-

hemp coenspiracy

‘, A true story of state corruption and individual consequence

HEMP AGRD NICARAGUA SA
RESEARCH wse DEVELBPUEN]
BT







CONTENTS

Chapter One

“THE JOURNEY STARTS” —— 1
Chapter Two

“THE SITUATION UNRAVELLS” -— 27
Chapter Three

“LA LOMA DE TISCAPA” —-— 57

Chapter Four

“INTERROGATION" -— 77
Chapter Five

“THIS AIN'T KANSAS DOROTHY” -— 117
Chapter Six

“DOS ALTA” -— 153
Chapter Seven

“YOU ARE JUST A CASH COW” —— 199
Chapter Eight

“THEN THERE WAS HOPE” -— 232
Chapter Nine

“BITTER DISAPPOINTMENT” -—273
Chapter Ten

“STALL TACTICS” -— 313
Chapter Eleven

“A TRADEGY STRUCK” -— 322
Chapter Twelve

“FREEDOM IS BITTERSWEET” -— 351
Chapter Thirteen

“THE WAY FORWARD"” -— 389



HEMP CONSPIRACY

A True Story of State Corruption
And Individual Consequence

Paul T. Wylie

Black Eye Publishing
Guelph



We are very happy to offer you this excerpt for your
reading pleasure. There are no security features you are
free to distribute, print or copy this excerpt into your
reading device for future reference by simply saving this
file. This is an actual excerpt taken from the digital book;
all content and design appears in the actual book exactly
as it appears here.

For any questions concerning the book please contact us
at support@hempconspiracy.com
We hope this will assist your decision making and you

will purchase this book from us.

Thank You

BlackEye Publishing

http://www.hempconspiracy.com


mailto:support@hempconspiracy.com
http://www.hempconspiracy.com

© Copyright 2003 Paul Wylie

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored
in a retrieval system or transmitted in any form or by any means electronic,
mechanical, photocopied, recorded, or otherwise, without the prior written
permission of the publisher.

Published by

Black Eye Publishing

23 Kensington Street
Guelph, Ontario, Canada
N1E 3P3

Design and Layout
Black Eye Publishing

Cover Design

David Wilhelm

Juju Web Design
http://www.jujuwebdesign.com

Splash Page Design

Kelly Brother lllustrations
5250 Sycamore Grove Lane
Memphis, TN 38120
http://www.kellybrother.com|

International Standard Book Number (ISBN)
Paper:

Cloth:

Electronic: 0-9733121-0-6

Published in Canada

II


http://www.jujuwebdesign.com
http://www.kellybrother.com

This book is dedicated
to

Ivonne Lopez Gomez,
the love of my life.

“Esta es la historia de
neustra vida de amor,
de los tiempos dificiles
quevivimos, el vinculo
de amor que latiri por

siempre nosotros.”

Te Amo, Mi Amor.

III



Acknowledgments

To my mother. Who has showed her continued
support throughout this project.

A true survivor

To my family, whose prayers were finally
answered. Their continued support throughout
this agonizing ordeal brought untold hardship

upon them all. It was this support and the spiritual
strength it provided that

Saw me through.

To the two people who together quite possibly
saved my life: Grant Sanders, who provided
financial aid and who relentlessly worked to gain
my freedom, never giving up until I was home.
And Ivonne Lopez, who translated that financial
aid into the necessities that allowed me to live
tolerably, bringing them to the prison

At great consequence to herself.

To Marc Deeley, colleague, whose contribution in
editing the Hemp Conspiracy book and writing
chapter thirteen goes acknowledged,

To which I am indebted

I would like to thank Marg Gilks of Scripta Word
Services. Pete Brady, Investigative reporter. Don
E. Whirtshafter, Patrick Goggin lawyers for their
work in gaining the documentation necessay for my
release. Jose D. Talavera, Nicaraguan lawyer, friend
and on going crusader. - all professionals -

v



Nicaragua —the land of lakes, volcanoes and natu-
ral disasters. But some disasters are not natural. They
are man-made.

Nicaragua is a beautiful, bright, sunny country
darkened by politics!

Religion and morality are the cornerstones of man-
kind. We have morality, but lack religious faith. In
Central America, there is great faith in religion but
little morality. The country is plagued by a political
system that promotes immoral, sometimes unlawful
behavior. Those in power have no interest in the pub-
lis’'welfare. They are not confronting the real problems
that come with power. In the guise of public service,
they use whatever comes to hand for personal gain.
This political chaos encourages corruption, a necessary
ingredient for greed and a hunger for money, which

drives the system.

