the wrath of the Almighty and now you will lose everything!”

“Hah!  One lone agent of the Host brings me no fear.”  Baw’bel sneered in return.

“You are right.  He is nothing to fear.  But we are!”  Cried Nasi Maw’dahee.  “Even as you pat yourself for your shrewdness, our Persian and Mede human armies are entering your beloved city.  Your celebration will be short for you dominance has come to an end.”

“An end by MY power!” Cried Nasi Paw’ras.

“My lords, wait!  What is happening? “Zaw’Hawb-ale interrupted.

They all turned in horror and watched as an elderly Jewish man, glowing with the Holy Presence and accompanied by a powerful Mishmawr guardian of the host was led into Belshazzar’s feast. 

“You praised the gods of silver and gold, of bronze, iron, wood and stone, which cannot see or hear or understand.” Daniel began in a frail voice that gained strength with each prophetic word.  “But you did not honor the God who holds in his hand your life and all your ways. Therefore, he sent the hand that wrote the inscription: Mene, Mene, Tekel, Parsin. 

This is what these words mean:

Mene: God has numbered the days of your reign and has brought it to an end.  

Tekel: You have been weighed on the scales and found wanting. 

Peres: Your kingdom is divided and given to the Medes and Persians." 

Nasi Baw’bel was the first to react.  He began to laugh a hideous chuckle that grew into a roar.  The other demon lords looked on in wonder.

“Laugh all you want, Baw’bel.  My Persian mortals are in the city and your puppet king will be dead by morning.”  Nasi Paw’ras sneered.  “And it will be at my hand, my plan, and my victory in the game over you!”

“You fool!” Baw’bel replied. “Don’t you see what has happened?  All your plans and all your treachery have resulted in not your glory, but the Almighty’s!  With just one of His Host, and a mere mortal prophet, he has snatched your glory and turned it into His!  The entire world will now equate the fall of Babylon not with you and your Medes and Persians, but with the Words of the Almighty!”  Nasi Baw’bel gasped between his laughter.  Baw’bel watched as the realization swept across the faces of Nasi Maw’dahee and Nasi Paw’ras.  Their confident sneer at a victory over him dissolved into disgust at the realization that all their plans had fallen into the overarching will of the Almighty.  

Nasi Yah’vawn joined Nasi Baw’bel as they laughed at the trumped demon princes.

​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​CHAPTER ONE
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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​Colombia, South America - 1976 AD
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The small shed was strewn about with boxes, wire, and tools.  Liam moved about with casual indifference.  Peligro (Danger) was printed upon each crate.  Liam attacked a box with a crowbar popping the top and revealing the cylindrical sticks of dynamite.  Flipping the box over, he dumped the dynamite into a canvas bag.  To the uninformed, this behavior would seem insane.  But Liam was a pro.  He had worked with Nobel’s gift to humanity for years, knew that dynamite was stable, and would not explode without the help of blasting caps.  Liam scanned the shed for a moment until he found the smaller box that contained the match-type blasting caps.  He grabbed a handful and tossed them into the bag as well.  Then, pausing for a moment and glancing over his shoulder to the open door behind him, he took six more blasting caps and slid them into his pocket.  Finally, he grabbed a spool of wire and plunger-style dynamo and was out the door.  He had a job to do, then someone to meet.

Not far from the blasting site, the construction crew made their quarters in a string of trailers setting in a fenced compound alongside the mountain.  Sitting on the gray sofa in one of the trailers restructured as an office, was a young 20-year-old Colombian man.  The young Colombian, Hector Chavez, was caught up with a new ideological wave spurred by the M-19 leftist organization known in Colombia as the “Movimiento 19 de Abril” (19th of April Movement).  Its origins were said to be traced to the alleged fraudulent presidential elections of April 19, 1970 when the National Popular Alliance was denied an electoral victory.

The ideology of the M-19 was a mixture of populism and nationalistic evolutionary socialism. Since it was known throughout the country, it was popular to join in with this “terrorist” group.  The university in Bogotá was full of the radicals who wanted to make their mark on society and justify the “wrongs” committed by the Colombian government.  Just maybe, Hector thought, he could be the new face of the revolutionary Latin American hero, Che Guevara, a hero and considered by many to be a martyr.  

Hearing the clumping of feet outside on the metal steps leading into the trailer, Hector rose to his feet.  A stocky European of five feet, nine inches wearing a construction helmet entered.  An orange vest covered his plaid brown shirt, and his blue jeans and work boots were caked with mud.  He walked immediately towards Hector. 

“Ahh, halo,” the light-skinned European said. “You must be Hector.”

“Si, I mean yes,” Hector stuttered in broken English.

“Now then, what is it you need?” the European asked.

As if from a memorized note, “The large blue book with the red and green pages!” Hector blurted.

“Ahh, yes, here we are then.  Be quite careful with these, me boy, very careful.” Out of his pocket he pulled six small metal cylinders.  Hector’s eyes widened with anticipation. The small cylinders each had a pair of wires protruding from one end.  The bared ends of the wires were twisted together grounding them out.

“Si, si, yes, I mean!” Hector replied nervously as he took the cylinders and shoved them into his own pockets.

“Are you sure you’re ready for this?” the crewmember queried.

With more calm in his voice, Hector stood straight and answered, “Yes, of course.”

“Be gone with you now, quickly.  Good luck!” the man called out.

Hurrying to the door and into a waiting 1970 black Plymouth, Hector called back, “Gracias!”

