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         This book is dedicated to Juan Carlos Mendez Cedeño who was robbed of his life on 14th April 2014.
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   Foreword
 
         Mexico is a country steeped in tradition and culture, but beneath the surface of its glamorous resorts and mariachi music lurks the underworld of narco trafficking.
 
         Some of these narcos control small towns and villages where the locals live in fear.
 
         Hasta Mañana is a story based on real life events and is about a person who was murdered because he was involved in an argument with the narco who controlled his town.
 
         After the funeral, his partner and family seek the help of a lawyer, from the city, to start an investigation into his death.
 
         Not surprisingly, they come up against many obstacles - drug dealers -corruption within the legal system - falsified death reports, and friends of the victim who are afraid to tell the truth!
 
         The story reflects the REAL Mexico and not the Mexico you see on travel programmes.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Preface
 
    
 
         When someone very close to you dies, it comes as a shock. It leaves a void in your life.
 
    
 
         It’s bad enough when that person dies from an illness, at least you are expecting it, but when that person is taken from you suddenly, it is a very hard blow, especially when that someone you love dearly has been murdered.
 
    
 
         The say time heals, but time can never heal the pain and heartache I am going through while I am writing this book.
 
    
 
         The scars caused by the death of this special person will never heal.
 
    
 
         I can’t put into words the loss I feel, but maybe you’ll understand my feelings after reading this book.
 
    
 
         Juan was my life. That life has gone.  Time can never erase memories.
 
    
 
         He loved me for the person I am and not for the material things or money that I have.
 
    
 
         Without him I’m nothing.
 
    
 
         How can you overcome sorrow when that someone you loved, struggled for twelve years fighting HIV and then had his life robbed mercilessly by cold blooded bastards who dumped his body in his car in a rubbish tip, like a dead animal, to make it look like an accident???
 
    
 
         This story is different because it has been written in tears
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   In Loving Remembrance
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Juan Carlos Mendez Cedeño
 
    
 
    
 
   4th November 1973 – 14th April 2014
 
    
 
    
 
   Only a whisper away.
 
    
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   Chapter One
 
    
 
   The banging on the door, filled the entire house with a resounding echo, and it woke me up suddenly. The barking of the dog didn’t help either.
 
    
 
         “What the fuck could that be?” I mumbled to myself while rubbing the sleep from my eyes. “Oh, it must be Juan. He’s forgotten his keys. But why bang on the door and not ring the bell?”
 
    
 
         I realized that I had forgotten to set the alarm on the clock on the bedside table.  I’d promised to get up early to help Juan decorate a pair of wrought iron wings for a carnival float that were outside on the front yard.
 
    
 
         “Oh, Juan’s pissed off with me for getting up late,” I mumbled to myself as I scrambled out of bed awkwardly putting my jeans on.
 
    
 
         The dog continued barking furiously. 
 
    
 
         “I’m coming, I’m coming,” I shouted out of the bedroom.
 
    
 
         Almost falling over myself as I hurried towards the front door, fumbling for my keys, I could hear women wailing and screaming outside.
 
    
 
         I had a sick feeling in my gut that something wasn’t right.
 
    
 
         “Oh! My God! Something bad has happened,” I thought, now wide awake.
 
                 
 
         Opening the door clumsily, the dog running outside instantly, I saw Juan’s family wailing and screaming.
 
    
 
         “They’ve killed my son!” screamed Juan’s mother, “They’ve killed my son!”
 
    
 
         With my mouth and eyes wide open,“What’s happened?”  I asked.
 
    
 
         The entire scenario was chaos and nobody answered my question. 
 
    
 
         The wailing and screaming members of Juan’s family were overwhelming. 
 
    
 
         Luis, Juan’s fifteen year old second cousin pushed forward and said, “Juan’s dead.”
 
    
 
         “I don’t believe you,” I said, not really taking much notice of the words, “You must be mistaken. It can’t be true. Where is Juan? I want to see him!!”
 
    
 
          Pushing me aside, Juan’s half-sister Lety, shaking and screaming, cried, “Do you have any identification of Juan here in your house?”
 
    
 
         “No!” I replied, “His ID is at his mum’s house.”
 
    
 
         “Well, we need it to identify his body,” she cried, “Come with us to his mum’s house.”
 
    
 
         “Look,” I said, “If this is some kind of joke, it’s in very bad taste.”
 
    
 
         “Why did you let him have the car?” Orlando, Juan’s cousin’s husband asked, red faced and shaking. “If you hadn’t let him have the car, he wouldn’t be dead. It’s your fault!”
 
    
 
         I didn’t answer.
 
    
 
         Grabbing the dog, I followed the family out of the house.
 
                 
 
         Juan’s mother’s house was only five minutes away and when we arrived, Lety pushed past and went inside, fumbling frantically through the sideboard drawers, throwing things aside, she finally found Juan’s ID.
 
                 
 
         The family, with the exception of Victor, Juan’s other nephew, jumped into cars and sped off, away from the house.
 
    
 
         “We have to arrange his funeral,” said Victor, “Can you help us with the arrangements?” 
 
    
 
         “I’m very confused,” I replied, “Can you explain what is going on?”
 
    
 
         “Early this morning, at about one o’ clock, Juan was involved in a car accident not far from here,” Victor replied, “Somehow, the car left the road and crashed into a ravine. You know that I work for the Civil Protection, and I was on duty when we received a phone call from the police telling us that there had been a car accident and they needed us to help. When I got there, I could see Juan dead inside his car. ”
 
    
 
         “I won’t believe this until I see his body,” I said, “There must be some mistake. A drunkard probably stole the car and crashed it.”
 
    
 
         “I’m so sorry David,” said Victor, “I know it’s hard for you to take in, but Juan is dead!”
 
    
 
         “Well,” I said, “Take me home and you can ring the funeral director in Guadalajara. I can transfer my funeral plan so that the family won’t have to pay.”
 
    
 
         I burst into tears as we arrived at my house. I still couldn’t accept what I had heard. Only a few hours before, Juan and I had spent Sunday afternoon at a nearby lake. How could this be happening now?
 
    
 
         Hands now trembling uncontrollably, I fumbled for my keys, opened the front door and we entered the house. I almost dropped the dog as I placed her on the floor. 
 
    
 
         Still shaking, I gave Victor the phone number for the funeral director.
 
    
 
         “Oh, yes, good morning,” Victor said as he spoke on the phone. “I’m speaking on behalf of David Cooper who has a funeral plan with you. He would like it transferred to his partner who has recently passed on.”
 
    
 
         He continued.... “Yes, the name of the deceased is Juan Carlos Mendez. He’s at the forensic department in Ameca, and we would like his body taken to his home at Moctezuma 152, San Martin Hidalgo. Ok, thanks,” he said, and hung up.
 
    
 
         “We have to pay an extra four thousand pesos for them to collect Juan,” said Victor, “because he is outside the city limits of Guadalajara. Let me talk to the family and I’ll let you know what’s happening. I have to go the forensic department in Ameca and find out what’s going on. Are you coming?”
 
    
 
         Slumping in a chair, appearing lost in another world, I quietly replied, “No. I want to stay here.”
 
    
 
         “I understand,” said Victor, “I’ll tell Juan’s family to call you, ok?” and left.
 
    
 
         Staring at the painting on the wall, of a leafless tree in the desert at sunset, which Juan had bought me for my birthday, I let everything out and sobbed loudly.
 
    
 
         “Why? Oh why Juan? Why have you left me? This isn’t true. I’m having a bad dream. How can this be possible? We were together only a few hours ago enjoying ourselves by the lake and making plans for the future. No! No! It isn’t possible!!”
 
    
 
         Pinching my left forearm with as much force as I could, I realized that I wasn’t having a bad dream and that in fact all of this was real.
 
    
 
         Suddenly I had the need to go to the bathroom.
 
    
 
         I had been hit so hard by this news and felt as if someone had punched me violently in the guts. Every part of my body was shaking.
 
    
 
         Getting out of the chair as quickly as I could, and entering the toilet before it was too late, I quickly pulled my pants down, sat on the toilet seat and evacuated all the contents of my stomach into the bowl below.
 
    
 
         As if this wasn’t enough, the urge to vomit took over.
 
    
 
         The reality of the truth of what had happened had finally registered.
 
    
 
        This wasn’t a dream!!! 
 
    
 
        Cleaning myself up, pulling myself together, I left the toilet and made my way to the living room. I had to phone around and let Juan’s friends and other members of his family, who lived in Guadalajara, know what had happened.
 
    
 
        Alicia, Juan’s godmother, was the first person I called.
 
    
 
       “Hello, Alicia. It’s David,” I said, swallowing my words, “I have some terrible news. Juan has been killed in a road accident. I can’t give you any details because his family are at the morgue identifying his body. I’ll call you later and give you the funeral details.
 
    
 
        That was all I could say as I put the receiver down.  
 
    
 
        It took me about an hour to finish making the calls I needed to make.
 
    
 
        Breathing deeply and trying and remain as calm as I could, I decided that I had to go and tell Raquel, the lady who owns the grocery shop around the corner, what had happened.
 
    
 
        She had known Juan since he was a child and she was a former school teacher.
 
    
 
        “Come on, Chula,” I called to the dog, “Let’s go to the shop.”
 
    
 
      I left the house with the dog and as I turned the corner, I could see Sergio and his sister Chely, Juan’s distant cousins, outside of the shop.
 
    
 
      They had their backs turned, so didn’t see me.              
 
    
 
     “They found him inside the car, but his trainers were outside of the car on the ground,” I heard Sergio telling Raquel, and obviously referring to Juan, “and his mobile phone and the car mats were also outside too.”
 
    
 
      “How does he know this?” I thought to myself.
 
    
 
         As I got to him, his sister nudged him in the side and he turned around and saw me.
 
    
 
         “How do you know how they found Juan?” I asked, “I was only told about an hour ago and his family are still at the morgue in Ameca.”
 
    
 
         Opening his eyes wide and throwing his head back, he fell into silence and didn’t answer my question.
 
    
 
         “David, is this true about Juan?” Raquel asked.
 
    
 
         “That’s what his family told me at seven this morning and I’ve come to tell you the news, but it seems as if you already know,” I replied, “I’m not going to believe it until I see Juan’s body for myself. I just hope it’s a big mistake.”
 
    
 
         I turned around to see if Sergio and Chely were listening to me, and surprisingly they had both gone as if they had vanished into thin air!
 
    
 
         Turning to Raquel, and bursting into tears, I said, “How could he know all those details? He knows more than me!”
 
    
 
         “Maybe one of the family phoned him,” she replied.
 
    
 
         Shrugging my shoulders I left the shop and returned home.
 
    
 
         I sat down at the table and reached for another cigarette. I was smoking more than normal, one after the other, inhaling the smoke deeply still trying to come to terms with this news.
 
    
 
         “They’re going to come and tell me it’s been a mistake and Juan is with friends, and that some drunk  stole the car and crashed it,” I kept thinking, “Yes, that’s what they’re going to tell me. I’ll just have to sit here and wait.”
 
    
 
         Only a few hours earlier, on the Sunday afternoon, we had gone, with Chula, the dog, to the nearby small lake. It was a spot where the locals usually go to on Sunday afternoons to have a picnic and some beers.
 
    
 
         We’d eaten chicken earlier for lunch, but I had prepared a few sandwiches and made some flavoured water – agua fresca – of watermelon, and had also included two bags of crisps and some chopped fruit. Juan liked to eat a lot of fruit.
 
    
 
         “Look, Juan,” I said, “There’s still half of the water melon left. Let’s give it to your mother on the way to the lake.
 
    
 
         He didn’t answer.
 
    
 
         “Did you hear what I said?” I asked him, “What’s wrong with you today? Have you got something on your mind that’s bothering you?”
 
    
 
         “Uh, uh,” he replied, “No, I mean yes, I heard you. Yes we’ll take the watermelon to mom. No, there’s nothing bothering me.”
 
    
 
         “Well, I’m worried about you,” I said, “You seem to be in another world, and when you were eating your lunch, you had your head in your hand as if something was worrying you. If you don’t feel like going to the lake, that’s fine by me. Do you feel unwell?”
 
    
 
         I always worried about Juan’s health because he was HIV positive and I always had this at the back of my mind when he appeared not too good.
 
                 
 
         But, he always took care of his health and especially his diet and what he drank. 
 
    
 
         He had changed over the years because I remember him going out and painting the town red, having a good time, always drunk.
 
    
 
         All that changed when he discovered he was infected with HIV. He had gone down with tuberculosis, twelve years ago, and almost lost his life. It was at this time the doctors told him what he’d got. I remember it well.
 
    
 
         He became a totally different person. He wasn’t the Juan I had known when I first met him fourteen years ago.
 
    
 
         He took his two daily tablets religiously and went exercising at the nearby sports centre and if he did have an alcoholic drink, it would be one glass of red wine. And he became closer to God, going to mass regularly. He was catholic.
 
    
 
         The beer swilling days had gone forever!!
 
    
 
         “No, I told you I’m okay. Come on let’s go.”
 
    
 
         I picked the dog up and got into the car and we first went to his mother’s house to give her the watermelon. 
 
    
 
         “Mum doesn’t want to come,” he said as he got back into the car, “she isn’t feeling very well.”
 
    
 
         That was no surprise. His mother was always saying she had something wrong with her just seek attention.
 
    
 
         “Well,” I said, “if you want to stay with her, take me back home. We can always got to the reservoir another day.”
 
    
 
         “No,” he said starting the car, “we’ll go and get a couple of folding chairs from my mama Maria and see if she and Luis want to come with us.”
 
    
 
         His Mama Maria’s house was only about five minutes’ drive away from his mum’s house, so we arrived there in no time.
 
    
 
         I waited in the car and he was gone for about ten minutes.
 
    
 
         He reappeared with the chairs and his mama Maria behind him.
 
    
 
         “She isn’t coming with us,” he said, “and Luis is playing basketball with his friends, but I’ve got the chairs so let’s go.”
 
    
 
         He put the chairs in the back of the car and we continued on our way to the reservoir which was about twenty minutes’ drive.
 
    
 
         Screwing his lips together and raising his eyebrows slightly, “You know, David,” he said, “I’m worried about Luis.”
 
    
 
         “Why,” I said turning to him, “what’s wrong?”
 
    
 
         Clutching the steering wheel tightly so that I could see the whites of his knuckles, “I have a feeling that Orlando is going to do something bad to him. I’ve never liked him and I don’t know why la Negra wanted to marry a drug addict.”
 
    
 
         “La Negra wouldn’t let Orlando do anything to Luis, I’m sure of that,” I replied.
 
   “Well. If he tries anything,” Juan said, “he’s got me to face up to.”
 
    
 
         La Negra had married Orlando some eight years previously and Luis’s real father lived in the United States, although he and La Negra never married.
 
    
 
         Only last week, Juan had been arguing with La Negra and Orlando and had come to my house.
 
    
 
         Shaking and screaming he said, “David, keep away from la Negra and Orlando. They’re nothing but swindlers and scroungers!”
 
    
 
         He was always arguing with them for one reason or another.
 
    
 
         “Now what’s up?” I asked.
 
    
 
         La Negra owes me twenty thousand pesos,” he replied, “and she’s got to pay me back.”
 
    
 
         I kept my mouth shut because every time I said anything about his family, he would cut me short and tell me not to interfere in his family matters.
 
    
 
         I couldn’t help but think though, that the money he was talking about was the money I had given to him a couple of years ago to open a savings account so that he would have something put by in case of an emergency.
 
    
 
         But it was better for me to keep tight lipped on this occasion and say nowt.
 
    
 
         We arrived at the reservoir. As it was still early afternoon, there were only a few people, so he found a nice shady space under a tree and parked the car.
 
    
 
         I was laying the blanket on the ground, he was arranging the chairs, and Chula, the dog, was happily investigating the area.
 
    
 
         The chimes from a makeshift trolley caught my attention. 
 
    
 
         “Do you want an ice cream?” 
 
    
 
         “I’ll have an ice lolly, a strawberry one,” he replied.
 
    
 
         “One strawberry ice lolly, please,” I said, “and a vanilla cone.”
 
    
 
         “That’ll be fifteen pesos,” the lady said handing them over.
 
    
 
         I gave her the money and sat down with Juan.
 
    
 
         The heat haze rising from the reservoir and the sound of birds in the trees above really gave the surroundings a relaxing atmosphere.
 
    
 
         “You know, David,” said Juan, “we’re lucky. We’ve got everything we need.  We have a car, you have your pension so don’t need to rely on working anymore. You have a nice house here in the country where it’s cleaner and quieter than the city. Are you happy here?”
 
    
 
         “Why do you think I left the city to come and live here?” I asked, “I can relax and continue with my writing.”
 
    
 
         “I’m going to look for a job,” he said, “I need to do something and earn money.”
 
    
 
         “There’s no need for that,” I said, “you know I want to start our own business. Your own flower shop. As soon as my private pension arrives in August, I’ll invest that money in our own business.”
 
    
 
         Juan enjoyed making flower arrangements and preparing events such as weddings and fifteenth birthdays. He was very creative.
 
    
 
         “We’ll go to Las Lagunillas for your birthday in June,” he said, “We can stay in Eva’s cabin. She’ll let us use it, I’m sure. I’ll ask her next week.”
 
    
 
         Las Lagunillas is about eight miles from San Martin and is an area of outstanding natural beauty, in the hills that surround the region. I went there once with him about three years ago.
 
    
 
         “That’ll be nice,” I said, “and in September, once the rainy season is out of the way, we can go to the beach with the dog.”
 
    
 
         We were going to go to Puerto Morelos, near Cancun, which would have been last week, but I cancelled it because I had had a gut feeling that something bad was going to happen.
 
    
 
         I had spoken to Juan about this and he said that he had also had the same feeling that something was going to happen.
 
    
 
         So because of this “premonition,” if you like, we both agreed it would be better to put the trip off.
 
    
 
         So, we would have been on the beach a couple of weeks ago, but it wasn’t meant to be.
 
    
 
         I noticed, again, that Juan didn’t appear to be his usual self. He seemed very irritated and about every fifteen minutes he would go for a pee.
 
    
 
        At around four thirty he looked at me and said, “Let’s go now, before the place gets packed with the drunkards. I don’t want to be here with all that noise.”
 
    
 
         “Oh,” I said, “I thought we were going to stay a bit longer.”
 
    
 
         “I prefer that we leave,” he said, “I’m tired.”
 
    
 
         So, we got the things together and got in the car and left the lake.
 
    
 
         “Oh, Juan,” I said as we drove past the church on our way back to my house, “it’s Palm Sunday and I’d like a palm. Let’s stop and buy one.”
 
    
 
         Surprisingly, there wasn’t anybody outside the church selling any.
 
    
 
         “That’s strange, Juan,” I commented, “Palm Sunday, and nobody selling palms!!”
 
    
 
         “They’ll be back around six,” he said, “when the first service starts, there’ll be someone here selling them. I’ll get one for you later.”
 
    
 
         It was almost five o’ clock when we arrived at my house.
 
   I opened the door and let the dog in first. Juan followed and went to the toilet while I turned on the TV.
 
         “I feel tired,” he said grabbing an apple, “I think I’ll go and take a nap at mum’s house. I’ll go to the church later and get your palm and have it blessed.”
 
    
 
         It was ten past five. 
 
    
 
         “I have a lot of work to do this week with the Judea,” he said opening the front door, “will you help me with the wings tomorrow morning?”
 
    
 
         “Yes, of course,” I replied.
 
    
 
         He was referring to the iron wings outside at the front of the house which he was going to adorn with paper he had been cutting up all week, as part of the Holy Week carnival float procession.
 
    
 
         “Okay, then. I’ll get your palm and bring it with me tomorrow morning at seven,” he said as he left the house, “Hasta Mañana.”
 
    
 
               
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
                 “Finally,” I thought, “the last class until after Christmas. Happy Christmas everybody,” I said to the students as I was erasing the whiteboard.
 
    
 
                 “How about going for a drink tonight?” Carlos, one of my students asked, “I’m going to spend Christmas with my parents near the coast and it would be nice to have a drink with you.”
 
    
 
                 Closing the classroom door behind me, “That’s a nice suggestion,” I replied. “Where shall we go?”
 
    
 
                 “I have no idea,” he replied screwing his nose, “there are lots of bars downtown. Let’s meet in the square near the two temples at seven and then we’ll decide where to go.”
 
    
 
                 “Okay,” I said, “See you at seven.”
 
    
 
   I arrived home later that afternoon, because the centre of Guadalajara was a nightmare at that time of year. Time enough to take a quick shower and catch a bite to eat before it was time to return to the city centre.
 
    
 
   Rubbing my hair wildly with my hands, I ran to catch the bus.
 
    
 
   “Oh, my God, looks like I have to stand again!” I muttered to myself as I got on the bus. It was like trying to fit myself into a can of sardines!
 
    
 
   I hated the transport in Guadalajara. There never seemed to be any room on the buses and however full they were, the driver would still stop and pick up more passengers.
 
    
 
   The half hour journey seemed like a lifetime as I stood wedged between other passengers but relief finally came as soon as I stepped down from the bus in the city centre, outside of the two temples.
 
    
 
   “Mm,” I wondered, “I can’t see Carlos. Maybe he’s having the same problem with the buses.”
 
    
 
   The sounds of the church clocks clanging, not chiming, half past seven, sent dozens of pigeons flying into the evening sky, which by now was looking like glowing embers.
 
    
 
   “I hope I haven’t come all the way here for nothing,” I thought, “oh, well, I have to remember that Mexicans are never on time.”
 
    
 
   The word punctual doesn’t exist in the Mexican vocabulary!!
 
    
 
   “Ah! David,” shouted Carlos from the other side of the road, “there you are!”
 
    
 
   Dodging the traffic and crossing the street as quickly as he could he finally took my hand and shaking it he said, “Sorry I’m late, but you know what the buses are like here.”
 
    
 
   “No problem,” I said, trying to stop the smirk on my face. “Where shall we go?”
 
    
 
   “There’s a new bar that’s just opened one block from here,” he replied, “we can go and see what that’s like.”
 
    
 
   “Fine by me,” I said and we both had to cross the street again, weaving in and out of the slow moving cars, which were almost at a standstill.
 
    
 
   Carlos had been a good English student of mine for some time and he loved to practise his English in class. Tonight would give him more time to practise his English with me and also translate for me as my Spanish was very little, not even basic enough to understand a conversation.
 
    
 
   We reached the bar in no time at all and paid the thirty pesos entrance charge, and followed other people up the stairs.
 
    
 
   The building appeared to be an old shabby colonial place which the owners had turned into a bar.
 
   The roof was supported by Greek style columns; between them was a small area where people could dance. Across the dancefloor was the bar, although there were waiters walking around. The music was very loud.  Even though it was still early, around eight thirty, the place was full! We chose to sit at the only table available situated near the top of the stairs where we had come in.
 
    
 
   “What would you like to drink?” Carlos asked.
 
    
 
   “A beer’s okay,” I replied.
 
    
 
   “What kind of beer? Lager, Indio, Corona?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “A lager, please,” I replied.
 
    
 
   “It’s best if I ask for a cubeta,” he said, “it works out cheaper than asking for a single beer,”
 
    
 
   “Well, you know better than me,” I said, “what’s a cubeta?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, it’s a bucket with ten bottles of beer,” he replied, “I’ll order a cubeta with five lagers for you and five Indio’s for me. And we don’t have to keep waiting for a waiter this way.”
 
    
 
   “Sounds great!” I said.
 
    
 
   The ten bottles of beer arrived in an ice filled galvanized bucket and the waiter put it on the table and opened a bottle each, one for me and one for Carlos. He left the bottle opener attached to the bucket, so that we could open our own later.
 
    
 
   The evening passed by quite quickly and now the place was humming with people.
 
    
 
   As Carlos had been practising his English with me, I had noticed that a young man had been observing us from behind one of the columns. When he saw that I could see that he was observing us, he stopped leaning against the column and headed our way.
 
    
 
   He said something to Carlos in Spanish, which of course, I couldn’t understand. Carlos continued talking to him for a few minutes then turned to me and said, “The guy wants to know if he can join us.”
 
    
 
   Shrugging my shoulders I replied, “Well, I have no problem. Do you know him?”
 
    
 
   “No,” replied Carlos pointing to the dance floor. “He’s with some friends who are dancing over there,” 
 
    
 
   I offered the young man a beer and he said “Gracias,” which I knew meant thank you.
 
    
 
   Carlos was talking to him a lot and I felt a bit out of place because my Spanish was very limited.
 
    
 
   Tapping me on the shoulder Carlos said, “He’d like to become friends with you.”
 
    
 
   “Does he speak English?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “No,” replied Carlos, “only Spanish.”
 
    
 
   “Well, that’s going to make things awkward,” I said, “He doesn’t speak English, I don’t speak enough Spanish, and how are we going to communicate?
 
    
 
   “I can translate,” replied Carlos, “no problem,”
 
    
 
   “Good thinking,” I said, “and what happens if we become friends and you’re not available to translate.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t worry,” replied Carlos, “relax and enjoy yourself. After all it’s almost Christmas. I’ve told him you’re my English teacher and you’re not a gringo. And I’ve told him what your name is. He’s interested because you’re from England and live here.” Come on, let your hair down!!”
 
    
 
   “What’s his name?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “Ask him yourself, in Spanish,” replied Carlos.
 
    
 
   So, I turned to the young man and asked him in Spanish, “What’s your name?”
 
    
 
   The lights formed what I can only describe as an Aurora Borealis. Flashing around the scenario they lit up his face and formed a halo type image above his dark brown, wavy hair.
 
    
 
   A crooked smile appeared on his face, which made the dimple on his chin more prominent, and raising his eyebrows, “Juan Carlos,” he replied.
 
    
 
   Most of the communication between us was via Carlos, by now my personal translator!
 
    
 
   Now. it was almost one o’ clock in the morning. The bar was open until three, but I had no intention of staying till the end. I asked Carlos to tell Juan that I was going to leave to get a taxi home as I lived about half an hour away from the club on the outskirts of the city.
 
    
 
   Juan left our company and went looking for is friends but in no time he had returned again. I could see something wasn’t right by the frown on his face when he was talking to Carlos.
 
    
 
   “What’s up, Carlos?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “He can’t find his friends,” he replied,” he thinks they’ve either gone on to another club, or gone home without him. The problem is that they don’t come from Guadalajara. They live in a small town about fifty miles away from here and he has no money to stay in a hotel.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, Christ!” I said, biting my upper lip. “Don’t worry, he can come back with me and stay at my place. I’m sure Jorge won’t mind.”
 
    
 
   Jorge was a friend of mine who rented me a room in his house and he was a very nice guy who really let me treat the house as if it were my own, so I had no problems in taking friends back.
 
    
 
    The three of us paid the bill and left the bar.
 
   “Okay, Carlos. Thanks for a great evening,” I said, getting into the taxi with Juan. “Hope you have a good Christmas, and I’ll see you at school after the holiday.
 
    
 
   “You too,” he replied, “take care, bye.”              
 
    
 
   Unlocking the door quietly, so as not to disturb Jorge, I beckoned Juan into the house and we went upstairs to my bedroom. As I couldn’t speak enough Spanish, I used sign language to show him where he could sleep.
 
    
 
   The next morning, I introduced Juan to Jorge.
 
    
 
   Jorge spoke very good English as he had lived in the United States for three years, so he could translate for me.
 
    
 
   After breakfast, the three of us took the bus to Plaza Del Sol. 
 
    
 
   During our time there, Jorge had been speaking to Juan and relating the conversation to me in English.
 
    
 
   I discovered that Juan lived with his biological mother. She never married, but he knew who his father was. He also had brother and sister who were older than him. They were married with families. 
 