- Paul Wylie - “Views of Armoldo Alemans’ Government”
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Chapter Three

“LA LOMA DE TISCAPA”

S WE DROVE into my laneway, I had the
A dreadful feeling that something terrible was
going to happen - the last two weeks had
not gone well. The interview with the Nicaraguan
narcotic officers and the DEA had certainly not
gone well, the whole experience had been bad
in the extreme and now our accounts had been
seized without reason. I was glad to have Juan
Francisco with me. He was more than the company
accountant; he was my primary translator and
confidant. In the last couple of days, he’d helped
steady my nerves. We'd provided the authorities
with everything they requested, and then some. I
was satisfied we could do no more but wait and at
least try to go about business as usual.
“Doctor, I think we’ve got more problems”,
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exclaimed Juan, using the title given most pro-
fessionals in Nicaragua. “The military are on the
highway, checking vehicles”.

“ Don’t worry about them. They’re just looking
at car documents, Juan”. I tried to sound convinc-
ing, but failed. “Try to relax, okay?”

I couldn’t help smiling as we drove into the yard.
I really liked it here; it was not only beautiful, it
was my home, my peace of mind. During the last
month, Ivonne and I had painted the old plantation
house. The yard was immaculate, with towering
mango trees providing some welcome shade. As it
was Christmas time, all the shrubs were flowering.
I was truly proud of my home, and Ivonne, who
did the lion’s share of the work around the house.
We were going to have the best Christmas together,
just the two of us.

“Juan, how about coming in and having a drink?
You can see Ivonne and talk some Spanish while I
fix us some munchies”, I said, trying to lighten up
the situation. After all, Christmas is not the time
to feel depressed over problems that you can’t do
anything about. It's a time for rejoicing the birth
of Christ, a time when family and friends come
together, shed past differences and celebrate the
season. This was to be a happy time!

“Doctor, I'm going home”, Juan replied. “It’s
been another brutal day, amigo. Say hi to the mis-
sus for me, and I will pick you up at the same time,
in the mafiana. Oh, by the way - get some sleep,
you look like shit”.

“Thanks, amigo”, I said. “Esta es un bueno idea!
If I were you, I would take a different route home.
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I don’t want any bad phone calls tonight”.

“Oh, don’t worry about that, boss. You don’t get
any phone calls here. You just go missing!” Juan
quipped.

Ivonne stood in the doorway, smiling. Our two
toucans stood guard beside her. It looked like a
photo for Better Homes and Gardens.

“Hi, sweetheart”, I greeted her, “and how was
your day in paradise? You look terrific; any-
body tell you that today?” I tried to sound like
everything was normal, concealing my feeling of
impending doom.

“Just fine, amor”, she replied. “Now that I've got
you home at a decent hour, we can spend some
time preparing for Christmas. Today’s the twenty-
third, if you haven’t noticed. Tomorrow is the
Christmas party with my family and you haven’t
picked up the presents yet! What am I going to do
with you!?”

“For starters, you can give me a great big kiss.
Then, after that, we take it from there”.

“Hold your horses, lover boy; you've got phone
messages. Some very strange ones, Paul. We aren’t
in any trouble, are we?” inquired Ivonne.

“Why would you say that, Ivonne?”

“Well, Danilo phoned and he sounded worried,
Paul. That tells me something is wrong”. There
was a slight tremor in her voice.

“No, it will be okay”, I assured her. “We’re under
investigation, that’s all. When they’ve had time to
review all the material we've presented to them,
they will see how ridiculous all this has been, and
everything will be back to normal. Why don’t you
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go and get me a huge glass of lemonade while I
sort out these phone calls, okay? Thanks, amor”.

I hoped I was reassuring enough but I could
feel that dread return - a cold, unmistakable feel-
ing you get when you realise that no matter what
you do, the inevitable will happen. Later on in the
afternoon, after a light supper, Ivonne listened to
music while I worked on the computer. A vehicle
pulled into the driveway. I recognised the car
immediately; it belonged to the company lawyer.
What is he doing here at this time? I wondered,
and absently checked my watch: 6:15. It could only
be bad news.