The sandy-blond headed man named Liam O’ Monaghan just shook his head and laughed to himself in disgust.  Picking up his helmet, he went back into the tunnel towards the pile of rubble to place his next set of charges.  

The cab, packed with missionaries, inched its way along the mountain roads as it made its way from the small airport in Villavicencio across the mountain and down into Bogotá.  Jason Scott sat in the back staring blankly out the window.  The seventeen year old, lost deep in thought, was oblivious to the traffic jam.  It was not easy living in a country where you were the outsider. He was part of a small missionary community where his father served as a bush pilot flying missionaries into the jungles of Colombia.  A sudden distant explosion jarred him from his thoughts.

.  “Ay, carumba,” the driver complained.  “Since the avalanche closed the tunnel last month, we have to take turns crossing the long bridge the engineers put up temporarily.  It is only wide enough for one line of traffic.  

“Tendremos que esperar un rato.” (We’ll have to wait a while).

“Oh great,” everyone in the cab moaned.

“You haven’t said much,” Mark began, trying to start a conversation.  “It’s Cara, isn’t it?” as he tried not to sound judgmental.

Mark was one of Jason’s best friends and Jason was sure glad that Mark was along for the ride, even if he hadn’t shown it by not speaking to him except for small talk. 

“Yeah, but I’m not ready to talk about it yet man,” he stammered, trying to hold back the tears.

“Not good?” Mark continued politely.

“UMM MMM,” he mumbled. 

KABOOM!

“Whoa!  What was that?” One of the missionaries exclaimed from the front passenger seat.

The whole cab rocked and everyone inside could feel the ground vibrating.

“Dynamite!” The driver said laughing.  “The German engineers are blasting away the earth to make tunnels”. 

Jason barely noticed the commotion as he had already returned to his deep thoughts.

The events of the last twenty-four hours had been difficult for the young teen.  This was his senior year of high school and Cara, his high school sweetheart, had given him the bad news just as he was about to board the small single-engine helio courier that was leaving the mission base of Lomalinda.  Cara had waited until the very last moment to deliver her ‘death blow.’

He had been leaning towards her to receive a good-bye hug and ‘see you soon’ when Cara had dodged his arms and had flatly stated as she turned away, “This is not working out, and I’m no longer interested in trying.” 

Jason couldn’t have been hit with a bolt of lightning any harder.  She continued walking quickly away not looking up at his facial expression of disbelief. There he stood, dumbfounded, as he hurriedly flopped his arms to his side hoping that nobody would notice.  Just as the reality set in and he began to react, the pilot, Jim Devons, tapped him on the shoulder and told him to get aboard the plane. Jason resisted only a moment, as Cara was gone.  She had disappeared down the dirt trail leaving a cloud of dust from her motorcycle and so he faced the long trip to Bogotá with his heart in turmoil.

The plane ride was a bit bumpy and emotionally painful.  There was nothing to distract him.  He had taken this trip numerous times before and there wasn’t anything exciting to see that he hadn’t seen before.  While the Llanos stretched out beneath him, Jason had faced his inner demons all day during the trip. Cara had dumped him. It wasn’t fair.  He was a high school senior.  This was to be “his” year and beautiful Cara “his” girl. 

He tried not to think back about their good times because it was “killing him.”  Powerful emotions battled for his attention.  Anger, rejection, and fear each vied for his attention.

The Llanos, or known in Colombia as “Los Llanos” is better translated as the flat plains.  Spreading across the eastern half of the country, it is vast tropical grasslands where the Orinoco River wound its way back and forth. 

Jason, along with about two hundred other American missionaries made this area their home base for operations.  More than a mere base, it was their life and the way of life, as they knew it.  While high-schoolers back in the United States may have spent their Friday nights at the football stadium, Jason and his pals would be in a homemade wooden canoe hunting for caiman (and avoiding large anacondas.

There were many different animal species in the surrounding rivers and lakes.  In the early morning hours, Jason thought it was cool to listen to the “howler” monkeys that emitted a loud barking, whooping noise which sounded similar to the rushing wind through the trees.  Right now, the chaos in his mind sounded like a hundred howlers at their loudest.  

“It’s not fair!”  He angrily thought. “Well, maybe he did deserve it, but still, it wasn’t fair.” 

Not now, not like this.  A wave of fear began to rise up in him. What was everyone going to say?  Cara had dumped him!  Their missionary community was too small to disappear in.  Everyone knew everyone’s business and it didn’t take long for word to travel. 

His fear grew larger.  It wouldn’t surprise him if the word had already arrived before him.  What would he face when he got back to the base after his three-day trip to Bogota? The fear turned to anguish. Cara had every right to do this to him, but not like this! That was not how it was done in Latin America; the man was the person in charge.  If there was going to be any breaking up, he was the one who should have done it. Cara, why?  Well, he already knew the why, but he wasn’t ready to face that yet.  The thought of Cara broke through the anguish and he was back to feeling the loneliness.  Cara was beautiful and lots of fun to be around.  He was going to miss her.

The anger returned mixed with sorrow.  “My senior year,” he muttered again.  ‘First, I have to keep going to this God-forsaken city every month because of these ‘wires’ clamped to my teeth, and now, just after graduation I get dumped.  Was this her plan all along?’  The monthly trips into Bogotá to have his braces adjusted were always an ordeal.  Right now it was insult to injury.  

Bogotá was nestled high in the Andes and at 8646 feet above sea level the ride from Villavicencio was a steady uphill climb.  Finally climbing the last ridge, the taxi began its descent into the city.  Jason couldn’t help but notice an uncharacteristically beautiful sunset, which left hues of purple, red, and pink just above the plateau.  Numerous high-rise buildings could be seen clearly in the valley indicating that a clean rain had not long been present.