    
 
   Apparently, he didn’t have a paid job, but did voluntary work helping senior citizens and people suffering with HIV.
 
    
 
   I would discover more about his family as our friendship flourished.
 
    
 
   After the morning at Plaza del Sol, Juan said that he had to return to his town, so I gave him enough money for his bus ticket and to buy some food. 
 
    
 
   He caught his bus nearby and Jorge and I returned home.
 
    
 
   As the weeks went by, I was able to communicate more in Spanish, so every time Juan phoned, which was daily, I could hold a conversation with him in his own language, which made things much easier.
 
    
 
   It was about three months after I had met Juan when he phoned me and asked me to spend a weekend in his town. He told me where I had to get the bus in Guadalajara, and that he would be waiting for me at the bus station when I arrived.
 
    
 
   The following weekend I went to his town, San Martin Hidalgo.
 
    
 
   It took around two and a half hours by bus to get there. I was a bit nervous about travelling outside of the city on my own, but I am an adult, after all, and have to explore new horizons.
 
    
 
   He was waiting for me and greeted me with a strong hug and handshake.
 
    
 
   The walk from the bus station to, what I thought was his house, was only ten minutes away.
 
    
 
   He introduced me to Carmen, his niece, affectionately known as La Negra, small and plump with long, curly, black hair, his aunt Maria, a little, thin woman, her mother, Chayo, a grey haired old woman with a crooked back, sitting down and resting on a walking stick. Her face looked like an ordnance survey map, and his three year old nephew, Luis, who was running and screaming all over the place.
 
    
 
   I spoke enough Spanish to converse with him, but I couldn’t understand a word what the other members of his family were on about!!
 
    
 
   I had lunch with them and afterwards he told me that we were going to sleep at his mother’s house.
 
    
 
   He looked on his aunt Maria as his mother because when he was born, his real mother gave him to Maria as she was too busy gambling and hanging around with other men so didn’t want to look after her own baby.
 
    
 
   Maria had given him his name and raised him as a child; so naturally, he looked on La Negra as his sister.  
 
                 
 
    
 
   La Negra’s father was Juan’s uncle, but he and Maria never married.
 
    
 
   Juan also had a half-brother, Everardo, who was the eldest. He was given to Juan’s grandparents to be looked after.
 
    
 
   He also had a half-sister, Leticia. She was given to another one of his aunt’s to be looked after.
 
    
 
   Juan, Everardo, and Leticia had one thing in common. They had the same mother but each one had a different father!!
 
    
 
   Juan was the youngest of the family.
 
    
 
   What type of mother could give her children away??              
 
    
 
   I always felt confused when Juan referred to his aunt Maria as mama Maria, and his real mother as mama Carmen,
 
    
 
   Everything fell into place though once I knew the history.               
 
    
 
   It was around 8pm when we left for his real mother’s house. It was roughly a twenty minute walk from his aunt’s.
 
    
 
   On the way to his mum’s, I was trying to imagine what his real mother looked like. I was putting together an imaginary photo of her in my head. What am I going to see? What am I going to say to her?
 
    
 
   I was about to find out!
 
    
 
             “Here we are,” he said, opening the front door, “this is where we are going to sleep.”
 
    
 
             I was very taken aback when I entered. There were a couple of plastic  chairs, held together with string, a plastic bench, and a rickety old bed. 
 
                 As Juan stepped through the front door, I heard something crunch under his foot, like he had trodden on a potato crisp. He lifted his foot up and I saw the remains of a crushed scorpion!
 
    
 
         Thinking to myself: “And I’m going to have to sleep here tonight!!”
 
    
 
         To be honest, I wasn’t keen on sleeping with creepy crawlies, especially scorpions.
 
    
 
         “What other things am I going to sleep with as well?” I asked myself.
 
    
 
         I was in the countryside so I suppose I would see things here this weekend that I probably would never see in Guadalajara.
 
    
 
         The house itself was clean, but I felt sorry for Juan as he had to live here, but then again I’m sure he was accustomed to it.
 
                 
 
         “I’m here mum,” he shouted as we went into another room.
 
    
 
         The room was the same as the one we had just come out of. Bare brick walls but this time no concrete floor. It was plain earth.
 
    
 
         “This is my friend, David,” he said to his mum, who was lying on a bed watching TV. “It’s no problem if he stays here tonight is it?”
 
    
 
         I could see a small woman with short black hair, showing no expression on her face or in her eyes as she shrugged her shoulders and didn’t say a word.      
 
    
 
         “I don’t want to be a problem,” I said, “I can stay at a hotel in town.”
 
    
 
         “There’s no problem,” Juan said, “you’re sleeping here tonight and not spending your money on a hotel.”
 
    
 
         So this was Juan’s real mother. As far as she was concerned, I wasn’t even there in the house. She blatantly ignored me. I felt uneasy, but to show respect for Juan, I wasn’t going to offend him by not staying the night there.
 
    
 
         Besides, it was only one night and I would be returning to the city and my own place the next morning.
 
                 
 
         Pressing my lips together hard, “Roll on tomorrow!” I thought.
 
    
 
         It was obvious I wasn’t welcome.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
   The morning had finally arrived.  After fifteen years in Guadalajara, I was about to leave and embark on a new life in San Martin Hidalgo. I had been busy filling packing cases with things for over two weeks and had moved all the furniture ready for removal into the living room the night before. It was now seven in the morning and Juan had told me he would be arriving with the removal van at around seven thirty.
 
    
 
   I was anxious now having retired from teaching and now I was receiving my pension every twenty eight days from the UK, so I had enough money to live on here in Mexico. No more working for ungrateful people. I was now my own boss!
 
    
 
   Once I had settled down in San Martin, I could concentrate on my writing, and who knows, become a well-known writer! I also had plans to travel around Mexico with Juan and the dog and to return and visit my family and friends in England.
 
    
 
   The house I was going to rent was a detached three bedroomed bungalow with a small front courtyard where I could park the car, and a large back garden which needed some work. I like gardening so I also had plans for that.
 
    
 
   The sound of a car horn outside made me aware that the removal van had arrived. It was seven thirty exactly!
 
    
 
   I went out into the street and saw that it was La Negra and Orlando who had arrived first.
 
    
 
   “Juan is following with the removal van driver and should be here at any moment,” she said getting out of the car.
 
    
 
   “Ok,” I replied, “You and Orlando can help me with some of the smaller things that we can put into the car whilst we’re waiting for Juan. I can’t wait to get out of here.”
 
    
 
   About a quarter of an hour later, Juan arrived with the van driver.
 
    
 
   The whole removal process from my apartment only took about half an hour. I locked the doors and left the keys with a neighbour and text messaged the landlord to let him know that the flat was now empty and where he could collect the keys.
 
    
 
   I couldn’t wait to get into the car with Chula and finally leave Guadalajara.
 
    
 
   The journey to San Martin took us about an hour and a half, which is half the time it takes by bus. We stopped at a cafeteria on the road for breakfast.
 
    
 
   The unpacking and arranging furniture in my new home took up most part of the day.
 
    
 
   Now, my new life had started. Another journey, another experience in Mexico.
 
    
 
   Juan’s mother’s house was about a ten minute walk away from where I was now living.  Because my house was in an isolated area, Juan told me that he would stay for the first few nights with me to make sure I didn’t feel alone and that everything was okay. I told him that there was no need for it as the phone would be installed within the next few days and I could always call him and as he had the car, he would be here within a few minutes. However, he insisted, so I didn’t argue.
 
    
 
   During the first two weeks of moving in, Orlando and La Negra helped with the painting of the house outside. Nothing needed doing inside.  And in the back garden, Orlando put barbed wire on top of the six feet high walls for extra security.
 
    
 
   The neighbour’s house on one side was separated from mine by a very big back yard. On the other side was open land with cows, horses and chickens. Behind the wall at the bottom of the garden was another house separated by a long back garden.
 
    
 
   Across the street was open land and a carpenter’s business, so I was more or less almost in the middle of nowhere.
 
    
 
   The town centre was about a mile away.
 
   During the first week, I had the telephone installed and satellite TV.
 
    
 
   I wasn’t really a stranger to the town as I had visited Juan at weekends. I knew his friends and other people in the town, but didn’t know anybody in my neighbourhood. I can make friends easily so there wouldn’t be any problem for me in getting to know new people and after all I speak Spanish very well so there’s no language barrier!
 
    
 
        I had moved to San Martin on 10th November 2013, almost a week after Juan’s fortieth birthday and the local annual festival was in its final days so I took advantage of having some fun and a few beers in the town square.
 
    
 
   “It’s Luis Palomar’s birthday next week,” Juan said, “he’s invited us to his party.”
 
    
 
   “Oh,” I said, “that’ll be interesting.” 
 
    
 
   Luis was a long-time friend of Juan, but I had never gotten on with him since day one. However, I wasn’t going to let that stand in the way of joining Juan at the party. I expect I wouldn’t have been invited if I had still been living in Guadalajara.
 
    
 
   Before this invitation, Mario, a long-time friend of mine, who lived in Guadalajara, had phoned me asking if he could visit. I had arranged that he come to San Martin on Sunday and all was planned. 
 
    
 
   At ten thirty I received a phone call.
 
    
 
   “Hello, David, it’s Mario. We’ve just arrived in San Martin and as I don’t know where your house is, I thought it best to wait here in the plaza for you.”
 
    
 
   “That’s fine,” I replied, “We’ll be with you in about five minutes.”
 
    
 
   I quickly picked up the dog and Juan and I got into the car and drove the short distance to the centre.
 
    
 
   Mario was sitting on a bench with his brother Lalo. His brother had Downs’s syndrome and they were both pleased to see us.
 
   “Nice to see you,” I said as we hugged one another. “Follow me in your car to the house and later we can come back and have lunch in town.”
 
    
 
   I showed Mario around the house and he was quite impressed, especially with the large back garden.
 
    
 
   “You have a nice place,” he said, “in the countryside and a lovely back garden where you can relax, write your books and drink a cold beer!”
 
    
 
   “Well,” I said, “the garden isn’t that nice, but I have plans for it.”
 
    
 
   We chatted a lot and the time soon passed.
 
    
 
   “Okay, what would you like to eat for lunch?” I asked them.
 
    
 
   “Whatever,” Mario replied.
 
    
 
   “There’s a good restaurant in the plaza where they have excellent birria,” Juan said, “do you like birria, Mario?”
 
    
 
   “Ah, yes,” he replied, “so does Lalo. We haven’t eaten birria in ages.”
 
    
 
   “Okay, then, we’ll go there,” I said, “come on, we’ll go together in Juan’s car. After lunch, we can have a couple of beers in a bar in the plaza. Juan doesn’t drink and he is driving.”
 
    
 
   We all had a lovely meal and Chula, the dog, was allowed in the restaurant.
 
    
 
   We went to a bar nearby which looked out onto the main square. It was a nice sunny day and we ordered a beer for me, one for Mario, and one for Lalo. Juan drank a mineral water.
 
    
 
   As we were relaxing and enjoying the moment, a friend of Juan happened to walk by.
 
    
 
   “Hi, Blas,” Juan said greeting him, “come and join us for a beer.”
 
    
 
   “Thanks,” Blas said, “the others don’t mind if I join you, do they?”
 
    
 
   “Of course not,” Juan replied, “you know David, anyway, and these are two friends of ours from Guadalajara, Mario and his brother Lalo.”
 
    
 
   We spent a couple of hours at the bar then all of us returned to my house.
 
    
 
   I knew that Blas was supposed to be a clairvoyant because Juan had mentioned this to me on a few occasions.
 
    
 
   As we entered the house, I noticed Blas looking down the hallway that led to the back garden as if he was observing something.
 
    
 
   We sat at the table and he still continued to look down the hallway. I felt a bit creepy wondering what he was looking at hoping that I wasn’t living in a haunted house!
 
    
 
   “What do you want here?” Blas asked, still looking down the hallway and directing his question there.
 
    
 
   I looked at Juan and the others and Juan put his finger to his lips indicating that we remain quiet.
 
    
 
   “You’re not welcome here,” said Blas to the invisible person or thing in the hallway “go away and leave them in peace!”
 
    
 
   He then turned to us and apologised.
 
    
 
   “Sorry, Juan,” he said, “but you had a spirit visitor here just.”
 
    
 
   “Are you telling me the house is haunted?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “No, David,” he replied, “Your house isn’t haunted. In fact it’s very peaceful but this spirit appeared and I have to say something to Juan.”
 
    
 
   “That’s okay,” Juan said, “you can tell me in front of the others.”
 
    
 
   “The spirit was a lady,” Blas said “ she told me to tell you that there is a fat woman who lives close by and who wants to cause trouble between you and David. She’s jealous that David is living in this house. There is also a man of about forty, has a moustache and wears a sombrero. He’s looking for you for some reason.”
 
    
 
   “I can’t think of anyone fat who lives near here,” Juan said, “and I know many men of about forty with moustaches who wear sombreros.”
 
    
 
   “Well,” said Blas, “just think about what I’ve told you. David, you are going to sell more books and write more books but it will be a while before you are successful in a big way. Keep at it.”
 
    
 
   Looking at Mario he said, “Mario, I see that you are having some personal problems with your close family. You aren’t working at the moment but you will be in a new job within the next few weeks.”
 
    
 
   He told Juan to light a white candle and place in the hallway that night and to say a prayer and any negative energy would be gotten rid of.
 
    
 
   All this talk had made the evening pass by quicker than expected and it was time for Mario and Lalo to return to Guadalajara.
 
    
 
   “If you want to get to Guadalajara more quickly, I suggest you take the Tala highway,” I told him, “at the end of this street, cross the main road and continue until you get to the Tala highway. It’s about a mile from here. Turn right on the highway and this will take you directly to Guadalajara. You should be there in about an hour and it’s much quicker than going via Cocula. And because it’s Sunday night there’ll be very little traffic.”
 
    
 
   “I feel a bit embarrassed to ask you this,” Mario said, “but I don’t have any money for petrol. Would it be possible to lend me two hundred pesos?
 
    
 
   “No problem,” I replied, “here take a thousand pesos. You’ve always helped me in the past when I’ve needed anything. There, take it and you can pay me back when you find work.”
 
    
 
   “No,” said Mario, “two hundred will be enough.”
 
    
 
   “Take it,” I insisted, pushing it into his hand, “say no more!”
 
    
 
   “Thanks very much,” he replied.
 
    
 
   We said our farewells and Mario and Lalo got into their car and drove away.
 
    
 
   About an hour later, Blas saying “Don’t forget to light the candle,” and left.
 
    
 
   I had been impressed with Blas as I had a friend in England who is a clairvoyant, Blas’s performance that night was very similar to my friend’s ability in England. He was a clairvoyant, no doubt about it!
 
    
 
   Juan lit the candle, said a few prayers and we went to bed.
 
    
 
   The following week went by quickly and the weekend was upon us again. This time it was the invitation to Luis Palomar’s birthday party.
 
    
 
   He was having the party at his sister’s house which was about five minutes away by car.
 
    
 
   “Hello Juan,” he said greeting Juan but ignoring me, which wasn’t a surprise. “Can you help me serve the meals to the guests?”
 
    
 
   “That’s okay,” Juan replied, “David go and sit next to my friends Titi and Chuy. You know them so you can chat with them while I’m helping Luis. After I’ve finished I can come and join you.”
 
    
 
   “Typical!” I thought to myself, “Fucking Luis only invited us so that Juan could play waiter!!”
 
    
 
         I went and sat down at the table with Chula.
 
    
 
         “Hi, David. How are you?” asked Chuy.
 
    
 
         “Fine thanks,” I replied, and you?”
 
    
 
         “I’m fine,” he replied, “Got into town a couple of days ago from the States.”
 
          “David is living in San Martin now,” Titi said to Chuy, “he came here in November.”
 
    
 
          “Oh, really,” Chuy said, “are you working here then?”
 
    
 
          “No,” I replied, “I’m retired now, so I thought I’d move out of the city and come for some peace and quiet where I can concentrate on my writing. Juan and I are also thinking of opening a florist which Juan can manage as his business.”
 
    
 
          It was ages before Juan finally came and sat with us which left me feeling pissed off.  In spite of this we had a good time.
 
    
 
          I had been living in San Martin for about three weeks and the next big event was the fifteenth birthday of Juan’s nephew Luis. I was thinking how time flies as I remembered Luis when he was about two years old, the first time I got to know Juan. Now he was going to celebrate his fifteenth birthday!!
 
    
 
          It was December 4th and Juan had spent most of the day at his Mama Maria’s house helping with the preparations.
 
    
 
          A fifteenth birthday is a special event in Mexico, mainly for young girls, but the boys also celebrate as it is looked upon as entering into manhood.
 
    
 
          The party was to be held outside in the street and when I arrived, there were already quite a few people there. Most of them were Luis’s school friends but members of his family were also there. The only person missing was Juan’s mother, Carmen.
 
    
 
          The crisp evening air gnawed at my bare arms so I decided to put on a sweater.
 
    
 
         I saw that Blas had been invited so I went and sat by him.
 
    
 
         Juan, as usual was playing chef, and waiter!!
 
    
 
        The night passed by with people dancing in the street, but I decided to leave at around ten thirty because I couldn’t stand the cold anymore sitting outside in the street.
 
    
 
        “Why do you want to leave early?” Juan asked.
 
    
 
       “It’s not early, Juan,” I replied, “It’s after ten and I’m freezing. I just want to go home. Besides, you’re busy barbecuing and waiting on and your family are ignoring me so I’d rather be at home with the dog as company!”
 
    
 
        “Okay,” he said, “come on, I’ll take you back in the car. Blas can come with us.”
 
    
 
         On arriving home, I got out of the car and wished them both goodnight.
 
    
 
       “See you tomorrow,” I said.
 
    
 
        It was about a week before Christmas. I was cleaning the house and Juan was outside in the street cleaning the car. Suddenly, I could hear Juan’s voice raised as if he was arguing with someone. I went outside and saw him across the street arguing with Camilo, the owner of the carpenter’s workshop. When he saw me, he indicated that I should go inside the house and not interfere.
 
    
 
       About ten minutes later he returned, shaking and red faced.
 
    
 
       “What the hell is going on?” I asked.
 
    
 
       “It’s none of your business,” he replied gritting his teeth.
 
    
 
       “Oh, but I think it is, Juan,” I said, “Remember I have to live here and I don’t want problems with my neighbours because of your arguing with them. Now what is going on?”
 
    
 
       “Fucking piece of shit has accused me of dealing in contraband with the builders of the tequila warehouse down the street,” he replied, “He need talk. He sells gasoline illegally.”
 
    
 
        “You need to take care what you’re accusing people of,” I said, “If he’s selling gasoline illegally it’s really none of your business. And if you interfere it could be dangerous. Ignore him and let him get on with it.”
 
    
 
        I had discovered that Camilo was a member of a gang of narcos who not only dealt with drug trafficking but also stole petrol from Pemex and sold it cheap. The leader of this gang was known as “The Goblin” and lived in the neighbouring town of Ameca.
 
    
 
        Apparently the whole town, including the local police and the politicians who administered the town, knew of these goings on but were afraid to say anything for fear of their lives.
 
    
 
        And this was going on right in front of my house!!
 
    
 
        Christmas was now upon us. I wasn’t as excited about this Christmas as Juan had got a wedding event planned for the 25th so he would be busy and I would be spending most of Christmas Day with the dog.
 
    
 
        In Mexico, the tradition is to eat Christmas dinner on Christmas Eve, but I still stick with my British traditions and had arranged to eat dinner on Christmas day but this time in the evening, once Juan had finished preparing the event, and had invited his family to the house so that we could all eat together.
 
    
 
        Juan returned from the event at about six in the evening and we had invited his family to eat at eight. We had bought lots of food and drink.
 
    
 
        At eight thirty, no one had arrived.
 
    
 
       “What’s happened to your family, Juan?” I asked, “Where are they?”
 
    
 
       He phoned his family.
 
    
 
       “Sorry to have to tell you this, David,” he said, “they’re tired after helping me with the event and aren’t going to come.”
 
    
 
        “Not going to come?” I said banging the table, “not going to come? They are nothing but ungrateful peasants! Well, it’s the first and last time I’ll be inviting them here at Christmas. And all this money spent on food!! And you can tell them what I’ve said or I’ll tell them myself!
 
    
 
        This was my first Christmas in my own home in San Martin, not realizing it would be the last one I would ever spend with him.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Four
 
    
 
        The ringing of the telephone sounded louder than usual as it jolted me out of the world I had slipped into and back into the real world.
 
    
 
        “Hello David,” echoed Orlando’s voice at the other end, “Juan is here. Do you want me to come and pick you up?”
 
    
 
        “No,” I muttered, “I’ll walk. Is he injured badly because if so I’d rather not see him and prefer to remember him as I last saw him.”
 
    
 
        “He’s fine,” replied Orlando, “he looks as if he’s asleep.”
 
    
 
        I put the receiver down and left the house with Chula not really wanting to confront the truth.
 
    
 
        I walked slower than usual and every step seemed to take a lifetime.
 
    
 
        As I was walking, I remembered what he had said four days before.
 
    
 
        I had been busy writing my new book, The Mr. Punch Murders, while he was watching TV.
 
    
 
        He turned to me and said: “David, I’m going to die,”
 
    
 
        “What!” I said as I stopped writing, “are you sick? Do you feel unwell? Why are you saying that? Let’s go and see the doctor.”
 
    
 
        I was very worried about him because of his condition.
 
    
 
        “I’m okay,” he said turning back to watch TV, “Don’t worry.”
 
    
 
        “Well,” I said, “We’re all going to die one day,” and thought nothing more of it until now.
 
    
 
        “I wonder why he said that,” I thought to myself, “and only four days ago. Now he’s dead.”
 
    
 
        Turning the corner into the street where Juan lived I could see at the very far end the chairs and awning outside his house telling me that there was a funeral wake there.
 
    
 
       I approached the house shaking. There was a large black ribbon hanging on the front door and a few people sitting outside. It was twelve noon.
 
    
 
        Inside the house I could see his Mama Maria, his mother, Carmen, and La Negra along with a few more women.
 
    
 
        I entered the house and will never forget what I saw.
 
    
 
        A white metal casket with brass handles was placed in the front room where Juan used to sleep and a large photo of him was on the floor at the foot of it.
 
    
 
        I slowly walked up to the open casket and gasped as I looked through the glass panel and saw him lying there. He looked very peaceful, as if asleep.  His right hand resting on his stomach. There were no injuries to his face.
 
    
 
        I spoke to him without speaking.
 
    
 
       “What happened, Juan?” I asked, “What were you doing on the road to San Geronimo? Who is responsible for this?”
 
    
 
       Obviously he couldn’t answer but I could swear his eyelids were moving while I was talking to him. But how could that be possible? He was dead!
 
    
 
       I was surprised to see that he was wearing the shirt he had bought me for my birthday and he was always very fond of it. I had no idea that I had lent it to him and such a touching gesture that he should be buried wearing it. La Negra told me that she had chosen the clothes for his funeral.
 
    
 
       I could see the catgut, which had been used to stitch him up after the autopsy, poking through the top of his shirt.
 
    
 
       “I want to touch him,” I said to La Negra, “open the casket.”
 
    
 
      She didn’t want to do it so a friend of his removed the latches and opened the lid.
 
    
 
       The tears from my eyes fell onto his face and I placed my hand on his forehead, stroking his hair I sobbed, “Wake up, Juan, wake up.” I slowly bent over the casket and kissed him on the forehead hoping this kiss would wake him up. But this only happens in fairy tales, and this was no fairy tale. This was the harsh reality of what had happened to him!
 
    
 
       I had written my final personal message to him in the Bible he used to read at my house and placed it below his hand.
 
    
 
       His friend pulled me away from the casket and closed the panel once more so that he could only be viewed through the glass section.
 
    
 
       To think, less than twenty four hours previously, we had been enjoying ourselves by the lake and making plans for the future. All of this had been wiped out!!
 
    
 
       I went and sat outside his house, holding Chula tightly and close to me, still dazed by what I had just seen.
 
    
 
       I was very angry with God. Why had he taken Juan in this manner? Juan had been battling with HIV for twelve years and he had to die like this. It just wasn’t fair.
 
    
 
       During the passing of the night, many of Juan’s friends and people who knew him came to pay their last respects. Now there was a multitude of people sitting outside in the street and going in and out of the house to view his body.
 
    
 
       I had been talking to Lupita, a very close friend of his. She was a dentist and I remember going to her graduation do with Juan some years ago. While I was talking to her I noticed a police woman sitting talking to another of Juan’s friends.
 
    
 
      I asked if I could speak to her and she came over to me explaining that she was one of the first people at the scene of “the accident,”
 
    
 
       “Juan’s death wasn’t an accident,” I told her, “he was murdered!”
 
    
 
       “I have to agree with you,” she said, “but I can’t say anything because if I do, the authorities will get rid of me and I don’t want to lose my job. I have photos of the scene and once everything has quietened down, I’ll let you have them.”
 
    
 
       “Well,” I said,” I’m not going to let things stop here. After the funeral I’m going to investigate and make his killers pay for this!”
 
    
 
       Sitting behind me were Sergio and his sister Araceli. They were distant relatives of Juan.
 
    
 
       “Listen, Araceli,” Sergio said to his sister, “if he is going to continue investigating, he’s the next!”
 
    
 
       It was almost four in the morning and I was exhausted from the events of the day. I couldn’t eat anything and the warm air of the evening had now turned into a chilly breeze.
 
    
 
       I went inside the house and asked if I could lie down and try and get some rest as I wanted to make sure I would be okay for the funeral later in the afternoon.
 
    
 
       I went to the casket to see Juan and wish him goodnight before I finally went into the next room and lay down on a mattress with Chula, I was trembling with the cold so La Negra covered me with one of Juan’s coats, which I was later to keep.
 
    
 
       I was dozing off to sleep with Chula in my arms, when I felt like what was an icy cold hand touch my back. I got up quickly and couldn’t get back to sleep.
 
    
 
       “Was this Juan trying to tell me something?” I thought but didn’t say a word to anyone.
 
    
 
      It had been a long, long night and the last one I would ever spend with Juan.
 
    
 
      “What am I going to do now without him?” I thought, “There’s nothing now for me here in San Martin or in Mexico come to that. I’ll have to think about returning to Guadalajara or better still go back home to England.”
 
    
 
       Turning to La Negra, “I’m going home to take a shower and get changed ready for the funeral,” I said.
 
    
 
       “Orlando will take you in the car,” she said.
 
    
 
       “Thanks, but I prefer to walk. I want to be alone for a while,” I said.
 
    
 
       I returned home, sobbing all the way. I still couldn’t take it in that the lifeless body in the casket in his mother’s house was Juan. I had always been worried about him since I discovered he was infected with HIV. It had always been at the back of my mind that I would probably lose him because of an illness but never wanted to think about it, I never dreamed that the day had come where I was going to say adios to him for the last time and not because of an illness, but because some heartless bastards had taken his life!
 
    
 
       I showered and got dressed entirely in black for the funeral service which was going to take place at four o’clock at the parish church in the town square.
 
    
 
       I arrived back at Juan’s mum’s house an hour before we were to make the procession to the church.
 
    
 
       “David,” La Negra said, “do you want to come and see Juan for the last time? There is blood trickling form his nose, so I think it best we close the casket.”
 
    
 
       I went up to the casket and said my final farewell to the person I had shared fourteen years of my life with. Fourteen years gone in the blink of an eye! Sobbing and choking, I collapsed over the top of his coffin.
 
    
 
       Friends’ of his helped me away as the lid was closed for good.
 
