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      EIGHT





Buenaventura, Colombia
South America



J
ojo opened the door to the hotel room at exactly one hour. The trio of CIA operatives jostled into their quarters and stood looking at Mead.
He gestured for them to take chairs around the room, then told them of his plan and asked for their advice on implementation. 
Jojo and Bingo exchanged some comments—in Spanish, then Jojo said, “That is very bold, Señor Mead.”
Mead said, “Yeah, bold. And maybe just plain tonto. Foolish. See, I comprendo a little Español. That’s why I want to hear from you.”
Wizard stood and rubbed the stubble on his chin. “Maybe, just maybe, you’re on to something here, sir. We haven’t seen anything that poses a threat to this guy. He’s the Jefe … the queso grande around here.”
Bingo added, “Señor Mead, our big cheese, he takes his dinner in his comedor (dining room) in about two hours. Best we can tell he’s pretty regular about that schedule. I think that’s a good time to invite ourselves to dinner.”
Mead looked around at the others. 
Their passive look gave him at least a sense of agreement. “What are we going to find on the way in?” He asked.
Wizard’s turn, “One guard at the front door. Actually in the court yard out front. A big guy who looks really bored with his job. He chain-smokes and I suspect he keeps a buzz-on from a bottle of aguardiente he has stashed in the shrubbery.”
Mead laughed. “That stuff is half alcohol—that’s quite a buzz. Okay, so we quiet him down. What’s next?”
Jojo said, “Front door is not locked. After that there is only the cook and, best we can tell, one bodyguard somewhere near Señor Cesáre.”
Mead said, “Are we agreed to go …,” he looked at his watch, “in thirty minutes?” 
Nods gave approval. 
He concluded, “Weapons concealed but ready only in emergency egress. Bring some stuff to truss up our friends.”

El Señor Cesáre Castillo y Garza, comfortably ensconced in La Casa Grande, counted the last of the final payment and secured the money in his safe, happy to be rid of the last of his little Arab friends.
Heaving himself out of the comfortable desk chair he walked slowly into the comedor with anticipation for his dinner of Fritanga, knowing that Señora Claudia, his long-time cook, was a magician with this plate full of grilled beef, chicken, ribs, sausages, and chunchullo (fried cow intestines), which she served with little potatoes, manioc and fried bananas.
Plopping heavily into the oversized ornately carved, leather upholstered chair at the head of the large table, he found his evening aguardiente sour cocktail—adding orange, lime and an egg white to the literally translated water of fire.
He was not expecting visitors.