The traffic grew heavier and in no time, they were thrust into the throngs of typical Colombian salsa music blaring from storefronts, which mingled with the wild traffic.  Present were thieves, beggars, street kids, drug dealers, and street vendors peddling emeralds. 

Jason made sure that he kept his arms inside the window.  Although he liked the windows down for the cool air, he didn’t want to see his watch quickly “walk away”. Before long, the familiar neighborhood around Caracas 50 appeared and in short time the taxi pulled into the driveway in front of the 3-story apartment building located along a row of solid concrete, gray and reddish brick buildings.  The mission’s “group house” was located on Calle 42 near the University in Barrio Soledad.  The numbers “24-32” were engraved in the cement above the thick metal door.  

A couple of the missionary translators met the taxi and hugs were exchanged with their children while Jason and Mark paid the taxi their required amount of pesos. Mark grabbed their bags and hurried inside. Jason, in an effort to put off seeing Mark’s family and the rest of his friends, decided to step out onto the street and catch his breath.

The traffic continued to whip by in front of the mission house with the occasional screech of brakes, the honking of a horn, and the accompanying profanity.  Although the sun was setting, the foot traffic along the sidewalk was still congested as people rushed about finishing their day’s work and headed home.  A young Colombian man bumped into Jason and their eyes met for a moment, then he disappeared back into the crowd.  Finally, bolstering his courage for what he felt sure would be an onslaught of questions; Jason turned and ran right into a street bum, begging in front of the mission.  Startled, Jason reached into his pocket and grabbing a few pesos, dropped them into the man’s upturned hat and then stepped into the building.

––––––––
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HECTOR CONTINUED HIS pace until a black 1970 Plymouth sedan pulled up alongside of him.  The back door flew open and Hector quickly climbed into the back seat.

“This is it.” Hector said.  The others in the car nodded in agreement.  They had all watched from a distance as Hector had cased their target.  Watching the “gringos” come and go had confirmed the tip that Hector had brought them. This was a perfect target to make a statement against the government and the imperialist pigs that supported it.  They looked toward the man sitting next to Hector in the back.  His deep-set eyes were framed with bushy black eyebrows. The thick black beard surrounding his mouth opened wide with a sinister grin; he had trained these students well.

“Vamonos!” he barked.  They would return later to deliver the package.

Hector’s heart swelled with pride as they slowly drove off to pick up the “package” from their safe house.  The others were already looking to him as their leader and now, with the success of finding their first target, his leadership skills were becoming solidified.  Hector’s sister, Maria, had been the key to his success.  Four months earlier she had returned home from a visit with her grandparents and cousins in Medellin.  Her excitement at this visit was not typical. Hector was very protective of his sister, especially since the death of their parents at the hands of the fascist government.  It didn’t take much prodding to get her to tell the story about meeting a “good-looking” American guy.  Hector’s anger grew at the thought of his sister interested in a Yankee pig, but she assured him that the American boy was very polite and seemed genuinely interested in her as a person rather than trying to take advantage of her beauty, an occurrence she was frequently used to at school with the Colombian boys.

“I don’t want you hanging around boys.” Hector lectured her.  “I will find you a good Colombian to marry when it is time.”

“You don’t have to worry.,” she told him, “he already has a girlfriend and when I tried to...”

“Tried to what?”  Hector shouted fearing he had lost control of his sister.

“Oh, never mind, it doesn’t matter, nothing happened anyway.”

“It better not have!”  Hector bellowed.

“Not that I wouldn’t have minded.  Why should it matter to you anyway?” Maria said angrily as she burst into tears.

Hector, taken by surprise, looked saddened, walked over to her, and placed his arm around her.  “It’s ok, Maria, I just want the best for you, I don’t want to see you hurt again, that is all.”

“Hector, please stop hating everybody.” Maria pleaded between sobs then added, “You know the strange man who told you about Mama and Papa could have been lying to us.”

“SHH SSHHH,” Hector stopped her.  “Don’t think about it now. Everything will be fine, I promise you.”  

The next day Hector had noticed a piece of paper on Maria’s dresser that had a “gringo” name and address on it:  Calle 42 Apartado 24-32.  

“American imperialist,” he had hissed under his breath. Perhaps this was just the information that the Cuban was seeking, target for their next “statement”.  Hector knew that they would take a few months conducting “observations” on the apartment complex.  If indeed it checked out that only Americans were coming and going, the terrorist would decide whether this target fit their requirements for their next “message”.  August 22nd, 1976 was just a few months away; there was a location needed for that date’s “shake-up call.”

Jason picked up the keys to his room and was pleased to discover that for once he did not have to share his room with someone else.  Not that Mark was a bad roommate, but he needed to be alone.  Word had spread quickly through the small missionary community that Cara had dumped him.  He wasn’t sure what was worse, the knowing glances he saw or the occasional pat on the back.  Finally, his stomach could not handle the lack of attention any longer and he found himself with Mark making the trip around the corner to the local shop that served large, tasty “jamon y queso” sandwiches.  The sandwich was not as good as he had remembered, but perhaps it was as good as could be expected with his mood as dark as it was.  Nonetheless, soon enough he found himself back in his room, alone, and fighting despair.  Sleep would not come easily that night.  The room was warm and what he really wanted to do was go and sit on the front steps of the mission and enjoy the cool night breeze.  But since that was something he and Cara would often do, it was more than he could handle.