    
 
      The undertakers arrived and Juan’s elder brother and other family members carried the casket out of the house and into the waiting hearse.
 
    
 
      “Are you sure you want to walk, David?” Sonia, another close friend of Juan asked me, “I think it’ll be better for you to ride in our car.”
 
    
 
       “I’m going to walk all the way to the church and then on to the cemetery, if it kills me!” I replied, “This is the last journey I’m ever going to make with Juan and I’m going to make sure I complete it. If I collapse and die along the way, you can bury me with him.”
 
    
 
       It was the hardest journey I had taken in my life. The sweat was pouring from me and wetting my black shirt. The sun was pounding down on my head and I felt very faint. I hadn’t eaten for two days but I was determined to complete this long and winding road.
 
    
 
       Juan’s godmother’s daughter had to support me at times to stop me from collapsing onto the cobble stoned streets as I followed his coffin.
 
    
 
       A band of mariachis was leading the procession.
 
    
 
       Juan always said he wanted music at this funeral and his wish had been granted.
 
    
 
       At last, we had arrived. As the clock struck four and the one bell was tolling, the coffin entered the church.
 
    
 
       I noticed Sergio standing at the entrance wearing dark glassed and with a fan in his hand smiling as the coffin passed by him.
 
    
 
       “He knows something about this,” I thought, “look at him grinning!”
 
    
 
       The church was full to its capacity and many people were sitting outside in the churchyard to listen to the service.
 
    
 
       “We are here today to celebrate the life of Juan Carlos,” the priest said, “he was here at mass on Sunday evening and told me that he wanted to be nearer to God, I never thought that I would be giving mass at his funeral service today. Juan gave his services to this town free and was respected by all in San Martin,” he continued.
 
    
 
       At the end of the service, the priest asked that the close family and friends approach the coffin. The municipal president was in attendance and stood in front of me as we formed a closed circle around the coffin.
 
    
 
      Shaking holy water over it, the priest said to the congregation: “Juan deserves to be applauded for the work he did for this town.”
 
    
 
       The silence in the church was then broken by the sound of people clapping their hands.
 
    
 
       This was the first time in my life I had been to a funeral where the congregation applauded the corpse.
 
    
 
       The service was now over and it was time to proceed to the cemetery, which was another half hour away by foot.
 
       I was completely exhausted and prayed that I would make it to the cemetery.
 
    
 
       I couldn’t believe all of the people I saw lining the way. It was as if Juan had been a celebrity.
 
    
 
       We were now at the final destination, the municipal cemetery where Juan would be laid to rest in his family tomb.
 
    
 
       Prayers were said at the entrance and his coffin was carried to the grave.
 
    
 
      This would be the last time in my life I would see the person, who had been very important to me, laid to rest. It was like losing my right arm.
 
    
 
       His casket was lowered into the grave, As he was the last person to be buried there; he was buried at ground level and not beneath the soil. Besides, he was being laid to rest in a concrete tomb and not in soil.
 
    
 
       Sobbing loudly, I placed a single red rose on his casket and the gravediggers placed bricks on top and then sealed it with cement.
 
    
 
       I wanted to pinch myself and wake up. But this was real, this was the final farewell.
 
    
 
       I left the graveside with Raquel, the lady who keeps the corner shop near my house and went home alone. Chula was waiting for me. The poor dog had no idea of what had been going on.
 
    
 
      I went to bed early that night and as I was dozing off, I felt a hand lightly caressing my hair.
 
    
 
     I am sure it was Juan telling me and assuring me that he was okay.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Five
 
    
 
        The day after the funeral I heard a car horn outside of the house and was surprised to see Lety, Juan’s half-sister.
 
    
 
        Rolling the car window down and calling me: “Come on, David, get into the car. We’re going to talk to the people who were with Juan the night he died. You can bring the dog.”
 
    
 
        I hastily left the house and got into the back of the car. Luis was sitting next to me and Carmen, Juan’s mother was in the front passenger seat.
 
    
 
        “I’m going to find out exactly what happened,”  Lety said, “when I’m talking to them, don’t say a word. I don’t want to raise any suspicions. Then we’re going to the public prosecutor in Ameca and lodge a complaint. Juan didn’t die in an accident, he was murdered!”
 
    
 
        The rapid movement of the car left the tyres screeching as we headed into town.
 
    
 
        We drove up to and stopped in front of a street stand that sells prawn tacos and fruit.
 
    
 
        “Compadre,” Let shouted to a scruffy looking man of about fifty, “can I have a word with you?”
 
    
 
         Dragging his feet, the man moved towards the car.
 
    
 
        Carmen rolled down the window and the man put his head into the car.
 
    
 
        “Santos,” Lety asked, “you were with Juan on Sunday night, weren’t you?”
 
    
 
         Hands trembling on the car door, “Yes,” he said, “why?”
 
    
 
        “Well,” said Lety, “you know what happened to him?”
 
        “I heard he had an accident, that’s all,” Santos replied.
 
    
 
        “What was he doing when he was with you?” asked Lety.
 
    
 
        Santos didn’t look Lety straight into her eyes when he answered her. He was looking down at the floor.
 
    
 
        “I was in the Spider bar and Juan was sitting by himself, drunk, listening to music on the juke box and crying,” he said.
 
    
 
        “He was drunk?” Lety asked.
 
    
 
        “Yes,” replied Santos, “he told me he had an event planned in San Geronimo and was going to talk to the priest at one o’clock.”
 
    
 
        “You mean one o’clock in the morning?”  asked Lety.
 
    
 
        “That’s what he told me,” Santos replied.
 
    
 
        “So he didn’t give you a lift home in his car then?” Lety asked.
 
    
 
        “No,” replied Santos, “I left him in the bar and walked home.”
 
    
 
        I had been observing this man and could see he was lying through his teeth.  Juan didn’t drink.
 
    
 
        “Thanks for your help,” said Lety and we drove off to our next stop.
 
    
 
        We arrived outside the Spider bar and Lety got out of the car and went into the bar and spoke to the young barman.
 
    
 
        She spent about ten minutes with him and got back into the car.
 
    
 
        Biting her top lip and screwing her face she said, “That Santos is a liar. The barman said that he saw Juan talking to someone outside in the street at about eleven thirty that night and Juan wasn’t drunk. He also told me that Santos was sitting in Juan’s car honking the horn to get Juan’s attraction. He knows something about what happened and won’t say because I’m sure that he was involved.”
 
    
 
        “Where are we going now?” I asked her.
 
    
 
        “To San Geronimo,” she replied, “I’m going to ask Beto a few questions.”
 
    
 
        Beto was an acquaintance of Juan.
 
    
 
        On the way to San Geronimo, we had to drive past the spot where Juan had been found dead and I shuddered as we drove by.
 
    
 
        We got into the centre of San Geronimo and Lety stopped the car.
 
    
 
       Calling to a woman sweeping outside her front door Lety said, “Excuse me, can you tell me where Beto lives?”
 
    
 
        San Geronimo is a small ranch about three miles from the centre of San Martin and only a few people live there so everybody knows each other.
 
    
 
        “Oh, yes,” the woman replied, “turn right here and go up the hill. Beto’s house is the last one at the top.”
 
    
 
        “Thanks,” said Lety and we continued the journey.
 
    
 
        Once we had arrived, we all got out of the car and made our way through a broken gate and up the path, overgrown with weeds, to the house.
 
    
 
        Beto, a man of Juan’s age, with unwashed, greasy shoulder length hair, met us halfway down the path.
 
    
 
        “Oh,” he said, eyes raised, “hello Lety, sorry to hear about Juan. Can I help you with anything?”
 
    
 
        “I hope so,” replied Lety, “I want to know if you were with Juan on Sunday night.”
 
    
 
        “Well, come up her and sit down,” he replied, pointing to some plastic chairs outside his front door.
 
    
 
        “I wasn’t with Juan on Sunday,” he said, “I was in bed with flu. My friend Maria, the police woman, phoned me at three on Monday morning to tell me what had happened to Juan. I still can’t believe it.”
 
    
 
        “That’s strange,” Lety said, “I’ve just been talking to Santos and he told me that Juan was coming to San Geronimo at one o’clock in the morning to talk to the priest about an event and that he was going to give you and a friend a lift.”
 
    
 
        Beto, fumbling with his fingers and raising his voice, “that’s not true,” he said, “Santos is a liar. I told you, I was in bed with flu and didn’t go into town that night.”
 
    
 
        “Well,” said Lety calmly, “Somebody is lying and that somebody knows something about what happened to my brother and I’m damned sure I’m going to get to the bottom of this!  I know for certain that there is no priest here in San Geronimo and how could Juan have had an appointment with a non-existent priest at one o’clock in the morning?”
 
    
 
        Turning to me she asked, “David, did you know that Juan had any event planned here in San Geronimo?”
 
    
 
        “No,” I replied, “The only event Juan had planned was with the Judea this week. In fact, the morning you came to tell me what had happened, I was going to help Juan prepare the angel’s wings for the Good Friday procession. You saw them outside my house, didn’t you?”
 
    
 
        “Yes, I remember seeing them,” she replied.
 
    
 
        “He told me that he was going to be very busy this week with the Judea and he always tells me of his planned events. He never mentioned San Geronimo.”
 
    
 
        By now, Beto was pacing up and down the path.
 
    
 
        “I don’t know anything,” he stuttered, “I wasn’t in town and I wasn’t with him. Is there anything else you want?”
 
    
 
    
 
        “No,” replied Lety, “I think I have enough information for now.”
 
    
 
        We all returned to the car and drove off for Ameca.
 
    
 
        It was about one thirty in the afternoon when we arrived at the public prosecutor’s office. Lety and I got out of the car and entered the building.  The offices were on the first floor and I got the surprise of my life when I saw the person who was going to attend us.
 
    
 
        It was Tony, a very good friend of Juan who lived near to my house. I wasn’t aware that he worked as an agent for the public prosecutor but thought we were in luck to have someone who knew Juan about to deal with the case.
 
    
 
        Tony was a stocky built man in his mid-forties, very effeminate with an infectious laugh. Only this time there was no laugh to hear as we were dealing with something very serious.
 
    
 
        Hugging Lety he said, “Come and sit down at my desk. What can I do for you?”
 
    
 
        “I’ve come to talk to you about Juan,” she replied, “Look, Tony, Juan’s accident wasn’t an accident and I have reason to believe he was murdered but have no idea who would want to kill him.”
 
    
 
        “Why do you think he was murdered?” Tony asked.
 
    
 
        “The family have been hearing rumours and as they say there is always a truth behind a rumour,” she replied.
 
    
 
         “There were neither skid marks on the road nor scratch marks from the car on the road and Juan didn’t drink as some people are saying he was drunk.”
 
    
 
         “Who was saying he was drunk?” asked Tony.
 
    
 
        “I was talking to Santos about two hours ago. He was with Juan a few hours before his body was found and he said that Juan had been drinking heavily,” she replied.
 
    
 
         “Are you talking about Santos, the trouble maker who has that taco stand in front of the secondary school?” he asked.
 
    
 
         “Yes, he’s the one I’m talking about,” she replied.
 
    
 
         “Don’t worry Lety,” Tony said, “I’ll make sure we trap this bastard for something. We’re always getting complaints about him but when push comes to shove, the people withdraw their complaints. I think they are afraid of him.”
 
    
 
        Lety continued, “And the report in the newspaper said that witnesses saw the car overturn and crash into the ditch where Juan was found. If there were witnesses were are they? The police said that they had received an anonymous phone call reporting the accident. If I had witnessed a serious road accident, I would have waited at least until the ambulance had arrived. So, Tony, if the car did overturn and crash, why aren’t there any marks on the road? The autopsy also showed that Juan suffered no broken bones. The only injury that killed him was the blow to the back of the head!”
 
    
 
        “And when I went to tell Raquel at the corner shop what had happened to Juan,” I said, butting in, “Sergio and his sister Araceli were telling her the details of how Juan was found. How could they know at eight thirty in the morning when his family were still identifying his body?”
 
    
 
        “Are you talking about Sergio who’s known as Checko?” asked Tony.
 
    
 
        “Yes, that Sergio,” I replied.
 
    
 
        “Well, you want to take no notice of him, he’s just a gossip,” said Tony.
 
    
 
        “Gossip or no gossip,” I said, “how could they have that information? They were telling Raquel that Juan’s trainers had been removed from his feet and thrown on the ground. They said that his telephone and the car mats were also thrown out of the car. I think the people who killed Juan phoned the police using his mobile phone before destroying it. I’m also witness to what Santos was telling Lety. They are all involved with Juan’s death in one way or another. Sergio was grinning at the church when the coffin passed by him!”
 
    
 
        Turning back to Lety, Tony said, “I was at the scene about an hour after this had happened. When I saw it was Juan, I couldn’t believe it. In my opinion, and it’s only my opinion, it appears as if Juan got into a fight and while he was distracted someone struck him hard on the back of the head which unfortunately was the fatal blow.”
 
    
 
        He continued, “There’s not a lot I can do for you at the moment because the offices will be closed tomorrow and Friday for Holy Week. I suggest you both come back on Monday so that you can file a report.”
 
    
 
       “Okay,” said Lety, “we’ll come back on Monday. What time would be best?”
 
    
 
        “Eleven in the morning is a good time,” he replied, “and Lety, there could be a problem if you are going to make a case out of this.”
 
    
 
        “Why is that?” she asked.
 
    
 
        “Juan’s car isn’t registered in his name. It’s still registered in the name of the person who sold it and this could cause problems for them as well.”
 
    
 
        “I bought the car from Orlando as a birthday present for Juan,” I said, “So the car is still in Orlando’s name?”
 
    
 
        “No, it isn’t in Orlando’s name,” replied Tony, “It’s still in the name of the person who sold it to Orlando. Orlando never changed the papers so you will have to go and see this person and get things sorted before I can even think of making a case.”
 
    
 
        I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I’d bought the car from Orlando and he never mentioned anything. Only interested in the cash, nothing more.
 
    
 
        We left the building and Lety assured me not to worry as the next stage of the journey would be to stop off at my house, collect the car documents and go and get things sorted with the previous owner.
 
    
 
        The car had been insured up until two weeks before this incident but I had cancelled the policy because I was making the monthly payments and I had had an argument with Juan over Christmas because he had lent the car to a family member, who had come to visit from the United States, to use while he was visiting. My argument was that we now didn’t have a car to use. And why should I pay insurance for someone else’s benefit? So, when the “accident” happened, the car was not insured.
 
    
 
        Anyway, we left Ameca, collected the documents from my house and went to see the guy who had sold the car to Orlando.
 
    
 
        “It’s better if you put the car in Carmen’s name,” Lety said, “There might be problems if it’s in your name because you are a foreigner.”
 
    
 
        “That’s okay,” I said, “and anyway I don’t want the car if it’s repairable. I couldn’t drive a car that someone had been found dead in, especially as that someone was Juan. Do what you like with it.”
 
    
 
        So she went and spoke to the guy and everything was sorted out.
 
    
 
        Holy Week passed and Monday arrived. I phoned Lety asking her if she was going to pick me up and take me to the public prosecutor with her but she said she couldn’t get the time off from work and couldn’t go that day.
 
    
 
        I called Orlando and La Negra and they took me.
 
    
 
        When I arrived, Tony had done an about turn and didn’t want to see me. 
 
    
 
        “You told me to come back today,” I shouted at him, “why won’t you take my statement?”
 
    
 
        “There’s nothing you can do,” he replied rudely, “You have no rights to Mexican law and this is a family matter and you are not family. I am only going to deal with Juan’s family. Now go home!”
 
    
 
    
 
        “I have no rights to Mexican law?” I screamed, “Well, you are very wrong there. You knew Juan. You know he was well built and could defend himself, but what chance does anyone stand against a gang of cowardly bastards? I thought you were his friend and would help us find his killers but you’re the same as his other so called friends and don’t want to do anything. Are you afraid of these people? Most people in San Martin know it wasn’t an accident!”
 
    
 
         I pulled out my wallet and removed my residential visa which gave me legal rights to live and work in Mexico and also to be protected by the law.
 
    
 
       “These are my rights,” I shouted holding the visa under his nose, “these are my rights! Don’t worry, I’ll show you what rights I have and am going to make an official complaint about you to the authorities in Guadalajara.”
 
    
 
        “Don’t threaten me!” he remarked, “I am the law!!”
 
    
 
        “Oh,” I said, “Sorry you took it as a threat. It isn’t a threat, it’s a promise and I’ll show you who is the law and I can assure you I will be keeping my promise!!”
 
    
 
        La Negra and Orlando hurriedly ushered me out of the building.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Six
 
    
 
        Two days after the incident at the public prosecutor’s office, La Negra phoned me and told me that Rosa Maria, a friend of Juan who lived in Guadalajara, had a very close friend who was a doctor and clairvoyant.  She said that the clairvoyant had told her that Juan had communicated with her spiritually and she wanted to see us.
 
    
 
        Juan’s mother asked a neighbour if he could take us to Guadalajara the following day.
 
    
 
        So, we went to see the clairvoyant.
 
    
 
        The luxury apartments where she lived were near to Plaza del Sol.
 
    
 
        A middle aged lady, elegantly dressed, dripping in jewellery and with lots of makeup, answered the door.
 
    
 
        “Ah,” she greeted us in a husky voice, “you must be Juan’s family.”
 
    
 
        “I’m his mother,” said Carmen, “this is Carmen, his sister, and this is David.”
 
    
 
        “Yes, Rosa Maria has told me a lot about you, David. You’re from England, right?”
 
    
 
        “That’s right,” I replied.
 
    
 
        I was very suspicious of the woman and as soon as she spoke to me I thought, “A fraud!”
 
    
 
        I have a very good friend in England who is a clairvoyant and my gut feeling told me that this woman was no clairvoyant but was going to use information given to her by Rosa Maria to trick us into thinking she was in contact with Juan.
 
    
 
      She ushered us into her living room and we sat at the table.
 
    
 
    
 
        Pointing to a silver pendulum dangling from her neck she said: “I use this to contact the dead. You have to keep silent unless I ask you questions, understood?”
 
    
 
        We all nodded.
 
    
 
        “If the pendulum makes circles, it tells me that I have contact. If the pendulum doesn’t move, then I have no contact,” she continued.
 
    
 
        Closing her eyes and pulling a strange face she continued with the lecture.
 
    
 
         “Juan,” she said, “Juan, are you with us? Your family and David are here and would like to contact you.”
 
    
 
        My eyes and mouth wide open, I observed her closely as I could see that the tip of her little finger was making the pendulum move in a circle.
 
    
 
         “She is a fake after all,” I thought to myself.
 
    
 
        My friend in England doesn’t use cards, pendulums or crystal balls. She only has to touch someone for a few seconds and then tells them what she feels. This woman was acting like a clown, pulling faces and making her face tremble. A very good actress!!
 
    
 
        “Juan is with us,” she said, “he wants to let you know what happened. He was murdered as you thought and his demise had been planned.”
 
    
 
        Holding my head back I couldn’t wait to hear what was coming next.
 
    
 
        “It was all so sudden and unexpected,” she continued, pendulum still going round in circles, “ Juanis contracted a group of Cubans to assassinate me because she thought I knew too much about the corruption within the presidency.”
 
    
 
       I’d heard enough. Juanis was the municipal president at the time Juan died and she was distantly related to him. I knew for a fact that Rosa Maria had wanted to oust Juanis from her role as municipal president and take her place. This so called clairvoyant was a close friend of Rosa Maria and was using her “powers” to convince Juan’s mother that the municipal president was involved in Juan’s murder!!
 
    
 
         I got up from my chair and said: “I can’t listen to any more of this, I’m leaving.”
 
    
 
         “No, no!” the clairvoyant said, “you can’t leave, we need you here, and well Juan needs you here.”
 
    
 
         “Sorry,” I said, “I have to leave.”
 
    
 
         Turning to Juan’s mother, “I’ll wait for you outside with the driver,” and left the apartment.
 
    
 
         When I got outside, I text messaged La Negra and told her that I had never heard such a load of bullshit in my life and that this person was not a clairvoyant.
 
    
 
        About half an hour later, Juan’s mother and La Negra came out of the building.
 
    
 
        We didn’t say a word about anything on the way back to San Martin because the driver would have heard everything and we would have probably become the laughing stock of San Martin!
 
    
 
        The next day I asked La Negra to accompany me to the COMUSIDA - (Municipal Committee for the prevention of AIDS) - offices in town as I wanted to speak with Kata the director. Kata was a very close friend of the municipal president and I was determined to get to see the president that very day.
 
    
 
        As we entered the offices, Kata was sitting at her desk with her assistant on one side. Both of them were doing very little.
 
    
 
        “Good morning, Kata,” I said greeting her, “I need to have a word with you. Are you busy?”
 
    
 
        “Good morning, David,” she replied, “no, take a seat.”
 
    
 
        “I’d like the conversation to be in private with just you, me and Juan’s sister,” I said looking over to her assistant.
 
    
 
        “Yes, of course,” she said, “Do you mind going into another room for a moment Carlos?” she turned asking her assistant,
 
    
 
        Glaring at us and giving a sigh, he nodded and left the room.
 
    
 
        “We went to see a clairvoyant yesterday, Kata,” I started, “I know you are a close friend of Juanis and I would like to speak to her as soon as possible because I have some information that is very disturbing about her. Juan’s sister is with me as a witness.”
 
    
 
        “You know that Juanis is a very busy person and I doubt that she will be able to see you, can’t I help?” she said.
 
    
 
        The only way you can help is by asking her to see me urgently,” I said.
 
    
 
        “I need to know what is so disturbing about what you have to tell her,” said Kata.
 
    
 
        “It’s a matter between me and her, but if you must know, the clairvoyant told us that Juanis contracted some Cubans to kill Juan.”
 
    
 
        “What!” she said almost falling of her seat, “I’ve never heard anything so ridiculous.”
 
    
 
        “Neither have I,” I said, “but that’s what we were told yesterday and I need to ask the president if it’s true. If she won’t see me, I’ll have to get in touch with the local press. I’m not going to rest until I find out the truth about Juan’s death and I’m not afraid of anybody in this town, narco or politician!!”
 
    
 
        Kata’s attitude suddenly changed as she reached for the phone.
 
    
 
        “Good morning, Juanis,” she said into the phone, “I have David here in my office with Juan’s sister and they need to see you urgently. I think you need to see them right away after what they have just told me.”
 
    
 
        A few seconds went by and she replaced the phone,
 
    
 
        Getting up quickly from her chair, and grabbing her handbag Kata said: “Okay, come with me. She’s going to see you now.”
 
    
 
       We went straight to the municipal building and after a brief word from Kata to the president’s secretary we entered her office.
 
    
 
        The president stood up and shook hands with me first and then with La Negra and asked us to take a seat and asked Kata to leave.
 
    
 
        No smile just a look of authority appeared on her face.
 
    
 
        “What can I do for you this morning?” she asked.
 
    
 
        “Nothing, really,” I replied, “I’ve just come to ask you a question and I want an answer, a truthful one at that.”
 
    
 
        “What’s your question?” she asked looking at me as though she was a headmistress and I was the naughty boy in her office.
 
    
 
        “My question is this,” I said, “Did you contract a group of Cubans to murder Juan?”
 
    
 
        She didn’t answer straight away and I could tell why by the look on her face. The look of authority had changed. Gasping for breath, she arose from her chair with her eyes wide open and her mouth almost touching the floor!
 
    
 
       “I can’t believe what you’ve just asked me,” she finally replied, “who told you this?”
 
    
 
       “Before I tell you the story,” I answered,” I have Juan’s sister here as a witness to what I am about to say so that you believe me.”
 
    
 
        “That’s okay,” she said now sitting back down in her chair and recovering from the shock of what I’d just asked her.
 
    
 
        “we went to see a clairvoyant yesterday who told us that Juan had communicated with her and she told us to our faces that Juan said that you had contracted a gang of Cubans to make sure he was out of the way because he was aware of corruption going on in the presidency,” I said, “I didn’t believe her but I want to make you aware that she is a friend of Rosa Maria, she’s a doctor and I think you know her.”
 
    
 
        “Do you mean Rosa Maria who works for me here in the presidency?” she asked.
 
    
 
        “Yes,” I replied, “The same Rosa Maria. I need to tell you what I know about her because I know for a fact that she is trying her hardest to get you out of your position as president because she wants to be sitting in that chair,” I pointed to the chair in which Juanis was sitting and continued,” When I was living in Guadalajara and when Juan came to visit me, she would always be phoning to speak to him. Juan would spend almost an hour talking to her. I couldn’t hear what she was saying but could hear what Juan was saying and from the gist of the conversations it was about how she could make problems to oust you as president. Juan also commented that she hated the sight of you.”
 
    
 
        “What you are asking me about contracting Cubans is ridiculous, “she said, “I know that Juan was involved with politics and he was very controversial, always changing sides. But to have him murdered, as you say, is absurd!”
 
    
 
        “Well, that’s what I know and that’s why I’m here,” I said.
 
    
 
        She moved her hand across her highly polished desk and pressed a button.
 
    
 
        Within a few minutes a very tall man appeared in her office.
 
    
 
        Looking him directly in the face she said: “Adrian, this is David, a friend of Juan, and this is Juan’s sister. They’ve just asked me if I contracted a group of Cubans to kill Juan and said that a friend of Rosa Maria had told them because she is supposedly a clairvoyant and has been in contact with Juan. I’m concerned about these accusations and want to know what can be done; after all, you are the chief of police.”
 
    
 
      “That’s a very serious accusation,” he said, “you can sue her for slander; No one is going to believe what a crank says.”
 
        “It’s not only the accusations,” she said, “It’s what David has told me about Rosa Maria’s plans to try to oust me as president,”
 
    
 
        He turned to me and asked: “Are you willing to testify in a court if the president takes action against these people?”
 
    
 
        “Yes,” I replied, “I have nothing to win or lose and I’m only telling the truth. I came to see the president today to ask her a question which I was concerned about and she’s answered me. If she wants to take action that’s her business.”
 
    
 
        “Okay,” said Juanis, “I’ll think this over and get back to you Adrian, You can go now.”
 
    
 
        He left the office.
 
    
 
        Reaching across her desk again, she pressed another button and within seconds her secretary came into the room.
 
    
 
        “Is Rosa Maria working here today?” she asked.
 
    
 
        “No, madam,” the secretary replied, “she’ll be back here next week.”
 
    
 
        “Thank you,” Juanis said, “that’ll be all for the moment.”
 
    
 
        The secretary left the office and Juanis turned to me and asked: “Do you have any more surprises for me?”
 
    
 
        “No, señora,” I replied, “I just wanted to make things clear with you,”
 
    
 
        “Well,” she said, “thank you for coming and giving me this information. If I need to get in touch with you could you give your phone number to my secretary?”
 
    
 
        “Yes, that’s fine,” I said.
 
    
 
        “You can leave my office through this door,” she said as we were led out of the back of her office and into the main reception.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Seven
 
    
 
        It was now the middle of June, just before my birthday. I had been going to the cemetery every Sunday morning with flowers and had noticed that the blue paint on the concrete on Juan’s tomb was peeling off and it looked a mess.
 
    
 
        I asked his Mama Maria if it would be alright if I paid to have the tomb covered with tiles. The tomb belonged to her so I needed permission.
 
    
 
        “I think it will look better,” I said to her, “it will look a lot better and more dignified for him to be resting in a grave that doesn’t look a mess.”
 
    
 
        She agreed so I went to a hardware store and chose the tiles. Green was Juan’s favourite colour, so I chose a nice shade of green and a larger tile with Jesus and his sacred heart depicted on it.
 
    
 
        His mother, Carmen, knew a builder who was willing to do the work for a small price.
 