I told my security man to open the gate to let
the car pass through and went out to the patio to
greet Leonel Espinoza and José Talavera. I could
tell by their expressions that things were bad, and
both lawyers coming to see me at this time in the
evening only confirmed this. These guys just don’t
make house calls.

“Good evening, gentlemen. What brings you to
my home tonight? I don’t believe this is a social
visit”, I stated.

“Paul, can we go inside?” Leonel looked worried
and harried. “Paul, turn on your television, right
now”, he ordered.

“What channel?” I asked, not yet fully digesting
this.

“Any channel; it’s on all of them”, towering José
Talavera declared nonchalantly. He looked down
at me and smiled. He was a guy who liked trouble
- I suppose the more there was the richer he got.
I complied, and there before my eyes, on national
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television, the police were announcing that our
research site at Sabana Grande was growing mari-
juana! I stood transfixed, staring at the screen, not
believing any of this. The police went on to say
that arrest warrants had been issued for the Hemp-
Agro associates and myself.

“You must leave here immediately, Paul”, Leonel
said, snapping me out of my shock. He stared
intently at me. “I'm your lawyer; I will advise you
of what must be done. First, take all the company
documents and files to a hiding place. No matter
what happens, the police must not seize those orig-
inal documents. Tomorrow José will hold a press
conference with you, explaining your side of the
story. We'll have you home for Christmas”.

One look at Ivonne, and I saw the whole picture.
I expected to see disbelief, but seeing her look of
shock and mind-numbing panic was like being hit
by a Mack truck.

We held each other tight and she whispered in
my ear, “I'm scared, Paul”.

“] am too, sweetheart”.

I raced around the office, collecting all the
tfiles and my brief case, which still contained the
employees’ Christmas money. I took a last look at
my office. At the door, Ivonne gave me a hug and
a kiss. I assured her that everything would be okay
and that I would phone later in the evening. I hur-
ried over to the lawyers’ car without looking back
- it was hard enough leaving as it was. I climbed
into the back seat, anxious to be underway - my
heart was pounding.

“Where to, Paul? We cannot be taken into custo-
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dy with you, so we will have to drop you off some-
where safe. You will have to make your own way.
In the morning, telephone José to come to pick you
up so you can turn yourself in”, Leonel said.

“Take me to Yuri’s house”, I replied. “I'll keep
the documents there until they're needed”.

“Lay on the floor till we get out of here”, José
told me. “They will be watching the house to see
who is coming and going”.

I lay on the floor of Leonel’s car, thinking, this
can’t be happening to me! Snap out of it, Paul!
I told myself, you've got to think this through
clearly. Listen to your own words of advice - get a
game plan together, stay focused, take one step at
a time.

We reached Yuri’s house and no sooner had I got
out of the car and said good-bye - Leonel sped off,
probably as panic-stricken as I was. I felt certain
that the documents would be safe with Yuri, who
was not only a close friend of Danilo but was also
a very powerful figure in the military. Earlier in
the day I had given his brother my passport and
$1200.00 in cash to have my passport updated and
stamped. I needed my passport now. If need be, I
could escape back to Canada. At the door a furious
and extremely nervous Yuri confronted me. I tried
my best to calm him down, but he was adamant.

“Get out of here, now!” he kept saying.

“Yuri, where is my passport?” I asked calmly. “I
need my passport now, and then I will go, okay?”

Yuri had lost all composure. “My brother has
your passport and he is not home. You must leave
now!”



HeMr CONSPIRACY 63

“Tranquilo, amigo. Esta es bien”, I said.

Turning away from the door, I glanced around
to see if there were any parked cars with curious
occupants. Satisfied that there weren’t any observ-
ers, I moved off, walking in the shadows. I was
truly alone and gripped by an overwhelming fear
of the unknown. Perhaps I would wake up and
find myself at home. I needed desperately to get
to a phone to call Grant and tell him of the trouble;
between the two of us, we could surely come up
with some idea. At this moment, just to hear his
voice would have been reassuring. The owners
of the Margot Hotel were okay; Grant and I had
stayed there often enough. If I could make it there,
they would be discreet. I would be safe, at least for
a night. Grant could call and we could make plans.
As I walked I thought of Canada. Man, I thought,
would I ever like to be there now.