Yes, it was his fault. He began thinking back to the time when earlier in March, while on Spring Break, he traveled to Medellin, Colombia with a couple of his buddies, Tim and Danny.  Their parents were from Medellin and for them it was a chance to get some rest at home away from the rigors of the “Children’s Home” life at the base.

Jason and his friends were hanging out in the big city during one of their “free” evenings.  Stopping at a local café they sat down to have a soft drink and to soak in the local atmosphere.  It was then that his friend Tim set him on a path that would eventually lead to the break up.

“Hey dude, that great looking ‘chica’ has her eyes on you,” Tim said tapping Jason on the shoulder.

“Wha...who?” Jason answered lifting his head from his drink and looking around the patio tables set outside the restaurant. 

“There,” Tim pointed. “You’d be a fool to miss her.”

Jason looked in the direction Tim had pointed and immediately spied the girl Tim was referring to. There were girls everywhere, but one of them stood out.  He couldn’t help but notice the beautiful girl who was looking right at him with a “knockout” smile.  Jason melted inside. 

She wore a loose white blouse, which was common for the local girls with stylish dark blue jeans and black leather heeled shoes open in the back.  Golden earrings peaked out from under her long smooth silky black hair, which appeared to emit a misty type of violet ray in the moonlight.  Her dark brown eyes blended in lovely with her coffee colored face and starkly but sweetly contrasted with her gleaming white teeth as she smiled.  

When his eyes met hers, he smiled quickly and hesitantly turned his head away looking directly at Tim.

“Wow! Right on!” Jason continued.  “But I can’t go over there and talk to her, I’m practically engaged!”

Tim laughed.  “Yeah, right. Well, if you don’t, I will.” 

Jason was obviously a “Gringo” with his fine sun-bleached hair that hung down to his shoulders.  There would be no mistaking him for a local.  This put Jason in an awkward position.  Gringos were not always accepted here in Colombia. “Do you suppose she likes Americans?” He asked Tim.

“It appears that way.” Tim replied with a smile.  “And like I said, if you don’t go and find out, I will.  Come on, there’s four of them and three of us.”

Jason was never fully confident of his own appearance even though he knew that his past girlfriends were always amongst the “cream-of-the-crop” and envy of his peers.  Cara was proof of that.  His sleepy hazel eyes were set above distinctly defined cheekbones indicating that perhaps somewhere in his past ancestry were Native Americans.  Jason loved to laugh and a natural smile accompanied him as if he was always anticipating the next punch line.

“O.K. I’ll go over there as long as the two of you are with me,” Jason said thinking that his chums might back down.  They didn’t. 

Danny slid his chair back forcibly and said, “Let’s go.”

Getting up behind him and not wanting Danny to get to the one who was looking at him first, Jason quickly gained the courage to walk towards the pretty Colombian and “turn on” any charm he may have picked up from the movies. On the way over, a little voice kept pleading, “What are you doing?  What are you doing?”  It was too late. Intelligent thinking was no match for a beautiful exotic girl in the mind of your typical hormone driven male teenager.  Jason was toast from the very first glance.

“Buenas Noches,” he said suavely with his best-accented Spanish.  Not good enough, apparently.  The girl stood with a polite laugh, thrust forward her hand and said in perfect English, “Good evening to you.  My name is Maria.”

“My name is Jason,” he blushed quickly forgetting his Spanish.  Jason had on a white cotton full-button shirt with the long sleeves rolled once above his wrists along with his faded blue jeans and hand-made cowboy boots from Villavicencio. About as stylish as he was going to get for the ’70’s western looking teen who enjoyed listening to the “Eagles,” “Beatles,” “Three Dog Night,” and a variety of other music along those lines. 

Soon, everyone was introduced to each other and everyone quickly found someone to pair up with as they decided to “walk the city” of Medellin.  Jason quickly found himself caught up in one of the most romantic evenings of his young life. 

The moon had slowly risen in the distance casting a soft glow over the distant mountains.  The lights, sounds and smells of the city mixed with the faint sweet smell of Maria’s perfume overwhelmed his senses.  Time seemed to stand still. Jason didn’t notice when Tim and the others went their own way. He was totally mesmerized by Maria. 

Jason was entranced by Maria’s beauty and engrossed with her conversation; so much so that when the pretty Colombian girl slid her hand into his that although a tinge of guilt swept over him immediately, he did not remove his hand from hers.  She peppered him with questions about his life and family. He could sense that she wanted him to be in charge and that he was the focus of her attention.  This was so different than American girls who wanted to be the center of attention. 

Being with Maria was so comfortable. They walked through the city hand in hand like a couple who had known each other for years taking in the sights and sounds of the Latin charm offered by Medellin. Jason was seriously being swept off of his feet.  Time, family, school, friends, and girlfriends named Ca. . . . uh, well even girlfriends seemed like a distant memory. 

Jason was shocked out of his dream world.  First one, then another, and then another business on the street turned off their lights.  Moments later the business proprietors stepped through their shop doors and after locking them, began their walks home.  Jason glanced at his watch.  It was late.  Real late.  He only had a few minutes to reach the rendezvous site to meet back up with his friends.  With a nervous laugh, he tugged Maria by the hand and took off jogging towards the meeting place.  Maria ever so willing to please him, laughed and skipped along side of him.

A small weight slapped against his chest as he jogged along.  Something in his shirt pocket bounced up and down with each jarring step.  Then without warning it bounced out of his pocket and onto the street.  Jason dropped Maria’s hand and clutching at his empty pocket he came to an abrupt halt.