    
 
        I had had a plaque with his photo on placed on top of the tomb a couple of weeks after his funeral.
 
    
 
        It took three days to get the job done and afterwards the tomb looked very elegant which left me feeling content.
 
    
 
        His cousin Luis, his grandmother, Victoria, and his great aunt Chayo were buried there as well as him, and as I said, he was the last to be buried there. At least they were all resting in a decent tomb.
 
    
 
        It had only been two months after his death but we had heard nothing from the public prosecutor and I was getting impatient.
 
    
 
        I decided that I would contact my friend, the clairvoyant, in England.  I sent her a photo of Juan and asked her if she could do a reading for me.  I have a lot of faith in her and I do believe that there is a spirit world.
 
        A few days later I received this reading:
 
         'Don't do it – do it for me'.  I hear those words very clearly from a discarnate voice; that is, someone who has passed over and is now living in another dimension we call the spirit world.  This 'voice' is sad, yet there is an essence of strength about it.  This voice emanates from someone who knows you very well.  The voice feels multi-fractional (words that were put into my mind) so they come from someone who could think on different levels and that influence could affect behavioural patterns at times.
 
    
 
         I feel the energy is from a male, with genuine warmth.  Someone who was warm-hearted but strangely someone who didn't always display the characteristics that one would attribute to him, upon meeting him.  There is a real feeling of warmth around me as I type this, and a sense of longing to be with you, but alongside a kind of disbelief of where he is now.  This is foreign to him/his belief system/ his knowledge of, in life.
 
    
 
         I've studied Juan's photo and linked into his energy and the word that keeps springing to mind is 'complicated' so I don't know if he could be at times.  I know he is trying to tell you something David, so please bear with me.  I ‘see’ a group of people around him (I'm receiving that vision' but I can't identify any of them ;) Juan is shown standing forward of them and looking back over his shoulder as if he either knows them, or is known to THEM.
 
    
 
         I feel a little uneasy about that because it doesn't feel like a close connection he has with them, or at least explain what I saw.    Something doesn't feel quite right.  It feels like he is being hassled for something.
 
    
 
         I know you told me he died in a car accident.  Was there a problem with the brakes, or could the car have been tampered with?  There were definitely people either from his present or past that seems to be part of an equation that wasn't amicable.
 
    
 
         Either way Juan says he is better off where he is now.  There is a lady with him who feels motherly towards him.  There are also several people in Spirit around him that he knew.  David if you were with him for several years you must know about his past. There is definitely a query over your relationship with him at times.  I see a boat rocking in a rough sea.  That tells me things were not always perfect and had to be worked out. There is also someone else in spirit that you knew (so I'm told) who passed when he was a fairly young man.  It feels like you would have known him well and his demise was also not quite clear cut.
 
    
 
         Now, you are at a major crossroads in your life.  There is depression within you and a need for you to think seriously about where you belong.  There is also a need for you to be somewhere where there are cool trees, water, and a lower temperature. I'm shown you sitting under trees writing.  There are other books within you which need to be written.  Ha!  I've just seen a title THE DEVIL KNOWS.  God knows why. I only know that an autobiography about life before, during and after all your experiences needs to be written.
 
    
 
         This is why you will think seriously in time about returning to the UK for a minimum of 6 months to get your head around all that has happened to you.  Think of it in terms of a sabbatical if you choose to take that option, and/or until you get a better offer!!!!!!!    There are plans afoot for you (at present on a subliminal level) but Spirit is very interested in you and the way your psyche is opening up to greater experiences. Watch out for 'things' unexplainable, happening around you in the form of thoughts, feelings, and physical happenings. Losing stuff without explanation, electromagnetic interference, etc. etc.  You are spiritual.
 
    
 
         There is also a need for you to 'straighten yourself out' Juan says.  'Get away from all that is around you,' he adds.  So I don't know what is going wrong or whether there will be an inquest around his passing but the impression I'm getting is that his death was in some strange way, untimely.  
 
    
 
         There are opportunities opening up for you to give talks about your life in Mexico, your experiences  etc. etc. and integrated within that, how spirit have played a subtle, but definite part in all that.  Those talks will be over here.
 
    
 
         Two people in spirit come forwards. One, a white-haired lady walking with a stick, the other, her husband. They send love and so much support to you.  Memories of times past need to be regaled, and the knowledge that you are NOT alone so the advice 'pick yourself up lad' coming from that sphere, seems appropriate at this time.
 
    
 
         You must have dual citizenship because I am shown you six months here, six months in Mexico.  Remember what I receive is what I'm either shown or told spiritually and this is not a directive, only guidance.
 
    
 
         Did Juan have broad hands with fingers shorter rather than longer? I feel I want to mention a gold ring on one of his fingers with a largish stone in it.  Feels like ruby or garnet. Perhaps he or his family had one.
 
    
 
         He wants you to know that you must live the rest of your life in the way YOU want.  Don't do or listen to what others may advise.  I think that's why he said what he said in the opening sentence of this reading.  
 
    
 
         'Carry on teaching'!!!!!???????????   A way will be found.
 
    
 
         When you incarnated you chose this life journey.  Now it's time for change, major change. The lessons learned from the devastation you've experienced throughout your life have had meaning for a reason.  Sometimes we don't understand why until the right time stands in front of us.
 
    
 
         What is certain is, that even though you won't believe it now, you are entering a completely different phase when you will let out a sigh of relief because you know you don't have to worry (????) about anything and can please yourself how, where and when you can be David again.  I've asked for a huge wodge of healing to be sent to you.
 
    
 
         I'm asking Juan what he wants to say to you and hope I interpret it correctly.
 
    
 
         ''Thank you for all you 'gave' me, the loving support, the humour, the laughter we shared over the years.  I know things weren't always easy and jealousy played a part in our relationship from time to time but you know I loved you.  I could have been a better person at times but like you, words didn't always come easy.  (????)  There were times I asked why (don't get that David) but to my mind you were stronger than me.  I did and do love you.  We will meet again and I will be in your dreams from time to time.
 
    
 
         David, we've come to the end now.  I sincerely hope you can take comfort from the above.  It has taken one and a half hours to receive all that has been given.  All that I do ask is for you to understand that I am only a channel and repeat what is seen, sensed, heard or felt.
 
    
 
        Lots of love, Clare xxxx
 
    
 
        As soon as I read the last part of the reading, the message from Juan, I just broke down and sobbed my heart out. The way in which Clare had put the words was exactly how Juan would have said them.
 
    
 
        To my surprise, a few days later, I received an extra reading:
 
    
 
        EXTRA READING 
 
    
 
         I hear a voice (clairaudient of course) speaking in a somewhat urgent, desperate tone.  The owner of that voice needs to impart information/thoughts about his demise and the events leading up to them.  
 
    
 
         I will try my hardest to capture as accurately as I can, that information but please be open-minded.  I don't know why I want to say this but if there is, or going to be an official enquiry into Juan's death I would rather you kept my presence out of the equation. From my experience and that of others, spiritual mediums are ridiculed and regarded as heretics, which of course is a load of codswallop.
 
    
 
         Anyway, here goes:
 
    
 
         “I feel very sad, but angry that I let it get as far as this. It shouldn't have happened.  I thought I'd left my past behind but there was always an underlying fear that I would be caught????????”   
 
    
 
         Don't understand a word of this David. I'm not inferring that Juan was involved in that way but I saw illegal substances, and all manner of things that others were either involved in or had been convicted for., back along.  It feels as though there was a car chase or Juan was in or driving a car and had some kind of feeling he was being followed or something definitely was not right.  I now see a car screeching, swerving, lots of noise then a loud sound as though something had impacted in some way.  Then silence.  I'm not sure whether Juan was killed outright or not.  Something makes me wonder.  
 
    
 
         He knew who had it in for him.  I wondered if his life as a very young man was so different from the time he spent with you.  It seems you rescued him from something, someone, somewhere, at some time through knowing you.  I'm seeing a dusty road, and not a multi-car pile-up but this could be to show me that his was an isolated incident.  Was he on his way to meet someone?  Did he have a history of an unfavourable life?  It wasn't straightforward.
 
    
 
         I have two names – Arthur and Jermaine.  They could relate to you in some way. Was money involved in all this?  I saw the word financial.
 
    
 
         I'm probably wrong, but I feel it was an organ-grinder who played some part in what happened and the people involved were his monkeys.  There were definitely more than three involved in the whole scenario but I'm not given any names.
 
    
 
         What I feel Juan wants you to know is that he knew he wouldn't make old bones and he wants you to remove yourself away from everything that surrounded him.
 
    
 
         I see an old lady who walks crookedly and is small in height with hair secured at the nape of her neck.  She is a mother figure to him and is shouting something in anger.  I see a white wall with pots of flowers, arranged in some way.  Red are the ones that come into view.
 
    
 
         “You have to get away from all this”.  Again the voice makes its presence known.
 
    
 
         I've just heard the name Pedro and the beginning of another which sounds a bit like ch, but hard phonetically.   Juan says he's sorry he's put you through all this.  He never thought or intended it to be this way.  There will come a time when all the pieces will fit into place.  Things aren't always what we think.   
 
    
 
         David that's all I can get.  I hope some of it will ring true so that you can move forward.
 
    
 
         All my love
 
    
 
         Clare
 
    
 
        I couldn’t believe what I had just been reading. She more or less described the place where Juan was found. The old lady who walked crookedly with her hair tied at the nape was his great aunt Chayo, who had passed on two years previously. The name she found hard to pronounce referred to Sergio and Araceli. Sergio was known as Checko and Araceli was known as Chelly.
 
    
 
        How could she have known this? She was in England and all this information she gave me came from her studying the photo I had sent of Juan!
 
    
 
        This confirmed my suspicions that they were involved!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Eight
 
    
 
        Things were moving very slowly regarding Juan’s investigation and I was convinced that Tony at the public prosecutor’s office wasn’t doing anything at all.  
 
    
 
        We now had a lawyer on the case and because she was a friend of a friend of Juan, she told us that she wouldn’t charge anything to investigate. She said that we would only have to pay for her bus travel to and from Ameca when she needed to visit the public prosecutor’s offices.
 
    
 
        I also thought it was in our favour that the lawyer was from Guadalajara and not local. I didn’t trust anybody local at this time because they were all corrupt and part of the same breeding.
 
    
 
        I felt the need that she had to be contacted as I was getting very frustrated and very depressed knowing that Juan’s killers were still free.
 
    
 
        I also had the feeling that for some reason Tony was creating some form of smokescreen.
 
    
 
        He lived in San Martin. He knew the goings on of Camilo. He knew how the police in San Martin operated. He had known Juan since school. I had a gut feeling that because he was in charge of the case, he was afraid to do anything for fear of his life.  The town knew that the family had gone to the public prosecutor and asked for an investigation into Juan’s so called accident.
 
    
 
        If the town knew there was an investigation going on so did the suspects. They now had something to get concerned about.
 
    
 
        I phoned Angela, the lawyer, complaining about the progress of the investigation. 
 
    
 
        “Hello Angela,” I said over the phone, “It’s David. I’d like you to go to the public prosecutor’s office and find out what’s going on.”
 
    
 
        “I won’t be able to go until next Thursday,” she said, “Let me look in my diary, hang on.”
 
    
 
        A couple of minutes went by.
 
    
 
        “Yes, next Thursday is fine,” she said, “Can you meet me there? I can get a taxi from the bus station.”
 
    
 
        “You don’t need to get a taxi,” I replied, “I’ll get in touch with Juan’s family and they will take me there in the car and we can pick you up at the bus station. What time will you be arriving?”
 
    
 
        “Let’s make it eleven in the morning,” she replied.
 
    
 
        “Okay, that’s confirmed. I have a lot to ask you. See you next Thursday.”
 
    
 
        Later on, that afternoon, I was using Facebook when I noticed that Carlos, Kata’s assistant at COMUSIDA was online.  I’d made friends with him since the meeting with Kata about the clairvoyant in Guadalajara so I thought now was the time to chat with him as he had mentioned that he knew Juan when he was doing voluntary work there.
 
    
 
        I opened the chat and contacted him.  This was our conversation:
 
   Me: Hi Carlos, I’d be grateful if you could find out the Goblin’s real name.
 
    
 
   Carlos: Hi, very well, let me see if I can find out.
 
    
 
   Me: Thanks very much.
 
    
 
   Carlos: I see a friend who hangs out with these people. He hangs around a lot with Camilo.
 
    
 
   Me: Once I have his name, I’ll send it to the lawyer but I won’t tell her who gave me the name.  I have to be very careful because you know that Camilo has a carpenter’s workshop in front of my house. And don’t say anything to Kata either.
 
    
 
   Carlos: I know this friend very well and we were talking and I mentioned the Goblin. Don’t worry I won’t mention you.
 
    
 
   Me: Thanks, I’ll be in touch.
 
    
 
   Carlos: Ok.
 
    
 
   Me: I only want justice done for Juan’s death because it’s not fair that his killers are still free. 
 
    
 
   Carlos: My friend said that if I buy him drugs he will tell me who the Goblin is.  Well, David, I’m going to look for this friend shortly and buy these drugs for him so he’ll tell me the Goblin’s name.
 
    
 
   Me: If it’s not going to cause you any problems.
 
    
 
   Carlos:  Ok. But now I don’t have any money to buy the drugs. Let me see if somebody will lend me some money and once I have the Goblin’s name I’ll send it to you.
 
    
 
   Me: Do you believe that things he tells you are true?
 
    
 
   Carlos:  When he is under the influence of drugs, he talks a lot about these things and he works for Camilo, so yes, they’re true.
 
    
 
   Me: Well, I don’t want you to put yourself in danger.     
 
    
 
   Carlos: I know both of them very well but I stay away from them.
 
    
 
   Me: I don’t know if you know Sergio, Checko. I’m sure he was involved with Juan’s death as well.  
 
    
 
   Carlos: Yes, I know him. He was acting very strange after Juan’s death.
 
    
 
   Me: Ok. I’ll keep in touch.
 
    
 
        Two days later I was connected to Facebook again and saw that Carlos was online again so I started this conversation:
 
   Me:  Hi Carlos, if you can find out who was involved in Juan’s death I would be grateful and the motive for murdering him. If you need money to buy “things” for your friend to make him talk, tell me how much and I’ll see what I can do.
 
    
 
   Carlos: Do you want me to look for the chap today? 
 
    
 
   Me: If you like, but if you need the money today, it’s best to wait till next week.
 
    
 
   Carlos: To be honest, I don’t have any money.
 
    
 
   Me:  Well, let’s wait till next week.
 
    
 
   Carlos: : I get paid on the 15th and then I’ll be able to buy the drugs.
 
    
 
   Me: How much does this drug cost?
 
    
 
   Carlos: A hundred pesos. He told me that the Federal police are coming to the area next week and he has to escape. So it’s best if I can find him now to get the information before he disappears.
 
    
 
   Me: Okay.
 
    
 
   Carlos: Let me send him a text message.
 
    
 
   Me:  Okay.
 
    
 
   Carlos:   He said he is going into hiding. He hangs out with Camilo and these people and all of them are going into hiding when the Federal police arrive. He said they are going tomorrow but won’t tell me where.
 
    
 
   Me: If you can then, look for him today that would be best.
 
    
 
   Carlos: He told me that he is at the Sports Centre, near to where you live.
 
    
 
   Me: Very close to my house! 
 
    
 
   Carlos:  Do you want me to try and get this information from him? 
 
    
 
   Me: Do you think that once the Federal police have left, he will return to San Martin? We have to be very careful. I only want to know if he has any information about Juan’s death.
 
    
 
   Carlos:  Yes, I know. I don’t want any problems with them either but let me tell you that this chap is an idiot and tells everything once he’s taken drugs. 
 
    
 
   Me: Do the Federal police know things about Camilo?
 
    
 
   Carlos:   I think so because they’ve been to his house but can never find him. 
 
    
 
   Me:  The military have been outside my house many times looking for Camilo but nothing has happened.  I don’t want to put your life at risk either. There are people saying that Camilo was involved with Juan’s murder because Juan was arguing with him a few months before he died. I’m sure that Sergio knows something as well. I don’t know why Juan was involved with them.
 
    
 
   Carlos: To tell you the truth I had the same feeling. 
 
    
 
   Me: Why do you say this?
 
    
 
   Carlos:  And what’s worse is that now this chap is blackmailing me. 
 
    
 
   Me: Sergio is a relative of Juan, isn’t he?
 
    
 
   Carlos:  I believe so, yes.
 
    
 
   Me:  And Sergio knew details of how Juan’s body was found before his family knew and he also owed Juan a thousand pesos.
 
    
 
   Carlos: This is very strange  
 
   Me: It’s better not to get involved with this chap and stay away from him.
 
    
 
   Carlos:  Sergio owes me two hundred pesos. These are bad people. And this kid is now blackmailing me for five hundred pesos or he will tell Ramon that I’ve been asking questions about Juan’s death.
 
    
 
   Me: You can say he’s a liar. It’s your word against his. 
 
    
 
   Carlos: Now he is scaring me.
 
    
 
   Me: Why don’t you report him to the police? Do they know he’s a drug addict?
 
    
 
   Carlos: David, these people are involved with the police and the police take care of them! The local police warn them when the Federal police are going to come, that’s how they know and that’s how they escape.  These people buy the police.
 
    
 
   Me: Don’t have anything else to do with this chap because it’s putting your life in danger. It’s very sad when people in this town are afraid for their lives because of this scum controlling the town. I hope that very soon these people are going to pay for all of their evil. Don’t put your life at risk. I’ll find another way to get information. Thanks, anyway. Take care.
 
    
 
   The chat ended there. I wasn’t going to involve Carlos if it meant putting his life in danger as well. If anything happened to him because of my investigations, I could never forgive myself.
 
    
 
   Everything I was discovering was pointing to the fact that Juan was murdered and there were other people in the town that also had information but were keeping their mouths shut!
 
    
 
   The next morning, I was returning from the corner shop with Chula and turning the corner I saw lots of soldiers with rifles, about six of them were standing in front of the railings outside of my house and there were others outside and on the roof of Camilo’s carpenter’s workshop. Three military trucks full of soldiers were blocking the street.
 
    
 
   As I neared my house, a soldier approached me.
 
    
 
   “Where do you think you’re going?” he asked with his rifle pointing at my chest.
 
    
 
    “To my house,” I replied and pointing to my house, “there where your soldiers are standing.”
 
    
 
   As I was escorted to my front gate, more questions were to follow.
 
    
 
   “Who do you live with?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “Alone, with my dog,” I replied.
 
    
 
   “How long have you been living here?” he asked,
 
    
 
   “Since last November,” I replied.
 
    
 
   “Do you know anything about the guy who has that carpenter’s workshop?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “I know that you won’t find him there,” I replied.
 
    
 
   “Why is that?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “Well, it’s late morning,” I replied, “you can only find him here very early in the morning, at around seven thirty or later at night around ten.”
 
    
 
   “Do you know anything about him selling drugs or cheap petrol?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “Look,” I replied, “All I know is that he has a carpenters business and arrives early in the morning then leaves, then arrives again at around ten. I don’t interfere with others and keep myself to myself. I’m not interested in what he does. Obviously you’re here for a reason and that reason is none of my business. If you are that desperate in finding him you can probably find him about a mile from here on the road to San Geronimo.”
 
    
 
   “What do you mean?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “He has a type of ranch there and that’s where he normally is during the day,” I replied.
 
    
 
   “How do we get there?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “Turn left here at the top of this street,” I replied, “when you get to the main road, turn left and continue until you see a marble cross by a drainage ditch.”
 
    
 
   The marble cross had been placed there by Juan’s family as it marked the place where his body had been found.
 
    
 
   “Turn right down the dirt track where the cross is,” I continued, “and the ranch is at the end of the track.”
 
    
 
   “Okay, thanks.” he said, “now, go into your house and it would be better if you go to the back of the house and don’t come out of the house until we’ve gone.”
 
    
 
   “Why do I have to do that?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “Your house is in the line of fire,” he replied,” if there are problems and we open fire, some of that crossfire could come through your front windows. If you are near those windows you will more than likely get badly injured, or worse, killed!”
 
    
 
   I could feel the colour draining out of my face and went into a cold sweat thinking about the danger I was in.
 
    
 
   I went into the house, locked the door behind me, closed the curtains and went into the back garden with Chula and stayed there for about two hours.
 
    
 
   During those two hours there was an eerie silence and I was waiting for it to be broken by gunshots and screaming but the only sound I heard at the end of the two hours was the sound of the trucks starting up and moving off up the street.
 
    
 
   Feeling more secure, I grabbed hold of Chula and slowly ventured from the back garden and into the front room.
 
    
 
   My left hand shaking, I slowly pulled back the side of one of the closed curtains and peeked through.  I could see that the military had left and the street was back to normal.
 
    
 
   I looked at Chula and said: “This is incredible. I can’t take in what has just gone on. It’s like watching a Wild West movie; the only thing is I’m part of the movie! So, this is Mexico!!”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Nine
 
    
 
        La Negra, Orlando, Juan’s mother and me arrived at the bus station in Ameca just before the bus bringing Angela arrived.
 
    
 
        La Negra went inside to wait for her.
 
    
 
        A few minutes later they both appeared, Angela smiling as she came to greet me.
 
    
 
        “Hello, David,” she said, hugging me tightly and kissing me on the cheek, “how are you?”
 
    
 
        “Not too bad,” I replied, “under the circumstances and I have a lot to tell you and a lot to ask you.”
 
   
  
 

 
 
        “Well, let’s wait until I’ve spoken to the public prosecutor,” she said.
 
    
 
        It didn’t take long for us to get to the offices and she asked us to wait outside while she went in.
 
    
 
        She had been in there for about an hour and when she came out of the building, the smile had gone from her face and had been replaced by a frown and she was shrugging her shoulders.
 
    
 
        “I have some bad news,” she said, “but don’t want to talk here outside of the building. Is there anywhere we can go and talk in private? I need to talk to all of you.”
 
    
 
        “We can go and eat at a restaurant on the road to San Martin,” I said, “You can talk to us there and after you’ve eaten we can take you to the bus station there so that you can return to Guadalajara.”
 
    
 
        “That sounds like a good idea,” she said.
 
    
 
        We got into the car and headed for the restaurant when we were going to find out the bad news she had waiting for us.
 
    
 
    
 
        We were the only ones in the restaurant and found a table near the entrance and ordered our food.
 
    
 
        Taking a document out of her briefcase, Angela put her glasses on and started reading it.
 
    
 
        “This is the autopsy report,” she said, “it states here that Juan’s level of blood alcohol was well over the driving limit,” she continued reading, “it also says that he would have been unable to stand up with the amount of alcohol they found in his blood.”
 
    
 
        Gripping my chair and gasping I said: “That can’t be right, there must be some mistake. One thing, Juan didn’t drink and another thing is that he was with me all afternoon and we only drank soda water. If he was so drunk, as you are saying, and couldn’t stand up, how could he drive his car to where he was found, almost two miles away from the centre of town?”
 
    
 
        Butting in his mother Carmen, now in tears, said: “My son hasn’t touched alcohol since he found out he was infected with HIV so what you are saying are lies.”
 
    
 
        “There is something going on at the public prosecutor’s that I don’t like, “I said, “and Tony is behind all of this. Victor, his cousin, was at the scene. He works for the civil protection and he helped remove the body from the car. He said that he couldn’t smell alcohol on Juan. You have to insist we change the person in charge of this case, Angela.”
 
    
 
        “I have to agree with you,” she said, “there is something not right with this. The report also shows that Juan had no other injuries, only the blow at the back of his head which fractured his skull and caused instant death. At least he didn’t suffer. It says here that he wouldn’t have felt anything and it would be like him just falling asleep.”
 
    
 
        “What are we going to do?” asked La Negra.
 
    
 
        “The public prosecutor insist that it was an accident and want to close the case so we have to act fast,” she replied, “David, you told me that your life was threatened the night before Juan’s funeral, correct’”
 
    
 
        “That’s right,” I replied, “By Sergio and his sister Araceli. If Juan’s death was an accident, why would they say that I would be the next victim if I continued investigating?
 
    
 
        “Do you have witnesses?” Angela asked.
 
    
 
        “Yes,” I replied, “La Negra heard them and so did Doña Ana a friend of Juan but she doesn’t want to get involved because she’s afraid for the safety of her family. She knows these people and told me that they are dangerous.”
 
    
 
        “That’s no problem as long as La Negra is willing to act as a witness we have a case,” she said.
 
    
 
        “I had a feeling that Sergio was involved when I heard him telling the lady at the corner shop at eight thirty on the morning Juan was found and he was telling her all the details. He said that La Negra had phoned him at two in the morning to let him know what had happened,” I said.
 
    
 
        “And that’s not true,” La Negra said, “because we didn’t know what had happened until about a quarter to seven that morning when the police came with the news. And we were still at the mortuary identify Juan at eight thirty, so David has a point. How did Sergio know all of this?”
 
    
 
        Angela meanwhile was taking note of everything we were telling her.
 
    
 
        “David,” she said, “As you are a legal foreigner here, I think you should let your Embassy know that your life has been threatened. They will put pressure on the public prosecutor and also with the State governor’s office. This will put the wind up the public prosecutor if the realize that a foreign embassy is involved. The Mexican government don’t like to have diplomatic problems with other countries. I see this as another way around this case. Let’s give it a try.”
 
    
 
        “Okay,” I said, “I’ll contact the embassy in Mexico City tomorrow because they are closed now.”
 
    
 
        Clenching her fists and making a cracking noise with her fingers, Juan’s mother said to Angela:  “I need to tell you that one of Juan’s cousin’s came to see me just after the funeral. He told me that he had seen Camilo kill Juan. He said that there were about six other men with him and that Juan was calling for me and David for help’. His cousin was hiding nearby and waited until they had all gone before he ran home afraid. He hasn’t told anybody else and doesn’t want to be a witness for fear that Camilo or his cronies will kill him.”
 
    
 
        “Well, I’m sorry,” Angela said to Carmen, “But without him being a witness there’s nothing I can do just by hearsay. We need evidence to prove that Camilo is guilty.”
 
    
 
        “Okay,” Angela said, “once we’ve finished our meal I’d like to see the spot where Juan was found. Can you take me there?”
 
    
 
        “Sure,” said Orlando, who had remained very quiet, “it’s not far from here and then we can take you to the bus station from there.”
 
    
 
        Driving to the scene, I suddenly remembered that I had forgotten to ask Angela something.
 
    
 
        “Angela,” I said, “I forgot to tell you that the report in the newspaper said that witnesses saw the car overturn and end up in the ditch. How come there were no marks on the road surface? And why isn’t the car badly damaged? Why didn’t the witnesses stay until the ambulance had arrived? The police say that they received an anonymous phone call.”
 
    
 
        “Those are questions I can’t answer, I’m afraid,” she replied, “I would like to see the photos of the car and of the accident.”
 
    
 
        “I have photos of the car,” I said, “we went to the compound the other day. I’ll send them to your email. I don’t have photos of the accident though.”
 
    
 
        “The police will have those photos,” she said, “I need them because I think Tony has been telling lies. He denies that he told you that in his opinion Juan was in a fight and said that when he got to the scene at two o’clock, the car was on its roof with Juan still inside. He has photos of the accident but wouldn’t let me see them.”
 
    
 
        “How can we get hold of these photos then?” I asked.
 
    
 
        “You could ask the police and tell them that I need them but they will probably refuse and there’s nothing we can do.”
 
    
 
        “David,” La Negra said nudging me in the side, “you have to go and see Juanis. She is the president and she can get the Chief of Police to give you the photos. She owes you one after you telling her about Rosa Maria’s plan’s to get her ousted as president. I’m sure she’ll do that for you.”
 