Jojo led the way, Mead close on his heels. As the sun set and dusk gave the group a comfort level for their mission, Mead’s thoughts whirled as he ran the mission over and over in his mind. 
Not a doubt, but yes, maybe a little doubt. He chided himself for the thought.
The heat of the day lingered, rebounding from the broken pavement and the shabby stucco buildings with a vengeance, still carrying the muggy smells of the day. The few people on the street headed home for the day, paid no heed to Mead or his friends.
As they approached La Casa Grande they split up with Jojo and Wizard scaling the low adobe brick wall to the left of the building and slipping into the lush foliage inside the compound. The two had done this before when they scouted the home of Señor Cesáre Castillo y Garza. 
Mead and Bingo continued along the front wall until they reached the main gate. The security guard was visible inside the courtyard, sitting exactly where Wizard had described. 
Mead looked around one last time, took a deep breath to calm his nerves, and rapped on the gate, raising his voice to address the guard, “Disculpe, señor. Estamos perdidos, tal vez nos pudiera dirigir—”
The guard jerked upright from his slumped seat and started to stand when Wizard slipped up behind him and delivered a well-placed chop with the edge of his hand to the guard’s Vagus nerve, dropping him like a stone. Jojo dragged him into the foliage, quickly securing his hands and feet. 
As he freed the latch on the gate and admitted Mead and Bingo, Jojo whispered, “Sorry, sir. He won’t be giving you the directions you asked for.”
Mead smiled. 
His stomach in knots. 
Jojo continued, “Now we knock—and show my 1911 Colt to the other guy.”
Nodding, Mead loudly dropped the heavy iron knocker on the large curved-top wooden door, then stepped aside for Jojo. 
After a moment the door opened and a very large man filled the space with a menacing scowl. A scowl that turned to a wide-eyed gasp as the 1911 Colt .45 automatic pistol was pushed up under his chin and a strong hand on his chest started his backward move into the foyer.
“Silencio o se muere,” Jojo hissed into the man’s face. As ordered the big man made no sound—he didn’t want to die. 
Wizard quickly bound his hands behind him and guided him to a bench at the side of the ornate entry, tying his feet to the seat and adding a gag. 
From inside the house a loud voice called in Spanish, “Who is it, Pancho?”
Leaving Wizard by the door Mead led the way toward the voice, emerging into the comedor. Standing tall across the large table from a startled Cesáre Castillo y Garza, Mead spread his hands out from his sides and spoke, “Permanecer sentado, Cesáre. No queremos hacerte daño—”
Castillo y Garza responded quickly, “I speak English, sir. And how do I know you mean me no harm?” He looked past Mead centering his attention on the intruders. 
Jojo slipped into the kitchen and emerged into the dining room with Señora Claudia in gentle tow. “That’s all of them, sir,” he said to Mead.
Mead nodded to Jojo and turned his gaze back to Castillo y Garza. “You can trust me because if I lied you’d already be dead.”
“I can believe that. But you are the one in danger. My men—”
Mead interrupted him, “Your men are all here, Cesáre—while mine are surrounding your grand manor, blending into the neighborhood so that they do not cause any undo panic among your neighbors.”
It was a lie. 
A carefully, if not too quickly thought out tactic to quiet the situation. 
He worked hard to display the macho front, while his stomach churned.
With great difficulty Garza slowly stood. “So then, am I under arrest? Or perhaps about to be robbed?”
Mead raised his hand and gestured to the chair. “No, Señor. No robbery. And you are not under arrest. I represent no government—”
“But you are American, no?”
“I am American, yes—but I do not represent the U.S., nor Colombia. I only wish to have a nice conversation with you—peacefully and friendly. Will that meet with your approval?”
“Indeed it will,” Castillo y Garza said as he slid back into his large chair. “If I can continue to enjoy this fine Fritanga that Señora Claudia has prepared. Do you care to join me, Señor—?”
“Mead, Amos Mead—and I will sit with you, but I have already had my dinner.”
“Then perhaps you will tell me why you are my guests,” Castillo y Garza said, raising his fork with a load of meat, making a slight gesture in the direction of a large door at the side of the ornate room that didn’t alert Mead or his men. 
The door was slightly ajar. 
Wizard edged into the room from his position near the entry to the room, stopping in front of the large door and idly leaning against it to hear Mead’s conversation with Castillo y Garza.
The door gave way and clicked shut.
Mead said, “I wish to talk with you about a man named Filasteeni.”
Castillo y Garza stopped in mid-bite and laid his fork on his plate. “How do you know this name, Señor Mead?”
Standing up, Mead walked around the table, stopping just behind the large Colombian. “I am a hunter, Cesáre. I hunt down animals—and assassins—like the Arabs that you have been guiding into our world.”
Cesáre Castillo y Garza began to speak, but Mead placed a hand on his shoulder and continued, “You have been getting rich from these people for … how long? Years? We believe that Filasteeni is your paymaster—and the last animal through here. Am I correct so far, Cesáre?”
Cesáre Castillo y Garza sat back in his chair, wiping his mouth with a linen napkin. “Señor Mead, you speak as one who already knows his mind. I cannot add to it—”
“Oh, but you can add to it, Cesáre. You can tell me where they have gone, how, many there are, how they are armed … and whatever else comes to your mind.” 
Mead listened as Cesáre Castillo y Garza recounted his business with Filasteeni—learning that his full name is Zaroon ibn Saeed ibn Abd al-Aziz al-Filasteeni. Details were thin. 
Every few months, sometimes just weeks, a few more of the Arabs were dropped off by a passing freighter and picked up by Castillo y Garza’s boat. Soon they would be directed to Panama by boat.
Castillo y Garza said, “From Panama I am not sure. I have heard that some go on by boat up the Pacific coast and others go overland with guides. I think they are to go to Mexico.”
For the first time Jojo spoke, “What about Noriega, Señor Mead? Doesn’t he work for some mutual friends?”
Mead said, “Noriega works for the highest bidder, my friend. I’m sure the PLO pays well. Am I right, Cesáre?”
Mead’s answer was a smile as a refreshed glass of aguardiente found its way to the Colombian’s lips. 
Mead asked, “What about weapons?”
Wiping his mouth with the back of a pudgy hand, Cesáre said, “None here, Señor. I believe they are provided in Panama or further up the line.”
Mead looked at Jojo who shrugged his shoulders in answer to anything else? Then he turned back to his host. “Cesáre Castillo y Garza, you have been most helpful. My team and I will now disappear from your life—and you will have no memory that we ever existed. Claro?”
Cesáre Castillo y Garza stood and extended his hand, which Mead took, and said, “Si claro—very clear, Señor Mead.”
“Good. Now please enjoy your dinner. Your friends may need some help with their bindings—but they are well and will remain inside with you. Comprende? We will not be far away, Cesáre, so if you have not told me the truth we will see to a proper consequence.”
Cesáre Castillo y Garza, wiped his mouth with the napkin tucked around his many chins and said, “Yo comprendo, Señor. I understand you very well. You treated me as a gentleman—and gentlemen do not lie to one another.”
Mead nodded to his men, saluted Cesáre in a near mocking gesture and exited the dining room and on out to the sidewalk. 