Reaching the major thoroughfare, I hailed a taxi.
The taxi had another occupant so remembering that
some taxi operators were police informants, I told
the driver I wanted to go to the Intercontinental
Hotel. From there, it was only a short distance to
the Margot Hotel. I could travel that far undetect-
ed. The taxi driver dropped off his previous fare
and continued on. We made no conversation and
that was fine with me; all I wanted was to get to a
phone. We’'d nearly reached the military hospital
two blocks from my destination when a Toyota
pulled in ahead of us and parked broadside across
the road. Motorcycles pulled up to the taxi win-
dows, their riders wore balaclavas and were obvi-
ously heavily armed.
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Just the sight of them put the fear of God into the
taxi driver. He yelled, “Robbery! Get down!” and
drove the car up over the curb onto the sidewalk
and around the Toyota. I heard rapid gunfire and
the back window shattered, raining glass on me.
The gunfire continued until the back tires were hit,
disabling the taxi. The driver managed to make
it to the military hospital parking lot. I tried to
open the rear door to make a run for it, but when
I pulled on the lever, it came off in my hand. I
looked up to see guns pointing at me from every
direction. Trying to resist would be foolish. These
guys meant business. I had no other option but to
raise my hands.

“Get out of the car, keep your hands in clear
view”, shouted one of the masked marauders.
“Where is your pistol, we know you are carrying.
Where is your pistol?” he kept repeating.

“l don’t have a gun! For fuck’s sake, take it
easy!”

“Get out of the car”, he said with an intensity
that would melt steel.

“Okay, I'm getting out, and I'm unarmed”. I
opened the window so I could reach outside to
open the door, all the while keeping my eyes riv-
eted on the gunman.

When the door was fully open and I had one
foot on the pavement, they came at me from every
angle, lifting me into the air and slamming me
down on the trunk of the car. Now they had all
the company documents, the workers” Christmas
money and of course, me.

Sitting in the back seat of the Toyota, sandwiched
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between two gorillas with my hands cuffed behind
my back was not the most comfortable position to
be in. As luck would have it, I was not going to
be riding very far with my abductors. I suspected
where they were taking me - back up the hill to the
offices of DIC for interrogation. The last time I was
there, I knew I would be returning home. This time
I wasn’t so sure. As we approached, the guard at
the gate shone a flashlight onto my face, trying to
catch a glimpse of who I might be.

“Open the gate; we have a transport”, the driver
said.

“Where are your papers, sefor?” asked the
guard with a smile that showed off his missing
front tooth. You could tell by his uniform, which
was two sizes too big for him despite the belly that
hung out over his belt, that this man was destined
to be a gatekeeper for a very long time.

“If you phone, you’ll find we are expected”, the
driver said, demonstrating the typical Nicaraguan
patience. Even the simplest tasks are carried out
with unnecessary difficulty.

“Yes, I will. It will take a few moments”, the
guard muttered over his shoulder as he shuffled
over to his post. Before the guard could check, out
of the dark came a figure dressed in a black US-
style SSW.A.T. team uniform. His eyes took in the
situation for a second and his gloved hand brought
a walkie-talkie to his mouth. He spoke a few words;
immediately, the gates swung open.

Our cavalcade sped up the narrow, twisting road
that led to the Police compound. At the interroga-
tion offices, I was let out of the car and told to wait
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beside it. Everyone dispersed in two’s or three’s,
leaving me standing there with my hands cuffed
behind my back. I knew I was being watched
and was going nowhere. My last time here at La
Loma de Tiscapa, I'd noticed that, straight ahead
of me across the parking lot, some one hundred
meters past the commemorative artillery piece, the
ground dropped off. You could probably clamber
down the bank, but after negotiating the treacher-
ous slope, you faced a fence, beyond which lay res-
idences that probably housed police families. No, I
would need an accomplice and two free hands to
escape, neither of which I had at the moment.

A long line of offices extended fifty meters on my
right. Across from these offices was another build-
ing where the chiefs of staff were located. This was
where I'd had my interview with the DEA and the
Nicaraguan narcotic officer. To my left were inter-
view rooms and beyond those were the infamous
jail cells that used to house Somoza’s political
prisoners. If those walls could talk of the horrors
that went on in there; it didn’t bare thinking about,
especially in this situation. Even if only a small
percent of the rumours were true, it would be
enough to give most people sleepless nights. Past
the cellblock, the roadway led to the guard kiosk.
Behind me, a small courtyard contained a sitting
area. The police barracks were on the right side of
the courtyard and an interview room was on the
left; behind there was the embankment. Tempting
as it was, I would have been a fool to try. Perhaps
even a dead fool.