    
 
        “Great idea!” I said, “I’ll go see her as soon as the presidency opens tomorrow morning. Once I get the photos, Angela I’ll send them with the photos of the car in the compound to you right away.”
 
    
 
        We arrived at the drainage ditch and Angela walked around looking at it and scratching her head.
 
    
 
        “Where exactly was the car found?” she asked pointing into the ditch which was about twenty five feet deep and forty feet wide and surrounded by bushes and dumped trash.
 
    
 
        “There,” Orlando pointed down inside the ditch where the drainage pipe was situated.
 
    
 
        “So the car didn’t go right down to the bottom of the ditch?” Angela asked.
 
    
 
        “I don’t know,” Orlando replied, “the car had gone when I came to collect Juan’s personal belongings.”
 
    
 
        “What do you mean what personal belongings?” she asked.
 
    
 
        Before Juan’s body had been brought home for his funeral, I asked Victor to show me where the accident had happened,” he replied, “when we got here, I could see some of Juan’s things in the ditch.”
 
    
 
        Interrupting him Angela said: “you found things belonging to Juan in this ditch after his body had been removed?”
 
    
 
        “Yes,” he replied, “I found his cell phone all smashed up, his tennis shoes and the two car mats from the front of the car and his blood on one of the rocks.”
 
    
 
        “So the area hadn’t been cordoned off?” she asked.
 
    
 
        “No,” he replied, “Victor also told me that they couldn’t touch Juan until the public prosecutor had arrived and that was Tony. Victor told me that when he and the others went to get Juan out of the car, Tony screamed at them not to touch Juan because he was infected with AIDS!”
 
    
 
        “I see,” Angela said, “and in which direction was Juan driving?”
 
    
 
        “In the direction of San Geronimo which is directly ahead,” Orlando replied.
 
    
 
        “So if Juan was driving in that direction,” she said pointing toward San Geronimo, “and if he was drunk, he would have lost control of the car on that bend there,” she said pointing behind her, “and if the car had gone out of control there it would have crashed into that tree and not into this ditch!”
 
    
 
        She walked along the road from the ditch to the curve in the road which was about two hundred metres distance and she returned shaking her head.
 
    
 
        “And you say that you saw no skid marks and no signs of paint from the car leaving scratch marks on the road surface if it had overturned?” she asked Orlando.
 
    
 
        “Nothing,” he replied, “the road surface was exactly as it is now.”
 
    
 
        “And at the end of that dirt track at the side of the ditch, “I said,” is Camilo’s ranch. What a coincidence!!”
 
    
 
        “Well, there’s nothing more I can say at the moment,” Angela said, “I’ll have more of an idea once I’ve seen the photos. Try and get them to me as soon as possible, David, time is running out. Oh, and don’t forget to contact your embassy. I’ll get the documents prepared for the report about the threat against you which I’d like you to sign and you can take it to the public prosecutor next week.”
 
    
 
        “What’s your opinion of the case?” I asked her.
 
    
 
       “From what I’ve seen so far,” she replied, “there are a lot of anomalies and I have to find out why.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Ten
 
    
 
        The following Monday, I went, unannounced, to see the municipal president. I thought that if I had phoned to make an appointment I would be fobbed off by her secretary and would have no chance of seeing her.
 
    
 
        “I’d like to see the president,” I said to her secretary, “is she here?”
 
    
 
        “Yes, she’s in her office,” her secretary replied, “Do you have an appointment?”
 
    
 
        “No,” I replied, “but tell her who I am and I’m sure she’ll see me.”
 
    
 
        “Well, she is very busy,” the secretary said.
 
    
 
        “Look,” I said, “it’s very important that I see her now. Tell her I’m here about Juan’s case and that’s all I’m going to tell you. If not I will go through that door without your permission.”
 
    
 
        The secretary got up out of her seat, gave me a look as if enough to kill me and went into the president’s office.
 
    
 
        Seconds later she came back out, “Go through,” she said, “the president will see you.”
 
    
 
        I entered the office and the president got out of her seat and shook my hand.
 
    
 
        “Hello, David,” she said, “don’t tell me you have another unexpected surprise for me.”
 
    
 
        “No, I don’t,” I said, “The lawyer would like the photos of Juan’s accident and I can only get hold of them through you as the police won’t give me them.”
 
    
 
        She pressed a button on her desk and within minutes the chief of police arrived.
 
    
 
        “Adrian,” she said, “David’s lawyer would like photos of Juan’s accident. I’m sure you have them.”
 
    
 
        “Yes, madam,” he replied, “they are in the station. I’ll have to talk to the administrator and have them ready for David this afternoon.” Turning to me he said, “Can you come back this afternoon and pick them up?”
 
    
 
        “No problem,” I replied, “I think it would be better if you could put them on my USB as I can get them to the lawyer much quicker in that way.”
 
    
 
        “That will be fine,” he said.
 
    
 
        “Okay, Adrian, thank you,” the president said, “that will be all,” and he left the room.
 
    
 
        “Is there anything else I can do for you?” she asked me.
 
    
 
        “There is one thing I would like,” I replied.
 
    
 
        “And what’s that?” she asked.
 
    
 
        “Well,” I replied, “you know Juan did a lot of voluntary work helping people with AIDS and also helping senior citizens?”
 
    
 
        “Yes, I know,” she replied.
 
    
 
        “I’d like some kind of recognition for him in the town. A plaque in the main square would be nice, an official ceremony. COESIDA in Guadalajara had homage for him there and it would be fitting for his town to respect his memory in that way.”
 
    
 
        “I’ll see what I can do,” she said, “leave it with me.”
 
    
 
        “Okay, that’s all,” I said, “thank you.”
 
    
 
        Later on that afternoon, I went to the police station to collect the photos.
 
    
 
        “Can I help you?” the policeman at the gates asked.
 
    
 
        “Yes,” I’m here to collect some photos.
 
    
 
        I was let in through the gates and went to the reception window.
 
    
 
        “Good afternoon,” I said, I’ve come to collect the photos of Juan’s accident.
 
    
 
        “We can’t give you things like that,” a policeman said, “you have no rights coming here asking for things that are in police custody.”
 
    
 
        As he was talking to me, I noticed Maria, the police woman I’d been talking to on the eve of Juan’s funeral.
 
    
 
        “Oh, sorry,” I said, “but I do have rights. Your boss, the chief of police told me to come and pick them up this afternoon and here is my USB for you to put them on.”
 
    
 
        “The chief of police isn’t here at the moment so you’ll have to wait until he gives permission,” he said.
 
    
 
        “Don’t worry,” I said gritting my teeth, “I’ll just go across the street and tell the president what you are saying. She told your boss to have the photos ready for me this afternoon.”
 
    
 
        Turning to leave Maria shouted, “No, wait!” and spoke to the officer who I had been talking to.
 
    
 
        He came back to the window and said, “There seems to be a problem because the camera on which I have the photos appears to have a virus and I can’t open them.”
 
    
 
        “How convenient,” I said, “then I have to go and talk to the president.”
 
    
 
        “There’s no need for that,” said Maria, “I have the photos on my camera. Give me your USB and I’ll transfer them.”
 
    
 
        “At last,” I thought and gave her the USB.
 
        In a matter of seconds, I had the photos and returned home.
 
    
 
        I was in two minds as to whether or not I wanted to look at them but I was curious and needed to see for myself before I sent them on to Angela.
 
    
 
        What I saw wasn’t very nice and leaves me with a memory I shall never forget. The last photos of Juan.
 
    
 
        There were twelve photos in total which had been taken at the scene of the “accident.” The first photo was taken at ten past one in the morning, and the final photo was taken at twenty past three in the morning.
 
    
 
        “How could Sergio have known about Juan’s “accident” in detail?” I asked myself, “He said that La Negra had phoned him at two in the morning yet these photos were still being taken and Juan’s family weren’t notified of what had happened until just before seven that morning.”
 
    
 
        This was proof that he was lying and that he had been involved.
 
    
 
        The photos shocked me as I could see Juan’s body hanging out of the car window with his head and right arm thrown backwards.
 
    
 
        Below his right arm was a brown backpack with the words HUICHO written in black marker on it. Where was this backpack now? Orlando had said that he didn’t see a backpack when he collected Juan’s personal things that had been found at the scene, so where was it. This was evidence but the public prosecutor denied having found a backpack.
 
    
 
        I couldn’t bear to think that he had been dumped like that, like a dead animal, in a drainage ditch full of rubbish. What kind of people could do that to a human being?
 
    
 
        These were points I had to make Angela aware of when I sent the photos by email.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Eleven
 
    
 
    
 
        A few days had passed and I received the document from Angela. She told me to read through it carefully and if all was okay I had to sign it and take it to the public prosecutor. She informed me that they couldn’t close the case because I was taking action about the threats to my life. She also told me that she had filed a complaint with the Human Rights against the public prosecutor for their attitude and lack of cooperation with us in the case. She told me to expect a visit from them.
 
    
 
        I read through the document and all appeared to be in order so I signed it and delivered it in person to the public prosecutor’s offices.
 
    
 
        I had been in touch with the British Embassy in Mexico and they were concerned that my life had been threatened and wanted details of the case so they could not only contact the public prosecutor directly but also put pressure on the Governor of Jalisco.
 
    
 
        “At last,” I thought, “things are moving in our favour.”
 
    
 
        This is the complaint which Angela sent to the Human Rights:
 
        1. On April 13, 2014 at kilometre 1 + 500 of the highway San Martin Hidalgo to San Geronimo,  the vehicle, a Dodge Shadow, model 1991, was found in a drainage ditch about twenty feet deep. In the car, the body of Juan Carlos Mendez Cedeno was found.  According to the death certificate raised by Dr. Rafael Meza Aguirre, the deceased died of a diffuse contusion of the skull; and the same day the body was found, knowledge of the facts was made to the Public Prosecutor attached to the Agency in Ameca, Jalisco, and the case was assigned number 845/2014, the preliminary investigation.
 
    
 
   2. It is the case that the late Juan Carlos Mendez Cedeno and this writer maintained a friendship since the year 2000 until the time of his death. Given the circumstances in which he died, the family began to suspect that his accident was not so, but he was killed intentionally by a person or persons.
 
    
 
   I state for that reason that I was very upset on the eve of his funeral when I was talking to a person named Anna, a friend of Juan, and told her about my suspicions and desire to seek justice from the authorities.
 
    
 
   Two people were sitting behind us, Araceli Hernandez Paredes, and her brother Sergio Hernandez Paredes. Araceli heard me talking to Anna and said to brother. "If he keeps talking like that and investigates, he will be the next victim." This seemed a direct threat to my life, for that reason I filed a criminal complaint against these two people.
 
    
 
   It is noted that Sergio Hernandez Paredes, on the day of the death of Juan Carlos, was in a village shop that morning and when I was approaching the shop I heard him telling some people about the death of Juan Carlos; details of how he was found dead, the place and details in general; I wondered why that person knew so much. This seemed suspicious so on went on 16 April I went to ask the public prosecutor to receive my complaint.
 
    
 
   It wasn't accepted by the agent, Antonio Guerrero, who argued with me in an arrogant and rude way to return on April 21 because the offices were closing for Easter.
 
    
 
   I returned on the date but he refused to accept the note I had written stating that if anything happened to me Sergio Hernandez Paredes was responsible; this time Antonio told me I had no right to demand justice.
 
    
 
   3. As I pointed out in the first paragraph above, I have filed a complaint against those who threatened my physical integrity; the complaint was ratified before the public prosecutor of Ameca, Jalisco. In it I requested to be summoned to testify to the aforementioned. However so far, my request has gone ignored.
 
    
 
   4. It should also be noted, that along with the family of the deceased Juan Carlos Mendez Cedeno, they have also been asking for the facts related to the his death as we have evidence (testimony) that indicates that the death was ordered by a person named Camilo Medina and executed by other people and. Asking repeatedly, orally and in writing to the public prosecutor responsible for the investigation to investigate these people, but so far there is no mention of any of them.
 
    
 
   It is pertinent to mention here that the person mentioned in the preceding paragraph engage in drug dealing, illegal gasoline sales, kidnapping and other activities outside the law and some weeks before his death, Juan Carlos had had an argument with Camilo Medina who accused him of having told a the police about his illegal activities.
 
    
 
   HUMAN RIGHTS VIOLATIONS CONSIDERED:
 
    
 
   We have identified that the responsible authorities have violated the constitutional articles 1; 8 first paragraph; 20C fractions II, III and IV of the Constitution of the United Mexican States and section III Articles 1 and 4 of the Federal Law against Discrimination.
 
    
 
   A). - It is violating my right to receive prompt and expeditious justice, because even though denounced a direct threat to my life, the complaint has been ignored. The authority designated as responsible violent the provisions of Articles 2 and 4 of the General Victims Act, which state:
 
    
 
   Art. 2. Fraction I. Recognize and guarantee the rights of victims of crime and human rights violations, especially the right to assistance, protection, care, truth, justice, reparation, due diligence and all other rights humans from the Mexican State is a party and other human rights instruments;
 
    
 
   Article 4. Direct victims are referred to as those individuals who have suffered damage or economic, physical, mental, emotional impairment, or in general any endangerment or injury to their legal rights or rights as a result of the commission of a crime or violations their human rights recognized in the Constitution and in international treaties of which the Mexican State Party.
 
    
 
   Indirect victims are family members or those individuals responsible for the direct victims who have an immediate relationship with her people.
 
    
 
   Potential victims are individuals whose physical integrity or rights threatened on assisting the victim either to prevent or stop the violation of rights or the commission of a crime.
 
    
 
   b) .- The authorities have been identified as violators of human rights because they have violated my right not to be discriminated against because of my nationality  has refused me status with the right to seek justice for Juan Carlos's death. 
 
    
 
   "Section 4. Prohibited any discriminatory practice which has the purpose or effect of preventing or nullifying the recognition or exercise of rights and real equality of opportunity in terms of article 1 remains. Constitution and Article 1, second paragraph, section III of this Act. "
 
    
 
   "Article 9, Section XI. Prevent or limit access to the administration and enforcement of justice ...”
 
    
 
   Also violates the provisions of the Federal Law for the Protection of Persons Involved in the Criminal Procedure.
 
    
 
   "Article 2 fraction IX. Protected Person: Anyone individual who may be at risk or danger for their involvement in criminal proceedings. Also within this concept they shall be deemed to persons connected with kinship or affection with the witness, victim, victim or civil servants, who look at risk or endangered by the activities of those in the process. "
 
   For all previously reported and argued, I point to the following public servants as those who violated the law and in fact my fundamental rights and human rights enshrined in treaties and conventions and general themes. The public servants involved in the facts presented here are:
 
    
 
   i) The prosecutor assigned to the agency of the municipality of Ameca. Jalisco, Jose Sebastian Rodriguez.
 
    
 
   ii) They have the same character, the Assistant Public Prosecutor Antonio Guerrero.
 
    
 
   Moreover, in view of the facts stated in the body of this document and because I have been threatened with death, I ask:
 
    
 
    
 
   PRECAUTIONARY MEASURES:
 
    
 
   Taking into consideration each and every one of the arguments embodied in the body of this writing, the plaintive request this Commission I grant all precautionary and protective measures necessary to avoid irreparable consummation of violations, including the right to life.
 
    
 
   For the foregoing reasons, I demand this Human Rights that:
 
    
 
   First. - This complaint for the events from April 14 of the year that runs so far and I am naming as my representative Attorney Angela Garcia Reyes.
 
    
 
   Second. - is required that the public prosecutor of the agency in Ameca, Jalisco promptly investigates the facts on which my partner lost his life.
 
    
 
   Third. - The public servants indicated to render their reports on the events in which they are involved and join themselves to the evidence that the law allows.
 
    
 
   Fourth.- Human Rights seek all evidence unofficially and timely issue the corresponding recommendation against the public servants involved in this paper, as well as those able to be identified during the grievance procedure.
 
    
 
   Five. - I ask for two certified copies of the agreement falling upon the admission of the complaint, I authorize that Angela Garcia Reyes receive them in my name.
 
    
 
   Some weeks later, I received a visit from a lady from Human Rights telling me that they had finished with the case and that the public prosecutor would be in touch with me as they now had to do something about the threat to my life as I was a victim and by law the victim has to be protected.
 
   Chapter Twelve
 
    
 
        I had been in touch with my sister, Pat, in England, via emails and she was aware of my situation here in Mexico.
 
    
 
        I knew she had to have her womb removed some two years previously because of cancer.
 
    
 
        My mom died with lung cancer in 1984 but she had been a heavy smoker. Pat never smoked in her life.
 
    
 
        Both my parents died in May 1984 which came as a big shock for us. 
 
    
 
        My dad died first. He collapsed at home and died in hospital a few hours later from a brain haemorrhage and my mom passed away at home five days later.
 
    
 
        I was worried about Pat knowing she had to have her womb removed but she had been keeping me informed that her radiation treatment was working and that she was clear of cancer.
 
    
 
        I opened my emails one morning and saw I had received a message from her husband.
 
    
 
        “Sorry Pat hasn’t been in touch for a while,” it said, “she had to go back into hospital for treatment as she took a turn for the worse. She’s home now and I’m looking after her,” he said.
 
    
 
        I was very concerned and was reading between the lines and I had a gut feeling that she was worse than he was telling me so I replied to the email.
 
    
 
        As the UK time is six hours ahead of Mexico time, I knew he wouldn’t be able to read it until the next day.
 
    
 
        “I read your message, Dennis,” I wrote, “I’m very concerned. Are you telling me the truth? You said she is at home and you are looking after her. Is she dying? Please tell me the truth.”
 
    
 
        The next day, the first thing I did was turn on the computer and check my emails. It was about nine thirty in the morning. I had received another email from him.
 
    
 
        “My beautiful girl, Pat, passed away at three o’ clock this afternoon,” the message read.
 
    
 
        Breaking down in tears I went directly to the phone and dialled Juan’s mother.
 
    
 
        La Negra answered the phone.
 
    
 
        Trying as hard as I could, I tried to speak but all she could hear was my crying.
 
    
 
        “David,” she said,” What’s wrong? What’s going on? Are you sick? Has something happened to Chula?”
 
    
 
        All I could manage to say was, “My sister has died and I need to come and see you.”
 
    
 
        I picked up Chula and in no time was inside Juan’s mother’s house.
 
    
 
        Sobbing, I said, “This is all I need. This is when I need Juan most of all. I lost him on the fourteenth of April and look what’s happened; I lose my sister four months later and the fourteenth of August, four months to the day. What have I done in my life to deserve this? Why is God making me suffer in this way? I can’t take anymore.”
 
    
 
        La Negra started to cry and came over and hugged me tightly.
 
    
 
        “Try to take it easy,” she said, “I don’t know what to say to you.”
 
    
 
        “I don’t know your sister,” Juan’s mother said, “I’ll light a candle for her.”
 
    
 
        “Are you going to go to England?” La Negra asked.
 
    
 
        Shrugging my shoulders I replied, “I don’t know what I’m going to do yet. I have to find out when the funeral is and I have to wait for my private pension to arrive, which is due next week, because I don’t have the money to buy an air ticket at the moment.”
 
    
 
        “We’d help you if we could,” she said, “but we don’t have money.”
 
    
 
        “I know you don’t,” I said, “her husband is going to let me know when the funeral is and that’s going to be a week or so because we don’t bury the dead as quickly as you do here in Mexico. My private pension will be in my bank account by then.”
 
    
 
        “If you go,” La Negra asked, “how long will you stay?”
 
    
 
        “I have to get somebody to look after Chula if I go,” I replied.
 
    
 
        “We’ll look after Chula for you,” she said.
 
    
 
        “I’m worried about Chula,” I said, “I don’t want anything happening to her if I’m out of the country, I’d never forgive myself and you know how attached she is to me. If anything happened to Chula now, this would finish me off.”
 
    
 
        “Chula knows us,” she said, “She’ll be okay.”
 
    
 
        “The way I feel right now,” I said, “is to buy tickets for myself and Chula and take her with me and never return to Mexico again. If Juan was still alive Chula could stay with him because she was attached to him as well. But he isn’t.”
 
    
 
        “You will let us know what you’re going to do, won’t you?” she asked.
 
    
 
        “Yes,” I replied, “I need to go back home now and think about all of this.”
 
    
 
        “Why don’t you go and lie down in the next room for a while,” Juan’s mother asked, “until you feel better. You need to be in company now.”
 
    
 
        “Thanks, but I prefer to go home and grieve privately,” I said, “I have a lot going on in my mind at the moment and I am very confused.”
 
    
 
        The year 2014 so far had proved to be one of the worst I had experienced and was hoping that I wasn’t going to receive any more news like this.
 
    
 
        “I’ll be glad to see the back of this year,” I thought, “It’s only August and I’ve lost two very special people in my life. Another four months to go before the year is out and the sooner the better.”
 
    
 
        A week later, I received another email from Dennis. It said, “Pat’s funeral will be in two weeks’ time. She wanted to be cremated so we are respecting her wishes. Please let me know if you are coming for the funeral so we can make arrangements for your stay here.”
 
    
 
        Reading this message hit home. My sister, three years younger than me, had gone and I was thousands of miles away on the other side of the world and couldn’t say a last goodbye.
 
    
 
        Life can be so cruel. Juan had died without a goodbye and now my sister.
 
    
 
        I started searching for flights on the internet and the cheapest I could find was over one thousand pounds sterling round trip.
 
    
 
        As much as I wanted to go to her funeral, this was a lot of money and meant me spending almost the entire of my private annual pension to pay for the trip and this was just for the plane ticket. I would need money for my stay in the UK too.
 
    
 
        I gave it some thought and knew that Pat wouldn’t have wanted me to spend all my money in that way.
 
    
 
        I decided that I wouldn’t go to the funeral but would send some flowers via Interflora.
 
    
 
        My email message to Dennis read: “I’m sorry to have to tell you that I won’t be able to come to Pat’s funeral next week. It’s going to cost me an arm and a leg just for the flight and I don’t have that kind of money to spend. I will be sending some flowers via Interflora to your house on the morning of the funeral. I feel very bad about this and I do hope you understand.”
 
    
 
        I received a message saying: “Don’t worry, David. The family and I understand your situation and I know that Pat wouldn’t have wanted you to spend all that money. Take care of yourself.”
 
    
 
        However, the message still left me feeling bad after I had read it, but what could I do?
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Thirteen
 
    
 
        A couple of weeks later I received an unexpected phone call.
 
    
 
        “Could you do us a favour?” La Negra asked.
 
    
 
        “It depends on the type of favour,” I replied.
 
    
 
        “I would like a stereo for the car,” she said, “and Luis would like a computer for the prep, as he starts there after the summer break. I’ll make the monthly payments.”
 
    
 
        “Okay,” I said, “Let’s go to Ameca.”
 
    
 
        She came to my house about an hour later with Luis and Juan’s mother.
 
    
 
       “Whilst we’re in Ameca,” Carmen said, “Can I use your credit on Telmex and buy Luis a tablet? I didn’t buy him anything for children’s day and I’ll give you can take the payment from the money you are giving me every month.”
 
    
 
        After Juan had died, I had been giving his mother the money I had been giving him from my monthly pension as well as paying for things for her from the superstore to help her as she hadn’t got any money and her other two children weren’t interested in helping her.
 
    
 
        So I bought the items, which totalled around one thousand pounds. I had been warned by other people not to lend them money because I would never get it back. But, they were Juan’s family after all and I was sure that they wouldn’t pull a dirty one on me. I had known them for fourteen years.
 
    
 
       A week after I had bought the tablet I received a phone call from a very distressed La Negra.
 
    
 
        Crying over the phone, “Oh, David, someone has broken into the house and stolen Luis’s tablet and Carmen said she’s not going to pay for it.”
 
    
 
        “She’ll have to pay for it,” I said, “if she doesn’t, then she won’t get any more money from me and I won’t pay for her groceries either.”
 
        I continued: “The tablet is in my name so I will have to pay for it and the money will be taken from the money I was giving her, so she can please herself. She won’t be getting any more money or help from me. I hope you’re still going to pay for the laptop and car stereo because those are in my name as well.”
 
    
 
        “I can’t make the payment this month,” she replied, “I’m waiting for money from my father in the United States.”
 
    
 
        “I can’t believe this,” I said, “I bought these things because I confided in you but I should have known better. I remember Juan telling you not to bother me for money, but now he’s dead it doesn’t matter. The best thing you can do is return the things to me and I’ll return them to the store or sell them at a loss.”
 
    
 
        “I’m not going to return them,” she said, her voice now shouting down the phone, “You can’t make me pay because I didn’t sign anything.”
 
    
 
        Grasping the receiver tightly and banging my other hand on the table: “Juan told me you were scroungers and lived off others,” I shouted, “and everybody in town knows what your like. I should have listened to them, but I gave you the benefit of the doubt and this is how you thank me, you ungrateful bitch! And you and Juan had fallen out a week before he died because you still owe him fourteen thousand pesos, the money I’d given him and I’m sure it was you who asked him to get a loan and died still owing it.”
 
    
 
        The phone went dead.
 
    
 
        Dropping into the armchair in a sweat, I realized I’d fallen into their trap and had been conned out of a lot of money. Money which I had to pay.
 
    
 
        “I’m not letting them get away with this,” I thought to myself, “I’ll go and see the local judge tomorrow and see what I can do to get some, if not, all of the money back.”
 
    
 
        The next morning I got up early and went to the local police department.
 
        “Good morning, can I help you?” the police officer said, standing behind the heavy wrought iron gates.
 
    
 
        “Yes,” I replied, “I’d like to see the judge.”
 
    
 
        The gate opened slowly with a creak as the police officer used all his force to open it.
 
    
 
        “Sit down over there and I’ll see if she can see you,” he said.
 
    
 
        A few minutes later he returned and took me to the judge’s office.
 
    
 
        A small, chubby lady with a round face peered up through her glasses and said, “Good morning, what can I do for you.”
 
    
 
        “I’ve come to make a complaint about someone who owes me money and won’t pay and don’t know what to do?” I replied.
 
    
 
        “Okay,” she said, “take a seat and I’ll take the details.”
 
    
 
        We went through all the formality of name taking and the manner of the complaint and once I told her the name, she stopped writing, put down her pen and looking at me with eyes glared she said: “Do you know these people?”
 
    
 
        “Of course,” I replied, “La Negra is Juan’s sister, you know, Juan who was killed a few months ago?”
 
    
 
        “I know who you’re talking about,” she replied, “how long did you know Juan?”
 
    
 
        “For fourteen years,” I replied.
 
    
 
        “And you didn’t know his family?” she asked squeezing her lips together.
 
    
 
        “I only came to live here last November,” I said, “I knew his family bit not that well as I lived in Guadalajara and would come to San Martin some weekends to visit Juan, so I knew him better than them. Juan would never trick me out of money. He was a very honest man.”
 
        “I knew Juan,” she said smiling, “he was a different kettle of fish. Nothing at all like his family. Always ready to help and always honest. He was very well respected in this town.”
 
    
 
        Frowning, she continued, “But his family I’m afraid are nothing like him. They owe money all over the place that’s why I’m not surprised that you are another victim.”
 
    
 
        “Then what can I do to get this money back,” I asked.
 
    
 
        “Did they sign anything?” she asked.
 
    
 
        “No,” I replied, “I had confidence in them because they were his family.”
 
    
 
        “Then,” she said, “I’m afraid you can’t do anything without a signature and they know this. But don’t worry, I’ll send out a summons and they will have to come here next week and you will too and we’ll try and sort something out. There’s not a lot you can do to get money from someone who doesn’t have money.”
 