Cesáre Castillo y Garza took a long draught on his drink and sat back deeply into his oversized chair. Wiping his mouth again, he said, “It is clear now. You may join me.”
From across the large sala the heavy door to the wine cellar opened and three men filed out, holstering their side arms. At a gesture from Cesáre they moved to free their comrades and join him at the table. Cesáre spoke, “What do you make of that?” Before any of the men answered he added, “Contact al-Filasteeni. He will want to know that he has friends looking for him. Oh, and one more thing. Pay a visit to our American friend before he leaves our fine town.”

Doctor Brigit Mead’s analysis of Cesáre Castillo y Garza’s possible reaction to Mead and the team’s incursion had proven accurate. 
But a more thorough knowledge of her subject would probably have given her pause.

Cesáre Castillo y Garza began his career as a street urchin running errands for the lower tiers of operatives in the growing Colombian drug trade. Earning little more than food and a safe place to sleep, he kept alert to the thinking and behaviors of the people he quietly served. The first lessons he learned were how to stay alive and healthy and how to pick the winners from the losers. The first—staying alive—taught him the value of ruthless and deadly aggressive action when necessary. Any sign of weakness was suicidal in his world. He learned well and grew to some prominence—and wealth. Then one day he was contacted by a stranger from a strange land. One not interested in his drugs, but in his ability to move people and material around South America—and further north.
  Zaroon ibn Saeed ibn Abd al-Aziz al-Filasteeni had done his research on Cesáre Castillo y Garza and knew what motivated him. He knew that while the Colombian lacked sophistication, he was not stupid. It took a while for Filasteeni to gain his trust, but with that done to an acceptable degree for both men the plans moved along quickly.

[bookmark: _GoBack]Filasteeni was born into a poor family in Cairo, Egypt. His father was Palestinian and he grew up under the influence of the growing movement that would the Palestine Liberation Organization, PLO. As a member of an Arab gang, he was involved in looting Jewish shops and other activities that provided funding for the growing movement. As he grew into manhood, Filasteeni frighten those who came in contact with him with his cold and ruthless demeanor. His eyes were very dark, sunken into the sharp Semitic features of his swarthy face. Like his mentor, Yasser Arafat, he was known to be particularly brutal and one who grew crazed at the sight of blood. As his responsibilities grew in the PLO and he was sent to work missions like the Colombian connection his natural charm and charisma were used to great advantage. But his propensity for irrational anger was always simmering below the surface.
Now he was concerned about Arafat’s new face in America. And he had found another friend in the Arab world.
A powerful friend. 
His hope was to convince Arafat to come back to their alqadr—their destiny.
He now played a dangerous game.
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