I stood inhaling the cool night breeze and trying
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to collect my thoughts. Why was this happening?
Who was behind this? I had so many questions and
no answers. Only a few days ago, I'd been here
supplying these bastards with enough literature
and legal documentation to keep them reading
for a month. I gazed down at the volcanic lagoon,
Tiscapa, under the watchful eye of the immense
steel statue of Sandino, ironically - the freedom
tighter. If he’d only known that the oppression he
fought against would be replaced with oppression
in another form! Left wing politics all sound great,
in theory. However, in practice, their policies only
become a menace to the people they are enforced
upon.

“Bring the gringo in here”.

Hearing this snapped me out of my thoughts.
Two guards were heading in my direction. I knew
my time was up. I turned and walked toward them,
determined not to let them break me. After all, I
knew I wasn’t guilty of anything; I had commit-
ted no offence against the Republic of Nicaragua.
I was sure when my lawyers came, I would be
released immediately to go home to Ivonne for
Christmas. I was taken into the interview room
and motioned to sit down in a chair that faced an
area where ten or fifteen police officers came and
went, all in a constant state of agitation. There, on
a table, lay my briefcase and documents, the focal
point of this frenzy. One of the policemen held up
an empty holster and shook it in my face.

“Where is the pistol?” he demanded. “There is no
need to lie; we have the holster, now we need to
know where the pistol is”.
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“I told you before and I'm telling you now, I
never had a gun!” I retorted angrily.

“Then where did this come from? You will tell us,
gringo. The night is early”, said the officer.

His smile gave me a cold chill. I knew this guy
had planted the holster. What else would he plant
in order to detain me? This was nerve racking. Half
an hour went by. It was grim. My hands were still
cuffed behind my back and had now gone com-
pletely numb; my wrists were on fire. It was hard
to sit still in the chair, but every time I moved the
cuffs would dig deeper, my wrists burning more
intensely. When I asked if the cuffs could be loos-
ened, they just shrugged off the request. I think
they enjoyed knowing I was in discomfort. I made
up my mind that, no matter how much I had to
endure, I would never grovel but the whole situa-
tion was painful.

A tall, large-framed man entered the room. He
carried himself with an arrogant air of authority -
this must be my interrogator. He wore no uniform
but was well dressed in an expensive designer polo
shirt and tailored trousers, clearly not an ordinary
police officer.

“Lieutenant, could you please clear the room and
bring Captain Cuadra”. His booming, authorita-
tive voice resounded throughout the room.

“Yes, sir; at once”. The lieutenant gestured for
his men to vacate the room.

When only the interrogator and I remained, he
sat down behind the desk and motioned for me to
bring my chair closer. With great difficulty I slid
the chair over to his desk. For a few moments he sat
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looking through a file, seemingly lost in thought.

“I don’t see anywhere here in this pile of papers
that you are a violent sort. No need for you to be
in handcuffs. Would you like a glass of water or a
coffee, perhaps?” he said in perfect English. I was
astounded. I guess the look on my face gave my
astonishment away. “Yes, I speak English. I was
raised in Bluefields”. He said.

Bluefields is the largest Nicaraguan community
on the Atlantic coast. It was a British colony at one
time, settled by pirates and a base for the slave
trade. The coast of Nicaragua is a hodgepodge
of culture comprised of Miskito-speaking native
Indians and English-speaking Afro-Caribbeans,
with Spanish as the universal language.

“Superintendent Henry is my name, Mr. Wylie. If
you’ll excuse me for a moment, I'll go find some-
one to take those things off your wrists”. With that
he rose and went to the door to summon an officer
with a set of keys.

I could not believe my ‘fortune’. For the first
time since this ordeal began, I felt a glimmer of
hope. When this man heard how preposterous all
of this was, he was sure to reconsider the outland-
ish claims against me and set me free. I could feel
my luck turning. He returned with a policeman
and a set of keys to remove my manacles. At first
my fingers wouldn’t move. They remained rigid
until the blood started to circulate. I vigorously
moved my wrists to get the feeling back.

“Thank you very much, Superintendent”, I said
with much gratitude.