    
 
        “They might not have cash,” I said, “but they have a Lincoln worth thirty five thousand pesos. They’ll have to sell that and pay me the twenty five thousand they owe me.”
 
    
 
        “As I said, come back next Wednesday at eleven in the morning,” she said.
 
    
 
      The following Wednesday morning I turned up at the police department at ten to eleven.  At twenty past eleven, La Negra arrived with her mother Maria, Juan’s aunt. They ignored me.
 
    
 
        We were called into the judge’s office and they sat down.
 
    
 
        “Please sit down,” the judge said to me pointing to a chair next to La Negra.
 
    
 
        “I prefer to stand,” I said.
 
    
 
    
 
        “Right,” the judge started, “I understand that you owe this man a large sum of money and we’re here this morning to try and come to an agreement on how you intend to pay him.”
 
    
 
        “We don’t owe him any money,” La Negra said, “He’s a liar!”
 
    
 
        Feeling as if I could take hold of her and throttle her I said, “That’s not true and you know it. Who signed for the car stereo? Who signed for the laptop? And who signed for the tablet?”
 
    
 
       Raising her eyebrows she replied, “Oh, those things? They were gifts. You bought them for us as gifts.”
 
    
 
        “You liar!” I shouted, “You’re nothing but a witch!”
 
    
 
       “Please sir,” said the judge, “if you are going to use that kind of language, I shall have to stop this meeting.”
 
    
 
        Turning quickly to the judge and pointing at her with a shaking finger, “What!” I said, “Only last week it was you with your own mouth who told me that they (pointing to La Negra and Maria) were scroungers and owed money all over the place. Now you’re telling me you are going to stop the meeting if I speak like this. Well you are the same as them. Good for nothing. I’ll go see a lawyer,” and slammed out of the office.
 
    
 
        They had the knack of convincing other people to give them food or money so that they could survive. This was their way of life and nothing was ever going to change them.
 
    
 
        Storming out of the heavy gates at the entrance of the police department I realized that I couldn’t win and had to pay all of this money.
 
    
 
        Two weeks after the incident I was returning home from the corner shop and noticed something large on the pavement outside of my house.
 
    
 
        When I got near I could see what it was.
 
    
 
        The marble plaque I had had made for Juan and placed on his tomb was now outside my house with a note from Maria which read:
 
    
 
        Thank you for everything. Here is your plaque. Please don’t put anything else on Juan’s grave. You are an educated person so demonstrate this by putting no flowers and no messages on the tomb. 
 
    
 
        This was the straw that broke the camel’s back! I’d helped pay for his funeral, I’d paid for the tomb to be covered in tiles; I’d paid for things with my store card. This is how I’d been thanked!! And I’d been left with the debt.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Fourteen
 
    
 
        The weeks passed by and I was still gobsmacked at how Juan’s family had tricked me out of money so I decided to get in touch with Clare again so I sent her a recent photo of myself with no other information. I only asked her if she could see a future for me here in Mexico.
 
    
 
        This is what she said in her reading:
 
   David, as I study your photograph I pick up a complex character able to think on several levels at the same time.  There is confusion within your mind and a great many blockages borne of experiences during the early part of your life and through into younger middle age.  
 
    
 
         I see shadows within your energy field which simply means that encumbrances in your life a long time ago prevented you from being true to yourself.  There has always been a spark of interest in the paranormal and I believe you've had spiritual experiences of many kinds, obvious or otherwise that may have coloured your direction in life.
 
    
 
         I also feel that when you originally went to Mexico it was because of some pressing need to remove yourself from situations/circumstances around you at that time, and your teaching/language skills and love of words afforded you this opportunity.  
 
    
 
         Your life path has been dotted with difficulties.  You chose to walk your earthly journey, in order to fully appreciate what loss means, and it has been as much to teach you about love and loving as to understand fully what losing loved ones feels like.  Your life is karmic.  You are clearing out many lives but bringing a smattering of memory of those lives to this life as well.  That should explain why some things don't make sense.  For example, in a previous life with Juan you would have left him FIRST.  In this life the circle has GONE full circle and it was his turn to leave you, in spite of the circumstances.  
 
    
 
         Why?  To help us understand what lessons we have to learn from those experiences.
 
    
 
         But now – you are embarking on a different life pattern and one that will bring you peace of mind.  First of all I see two people, a man and a woman who come in together.  I feel they have been in Spirit for quite a while but not at the same time.  They are definitely parents but I'm a little unsure as to whether they are yours David.  They could be your grandparents and all I know is that they have been together for a long time.
 
    
 
         They tell me they came from humble beginnings and the gentleman always worked until bad health forced him to retire (if you want to use that word).  The lady always did her best to keep heart and soul together.  They had many differences between them.
 
    
 
         I feel I want to say that they had many different illnesses and or conditions between them.  I also see birds – pigeons I think – so wherever there is a memory for you of someone having kept pigeons, the area in which that man lived should be known to you in some way.
 
    
 
         I am getting the impression of you living in a rural area that is not surrounded by houses.  I want to be quite isolated or feel I need the peace and tranquillity of being in a semi/secluded place with trees and green fields around.  I want to be writing – novels - and I want to totally have a complete change from all I've known.  I'm in two minds as to whether I need to live outside Torbay and I see you re-visiting your roots.  Do you still have an auntie living?  That's the impression I got but I could be wrong.
 
    
 
         Why would I be shown a gentleman who looks similar to you who wears a cravat?  That' a very old-fashioned thing to be shown but I 'saw' it so I'm 'giving' it.
 
    
 
         Juan is going to channel a book through you.  Even now there are parts of his very early life that you still have to learn about – specifically from childhood.  It will be a novel but you must change names, etc.  It will be similar to a précis of his life.  There should be some gold jewellery of his somewhere.
 
    
 
         I've been made aware of your health David.  It's important to have a health check and take advice should any be forthcoming.  Even though you are smiling in the photograph that sense of wellbeing isn't evident psychically.  There is a lot going on in that head of yours.
 
    
 
         If you are seriously intending to return to the UK it is prudent to start enquiring about that whole process, slowly but surely.
 
    
 
         It was mentioned in your book that you had been married twice and have a daughter.  You should also have a grandson.  I say SHOULD have.   There are bridges to burn and people to see.  Sometimes we have to let go and let God, and by that I mean that the authorities will do their job and justice will eventually have been done.  I 'see' a court case, so be prepared to be asked to be a witness.
 
    
 
         I also see a hand with fingers outstretched and the number 5.  That may or may not be relevant.  Don't be surprised if you feel your roots 'calling' you.  You should be in a village community.  I'm aware of an isolated 'cottage – rented', near a church green, a church with a spire not a turret, a small stone bridge with a stream running beneath, and a white-faced local pub.  I wonder where that is?
 
    
 
         I hear the name 'Mick'.  If it's not connected to a memory it's the name of someone you will eventually meet.  I'm not told on what level.
 
    
 
         I need to mention T Y R E S.  'Feel that came from Juan. Have a think about it 'cos it's relevant.
 
    
 
         I looked at your lovely little pooch!  There's another one similar in Spirit but am not told where or when that happened.
 
    
 
         Does Janet have family in the AREA you once lived in?  Don't disregard the fact that this has been brought to your attention.  It's for a reason but again I'm not privy to that information or the reason why it was given.
 
    
 
         I've asked for Juan to find his peace and his rightful place of existence.  There is no time in Spirit so his own thoughts will dictate how long he stays where he is until he's earned the spiritual right to progress and move up a level.  That can take years in earthly time but in spirit it is no time at all.
 
    
 
         If I understand correctly he needs to apologise to you for something that was said shortly before he left that day.  Does that make any sense?  I'm not sure if I've heard it correctly, but he regrets you being ‘involved’???????
 
    
 
         I see a blackboard and someone is using an old-fashioned 'duster' and wiping the slate clean?????????????
 
    
 
         At the moment, in spite of trying to hold it together I sense an air of vulnerability about you.
 
    
 
         A lady in a 1940's turban scarf, a full-size pinney over a jumper and skirt, and a cigarette in her hand, is calling out 'Mam'
 
    
 
         Who could that be?
 
    
 
         I hear the name Joyce called and Sallie.
 
    
 
         You will never get the money you are owed from Juan's family so drop the case and let it go.  
 
    
 
         It feels like there is a sense of you feeling very unfairly treated by them and even though you have a perfect right to sue them, I'm sorry to say your valiant efforts will fall on stony ground.  They are determined to cease all contact with you.  Let it go David.  
 
    
 
         I also feel that there is a stubborn streak in you and you are a bit like a terrier hanging on to a cliff edge by your fingertips in your determination not to walk away with what you consider is yours – and rightly so.   However I strongly feel there may be repercussions if you continue and I also feel Juan is encouraging you to acknowledge the fact that you know what his family's situation is so walk away with your head held high.
 
    
 
         You are being reminded to consider your future, cut your losses and plan where you want to live, when and how.    
 
    
 
         Somehow there will be a way for you to 'escape' (a word I'm being given) from the stresses of your current situation. 
 
    
 
         You seriously need to do a lot of thinking David.  The lifestyle you currently have is going to change – I feel big time – but it will only happen when you are ready to embrace a change of mind-set.  I believe that you will move from where you currently reside and 'return' to something or friends you used to have who do not live in that area. This would be a positive step forward but should be considered as a stepping stone towards your 'final destination'.
 
    
 
         In the fullness of time you will do some travelling to the UK for a wee while.  I'm not saying you will live here permanently, at least for a long time, but somehow I think the rest of your life will be in Mexico.  I don't know what makes me say that, it's just a feeling I have, and I could be wrong.  
 
    
 
         What is abundantly clear is that you need to move from your current habitat, take time out to re-think all that has happened and allow yourself some healing time.  It is still a raw time for you even though some memories will be coloured by the actual see-saw relationship you both had.  
 
    
 
         Juan was not your soul mate even though you may have thought that.  He was brought into your life to teach you lessons, have experiences that you could share and see life from 'his' perspective.  
 
    
 
         Now all that has happened has happened to bring you to a crossroads in your life.  Juan’s past would have followed you even if he had still lived – he would never have felt free – and I believe in the end it could have come between you and that wouldn't have been nice.  
 
    
 
         What you have to do now is look beneath the stone on the ground to see what lies underneath – in other words, consider all options, sit on them, peruse possible scenarios and outcomes and be logical when making your decisions.  They don't have to be made quickly or all at once.
 
    
 
         When you helped Juan's family financially they may have made empty promises to repay you but they accepted your generosity with NO real intention or plans of repaying it.  I hope you were aware of that.  Looking back, if you are honest with yourself, you would have to admit that that was on the cards.
 
    
 
         I keep seeing a piece of elastic pulling you back to England and then letting go again.  It's a very strong piece and the action is repetitive so that tells me you've had more than a few thoughts about whether it would be a good idea to return, or not.
 
    
 
         I don't know what the situation is regarding health insurance in Mexico but something tells me to ensure you are well covered, because there will be a need for that. 
 
    
 
         Something tells me that you have a concern about an underlying health condition.  Is that correct?  I'm not in any way saying anything serious – rather a chronic condition of some kind. Just be aware.
 
    
 
         By April 2015 you will have made at least one decision and the energy around you will not seem as dense or negative.  Are you going away for Christmas?  I 'see' you in the company of an old friend enjoying a drink.  
 
    
 
         I'm taken in a Westerly direction for some reason.  Who lives approx. a little north west from where you are?  It's a gentleman but I can't see him. I don't think he's as tall as you and maybe a little bit stockier; he would have had brown/dark brown hair and is Mexican.  Interesting.  
 
    
 
         David, that's all I have for you this time.  I hope it helps.  You must be so confused, upset, hurt, angry etc. but remember when these things crop up, and it’s time for life re-evaluation.  Maybe now you'll be able to find some peace of mind and look to a far happier future
 
    
 
         David I've come to the end of all I was given but I do hope you have been able to feel you'll soon be able to move on and that the reading has in some small way helped you.
 
    
 
         Take care and keep smiling my friend!
 
    
 
         With love,   Clare xx
 
    
 
        Most of the reading rang true. My mother always used to wear a turban and my dad kept pigeons. The lady, Janet, who she mentioned is a very close friend of mine in England and she lives in a rural area where the cottage and pub were mentioned, and the church has a spire and not a turret.
 
    
 
        She also mentioned a Mexican who had lived North West from where I live.  Here again she was spot on. She was describing a friend of mine who had passed on two years previously and was only thirty two and his ashes are in that location.
 
    
 
        A few more days went by after I had received this reading but I was still feeling sorry for myself and hadn’t left the house for a couple of weeks. I didn’t feel like doing anything or going out. Thank God I had Chula for company or I think I would have gone out of my mind or done something stupid. I was living for my dog and not for myself.
 
    
 
        “What would Chula do if something happened to me?” I thought, “Snap out of this, David, you must pull yourself together and move on!”
 
    
 
        I received a surprise email from Janet’s granddaughter, Donna, telling me about a clairvoyant that one of her friends knew and as I was feeling the way I was, I decided to get in touch with him for a second opinion, if you like. Although I have a lot of faith in Clare, it wouldn’t hurt to contact someone who didn’t know me and I had nothing to lose.
 
    
 
        This is the conversation I had with the clairvoyant via chat on the internet:
 
    
 
   Me:  “Hi Patrick, are you available?”
 
    
 
        Patrick: ‎ “Hi David yes I am here.”
 
        Me:‎ “What would you like to know from me?”
 
        Patrick: “Idon't actually need to know anything to tune in. All I know is that you know Donna, who knows Marie, and that you are in Mexico. I can tune in and share what I am getting if that is what you like. I work by connecting to people's loved ones who have passed and spirit guides. My guides can also work on the level of clearing negative energy.”
 
        Me:‎ “Well, my partner died tragically on 14 April and I think he was murdered and that it wasn't an accident. If you can tune in that would be perfect.”
 
        Patrick: ‎ “I felt a sense of isolation and being trapped when I started to tune into your energy is that correct?”
 
        Me:‎ “Yes.”
 
        Patrick: ‎ “Of not knowing where to turn and staring at four walls and wondering whether you wanted to be here. Often at the beginning I get this info about the person I am tuning in for does that ring true?”
 
        Me:‎ “It has some sense.”
 
       Patrick: ‎ “I also sensed a very close presence from spirit. This person would have two sides: be sensitive and have times of being down, but also be the life and the soul of the party and flamboyant at times. Does this make any sense?”
 
        Me:‎ “Yes that's correct.”
 
        Patrick;‎  “I feel a very loving and giving presence and love coming towards you and I also sense this person had a lot of turmoil and confusion and self-questioning in the 18-24 months before passing does this make sense?”
 
        Me:‎ “Yes.”
 
        Patrick: ‎ “I sense that this person had a lot to give to the world but could never quite fully get over hurt early in life. I feel he was exciting to be around but unpredictable and that your life and mood could be very much affected by this. I also feel pain in the heart region but I don't know if that is physical or emotional does that make sense?”
 
        Me:‎ “Yes, if the pain is in my heart then it's a mixture of both.”
 
        Patrick: ‎ “Ok. Do you know why I am being shown dolphins?”
 
        Me:‎ “No. Oh, at one time he wanted to swim with dolphins. He believed that dolphins were good for his health.”
 
        Patrick: ‎ “Ok, thank you. I share exactly what I see and am told. Are there any connections to further north in the USA, please?”
 
        Me:‎ “Not with me, but he has family in the USA.”
 
        Patrick: ‎ “There is a peaceful sense around the dolphins that’s being brought to you. Ok, if he has family in the USA that’s fine. I ask for info to be given so we can confirm it’s him. I am happy it is. Had he been out at night and was found dead in the morning?”
 
        Me:‎ “Yes. He was found in the early hours.”
 
        Patrick: ‎ “I know he is at peace now and is very happy to communicate with you. Did he take drugs please, and is there any link to aayawaska, excuse the spelling?”
 
        Me:‎ “No, he didn't take drugs and I don't understand aayawaska.”
 
        Patrick: ‎ “Ok. Was he around someone who did?”
 
        Me:‎ “I've no idea. I would have to ask.”
 
        Patrick: ‎ “I see someone wearing a leather jacket I'm not sure if it’s him or someone else.”
 
        Me:‎ “He had a leather jacket but I haven't seen him with it for years.”
 
         Patrick: ‎ “I know this is sensitive but had he talked of taking his own life in the past?”
 
         Me:‎ “No, he was never suicidal.”
 
         Patrick: ‎ “Ok had there been plans to lead a more relaxing, gentler, change the pace of life before he passed please?”
 
         Me:‎ “Yes, in fact we both were making plans for the future a few hours before he was found dead. We were planning to open a flower shop and making plans for my birthday. And that week, he had a lot of work because it was Easter week.”
 
         Patrick:‎  “Ok, that’s what he was talking about and wanting you to be happy, he's concerned for your well-being and wants to make sure you are looked after.”
 
         Patrick: ‎ “Was he found collapsed on the ground?”
 
         Me:‎ “No, he was found in his car. I don't know if I should return to England because there's nothing for me now here in Mexico. He was my life here.”
 
         Patrick: ‎ “Ok I just sensed him slumped over. Were there signs of a struggle?”
 
         Me:‎ “It looked as if he had been defending himself. He had no injuries relating to a car accident, just a blow at the back of the head which killed him.”
 
         Patrick: ‎ “He is sending lots of love, but he is also making me aware of the need for physical support at your time. Were there any rips on the clothing? I may just be seeing jeans with a rip on them not sure.”
 
         Me:‎ “No, he was wearing shorts, but his trainers were outside of 
 
   the car, so was his mobile phone and the car mats. Everything else in the car was in place.”
 
         Patrick: ‎ “Ok, so his trainers were on the ground that is what he might have been trying to tell me. I felt something on the ground.”
 
         Me:‎ “Can't he give you any names of who did this?”
 
         Patrick: ‎ “I feel as though he died pretty instantly and was helped by angels to cross to spirit. He says he is at peace and have you noticed things going missing in the house? He definitely has a mischievous side to him.”
 
         Me:‎ “Yes. I found two batteries from my camera outside and three coins in one of my shoes. He did die instantly.”
 
         Patrick: ‎ “That is him letting you know he is there and will always be part of your life. I just need to clarify something as I sense info about a 22/23 year old male. I don't know if this is linked to your earlier question or do you or he know someone else who took their own life at that age?”
 
         Me:‎ “I can't think of anyone of that age who took their own life but his cousin took his own life when he was 17 and he lived in the USA when this happened.”
 
         Patrick: ‎ “Ok, I may be wrong on the age, but I sense a young man in spirit who took his own life around him so that will make sense. It could be that the reference to drugs was linked to his death.”
 
         Me:‎ “Yes.  I'm certain you are talking about his cousin. In fact he is buried in the same tomb.”
 
         Patrick: ‎ “Ok, that makes complete sense then. When you do this you are given snippets of info and pictures and words. They are happy to be reunited, but I know he misses you very much and he says the tears are good and to keep letting them out.  He misses you very much.”
 
         Me:‎ “I miss him very much too.”
 
         Patrick: ‎“There is a very strong bond between you. He’ s talking about hands, and one being hot and one cold I think but I don't know what he is referring to you. I am getting the sense from him that it would be good for you to move from where you are for a time. He says remember all the good times and know you will be reunited again. He knows the sadness and heartbreak that you feel and is very touched by it, but he is the sort of person who likes to see others happy and wants to see a smile on your face again. He says you will understand and forgive in time but now is a time to look after yourself and I am seeing an image of a plane again. It is a lot for you to deal with at this time and emotion is very natural.”
 
        Me:‎ “Yes, there was a strong bond between us in life and I feel that death has not separated us.”
 
         Patrick: ‎ “It hasn't. Do you understand when he's talking about corruption in the authorities investigating?”
 
         Me:‎ “Yes you've hit the nail on the head!! The public prosecutor wants us to believe that his death was an accident, but we have a lawyer, and now the British Embassy is involved because my own life was threatened. If I continue investigating, then I will be the next victim.”
 
         Patrick: ‎ “This is what he is saying. That someone is being protected. That someone knows who is responsible and they think they will get away with it but they won't. There is nothing you can do now as you will come up against resistance, but look after yourself that is the most important thing.”
 
         Me:‎ “Doesn't he want to give you names? Surely he knows who killed him.”
 
         Patrick: ‎ “He wants you to keep a low profile and understand that from spiritual side of life people always suffer and have to deal with the consequences of their actions. It seems unjust, but justice will come in time and your welfare is more precious at this time. If I get anything I will tell you. Rest assured, sometimes names do come, but he's repeating that things will be dealt with. He knows this and you are his priority.”
 
         Me:‎ “Then I will take his advice.”
 
         Patrick: ‎ “It is important, he says, you are not your usual self at the moment because of the pain and he doesn't want you doing anything silly.”
 
         Me:‎ “I know you are talking to him because it's true that I don't like being told what to do.”
 
         Patrick: ‎ “He is smiling at that comment. He says he can't tell you what to do and you don't like being told what to do but if you leave Mexico at this time you are not leaving him. He can still move things around wherever you go. He tells me he used to lighten you up and that is what he wants to do now and bring a protective cloak and healing from spirit.”
 
         Me:‎ “I'm glad that he is happy where he is. I must say, you are amazing and have a great gift for being able to tell me this.”
 
         Patrick: ‎ “Thank you, but it isn't me, I am just being used as a channel and allowing his energy and spirit to communicate with you. ‎ He is closer than you think and isn't happy to see you sad, but he accepts what has happened and has that greater understanding from his spiritual condition than we can get whilst we have bodies. He'd like to see you sleeping better as well.”
 
         Me:‎ “Can you tell him I feel better now he has been able to communicate with me and that I will always love him, no matter what. And I know that I will see him again someday.”
 
         Patrick: ‎ “He wants you to stop blaming yourself. He too was very free spirited and liked to do what he wanted when he wanted. You are not responsible in any way, please accept this and everyone who is close argues and goes through their ups and downs, so please keep your memories of the good times and there will be more to come. Yes, and he can hear your thoughts, he is communicating his thoughts to me and I am acting as the channel but he can hear when you talk to him and think of him at night.”
 
         Me:‎ “Patrick, it's now past midnight where you are and I'm sure you must be tired.”
 
         Patrick: ‎ “I usually tune in for an hour and we've done that but am okay for a few more minutes. It uses my energy but also gives me energy. He is bringing such a lot of love and warmth and reassurance to you and wants you to be outside in nature and breathe, and as you do this you will feel more close to your own spirit, and when your mind can calm down you will sense his presence more and more.”
 
         Patrick: ‎ “I will leave you with his love but know that he is close and always will be. What are true lives forever? How do you feel now?”
 
         Me:‎ “I feel very happy and peaceful knowing that he is okay where he is.”
 
         Patrick: ‎ “I am pleased that somehow I was allowed to be used as a channel for that communication.”
 
         A feeling of relief came over me after I had finished the chat and I felt more determined to pick myself up and try to start over again.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Fifteen
 
    
 
        Almost twelve months had gone by since Juan died and I received a summons from the public prosecutor asking me to go see the agent dealing with the case because they had now received a date for my appointment with a psychologist.
 
    
 
        I went the next day and the appointment had been fixed for October and I had to go to the offices in Guadalajara for the psychological evaluation.
 
    
 
        I had a lot of plans for the garden when Juan was alive and thought that it was time to start working on it. I knew this would help to take my mind off things whilst I was waiting for my appointment with the psychologist, which wasn’t going to be for quite a while yet.
 
    
 
        The back garden needed a lot work and I was determined I was going to turn it into a garden that Juan would have been proud of. A garden in his memory where I could sit and relax with Chula and think about the happy times we spent together.
 
    
 
        I could still take flowers to the cemetery, but cemeteries are sad places, so time in the garden would be better for me. I was also still thinking about leaving San Martin and returning to the city or back to England.
 
    
 
        I wasn’t going to leave San Martin until I had finished the garden, and seen a plaque placed in the town square as recognition for Juan. This was now a mission I had set myself to complete.
 
    
 
       I was busy in the garden when I heard lots of police sirens which sounded very near. I went to the front of the house but couldn’t see anything.
 
    
 
        Later that evening, I went to the corner shop and Raquel, the owner said, “Did you hear what happened this afternoon?”
 
    
 
        “I heard police sirens nearby,” I replied, “but don’t know what happened.”
 
    
 
        “A friend of Juan shot himself dead,” she said, “I don’t know if you know him. He was only twenty six.”
 
    
 
        “I know some of Juan’s friends,” I said, “what’s his name?”
 
    
 
        “That I don’t know,” she replied, “he came from San Geronimo and Beto was with him when it happened.”
 
    
 
        “Well, I know Beto,” I said, “He’s a nut! Was it an accident?”
 
    
 
        “Apparently, he committed suicide,” she replied.
 
    
 
        “I wonder if it’s the guy who was with Beto the night Juan died,” I said, “because if it was it seems very suspicious.”
 
    
 
        “What do you mean, suspicious?” she asked.
 
    
 
        “Well,” I said, “I know that Beto and another person were with Juan just before he was found dead and Beto told his friend Maria, you know, the police woman, that he was in bed with flu when they found Juan and he’s a liar. And now this guy kills himself it’s very suspicious in my eyes.”
 
    
 
        “Well, all I can say is that’s what I heard what happened,” she said.
 
    
 
        A couple of weeks later, I was to receive another surprise death notice,
 
    
 
        Juan’s cousin, who had apparently witnessed Juan’s murder, had been involved in a fight and was found stabbed to death.
 
    
 
        I had been trying hard for weeks to convince Juan’s mother to get his cousin to go to the public prosecutor and tell then what he saw so that his killers could be convicted.
 
    
 
        Now, the only witness had been murdered. What had happened in the last two weeks was too much of a coincidence.
 
    
 
    
 
        I was working in the back garden when all of a sudden my dogs started barking like mad at the front door.
 
    
 
        I now had two dogs because Chula had become pregnant just after Juan had died and had given birth to a beautiful black curly haired bitch in the November. I had given her the name Sooty because of her colour.
 
    
 
        Shaking the dirt from my hands, I opened the front door and my mouth dropped and with eyebrows raised I could see Juan’s mama Maria and La Negra standing outside.
 
    
 
       Automatically, the warning bells started ringing in my head, “I suppose they’ve come looking for money,” I thought, “why else should they be here? I haven’t spoken to them since last September.”
 
    
 
        “Is it possible I could talk to you?” Maria asked.
 
    
 
        “Yes,” I replied unlocking the front gate, “I’m busy in the garden. Come through.”
 
    
 
        Both of them and the dogs followed me through the house and into the back garden.
 
    
 
        “You know that next Tuesday, it will have been a year since Juan died?” Maria said.
 
    
 
        “How could I forget?” I replied giving out a long sigh.
 
    
 
        “Well, we’re having his novena, and I wondered if you would like to contribute by buying some flowers for the altar we are making in his mama Carmen’s house?” she asked.
 
    
 
        A novena is nine days of focused prayer in the catholic faith for the deceased.
 
    
 
        La Negra was standing at her side, head bowed and wouldn’t look me in the face when I said, “I don’t want to fight or argue with anybody, least of all Juan’s family, but I was treated very badly by all of you last year and I have lost all faith in you, and please don’t come looking for me for money, but yes I will buy flowers for Juan.”
 
        “If you don’t want to go to florist,” Maria said “you can give me the money and I’ll buy them for you.”
 
    
 
        “As I told you,” I said, “don’t ask me for money. I will go to the flower shop tomorrow and take them to Carmen’s house. Now, is there anything else you want? As you can see I’m very busy.”
 
    
 
        Lifting up her head and looking at me, La Negra said, “Orlando was threatened by Ramon and another guy last weekend.”
 
    
 
        “Who is Ramon?” I asked.
 