“What’s wrong?”  Maria asked.  

“I dropped my wings.”  Jason exclaimed at he began to scour the road looking for his lost “wings”.

“Your wings?”  Maria asked not comprehending what this gringo could possibly mean.

“It was a gift from my father.” Jason replied still scanning the road surface.  Maria looked around, not quite sure what she was looking for, when a gold glimmer caught her eye.  Bending down she picked up the object and held it up to examine.  Maria wasn’t sure if it was a piece of gold jewelry or some sort of military pin, but it was in the shape of wings.

“Que es esto?” she quivered excitingly and then quickly added, “I mean, what is this?”

“I know what you meant.” Jason answered as he reached out to take it from her. Pulling it away and giggling, Maria said, “Uh, uh, not until you tell me what it is.” Maria’s eyes flicked back and forth between the object and Jason.  

“Okay, okay.  My father gave it to me before I started my senior year of school.  He told me that if I ever run into trouble, I should pull this out and hold it.  Then I was to never forget that He has His wings over me and will watch me wherever I go.”

“Wow that is really cool.  Where did he get it?”

“From a general in the Colombian Army.  My dad is a pilot and he flew some Colombian paratroopers one day for their parachute training.  That evening, when they were having dinner, the general presented these to him and called him their ‘Capitan.”

“Let me pin it on, por favor!” She said cheerfully while looking at him with those glistening brown eyes.

“Well...” Jason began.

“Oh Gracias!  You are so sweet!” She interrupted while pinning the wings to her white blouse.

Jason glanced at his watch again.  He was going to be late and it looked like it was not going to be easy to get Maria to give up the wings at that moment, so, reaching out and grabbing her hand, he set off again towards the rendezvous with his friends.  Jason was in trouble.  He wasn’t exactly sure where he was.  All evening they had merely meandered through the streets with no set plan or direction.  Now, hours later, he only had a vague sense of where he was and time was running out.  The last thing he needed was to miss his friends and come dragging back to their house alone.  That was a sure fire recipe for news of this night getting out and back to Cara.  Cara!  “Dear God, what am I doing?”  Jason thought to himself.  Now Jason’s worry was being exacerbated by feelings of guilt.  It must have showed all over his face.  Maria, not quite understanding the look, pulled him to a stop.

“What’s wrong?”  She asked with obvious concern.

“I’m going to be late meeting up with my friends at the café.” Jason said too macho to admit that he was lost. 

“Oh, is that all?  Follow me.  I know a shortcut!”  Maria replied with a playful giggle.  Now it was her turn to grab his hand and pull him after her.  Within minutes, Jason was totally lost as she led him through a few dark alleys. 

Then they burst into the streetlights just a block away from the café.  Jason was so relieved he pulled her close and gave her quick hug.

The quick hug ended up not being so quick as Maria responded by wrapping her arms around him and pulling him close to her.  One whiff of her perfume and Jason was back in the magic of the evening.  Maria’s eyes looked up into his like two searchlights, seeking to reveal what was going on inside his mind and heart.  Jason was totally lost, drowning in the exotic beauty of her dark almond eyes.  Slowly he lowered his lips towards hers.  Somewhere in the back of his mind, sirens and alarms were going off.  You just don’t do this to a girl in Latin America.  This is not an American girl.  A kiss is more than just a kiss in this culture.  What are you doing?  What will your friends think?  What will your parents think?  What will Cara think?  Jason didn’t care.  He was in the moment and that was all that mattered.  Her perfume was overpowering.  He could feel her breath upon his cheek. Slowly his lips reached out for Maria’s. 

“Jason!  Will you hurry it up.  My parents are expecting us!”  Tim called from up the road.  The moment splintered into a thousand shards, impossible to repair or ever recapture.  The Magic gone, his friends walking towards him, Jason gave Maria one last hug and warm smile and then whispered a tender “Adios.”  Maria looked into his eyes one last time and then quickly raising herself up onto her tiptoes, she gave him a quick kiss, followed by a playful “Adios, gringo!” and then releasing him, she skipped off into the dark leaving him to his friends. 

“Hmmmm.” A voice from behind murmured. “Have a good time?” Tim asked as he walked up to Jason.

“It was alright.”  Jason answered trying to downplay the events of the evening.

“Let’s go.  Danny is getting a taxi.  I don’t want to be late.”

A few minutes later they were in the taxi and heading for Tim’s home.

“Oh no!” Jason exclaimed as the taxi rolled down the street.

“What’s up?” Tim asked. 

Jason mumbled. “She forgot to give me back my Colombian ‘Jump Wings.’  I promised Cara that I’d give them to her before I departed for the states.  She’ll ‘kill’ me.”  

Tim and Danny exchanged glances, trying not to smile.  “You are one messed up dude.” Tim teased.

“Yeah, more than you can imagine.” Jason thought to himself.

“Did you get her phone number or address?”  Danny asked.

“Naw.  But she asked me for mine in Bogotá.  Maybe she will send my wings back to me.”  Jason said not really believing he would ever see them again. 

The streets were almost empty and the sidewalk traffic had disappeared as well when the black car returned to the neighborhood.  Pausing for just a moment on a side street, the back door swung open and out jumped Hector with the package under his arm.  After spinning his head in both directions two or three times, a voice bellowed from the open door of the car, “RAPIDO!” 