A knock on the door announced the arrival of
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Captain Cuadra; he, like the superintendent, had a
military bearing. His uniform was neatly pressed;
you could tell he’d been a soldier at one time. A
subordinate entered with him, carrying a tray with
two cups of coffee. What a contrast this guy was to
the captain and superintendent! He wore a shirt
that I'm sure he’d slept in, and his pants were not
long enough for his gangly legs; they came to his
shins. I smiled, trying not to laugh.

“Captain Cuadra and I will be conducting this
part of the interview”, Superintendent Henry stat-
ed. “At this point in the process, we are only con-
cerned with compiling a list of the contents of the
briefcase. All the documents will have to be listed,
as well. May we please have the lock combination
for the briefcase?”

“It’s not locked. Just set the tumblers to zero and
it will open”. I took my first sip of coffee. It tasted
wonderful. I could feel the warmth flowing into
my extremities and I began to feel alive again. I
closed my eyes, letting the coffee rejuvenate me.

When the captain opened the case, he whistled,
bringing me out of my reverie. “Tell me something,
Mr. Wylie. With this much cash on you, were you
preparing to flee the country?”

“Captain, that money you see there is the
Christmas bonus money for my employees.
Tomorrow that has to be given to them for their
Christmas!” 1 pleaded. It was true. Fifty fami-
lies needed and were relying on that money. In
Nicaragua, the labour law states that you must pay
workers one-week’s pay prior to Christmas. I knew
my employees were counting on this money.
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“Captain, count the money and document the
total, please”, said the impassive Henry.

This is how it went. Each item was removed
from the briefcase and I was questioned about it,
then the article was documented. When they fin-
ished with the briefcase, Henry and the captain left
the room. I was by myself. This guy never read
me my rights, I thought - do people have rights
here? He never told me I was being charged with
a crime. What gives? I’ve been shot at, abducted at
gunpoint, and now I'm being questioned against
my will. This is bullshit! When they returned, I had
myself worked up. I needed answers to some of my
own questions. I stood to meet them and said, “Am
I being charged with anything? Because, if I'm not,
then I would like to go home”.

“You're not going anywhere unless we tell you
that you can”, said Captain Cuadra.

“Why do you think you are here?” queried
Superintendent Henry.

“l don’t know why; suppose you tell me”, 1
demanded.

“Because we have determined that the plants
growing in Sabana Grande are marijuana”, said
Henry.

“That’s ridiculous!” I exclaimed. “I want my
lawyer present, right now”.

“Who is your lawyer?” Henry asked.

“José Talavera. Here is his phone number”. 1
reached into my back pocket for my billfold and
produced his business card.

Henry accepted the card, looked at it for a split
second, and retorted, “In Nicaragua, we don’t
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have to notify anyone. Right now, you will be
escorted back to your place of residence and we
will confiscate any other documents and search
for contraband”. With that said, Superintendent
Henry stood and told Captain Cuadra to gather
the goon squad.

“Mr. Wylie, we will talk again when you return.
I’'m sorry, but you have to be handcuffed; it’s regu-
lation”. Henry turned to an officer, barked out a
command, and strode out the door. I was told to
stand up and turn around so they could put the
bracelets on. I winced when they snapped them
shut; my wrists were bruised from the last episode.
I was taken back outside and loaded into a Wasp
or Russian army jeep. The Russian military left all
their equipment behind after the war, so the gov-
ernment gave the police the Wasps for transport
vehicles.

I was seated between two police officers and
across from me sat three more. They were making
sure I wasn’t going anywhere. The driver started
the jeep and backed out of the parking space. In
the middle of the parking lot, motorcycles and two
more vehicles carrying more cops joined us. One
man jumped out of the last jeep carrying some-
thing I could not recognise in the darkness. He put
these items on the roofs of the vehicles. When he
approached our transport, I realised he was set-
ting lights on the roofs. After fifteen minutes or
so, we were ready to roll. Down the hill we went,
through the gate by the guard shack, and out onto
the street. The wind in my face felt good. The
cool night air pulled the sweat off my body like a
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sponge. Thoughts of Ivonne came flooding into my
mind. How was she coping with this?