    
 
        “He hangs around with Camilo,” she said.
 
    
 
        “Why should he want to threaten Orlando?” I asked.
 
    
 
        “He went with this guy to the mechanic’s where Orlando works,” she continued, “and wanted to know why he had collected Juan’s personal things from the scene of the “accident.” He is now blackmailing us for money or our Lincoln van. If we don’t pay him or hand over the van he said he would kill Orlando.”
 
    
 
        “Then you have to report this to the police,” I said, “Orlando has had his life threatened. Or, contact Angela, the lawyer. It’s obvious that if somebody is making threats to Orlando’s life for collecting Juan’s things, then they must have been involved in his murder.”
 
    
 
        “I and my mama Maria went to see Camilo and I asked Camilo to tell his cronies not to come threatening us,” she said, “I accused Camilo of killing Juan and asked him why his cronies were threatening us.”
 
    
 
        “You accused Camilo of killing Juan?” I gasped, “And what did he say?”
 
    
 
         “He didn’t say anything,” she replied.
 
    
 
        “That tells me everything,” I said, “if he didn’t reply to that accusation then he’s guilty. So are you going to go to the police?”
 
    
 
    
 
        “To be honest with you, David,” she replied, “I fear for Luis’s life. If we go to the police, I’m sure Ramon will take revenge and kill my son.”
 
    
 
        “So, you’re going to let scum like him threaten you?” I asked.
 
    
 
        “You have to understand,” she replied, “This man is dangerous and I don’t want any more deaths in the family.”
 
    
 
        “Looks like you’ll have to give him your van then, doesn’t it?” I asked.
 
    
 
        She lowered her head again and remained silent.
 
    
 
        Looking at her and Maria I said, “They can try what they like with me. I’m not afraid of anybody in this town and I won’t rest until Juan’s killers are caught and condemned. I don’t know how these people can sleep at night.”
 
    
 
        Placing her hand on my shoulder, “You have to be very careful with these sort of people,” Maria said, “they are capable of anything.”
 
    
 
        “Threatening somebody’s life and blackmailing them is illegal,” I said, “and they have to be stopped. My God, you are like all the others in town, living in fear of speaking the truth and letting them get away with murder. I must not have been in my right mind when I moved here.”
 
    
 
        “Maybe you could mention this to Angela when you speak to her again,” La Negra said.
 
    
 
        “I’ll mention it to her,” I said, “but I know what she’s going to say. She’s going to tell me that you yourself have to make a statement and sign it and take it to the public prosecutor. Can’t you see that this is more evidence that Juan didn’t die in an accident? What’s wrong with you?”
 
    
 
        Shaking her head, “I’ll have to think about it and talk to Orlando,” she replied.
 
    
 
        “Then at the end of the day you won’t do anything,” I said shrugging my shoulders and sighing, “I’ve done everything possible in this case and I’m nobody. You are family and have more right than me to get things moving in the right direction. If you’re not going to do anything then don’t come telling me who’s making threats to you or the family. I’m not a lawyer.”
 
    
 
        With a blank look on her face, she nudged Maria and they left.
 
    
 
        The following day, as I was leaving the house, I could see Camilo leaning against his car, smoking a cigarette.
 
    
 
        “Good morning, David,” he said, “How are you?”
 
    
 
        “Fine and you?” I replied.
 
    
 
        “Not too bad,” he replied, “A bit pissed off with Juan’s sister, though.”
 
    
 
        “What’s that supposed to mean?” I asked.
 
    
 
        “Her and Maria came here the other day looking for me to lend them some money,” he replied.
 
    
 
        “Really?” I asked, thinking how strange it was for him to be telling me this story, when La Negra and Maria had told me that they had come not only to ask him to stop sending his cronies threatening Orlando, but to also accuse him of murdering Juan. But he wasn’t going to tell me that was he?
 
    
 
        “I told them I hadn’t got money to lend them,” he said, “Is that why they were here yesterday looking for you?”
 
    
 
        “No,” I replied, “they weren’t looking for money. They came to remind me that it will be Juan’s anniversary next week. I’m just on my way to buy flowers for his novena.”
 
    
 
        Showing no signs of emotion he said, “Ah, almost a year. How time flies. Just a word of advice, though,” he continued, “If I were you I’d tell them what to do if they come looking for money. You’re a decent man and don’t want scroungers like them coming round, I’d keep away from them.”
 
    
 
        “Thanks for the advice,” I said, “but let me tell you one thing. You know I don’t interfere with anybody here.”
 
    
 
        Interrupting me, “Yes, I know that,” he said, “as I said you’re a decent man.”
 
    
 
        “Well,” I continued, “As I said, I don’t interfere or poke my nose in anybody’s business in this neighbourhood and I prefer that I’m treated the same. I’m not interested what goes on behind those gates,” pointing to the tall black gates at the entrance to his workshop, “As long as it doesn’t interfere with my life, I don’t care. And another thing, I’m not afraid of anybody in this town either.”
 
    
 
        Drawing deeply on his cigarette he said, “I know you’re not a gossip like the others around here,” turned around and disappeared through the gates.
 
    
 
        I bought a variety of flowers for Juan’s novena and took them to his mother’s house. There were a number of people sitting in the front room, which had been turned into a makeshift chapel.
 
    
 
        A large photo of him was at the centre of the altar which had been draped in red and white cloths and on the floor was a large crucifix with burning candles at either side.
 
    
 
        Placing the floral tribute I had made for him in the form of the Virgin of Guadalupe, below his photo, I bowed my head in respect and slowly moved backwards.
 
    
 
        I turned, acknowledged his mother, who never bothered to acknowledge me, and left the house.
 
    
 
        Things were now taking strange turns. A friend of Juan commits suicide, his cousin; a witness to his murder now murdered himself and now threats to Orlando’s life, what other surprises are there in store?
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Sixteen
 
    
 
        Camilo, meanwhile, had been in touch with the Goblin telling him about the situation with Alfredo and Ramon and La Negra’s accusing him of killing Juan.
 
    
 
        “If these accusations become public,” he told him, “the shit is going to hit the fan! We have to  make sure that Ramon and also Alfredo keep their mouths shut,” he continued, “ Alfredo is threatening to talk if I don’t give him money and the idiot Ramon is threatening Juan’s family, It has to stop here.”
 
    
 
        Alfredo and Ramon had been on the Juan’s family’s suspect list since Juan died and things were now pointing that way.
 
    
 
        “I need to come and have a meeting with all of you at your ranch,” the Goblin said, “Tell Ramon and Alfredo that they have to come to your ranch tomorrow, and we’ll take it from there. Tell them I’m having a reunion about Pemex.”
 
    
 
        Camilo set off for his ranch, located just outside of San Martin and, coincidentally, half a mile at the end of a dirt track from where Juan’s body had been found.
 
    
 
        The ranch had been used to cultivate lemons but was now used as a meeting place for narcos.
 
    
 
        He had received instructions from the Goblin and had got to work by filling a large tank with concentrated sulphuric acid which took him most part of the afternoon. He left his four Rottweilers in a compound without food and returned to his carpenter’s workshop.
 
    
 
        The following day, Ramon arrived at the ranch first, followed half an hour later by Alfredo.
 
    
 
        The Goblin sat at the head of the long heavy wooden rectangular table with twelve of his men seated around it.
 
    
 
        Looking at Camilo the Goblin asked, “Will you tell us what has been going on here?”
 
    
 
        “Things are hotting up and getting out of hand and I’m very concerned,” he said,” I’ve had the military at my carpenter’s business and I’ve had Juan’s sister accusing me of killing him.”
 
    
 
        “Kill the bitch!” Ramon said, “I told her fucking old man that I’d kill him if he didn’t hand over the Lincoln.”
 
    
 
        “That’s the problem,” Camilo said, “you are going around making fucking threats. Don’t you see it’s gonna make the cops suspicious if she talks?”
 
    
 
        “If the cunt is dead,” said Alfredo, “how can she talk?”
 
    
 
        “You fucking idiot!” replied Camilo, “kill anybody in that family and the cops are going to investigate. They’re going to suspect that the accident up the road was no accident!”
 
    
 
        “You can’t go around making threats in public places,” said the Goblin, “you have to keep your mouths shut. The only way to make sure that you’re not going to talk is to have you silenced for good.”
 
    
 
        He nodded to his men and they took hold of Ramon and Alfredo.
 
    
 
        With fire in his eyes, and grabbing Alfredo by the throat, the Goblin said, “You, you bastard, have been threatening to talk if Camilo doesn’t give you more money. Remember, the money Camilo gives you, comes from me. This is the how I’m going to stop that tongue of yours wagging.”
 
    
 
        As one of his men forced Alfredo’s mouth open the flash of a machete in the Goblin’s right hand left Alfredo’s tongue lying on the floor.
 
    
 
        The rays of the sun bounced off the machete like laser beams as another swish here and another swish there separated Ramon’s head, arms, and legs from his body. What was left collapsed to the ground. 
 
    
 
        “Take the parts of the miserable bastard to the dogs outside,” he ordered, “they haven’t eaten for three days.”
 
    
 
        Gagged and bound, and watching in horror, Ramon’s pants slowly started to become wet with urine.
 
    
 
        “Now, it’s your turn,” screeched the Goblin, “take him outside.”
 
    
 
        Two members of the gang carried him outside. One carrying him by the arms, the other carrying him by the legs.
 
    
 
        Outside in the corral, a winch with a chain had been placed above the tank containing the sulphuric acid.
 
    
 
        “That’s your fate,” the Goblin said, pointing to the tank, “Because you have a fucking acid tongue, Ramon, you’re going to be dissolved in acid alive.”
 
    
 
        The fear in Ramon had not only caused him to piss himself but he had now emptied all of what was in his bowels into his pants.
 
    
 
        They drenched him with buckets of cold water so that the acid on his wet body would have more effect.
 
    
 
        Attaching the chain to his body and covering his head with a towel, two of the gang pulled on the winch and raised him above the tank.
 
    
 
        Slowly and deliberately he was lowered into the waiting acid bath.
 
    
 
        As soon as his feet entered the acid he felt a sensation of tingling from the heat caused by the acid and the water. 
 
    
 
        Within a few minutes, his body was writhing in agonizing pain as it slowly disappeared into the tank.
 
    
 
        “There’ll be nothing left of him in a couple of days,” said the Goblin, “let’s get out of here.
 
    
 
        With Ramon and Alfredo now out of the way, Orlando wouldn’t be receiving any more threats or blackmail.
 
    
 
        Some weeks later, I received an email from Angela telling me that the Goblin had been captured by the military in a gun battle at his home in Ameca. She told me that five gunmen had been killed.
 
    
 
        I told her that with the evidence I had from the private investigator we could now convict the Goblin of his involvement in Juan’s death.
 
    
 
        She told me that I couldn’t do anything and only Carmen, Juan’s mother could request this. Angela also told me that Carmen had told her that she no longer wanted Angela as her lawyer and that she didn’t want to take any further action on her son’s case.
 
    
 
        “We can only keep the case open if you continue with your case about the threat to your life,” she said, “Even though the Goblin is now in custody, someone else is going to take his place as leader. Nothing has changed, she continued, “I am concerned about you living in San Martin. You live in front of these people and they are dangerous. You need to think about returning to Guadalajara. These people have a thousand faces and no feelings.”
 
    
 
        “Well,” I said, “Let me think about it but I’m going to work with you and continue. These people have to pay for taking Juan’s life.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Seventeen
 
    
 
        Time passed and October was now upon us. 
 
    
 
        As I had become on speaking terms again with Juan’s family, I asked Orlando if he could take me to Guadalajara for my psychological evaluation, it was quicker by car. He agreed and we set off.
 
    
 
        The large, grey concrete building appeared very uninviting as Orlando parked the Lincoln and I got out and entered the gates.
 
    
 
        I went into the reception area and gave my appointment papers to the middle aged lady. She smiled and told me to go to the next building and wait there for someone who would take me to the psychologist’s office.
 
    
 
        I was the only one there and waited for about three quarters of an hour.
 
    
 
        A jolly young lady came, called my name and took me through the first door, which she locked behind her.  We walked down a long passage until we came to another door. The procedure was the same. I was led through the door and she locked it behind her. I had the feeling I was in a prison block.
 
    
 
        “Here is the psychologist department,” she said indicating to another room, “please go and sit at that table and someone will attend you.”
 
    
 
        Not long afterwards, another young lady appeared, placing a form in front of me she said, “Please fill in this form and call me once you have finished.”
 
    
 
        The form was one asking for personal details and things like that which I filled in within five minutes.
 
    
 
        “Excuse me,” I shouted across the room, “I’ve finished.”
 
    
 
        She came and collected it saying, “What I’d like you to do now is first of all, draw the picture of a face on this piece of paper. After you have finished the drawing, draw another picture on another piece of paper of a person showing how they feel,” continuing she said, “then draw a picture of a house with a tree in the garden.”
 
    
 
        “I’m not very good at drawing pictures,” I said.
 
    
 
        “Don’t worry about that,” she said leaving me with a couple of pencils and blank pieces of paper,” and when you’re finished, call me.”
 
    
 
        I thought it was very strange having to draw pictures of faces, people, and a house with a tree in the garden. I thought I had come here to be evaluated psychologically and though that would be by being interviewed.
 
    
 
        I had never, in my life, had to go see a psychologist and was anxious why I had to go through this procedure.
 
    
 
        I had to think about what I was going to draw and how I was going to draw the pictures, especially the one where I had to show feelings on a person’s face.
 
    
 
        Anyway, all in all, it took me about another three quarters of an hour to do the tasks.
 
    
 
        “Excuse me,” I shouted across the room again, “I’ve finished.”
 
    
 
        She came over to the table, looked at the drawings and took them in her hand and said, “Now come with me to the psychologist.”
 
    
 
        She led me out of the room, down to the end of the hallway and into a very small office where another middle aged lady in uniform was sitting at a computer.
 
    
 
        “Hello, you must be David,” she said greeting me and shaking my hand,” please take a seat.”
 
    
 
        “Thank you,” I said and sat down opposite her.
 
    
 
        “Do you speak enough Spanish to be able to understand the questions I’m going to ask you?” she asked, “or would you like a translator?”
 
    
 
        “No, thank you,” I replied, “I don’t need a translator and I’m sure I will be able to answer your questions.”
 
    
 
        “Good,” she said, “let’s get started.”
 
    
 
        “Can you tell me if you feel lonely since the death of Juan?” she asked.
 
    
 
        “Yes, I do feel lonely,” I replied, “even though I have two dogs to keep me company.”
 
    
 
        “Do you feel safe in your home?” she asked.
 
    
 
        “What do you mean by safe?” I asked.
 
    
 
        “Put it this way,” she said, “can you relax and continue with your life without worrying that something could happen to you, meanwhile you live alone?”
 
    
 
        “Let me try and explain how I feel,” I replied, “I told you I have two dogs for company, and in my opinion it’s better than having a burglar alarm put outside the house. If they start barking and I see someone outside in the street I don’t know, I can always phone the police.”
 
    
 
        “So,” she asked, “you don’t feel safe?”
 
    
 
        “I am cautious,” I replied, “When I have to go to the corner shop, I usually take the dogs with me and go in the daytime. I never leave the house at night, you know, when it’s dark.”
 
    
 
        “I see,” she said, making notes of everything I was telling her, “continue.”
 
    
 
        “I also have got into the habit of looking over my shoulder every now and then to make sure I’m not being followed. And if I want to go into town, I usually get someone to accompany me.”
 
    
 
        “That’s not good,” she said.
 
    
 
        “When I return home from the corner shop,” I said, “I always lock the front gate, double lock the front door, and padlock the back door. I feel like a prisoner in my own home.”
 
    
 
        “Have you thought about moving out of San Martin,” she asked.
 
    
 
        “Yes, I have,” I replied, “but I don’t think it’s fair that I have to move just because an imbecile has threatened my life.”
 
    
 
        “You lived for a while here in Guadalajara, didn’t you?” she asked.
 
    
 
        “Yes, I did. Fifteen years,” I replied.
 
    
 
        “And did you feel safe living in the city?” she asked.
 
    
 
        “Well,” I replied, “I never had any problems with anyone in the fifteen years I lived there.”
 
    
 
        “I understand,” she said, “and why do you think this person threatened your life?”
 
    
 
        “That’s a good question,” I replied, “I really have no idea. I was talking about investigating Juan’s death on the eve of his funeral and this person was sitting behind me, outside his house and when she heard me say I was going to investigate, that’s when she made the threat.”
 
    
 
        “What did she actually say?” she asked.
 
    
 
        “You already have that information,” I replied.
 
    
 
        “Yes, I know,” she said, “but I would like to hear it from you.”
 
    
 
        I started fiddling with my fingers and thought that the psychologist was trying to trick me into saying something different to look as if I had been telling lies in my statement to the public prosecutor.
 
    
 
        “I was sitting talking to a police woman who was at the scene of the “accident,” I said, “the police woman said that she agreed with me that it wasn’t an accident but she was afraid to say anything in case she lost her job. Anyway, I said to her, that I didn’t believe it was an accident and that I was going to investigate. That’s when Araceli spoke to her brother and made the threat.”
 
    
 
        “Can you tell me what she said,” asked the psychologist, “exactly what she said?”
 
    
 
        Looking her directly in the face I replied,” she said listen to him brother. If he is going to investigate he will be the next.”
 
    
 
        “That’s what you heard her say?” she asked, “so if Juan died in an accident why should she threaten you?”
 
    
 
        “That’s what I’d like to know,” I replied, “early that morning, I heard her brother Sergio telling the lady at the corner shop all the details of how Juan was found and I don’t know how he could have known, unless he had been involved.”
 
    
 
        “Mm, I see,” she said slowly raising her eyebrows.
 
    
 
        There was a couple of minute pause as she made more notes and she turned to me and said, “Are you able to sleep okay at night?”
 
    
 
        “Not really,” I replied, “not as well as I would like to. I only get a few hours’ sleep: I am always trying to listen to see if I can hear anything outside as it’s a bit isolated where live and I always feel uneasy at night.”
 
    
 
        “And have you seen a doctor?” she asked.
 
    
 
        “I was thinking about going to see one,” I said, “to see if he could give me something to help me sleep but I don’t want to have to rely on sleeping pills and become addicted to them.”
 
    
 
        “Well, I think that’s all I have to ask you,” she said making a few more notes, “are there any questions you’d like to ask me?”
 
    
 
        “Only one,” I replied, “how long will I have to wait for the report of the evaluation?”
 
    
 
        “I will send your report to the public prosecutor in Ameca,” she replied, “it should be ready in a couple of weeks. I suggest that you phone them in three weeks’ time for the result of the evaluation.”
 
    
 
        “Thank you very much,” I said, shaking her hand. 
 
    
 
        She made a quick phone call and the young lady who had shown me into the building was now showing me out.
 
    
 
        The time I spent, in total, filling in the form, doing the drawings and being interviewed by the psychologist had taken around two and a half hours.
 
    
 
        I left the building thinking that it had been a waste of time as I was convinced that the department in Guadalajara was working alongside the public prosecutor in Ameca and that the result of the evaluation would turn out to be a disappointment.
 
    
 
        I had to wait six more weeks before I was asked to go to the public prosecutor. They wouldn’t give me any information over the phone and said I had to go in person.
 
    
 
        I had been going backwards and forwards so many times to the public prosecutor’s offices that I was sure I could find my way there blindfolded.
 
    
 
       This time, though, I noticed a difference. The offices had been remodelled and all the areas that had been in public view and which had been occupied by agents had been transformed into private interview rooms.
 
    
 
        “Excuse me,” I asked the receptionist, “where can I find agent Lydia? I have an appointment with her.”
 
    
 
        “Follow me,” she said and led me to Lydia’s office,
 
    
 
        “Good morning, David,” Lydia said smiling, “How are you?”
 
        “Fine, thanks,” I replied, “but I’ll probably feel better or worse, once you have told me about the evaluation.”
 
    
 
        “Sit down, please,” she said, fumbling through a pile of papers on her disorganised desk,” I have it here somewhere. Bear with me a moment.”
 
    
 
        More fumbling of papers and “here it is,” she said, “Why are you looking so serious?
 
    
 
        “Because I don’t know if I want to hear what you have to tell me,” I replied.
 
    
 
        “Well, it’s good news for you,” she said, “the evaluation is in your favour.”
 
    
 
        Sighing with relief I asked,” so what happens now?”
 
    
 
        “My boss has to go through it first,” she replied, “and then he will authorise it to go to court but as it’s so near to Christmas, I think you will have to wait until the New Year before you hear anything.”
 
    
 
        “Then it looks as though I have no chance in it getting to court,” I said, “I don’t trust your boss.”
 
    
 
        “Things have changed since you last came,” she said, “We have a new boss in charge now, the other one was dismissed.”
 
    
 
        “Oh,” I said, “And Tony, what’s happened to him?”
 
    
 
        “He doesn’t work at this office any more either,” she said, “He’s been transferred to the offices in Cocula. Anyway, give me a call in January and I will be able to tell you what’s happening.” 
 
    
 
        It looked as if the complaint to the Human Rights had done the trick and these two had paid the consequences for their attitudes with me and the case in the past. Finally, after over a year of Juan’s death it looked as though things were going to take a turn for the better,
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Eighteen
 
    
 
        It was three weeks before Christmas, the second one I was going to spend without Juan. I wasn’t going to put any decorations or anything up this year as I had lost interest in Christmas and felt that without sharing it with Juan it wasn’t that important for me. However, I decided that I would just put the tree up.
 
    
 
        I had just finished decorating it when I noticed a big, black van pull up outside the house. Two men got out and starting tapping on my front gate.
 
    
 
        I went outside to see what they wanted.
 
    
 
        “We’ve been sent by the public prosecutor,” one of them said, “we need to know where Sergio Hernandez and his sister Araceli live.”
 
    
 
       “The public prosecutor has those details,” I said, “why haven’t they given you their address?”
 
    
 
        “We’ve just been to the address we were given and were told they don’t live there,” he replied.
 
    
 
        “I’m not a detective,” I said, “and it’s not my job to go looking for them. It’s your job. If the public prosecutor had done their job in the first place when they were living just around the corner, none of this would have happened.”
 
    
 
        “There’s nothing we can do if we can’t find them,” he said.
 
    
 
        “Are you policemen?” I asked.
 
    
 
        “We’re detectives, we’re from Cocula,” he replied, “that’s why we’re not in uniform.”
 
    
 
        “Well, I have no idea where they’re living then,” I said, “I can show you where Sergio works, though.”
 
    
 
        “That’s a start,” he said, “Can you take us there now?”
 
    
 
        “Let me get the dogs in the house and I’ll be with you,” I replied.
 
    
 
        I made sure the dogs were in the house and the back door was open so they could go out into the garden and got into the back of the van. There were another two hefty men inside.
 
    
 
        “Sergio works in a hairdresser’s about ten minutes away from here,” I said as I was giving directions.
 
    
 
        When we got near to the street where the salon was, the van stopped in front of a stationer’s store and just around the corner.
 
    
 
        “Let me go and ask the girl in the stationers which salon he works in because there are about four salons in the street and I’m not sure which one it is,” I said,
 
    
 
        “We don’t want him to see you,” one of the detectives said.
 
    
 
        “He won’t see me,” I said, “The girl knows me and I can always say I need my hair cut.”
 
    
 
        “Okay then,” he said, and I got out of the van and went into the stationer’s.
 
    
 
        “Excuse me,” I asked the young lady assistant, “which salon does Sergio work in?”
 
    
 
        “That on there,” she replied, pointing to one which was painted red, “but it’s closed on Sundays.”
 
    
 
        “Oh, that’s okay,” I said, “I can always come back tomorrow, there’s no rush. I just wanted to know which one it was, but thanks.”
 
    
 
        I got back into the van and we drove around the corner and I pointed out to one of the detectives which salon it was. He noted down the address.
 
    
 
        “Okay, we’ll take you back home now,” the driver said.
 
    
 
        “Can you take me back via the main road to Ameca?” I asked, “There’s something else I need to show you.”
 
    
 
        The driver nodded and we took the main road out of town.
 
    
 
        Half a mile down the road I said, “Stop here.”
 
    
 
        The van pulled off the road and stopped outside a store where they sold car parts.
 
    
 
        “If you come here any day at around ten thirty in the morning,” I said, “You can find Araceli. She waits here to pick up drugs, and then goes selling them in Las Casitas just up the road there.”
 
    
 
        “Sells drugs?” one of the detectives asked?
 
    
 
        “Yes, drugs,” I replied, “everybody in town knows, but nothing is ever done. If you catch her with drugs that’s another reason she should be jailed.”
 
    
 
        The detective I had been talking to earlier wrote down this information in his little black notebook. 
 
    
 
        “You can leave me here if you like,” I said, “I can walk it from here. It’s not far to my house from here.”
 
    
 
        “No,” he said, “we’ll take you home. Don’t you realize your life is in danger?”
 
    
 
        “With a lot of respect,” I answered, “I blame the public prosecutor for taking such a long time. If they had done their job right in the first place, we wouldn’t be here today.”
 
    
 
        “Now we know where this Sergio works we can return and question him,” he said.
 
    
 
        “And what if he won’t tell you where you can find his sister?’” I asked.
 
    
 
        “He will,” he replied, “We have ways of making him talk.”
 
        “Do you know I had to go three times to the public prosecutor’s office to confront him and his sister” I said, “and it wasn’t until the third time that he showed up. His sister never showed up and nothing was done.”
 
    
 
        “Why did you have to go there?” the detective asked.
 
    
 
        “The public prosecutor said that I had to give them a chance to apologise to me for threatening my life,” I replied, “Can you believe it? How can anyone accept an apology from somebody who has threatened their life?”
 
    
 
        “Ah, yes,” he replied, “Now I see what you’re getting at. It’s a change in the law and the accused is now offered an alternative method and given a chance to explain his actions.”
 
    
 
        “An alternative method?” I asked, “I’ve never heard such a load of bullshit in my life. If you break the law, you have to pay. I can assure you that this would never happen in my country. This, with all due respect, can only happen in Mexico.”
 
    
 
        “Why should she, Araceli, want to threaten you anyway?” the detective asked.
 
    
 
        “Because I said I was going to investigate Juan’s death as I didn’t believe he was killed in an accident,” I replied.
 
    
 
        “Then why should she threaten you if it was an accident?” he asked.
 
    
 
        “That’s a good question,” I replied, “and this proves it wasn’t an accident. If she had nothing to do with Juan’s death she has nothing to worry about, does she?”
 
    
 
        “You have a point,” he replied.
 
    
 
        Pulling up outside of my house he said, “Thanks for your help. Once we have any more information, we’ll be in touch. Take care.”
 
    
 
        I went to bed earlier than usual that evening as I had been working in the garden all afternoon and was completely exhausted.
 
        Something heavy getting on to the bed woke me up and I assumed it was one of the dogs.
 
    
 
        I raised my head from the pillow and looked over the edge of the bed and saw that the dogs were on the floor fast asleep.
 
    
 
       I turned over and saw Juan, surrounded in a white light, lying at the side of me smiling.
 
    
 
        Now with my eyes wide open, “What are you doing here?” I asked.
 
    
 
        “Don’t worry,” he said, “I’m fine and everything is going to be all right.”
 
    
 
        I turned back over to look at the dogs sleeping and imagined that Juan’s death had just been a dream. I felt relieved that he was alive at my side.
 
    
 
        I turned back to say something to him and he wasn’t there.
 
    
 
        Thinking he had gone to the toilet, I got out of bed and went to look for him calling “Juan, where are you?”
 