Hector walked along the street toward the group house as the Plymouth passed and went to the opposite end of the block.  Hector nonchalantly walked up to the mission door and carefully laid the package on the doorstep, tilting it to a specific angle.  Then, picturing in his mind the two motion-sensitive mercury reed switches inside the package, he closed his eyes while holding his breath; he pushed the arming device at the bottom of the small box. When it responded with an audible click, Hector momentarily froze in fear, a gasp escaped his lungs.  The tension evaporated as he quickly spun around and scurried along the street toward the waiting car.  The door magically opened and he slid into the back seat. With that, the car carefully drove off, circled the block and came to rest along a side street with a plain view of the building where Jason finally slept.  

The sedan’s occupants wanted a “ringside” view to their sinister handiwork.  The mysterious man in the back seat next to Hector had spent a monumental amount of time and had meticulously prepared himself to teach these young revolutionaries the art of bomb-making with dynamite.  The package was small with only a few sticks of dynamite and a single blasting cap.  This bomb would not bring down a building as it had not been designed for that purpose.  The mercury reed switches were designed to conduct electricity when they were tilted.  This bomb was made with two such switches.  The moment someone picked up the package and tilted it ever so slightly, the switches would make contact, conduct electricity, and the blasting cap would do its job setting off the dynamite.  This bomb was designed to kill the person who picked it up, and anyone in the vicinity.  If they were lucky, they might actually get to see some suffrage amongst the gringos, those “Yankee, imperialist pigs.” 

Their research had turned up some interesting facts about their target. Many of the missionaries who stayed in this building were with a prominent American mission organization.  They stayed there just to get away from the isolated countryside where they labored to translate the Bible into tribal dialects or otherwise had dental or doctor appointments. It was the go between point for the base in the llanos and the United States homeland.

A sudden movement along the street caught their attention.

“What is he doing?” the man in the turtleneck yelled to the other three occupants.

“Who?” asked the passenger in the front seat.

“That street bum in the dirty brown suit; he’s playing with the package!” 

“Where did he come from?” The man who sat next to Hector was livid with anger.

Grabbing the door handle, the angered man began to get out of the car much to the dismay of the other three.  It was too late.  He quickly re-entered the car just as the bum sat down on the steps and he reached for the package.  

“No!”  Hector screamed.  His beautiful bomb was meant to kill imperialists, not some wretched Colombian bum.  They all watched in horror as the bum casually reached out and picked up the package.  Any moment it would explode!  The slightest jar could cause the mercury switches to do their job.  Miraculously, the bum had picked up the package and not set off the bomb.  It was obvious the homeless man was drunk.  He wrapped his arms around the box, then with a big yawn leaned back and fell asleep against the building.  Incredibly he had done all this and had never quite tilted the package sufficiently for the switches to do their job.

A cream-colored station wagon rounded the corner and pulled into the driveway of the group house.  It was nearly midnight. A thin man with grayish hair exited the passenger door and helped his wife climb out of the middle section.  From the driver’s side came a slightly larger man in a business suit, balding and wearing glasses.  Bill was the mission’s representative who lived in Bogotá.  Because he knew the city like the back of his hand, it was his job to pick up new families from the airport when they arrived.  Bill had lived in Colombia for many years and some often wondered if he had gone “native.”  His Spanish was perfect with virtually no accent.  He blended well into the Colombian society and his knowledge of local politics and government officials made him a valuable asset to the mission.  Three teenagers, two girls and a boy, crawled out of the back end of the station wagon.

Hector couldn’t keep his eyes off one of the young girls. She reminded him of his sister. 

“Perfecto!”  The Cuban muttered with a smile.  Perhaps this bomb would find its target after all.  Six imperialists were about to enter the building.  They were already in range of the bomb’s destructive power.  If the bum tilted the bomb ever so slightly or the gringos took the bomb away from him, well, they would see the burning pieces of flesh in vivid color!  His eyes strained for a better view, sweat pouring off his forehead.  The four occupants of the car watched as the thin gray-haired man walked over to the mission door and paused. 

“Someone has left a package.  Should I bring it inside?” he asked.  His children had collected a few bags from the back of the station wagon and along with their mother were walking up to the door as Bill locked the back of the wagon.  Bill stepped around the vehicle and noticed the bum sleeping against the building with the package in his arms.  This was nothing new to Bill.  Those who lived on the street would lay claim to anything they found.  He had been in a similar situation before and it had turned a little ugly.  Bill walked up to the bum and squatted down to get a closer look.  The bum had both his arms wrapped around the package.  He wondered if he could carefully slip it out from behind his arms without waking him.  Slowly he reached for the package.  The gray haired man interrupted him. 

“It looks like one of our packages filled with Bibles.  Why disturb the man?  Even if he keeps them, the Word will end up in the hands of those who need it most.”

“Good point,” Bill replied as he stood erect.  It was late.  They were all very tired, and the last thing he wanted was a confrontation that would require calling the Policia.  Offering a small prayer of blessing on the bum and the Bibles he thought he held, Bill opened the mission house and led the missionaries inside.

The Cuban could not believe what he had just witnessed.  Everything was going perfectly, and then, the gringos were in the building leaving the bum asleep on the steps.  Their bomb awaited its moment, but there were no victims for it to expend its energy upon.  Well, none that mattered.  Hector and the other two just watched in anticipation as the minutes slowly passed and nothing happened.  The bum stirred; maybe the concrete steps were not comfortable enough for him.  The bum squirmed again.  Shaking his head, yawning, and then standing to his feet, the bum looked down at the package in his arms in surprise.  A smile slowly appeared upon his face as he eyed his fortune.  The distant sound of a police siren slowly grew in loudness.  The bum’s smile turned to one of concern and indecision.  With one smooth motion, he placed the package down on the front step and walked away.