I noticed how fast we were travelling. Whenever
a traffic light was red, the driver sounded the siren
and turned on the roof lights. He sped through
each intersection, heedless of anyone or anything
in our way. There was no regard for safety. He just
kept his foot on the throttle and steered. As our
cavalcade approached my front gate, I could see
that all the lights were on in the house. We stopped
at the front gates. I told the driver I had the keys
for the gate and I was told to stand while another
cop shoved his hand in my pocket to retrieve them
before jumping over the side of the jeep to unlock
the gate. The gates swung open and the jeep pulled
up in front of the house.

Ivonne stood on the front porch with her arms
crossed. She wore a look that said, “make my day”
- she was ready to fight, and who could blame her.
I just hoped the situation remained calm. As they
led me from the jeep, I could hear Ivonne argu-
ing with a police officer over their authorisation
to search. When I reached the porch, Ivonne broke
off the conversation and ran to hug and kiss me. It
felt so good to be in her arms; my tension seemed
to ebb away into the night. I could tell she’d been
crying, in spite of her fresh application of makeup.
To Ivonne, this must have felt like her happy, insu-
lated world was crashing down around her shoul-
ders. The police decided our time for intimacy was
over.

As we entered the house, I whispered to Ivonne
that she should follow the police around the house
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to make sure they didn’t plant anything - their
average wage is not enough to support them, so
they are always doing “favours’. We entered the
living room/office area as we came in through the
front door, beyond this lay the kitchen and next
to it a bathroom. The hall led to bedrooms, each
with an en-suite bath. They sat me down in a chair
beside my office desk. Ivonne brought me a glass
of water to drink, but it was impossible for me
to drink with my hands trussed behind my back.
She asked if the handcuffs could be taken off. The
request was denied, but she did manage to have
them loosened, providing me with a little more
comfort. Ivonne fed me water a little at a time
then jumped up to follow when the officers moved
toward another room.

The police were everywhere. Some searched out-
side in the yard. I had some one-hundred-pound
bags of seed that were unusable for cultivation due
to poor germination and had just bought new seed
bags for our newly harvested crop. The police were
engaged loading the lot into their trucks. Some
of the police searched my office. They packed
the computer into boxes and took any piece of
paper that had writing on it. The office desk came
with the house and the owner, General Alberto
Montealegre Somoza, had some articles of his own
in the desk. This caused some consternation! The
police were reluctant to confiscate anything with
his name on it. Montealegre had been in charge of
the dictator Somoza’s feared National Guard, and
his name still carried considerable weight. The
police decided to be careful with their search to
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avoid any potentially unpleasant repercussions.

Ivonne entered the room and signalled that the
search was complete in the back bedrooms. She
looked tired and frightened. She didn’t know what
lay ahead, and no one gave her any answers.

“Lieutenant, my husband is a good man. Don’t
let any harm come to him”, Ivonne pleaded. “He
is a professional, not some dangerous criminal! He
does not need to be treated like one”.

“Senora, he will be detained at the Loma de
Tiscapa for questioning”, the lieutenant told her.
“You can bring him breakfast tomorrow. We will
let you talk to him. You will see - he will be fine.
Who knows, in a day or two, you may have him
back”.

The police were occupied loading articles into
the transport for several minutes, so I was able to
speak with Ivonne. I explained what was immedi-
ately necessary, telling her whom to call in order
to arrange legal representation. It was imperative
that Grant be contacted but Ivonne was at a disad-
vantage here. She could not communicate directly
with Canada because of the language difference, so
she would have to use Danilo as a go between until
we could set up a proper line of communication
with Canada.

The police finished loading the vehicles. At any
moment they would be back to take me away.
Ivonne wrapped her arms around me and held me
tight. All I could do was reassure her that this was
only temporary and I would be home in a day or
two to celebrate Christmas. We kissed passionate-
ly, not wanting the moment to end.
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“Gringo, we go now!” barked the lieutenant. Two
police officers led me towards the jeep.

“Paul, I will be there in the morning with break-
fast”, shouted Ivonne. I thought, I'm okay; it’s a
fuck awful situation, but in a day’s time this will
all be over. I will be celebrating Christmas with
Ivonne, opening presents, eating, drinking, and
dancing.

The jeep started up and fell in line with the other
vehicles. The cavalcade snaked its way through the
gates and out onto the highway. I looked back at
my hacienda and the beautiful woman who had
made it home. Would I ever be returning here? At
this point there were no certainties, nothing was
clear. I would just need to hold onto that picture
for the time being and pray to God I would be.
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