    
 
        As soon as I switched the light on in the living room and saw his photo on the bookcase, I realized that his death hadn’t been a dream and he had come in spirit to make sure I was okay and reassure me that he was happy where he was.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Nineteen
 
    
 
        The New Year had arrived and I knew that there was going to be a municipal election in June.
 
    
 
        I couldn’t get involved in Mexican politics because I was a foreigner and any political involvement would get me kicked out of the country, but I had an idea.
 
    
 
        The presidential candidate had served three times before as president and the townsfolk were pissed off with the current administration so he was the favourite to win.
 
    
 
        I come up against many obstacles in my request for a plaque in the main square honouring Juan for the voluntary work he had done while he was alive.
 
    
 
      The candidate had been a close friend of Juan so if I could think of a way of helping him without involving myself politically, I was sure that if he won the elections he would do me the favour of honouring Juan.
 
    
 
       There was going to be an election campaign meeting in the park opposite my house and I was going to surprise the neighbourhood with what I had in mind.
 
    
 
        Before that, however, I had to find out how my psychological report was going on at the public prosecutor’s office.
 
    
 
        I dialled the number.
 
    
 
        “Public prosecutor’s office, Ameca,” came a voice over the phone.
 
    
 
        “Good morning,” I said, “could I speak with the agent Lydia?”
 
    
 
        “One moment I’ll put you through,” came the reply.
 
    
 
        “Agent Lydia speaking, how can I help you,” Lydia said.
 
    
 
        “Hello, Lydia,” I said, “It’s David, “I just want to know what’s happening with my evaluation.”
 
    
 
        “My boss has authorised it to go to court,” she replied.
 
    
 
        “That’s good news,” I said, “what happens now?”
 
    
 
        “It’s out of our hands now, David,” she replied, “You don’t need to come here anymore. If the judge needs to see you, you will be summoned.”
 
    
 
        “What will happen to Araceli and Sergio?” I asked.
 
    
 
        “The judge will look through your evaluation and the statement you made about the threat to your life and he will decide whether or not he will issue an order for Araceli’s arrest. She will then have to go to court to deny or admit that she threatened you.”
 
    
 
        “Will I have to go to court?” I asked.
 
    
 
         “That depends on the judge,” she replied, “As I said, if he wants to see you, you will be summoned to court.”
 
    
 
        “And what will happen to Araceli if she is found guilty?” I asked.
 
    
 
        “She will be sent to jail,” she replied, “You have to remember that this is going to take some time. The law is very slow here.”
 
    
 
        “The law is slow in any country,” I said, “at least things are moving in the right direction after all this time. Anyway, thanks for letting me know,” and I hung up.
 
    
 
        Now, I could continue with my plans for the election campaign.
 
    
 
        It was a nice Sunday afternoon and by the time I got to the park, there were quite a lot of people from the neighbourhood waiting for the candidates to arrive.
 
    
 
        I was surprised to see La Negra, Orlando, and Juan’s mother there as they didn’t live in my neighbourhood.
 
    
 
    
 
        Half an hour later, the candidates arrived and we were seated, waiting to hear what they had to say.
 
    
 
        A lot of things were said about how this party, Movimiento Cuidadano, would make the town a better place to live in and how the change of politics would benefit the people of the town, All of the speeches had been received with thundering rounds of applause.
 
    
 
        At the end of the candidates’ speeches the organiser asked the public if they would like to ask any questions.
 
    
 
        I was waiting but wanted other people to go first.
 
    
 
        After the third person had asked their question, I raised my hand and asked if I could go forward and speak to the candidates and the public over the microphone.
 
    
 
        I was invited to step forward and stood in front of the line of candidates with the speech I had prepared.
 
    
 
        “Hello everybody,” I started, “Most of you in the neighbourhood knows me. I cannot get involved in Mexican politics because I’m a foreigner; however, I am a legal citizen in Mexico and have the right to speak. Last year I offered my services free to give English classes to the people of San Martin. My offer was rejected by the president. I don’t understand why because this is a benefit for the town. I taught English in Guadalajara for fifteen years and I came to San Martin to retire. I don’t need to get paid to teach now as I receive a pension from England and can live comfortably on that. You also knew Juan,” and with a lump in my throat, I continued, “And, unfortunately, what happened to him. He did a lot of voluntary work for this town and I would like to continue with that work in his memory by offering English classes free.”
 
    
 
        Turning to the presidential candidate I said, “If you are successful in becoming president at these elections, I am now making the same offer publicly for the benefit of everybody who lives in San Martin. Will you accept my offer?”
 
    
 
        Before he could answer the public had started clapping loudly and cheering me for what I had just said.
 
        He stepped forward, and taking the microphone from my hand he replied, “Juan was a very good person and did a lot for this town and wherever he is I’m sure he would be proud of you for what you have just said. Yes, I will accept your offer.”
 
    
 
        The crowd rose to its feet and applauded again. I returned to my seat.
 
    
 
        At the end of the meeting, he came to me, and shaking my hand, he said, “Thank you for your offer. I’m sure, if I become president that we can work well together.”
 
    
 
        That wasn’t going to be the end. The campaign organiser approached me and asked me if I would join them to speak at the following meeting just up the road.  I agreed.
 
    
 
        This was the trick I had up my sleeve to hopefully convince the people to vote for this party and it was a crafty move on my behalf because I was offering a free service and not blatantly getting involved in politics – and it worked!
 
    
 
        During the rest of the campaign, I spoke publicly about my offer to various neighbourhoods in the town and finally at the closure of the campaign in front of the presidential building in the town’s main square which had attracted more than two thousand people.
 
    
 
        On June 4th, Movement Cuidadano won the election with an outstanding majority.  The person who had been the candidate was now the president and I had an ally in him and could fulfil my promise to Juan and have a plaque placed in his honour in the town square.
 
    
 
        I can’t say that my offer of free English classes decided the outcome of the election, but I’d like to think it helped.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Twenty
 
    
 
        As soon as the president elect took office on October 1st, I went to see him.
 
    
 
        “I don’t want to bother you,” I said, “I know you have a lot of things to sort out now you are in control, but I would like to ask for permission to have a plaque made for the work Juan did for his town.”
 
    
 
        “I’m thinking about erecting a monument for the people who gave for this town,” he said, “and this includes Juan.”
 
    
 
        “I would also like to ask you to help his family,” I continued, “They are poor and don’t have any money. It would be nice if you could offer his sister and her husband jobs.”
 
    
 
        “What type of job do you think his sister could do?” he asked.
 
    
 
         “Maybe she could work for COMUSIDA,” I replied, “I’m sure that if Juan were still alive, you would have probably given him the position. As he’s no longer with us, it would be fitting to offer the position to her.”
 
    
 
        “And what type of job do you think her husband could do?” he asked.
 
    
 
        “He’s a mechanic by trade,” I replied, “but I’m sure he would accept whatever there is available.”
 
    
 
        “I have no mechanic positions available at the moment,” he said, “but I am looking for someone in the Parks and Gardens department. I have nobody in mind for COMUSIDA so maybe I could offer his sister a position in that department.”
 
    
 
        “I would be grateful of anything you can offer them,” I said, “so that they will have some money.”
 
    
 
        “Tell them to come and see me tomorrow morning at eleven and I’ll see what I can do,” he said, “give me some time to organise erecting this monument and I’ll let you know what I have decided.”
 
    
 
        “Thank you very much,” I said, “I’m very grateful and sorry to have bothered you.”
 
    
 
        “It’s no bother,” he said, “I’m at your service.”
 
    
 
        I left the building feeling positive and was sure that now, after two years of coming up against obstacles with the previous president Juan would have his rightful place in the town square.
 
    
 
        The previous administration had argued that he didn’t fall into the category “illustrious” to deserve a plaque in the town square.
 
    
 
        “He has done more for this town than any of you politicians!” I told them.
 
    
 
        The ironic thing was that the ex-president was a distant cousin of his and I couldn’t understand why she didn’t want to help. After all, she was the authority. She only used her position as president to further her political career and looking after the electorate was of no importance to her.
 
    
 
        I phoned La Negra and said, “You and Orlando have an appointment with the president tomorrow morning at eleven o’clock.”
 
    
 
        “An appointment?” she asked, “What for?”
 
    
 
        “I’ve just been to see him,” I replied, “and I more or less begged him to give you and Orlando a job. It looks as if you will be working in COMUSIDA and Orlando in the Parks and Gardens department. That’s what he told me anyway but he wants to see you both personally.”
 
    
 
        “Oh, David,” she said, “Juan had been trying hard for years to get me a job working for the council. You come along and suddenly get things done.”
 
    
 
        “I think the president is doing this for Juan and not just for me,” I said.
 
    
 
        “I think he’s doing it for you as well because you’ve offered to give free English classes,” she said, “you’ve offered the town a service so the president is going to do you a favour.”
 
    
 
        “The only favour I want from the president,” I said, “is to see a plaque in the square for Juan. Remember eleven o’ clock in his office tomorrow morning. Don’t let me down.”
 
    
 
        The following evening, I received a phone call from La Negra.
 
    
 
        “Hello, David,” she said, “I went with Orlando to see the president and he’s put me in charge of COMUSIDA. I start next week.”
 
    
 
        “That’s good news,” I said, “How do you feel about it?”
 
    
 
        “I’m over the moon,” she replied, “And he’s offered Orlando a job in charge of the handling of work in the parks and gardens department.”
 
    
 
        “That’s good to hear,” I said, “Now you both have jobs it will bring in some money for the family.”
 
    
 
        “Orlando doesn’t start his job until the beginning of December,” she said.
 
    
 
        “At least you will both be earning money before Christmas,” I said, “and that couldn’t have come at a better time.”
 
    
 
        “I’m so grateful, for what you’ve done for us,” she said.
 
    
 
        “I think you should be grateful to Juan, not to me,” I said.
 
    
 
        Christmas and New Year celebrations which I had spent alone with the dogs again, came and went.
 
    
 
        I now had three dogs. Sooty, Chula’s daughter had become pregnant without me knowing and had given birth to a puppy dog the previous September. I called him Benji.
 
    
 
        I certainly had my hands full now looking after three dogs. I couldn’t grumble though, they were good company for me, kept me on my toes, and I adored them.
 
    
 
        I got to thinking that I had to go see the president again. It was now approaching the second anniversary of Juan’s death and I hadn’t heard anything about the proposed monument.
 
    
 
        I telephoned his office but he was unavailable. His secretary said that she would have a word with him and could I go see her in the afternoon.
 
    
 
        That afternoon I went to his office to find out what was going on.
 
    
 
        His secretary told me that she had spoken to him and he had asked her to prepare an official request which I had to sign asking for permission for the plaque.
 
    
 
        I signed the document and she asked me to return the following day to collect it after the president had signed it.
 
    
 
        Meanwhile, one of the councillors who was in charge of COMUSIDA and had been a good friend of Juan came up to me and said, “David, I’ve arranged for an homage at the cemetery on the fourteenth of April, for Juan’s second anniversary. I’d like you to attend.”
 
    
 
        “I’m sorry,” I said cutting her short, “I can go to the cemetery at any time and don’t need to go to an homage on his anniversary. Juan deserves an homage in the town square and I’m very disappointed in you. I thought you were a good friend of his but in my eyes you only used him. He did a lot of work for you for nothing. Now you are in a position of authority you won’t lift a finger.”
 
    
 
        “An official homage in the town square costs money,” she said.
 
    
 
        “He deserves it,” I said, “Don’t worry, have your event at the cemetery but don’t expect me to be there. I’m sorting things out with the president anyway,” I continued, “and don’t want to be part of some pathetic ceremony you have planned. Good morning.”
 
    
 
        I was spitting nails as I left the building. She was like the rest of Juan’s so called friends only wanting to know him when they wanted something done for nothing.
 
    
 
        When Juan was alive I always kept my mouth shut. Fourteen years of biting my tongue. I wasn’t going to bite it any longer and would say exactly what I felt, offend or please!
 
    
 
        The next day I returned to the president’s secretary.
 
    
 
        “The president is here and would like to speak to you,” she said and led me into his office.
 
    
 
        “Good morning, David,” he said shaking my hand, “Please sit down. I’ve signed the document giving you permission and here’s your copy.”
 
    
 
        “Can I make something clear?” I asked.
 
    
 
        “Certainly,” he replied, “What is it?”
 
    
 
        “I don’t want the council to pay for the plaque,” I replied, “I will pay for it. I only wanted the permission to have it placed on the wall of the bandstand in the main square.”
 
    
 
        “That’s okay,” he said, “show the public works department exactly where you would like the plaque to go and I will make sure the work is carried out.”
 
    
 
        “I have to wait a couple of days for the plaque,” I said, “I’m having I made in Guadalajara and they’re sending it to me via courier.”
 
    
 
        “As soon as you have it,” he said, “Bring it to me and I will personally deliver it to the director of public works and they will let you know when it’s been put in position.”
 
    
 
        “I’ll do that, thank you.” I said.
 
    
 
        The plaque arrived two days later and I phoned the president’s secretary first to make sure he would be there to receive it.
 
    
 
        He was available so I immediately went to his office and handed it over.
 
    
 
        A week later, on the Friday afternoon at three o’clock I received a telephone call.
 
    
 
        “Hello, can I speak to David?” I recognised that it was the president’s voice,
 
    
 
        “Hello, Doctor. This is David speaking,” I answered.
 
    
 
        The president’s profession was a doctor that’s why I addressed him in this way when I answered the phone. I was also very surprised that he was personally calling me and not his secretary.
 
    
 
        “The plaque is now in position and I would like you to come to the town square now because I am officially going to unveil it.”
 
    
 
        “Okay, I’ll be right there,” I said.
 
    
 
        Things were happening so quickly I didn’t know which way to turn. I was just about to sit down and eat lunch but that would have to wait. This event was more important than my lunch. I could eat that when I got back.
 
    
 
        I quickly got changed, jumped into the car and drove to the square.
 
    
 
       La Negra, Juan’s mama Maria, members of COMUSIDA, Victor, Juan’s cousin, who was in charge of the Civil Protection department, the councillor in charge of COMUSIDA, and other councillors were waiting by the bandstand for the president to arrive.  I joined them.
 
    
 
        The only person missing was Juan’s mother, Carmen.
 
    
 
        The plaque had been covered by a piece of black cloth ready to be unveiled by the president. This was definitely going to be an official event and Juan deserved it.
 
    
 
        Finally, the president arrived, dressed in a suit for the occasion, and greeted us.
 
        The local council’s publicity department were there taking photos.
 
    
 
        “Before I unveil the plaque,” he said, “I would like to start this ceremony by asking who would like to say a few words about Juan.”
 
    
 
        I knew what I was going to say but was going to wait and not go first.
 
    
 
        Moving slowly forward, the councillor in charge of COMUSIDA, poker faced:
 
    
 
        “I wasn’t in town when this tragedy happened but I had known Juan for some years. He did a lot for COMUSIDA and he was my right arm,” she said.
 
    
 
        Victor, Juan’s cousin, then stepped forward and said, “Juan was my uncle and if it hadn’t been for him I wouldn’t be in the position I am in now. He did a lot of good for San Martin and I want to continue with his work.”
 
    
 
        Holding back the tears and stifling my sobs because of hearing these words, the president asked, “David, would you like to say a few words?”
 
    
 
        Stepping forward I choked, “I’d like to say……..” and broke down. I couldn’t speak and sobbing, put my head in my hands. All this was too much for me. 
 
    
 
        All the memories of coming here and standing in this same square for the first time in my life, after I’d got to know Juan, was just too much. Here I was standing in the same square but this time honouring his memory.
 
    
 
        The president paused for a while and then continued by saying:
 
    
 
        “The person named on this plaque deserves recognition. I am referring to a friend, Juan Carlos Mendez Cedeño, who, in his life, and among other activities, devoted much of his time helping people of this town. He was a fundamental pillar in the construction and work of COMUSIDA – the municipal committee against AIDS. I would like to thank David for the initiative of this memorial. If it hadn’t been for him, this memorial would not be here today. We aren’t sure if Juan’s death was an accident or if it was provoked but I am keeping a close eye on the case.”
 
    
 
        The president came and hugged me and said, “David, would you like to read the words on the plaque?”
 
    
 
        Still choked up I nodded negatively. There was still no way I could speak.
 
    
 
        He turned to La Negra and said, “Would you like to read the words on the plaque?”
 
    
 
       She looked at it and wiping tears from her eyes she read: 
 
    
 
       “ Remembering Juan Carlos Mendez Cedeño. Nineteen seventy three to two thousand fourteen. For his work in COMUSIDA realized in favour of the people of San Martin. Only a whisper away.”
 
    
 
        “I would like to thank David once again,” the president said.
 
    
 
        I had by now pulled myself together and said, “Thank you doctor for giving me permission to have this memorial placed here,” then looking up to the sky I continued, “Juan, you deserve this place in the town you loved so much.”
 
    
 
        The president then asked for two minutes silence.
 
    
 
        At the end of the two minute silence we all applauded Juan and the council’s photographers took photos.
 
    
 
        After the ceremony, I took La Negra to one side and said:
 
    
 
        “Why didn’t Carmen come?”
 
    
 
        “She couldn’t come,” she replied.
 
    
 
        “Do you mean she couldn’t come, or wouldn’t come?” I asked.
 
    
 
        “She said her back was playing up and preferred to stay home,” she replied.
 
    
 
        “If Juan was my son and I felt sick,” I said, “I would have gone through hell to have attended this ceremony. An official ceremony by the president of the town and she couldn’t attend. This was a one inn a lifetime event that is never going to happen again.”
 
    
 
        I was shaking and I could feel my face going red.
 
    
 
        “This has shown me and proved to me how much she thought of Juan, her son,” I said, “You can tell her that I’m very annoyed with her and I don’t want to have anything to do with her ever again. If she is sick or she is dying don’t tell me because I’m not interested.”
 
    
 
        “I’m not going to say anything to her,” she said, “You know what she’s like.”
 
    
 
        “Yes,” I said, “She’s an evil old cow. Well, enough is enough. I’ve had it with her.”
 
    
 
        I’d had enough so I decided to send Angela an email.
 
    
 
        “Hello Angela,” I wrote, “I have been seriously thinking about my life over the past couple of days and I am writing to let you know that I am not going to pursue the matter of the threat to my life anymore. It’s like banging my head against a brick wall. If the judge wants to get in touch with me he knows where to find me. Whatever the outcome, Juan will never return and I cannot continue living with the dead or I will go insane. I have to put myself first and make a new start.”
 
    
 
        She answered me by saying:
 
    
 
        “I perfectly understand you. I feel guilty that you are disillusioned with the law in Mexico and I feel the same way but I can’t leave because I was born here and Mexico is much more than violence and corruption.
 
   However, I’m happy that you have decided to continue with your normal life and you are starting a new chapter in your life which seems to me to be a much healthier thing to do. If you decide to return to Guadalajara, I would be honoured if you allow me to be your friend, and I will always be there for you when you need me. If your decision is to return to your homeland, I hope that it is there where you will find the peace that you deserve.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Conclusion
 
         At the time of writing, 75 people are murdered, 273 are kidnapped, and 11 go missing every day in Mexico and nothing is being done.
 
        What chance do I have of getting justice done for Juan?
 
        His killers are still free to do as they wish.
 
        In the eyes of the Mexican government he is just another number which has been added to the ever growing list.
 
        The corruption within the government has to cease first before the corruption in the republic can be controlled.
 
        How do you negotiate with corruption?
 
        My heart goes out to all decent Mexican’s living there.
 
        The British Embassy could only put pressure on the Governor of Jalisco. In its words: “The Embassy cannot get involved in Mexican law.”
 
        Those words spell out for me that NO foreigner is protected by Mexican law, regardless of having an embassy in that country.
 
        If I were caught drinking alcohol in the street I would spend a night in the cells. If I killed somebody I would go free!
 
        There is one law in Mexico – the law of the jungle.
 
        Juan’s life had ended. My world, as I knew it, had ended.
 
        I don’t have to take flowers to the cemetery to remember Juan. He will always be with me wherever I am. Life is for the living and I still have a life which needs to be lived.
 
        I cannot spend the rest of my life seeking justice for his death because I am wasting my time.
 
        I am not Mexican, I am British and proud of it and I will not be subject of having to live in fear of drug lords.
 
        I have completed my mission in Mexico. I have given my free classes as I promised. I have seen the plaque in his honour placed in the main square of the town he loved so much.
 
   I have to move on and I know life won’t be the same again. 
 
    
 
   Each and every day that I wake up I am moving on, and it is agonizing for me to move on without him. This is how grief has affected me, but I have to move on!
 
    
 
    Claire, my clairvoyant friend said in her last reading: “You have come to a crossroads in your life.”
 
        I am now standing at those crossroads and I can see which direction I am going to head in – the right one.
 
        I have the same words for Juan which he spoke to me a few hours before he died.
 
        “Hasta Mañana.”
 
    
 
   The End
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Facts not fiction
 
        Crime is among the most urgent concerns facing Mexico, as Mexican drug trafficking rings play a major role in the flow of cocaine, heroin, and marijuana transiting between Latin America and the United States. Drug trafficking has led to corruption, which has had a deleterious effect on Mexico's Federal Representative Republic. Drug trafficking and organized crime has also been a major source of violent crime in Mexico.
 
        Mexico has experienced increasingly high crime rates, especially in major urban centres. The country's great economic polarization has stimulated criminal activity in the lower socioeconomic strata, which include the majority of the country's population. Crime continues at high levels, and is repeatedly marked by violence, especially in the cities of Tijuana and Ciudad Juárez, and the states of Baja California, Durango, Sinaloa, Guerrero, Chihuahua, Michoacán, Tamaulipas, and Nuevo León. Other metropolitan areas have lower, yet still serious, levels of crime. Low apprehension and conviction rates contribute to the high crime rate. Since many crimes go unreported, the rates may be much higher than reported by the government.
 
        Assault and theft make up the vast majority of crimes. While urban areas tend to have higher crime rates, as is typical in most countries, the United States–Mexico border has also been a problematic area. As of 2003, increased awareness and resources have led to the crime rate along the border declining faster than in the rest of the country.
 
        There were a total of 26,037 murders in Mexico in 2012.
 
        The United States is a lucrative market for illegal drugs. The United Nations estimates that nearly 90% of cocaine sold in the United States originates in South America and is smuggled through Mexico. Mexico is the largest foreign supplier of marijuana and the second largest source of heroin for the U.S. market. The majority of methamphetamine sold in the United States is made in Mexico, and Mexican-run methamphetamine labs that operate north of the border account for much of the remainder.
 
        Mexican drug cartels play a major role in the flow of cocaine, heroin, and marijuana transiting between Latin America and the United States. These drug cartels often use Mexican-American gangs to distribute their narcotics.
 
        Some illegal drugs are also produced in Mexico, including significant amounts of opium poppy, and marijuana in the western Sierra Madre Mountains region. Mexico has increasingly become a major producer of amphetamines and other synthetic drugs in the North American market (e.g. crystal), especially in the states of Guerrero, Michoacán, Jalisco and the Distrito Federal. Since early 2007, the export of manufactured drugs has been controlled by the Beltran-Leyva brothers (Sonora-Sinaloa-DF) and "la Familia de Michoacán". These two crime groups have controlled the corridors from the deep sea port of Lázaro Cárdenas in Michoacán, where precursor products to manufacture synthetic drugs are imported from the far East.
 
        Marijuana, crack cocaine, methamphetamine, and other drugs are increasingly consumed in Mexico, especially by youths in urban areas and northern parts of the country.
 
        High levels of corruption in the police, judiciary, and government in general have contributed greatly to the crime problem. Corruption is a significant obstacle to Mexico's achieving a stable democracy.
 
        The organization of police forces in Mexico is complex; each police force has a different level of jurisdiction and authority, and those levels often overlap. The Procuraduría General de la República (Federal Attorney General's office) along with the law enforcement agencies Policia Federal Preventiva and Agencia Federal de Investigación, has responsibility for overseeing law enforcements across the entire country. In addition, there are several police organizations at the state, district, and city level. Since pay is generally poor (US$285–$400 per month), police officers are more likely to accept bribes to protect criminals or ignore crime entirely. Law enforcement personnel are often presented with the option of choosing "Plata o Plomo"; meaning they can either accept a bribe (plata, for silver) or they will be killed (plomo, for lead).
 
        Corruption plagues the various levels of police, and is frequently difficult to track down and prosecute since police officers may be protected by district attorneys and other members of the judiciary. The problem is especially pronounced in northern border areas such as Tijuana, where police are engaged by drug traffickers to protect and enforce their illicit interests.
 
        The Mexican police force often do not investigate crimes, will generally randomly select someone to be the guilty party then fabricate the evidence. This issue is a major problem throughout Mexico as many of the actual police force are the ones involved in the crimes or are trying to cover up their poor police work.
 
        A United Nations Special Rapporteur undertook a mission to Mexico in 2002 to investigate reports by the United Nations Commission on Human Rights that the country's judiciary and administration of law was not independent. During the course of his visit to a number of cities, the rapporteur observed that corruption in the judiciary had not been reduced significantly. One of the principal issues is that, because the federal courts operate at a relatively high level, most citizens are compelled to seek justice in the inadequate state courts.
 
        Additionally, the rapporteur expressed concerns about such issues as disorganization in the legal profession, difficulties and harassment faced by lawyers, poor trial procedures, poor access to the justice system for indigenous peoples and minors, and lacklustre investigation of many crimes.
 
        According to the CNDH, only one out of every ten crimes is reported in Mexico; this is due to lack of trust from citizens to the authorities. Furthermore, only one out of 100 reported crimes actually goes to sentencing. This means that one out of every 1000 crimes is punished.
 
        A significant number of United States citizens visit Mexico; the U.S. State Department estimates it at 15 to 16 million per year. Tourists visiting Mexico may face a number of problems related to criminal activity, including:
 
        Extortion by law enforcement and other officials.
 
        Kidnappings, particularly in northern border cities.
 
        Taxi robberies and armed robbery.
 
        Purse-snatching and pickpocketing.
 
        Due to crime reaching a critical level in Mexico City and many other areas, tourism to Mexico has suffered.
 
        At all levels, policing in Mexico tends to maintain separate forces for patrol/response (preventive) policing on the one hand and investigative (judicial) policing on the other.
 
        Many Mexican police officials in border towns have been targets of assassination by drug cartels, who have even threatened local law enforcement in the United States. Drug cartels have even acquired equipment like Mexican Army uniforms, Humvees, grenades and .50 calibre sniper rifles which can penetrate most light armour including armoured cars.
 
        In June 2004, at least a million people marched through the Mexican capital and other cities to protest the failure of federal and local governments to control crime in one of the world's most crime-ridden countries.
 
        In 2008, a second civilian protest was made after independent NGOs exhorted the public, again, at least one million people attended over Mexico City and other major cities all across Mexico. On this second march candles were lit and the national anthem was played. The protest generated more public attention perhaps because in this same year, a 12-year-old son of the Marti family, owners of a prominent well-known sports gear business, was abducted and murdered. In the same year, a similar situation occurred to the 19-year-old daughter of Nelson Vargas, a businessman and former government representative. These two cases brought great public attention since the scale of crime and violence was very rare to hit over certain social groups, being these amongst the most remarkable exemptions.
 
        In its effort to combat crime, Mexican army was accused of crimes against of humanity by several NGOs. In September 2014, several Mexican human rights groups and International Federation for Human Rights had filed a complaint with the office of the prosecutor of the International Criminal Court, asking it to investigate the “systematic and widespread” abuse of thousands of civilians by the army and the police in their fight against organized crime.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   About the author
 
    
 
        Originally from England, David has been living in Mexico for 18 years. He is a retired English teacher and now concentrates on writing when he isn’t being bothered by his three adorable dogs.
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