The occupants of the car sat in disbelieve.  The bomb was back where it needed to be, awaiting a more appropriate victim.  Audible sighs could be heard in the car as they all exhaled at once.  Perhaps their plans would be achieved.  Then the package began to move.  The casual placement of the bomb by the street person had left it precariously balanced.  The slightest movement, even a gust of wind could change the balance.  The package reached the point of no return and fell forward.  It never landed flat.  For in that critical moment when it tilted to a certain angle, one of the mercury reed switches did its job, made contact, conducted electricity, and detonated the bomb. 

A loud BOOM, followed by rumbling and rattling, all coincided with shattering glass raining down onto the streets. 

“Sweet mother of God!” Hector exclaimed.  Their natural instinctive reaction combined with the concussion caused the four occupants of the car to duck in unison.  They could hear the glass sprinkling all over the streets like clanging chandeliers shattering from more than a block away.  Hector looked over at the Cuban who was slowly raising his head for the cue that everything was safe.  The two in the front seat also emerged above the dash to peak out of the front window and view the scene of their craftsmanship.  There was plenty of damage, but no blood.  Not bad, but not as bad as it should have been.

As if Jason didn’t have enough trouble finding sleep, now some “nitwit” wanted to light firecrackers outside. 

“That was a crazy dream!”  Jason uttered to himself as he glanced at his watch.  “How could anyone drop a huge safe through three floors anyway?” he laughed at the thought.  “Let’s try again,” he said to himself closing his eyes and rolling over in bed.

“What was that?” someone yelled in the hallway.

“There’s a fire downstairs!” still another voice answered.

Forgetting about sleep, Jason threw on his clothes in record time and yanked the door open from his dingy room. “What happened?” he yelled to anybody who would listen.

Having jumped up too fast, the blood had not caught up with his brain, so he leaned against the wall for a moment trying to regain his composure.

Someone yelled, “A bomb went off!” but he couldn’t see who it was yet. “Oh God, what else could go wrong?  Is this the end?” Jason felt totally drained. “Was my sin that bad?”

Mark walked up to him. “Are you alright, man?  You don’t look so good.” 

“Yeah, I’ll be alright, I think.  What’s going on here?” Jason asked regaining his wits.

“I heard that there was a bomb set on our doorstep but nobody is hurt!” Mark answered with nervous excitement. 

“Let’s go see!”

Walking down the stairwell from the second floor, a mass of wreckage lay before them.  “It’s a miracle that nobody was hurt,” they heard several repeating over and over.

People were milling about everywhere.  Jason recognized Bill talking with the Colombian police.  Those not in uniforms were from DAS, the Administrative Department of Security.  They were the intelligence service of Colombia.  

Looking ahead as he approached the first floor, Jason and Mark noticed that there was no longer any front portion to the building.  The garage and front doors along with the brick partition were gone, replaced by the large gaping hole that opened to a crowd of people gathering in droves.

The crunching of glass could be heard every time someone walked which was often because nobody could possibly sit down.  Sirens continued to wail in the background.  Jason noticed a young girl he had not seen before holding tightly to a pillow.  With a blanket draped around her shoulders, she looked stunned, her blue eyes glazed as if she was in shock. Standing alone, Jason assumed that her family members had already attended to her needs and she wanted to be left that way.  

Walking past her quickly, Jason stopped and asked, “Are you alright?”

Not looking at him and barely opening her mouth she answered back, ‘I’m fine, thank you.”

Jason moved on and went outside thinking, ‘For a minute there, she reminded me of that girl in Medellin...Maria.”  He turned around to glance back at her again but she was in a daze milling about with others doing the same. His troubled thoughts returned to Maria and he wondered where she was on this dreaded night.

Going outside to a throng of gathering people, Jason overheard one member from DAS tell Dave, the group house manager, “You people were quite fortunate tonight.  Your God was watching over all of you.” He added that several other bombs blew up throughout the city on this night, all of which were more powerful than this one.  And besides, he went on to explain, “They usually design these types of packages to explode when someone picks them up.  This bomb seems to have exploded on its own.”

Jason looked up and down the street at the crowds and the shattered windows from all of the other apartment buildings.  Some of the residents were already sweeping glass from their driveway.  Further down the street, he noticed a common street bum in an old dirty brown suit who seemed disinterested in the excitement, caught up in his own dilemmas.  Jason didn’t see him again and decided to forget about it. 
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A black sedan with four occupants had sped away shortly after the blast and most certainly before any of the authorities arrived.  With a mixture of relief and trembling in his voice, Hector turned to the older man next to him.  “What happened?”  Hector asked the Cuban, “we built the bomb just as you said, but it did not go off at once’”  

“It was a fluke.  The bomb worked exactly as it was designed.  The bum never tilted it enough.  That is all.  It was a simple bizarre series of events.” the Cuban replied.

No one else commented on this but looked at each other puzzled. The Cuban agent was there to help the M-19 begin their campaign of anarchy in Colombia.  

Hector and the two Colombians in the front were given some further instructions by the Cuban and then were sent home for the night.  Hector took careful measures to avoid being followed as he walked up and down side streets on his way to a nearby bus stop.  His mind was focused on this particular “awareness game” and he didn’t allow himself to reflect on the evening’s events until he boarded the bus.

After paying the exact amount of centavos, Hector made his way toward the rear of the bus.  Not that it was packed at 1:30 in the morning; he just wanted to be left alone with his racing thoughts. Hector was filled with mixed emotions.  Part of him was glad that nothing happened to the girl who reminded him of his sister.  On the other hand, he was resentful that nothing happened to any of the other gringos who were very fortunate.... this time.

He began to drift off to sleep as he thought back to what led him to join with the M-19.  It was just four years ago when their parents were running the usual business of caring for patrons who frequented their café.  On one particularly wet and dreary night, as they were closing down the shop, members of the Colombian police stormed the quiet enclave in the Candelariaer district, tore the place up looking for “drugs and dirty money” and hauled his parents off, never to be seen again.

The bus bumping over a pothole caused him to awaken when his head banged against the window.  Hector saw that he was near his stop anyway and began to stretch.  “This government will pay for this.” he thought to himself, his teeth grinding with the thought, and then added. And any imperialist that supports them.”  

​​​​​​​​​​​​​​
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Ghibbore
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Ghibbore Nabel was frustrated.  He smelled a rat, but couldn’t figure out how things had fallen apart.  To make matters worse, he was on the other side of the planet, far from his fellow warriors and their support.  The local horde was no help at all.  They viewed him with suspicion.  He couldn’t blame them since he felt the same way about them.  They had their own assignments and their own Nasi to obey.  He would have to achieve his assignment on his own.

The competition between Nasi Baw’bel and Nasi Paw’ras had abated little over the millennia.  Seeking to gain an advantage, Ghibbore had been sent out to recruit talented humans who could be turned to Baw’bel’s purposes.  He had found Hector in this forsaken land.  It had been so easy to turn him to his bidding.  Given time he was sure he could so control him that Hector would open his soul completely and Ghibbore would possess him.  Ghibbore savored the thought for a moment. 

The Almighty had forbidden them to cross over into the physical universe.  They were left to exist in the spirit realm unable to experience the smells and textures of the physical universe or to experience the erotic sensualities of humankind.  Sure, in millennium past, some of his kind had broken the command and now they awaited their damnation in chains, somewhere in eternal darkness.  No, no matter how great the perverse pleasures of the physical universe, he would obey this one command.  To break it brought about sure and immediate judgment.  But, there was a way around the command.  They could not cross over, but they could possess.  

He savored the perverse memories of those over time he had possessed and had experienced the physical through them.  As an added highlight to human possession, he would experience the raw emotions just as his host did.  It always ended the same though.  He would pull their strings causing them to react in anger, violence and lust.  The humans were so frail.  They spiraled down, down, down...so quickly.  Soon they were worthless.  But Ghibbore Nabel had developed skills over the millennia.  He had perfected the art of seduction and slow destruction.  Hector would eventually invite him in and, when he did, Ghibbore would savor every moment.

Thoughts of Hector brought him back to the rat.  Something had gone wrong back at the mission home.  The bomb should have killed many people, instead, it was a lot of noise and a little destruction.  The street bum had ruined everything.  His handling of the bomb had looked casual and natural, but it was too perfect.  The slightest tilt the wrong way and the bomb would have exploded.  Too perfect for any human.  Hmmmm.  It must have been one of the Hosts.  They still have permission to cross over, and when they do they can disappear in the background noise of humanity.  Only when they return to the spirit world can they be seen.  It had to have been one of the Hosts protecting those infernal missionaries!  

Ghibbore was taken back for a moment as he began to appreciate the skill and methods of this enemy being.  The subtlety of their plan, and its perfect execution was to be respected.  This enemy had not taken the direct approach, but had labored hard to come into the horde’s territory and, without ever being detected, had thwarted his plans.  It had been a very long time since this had happened to him and it felt vaguely familiar.  Where had he faced this level of sophistication and skill?  Hmmmm.  It would come to him.  But for now, he had other work to do.  He had turned Hector, now he would focus on Hector’s sister, Maria.
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​​​​​​​​​​​​​Jason & Friends
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Nobody was able to sleep back at the group house.  At Mark’s suggestion, he, Jason and Mark’s mother and sister, Kathy, decided to walk several blocks to the 24 hour-Crème Helado, a glorified “Steak and Shake” type of restaurant.  “It’s as close to being ‘American’ as he could find,” Jason told new friends in the past upon their arrival to Colombia.  They were unable to go unless an adult tagged along, so Mark was able to talk his mother into going as well.  Joining the four of them was two of the three new teens that were welcomed to Colombia with a blast that nearly ended their short life.

Doug and Katie, though still reeling from their near-death experience, were eager to depart that particular spot and be with others who they could identify with.  The youngest, Tina, stayed with her parents still looking like she was in shock.  Just as well, Jason thought to himself, not wanting any more reminders of Maria.

The trot along the streets of Bogotá was about seven blocks away.  Slowly, Jason allowed himself to slip further from the main group of chattering youngsters and mother who cared enough to join them in their time of distress.  

Mentally isolated from the rest, Jason began to feel tormented by his personal demons.  At this particular moment, his main antagonist was fear.  Jason wrestled with this nagging emotion with a new twist now to coincide with his emotion of guilt.  Life, which was fast becoming complicated enough with his break-up, graduation and decisions he would have to make when he returned to the United States next month, just became more unsettling than he could ever imagine.  

“A bomb,” Jason exclaimed chokingly to himself.  “Now I face an early death!” The realization come closer than ever before as he realized he could have been sitting on the front steps with Cara had they not broke up.  Nothing like this had ever happened to him.  He didn’t know how to act or what to do.  

“Who are these people trying to destroy me just because I’m an American?” his mind continued.  A tiny bit of rage swelled up within Jason stirring his emotions even further in a tizzy.
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