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    Introduction



    An international drug kingpin with a cult following, Pablo Escobar is
    legendary for his infamy, but he began his life with rather modest roots.
    Born to a simple farmer, no one ever dreamed Escobar would become the
    number one drug dealer in the world. He carved out a drug empire in the
    city of Medellín, Colombia and the surrounding Aburrá Valley and Andes
    mountain range.



    As Escobar gained wealth and prestige off of the cocaine trade, he became a
    kind of populist Robin Hood to the masses. He often used his money for
    philanthropist purposes such as building parks and soccer stadiums and even
    helping to pave highways. At first the government was willing to turn a
    blind eye to his business practices, but once Escobar gained a seat as an
    official alternate representative in the Colombian Congress everything
    changed. This made man soon became a marked man. And by 1993 he was on the
    run, not just from the Colombian government but also from the CIA, rival
    drug cartels, paramilitary groups, and the ever-infamous vigilante death
    squad Los Pepes. Cornered and with nowhere left to run, the man who used to
    be known to raise the roof would spend his last few moments of life
    bleeding to death on a rooftop. This is the story of Pablo Escobar.



Chapter One



    The Son of a Farmhand



    “I am a decent man who exports flowers.”



    —Pablo Escobar



    Pablo Emilio Escobar Gaviria came into this world on December 1, 1949, born
    into the bustling city of Rionegro in Columbia. He was the son of a
    farmhand named Abel de Jesús Dari Escobar Echeverri and his wife, Hemilda
    de los Dolores Gaviria Berrío, a teacher for a local elementary school.
    Soon after birth, Pablo was taken to the town of Medellín, a rough
    community where just about as soon as he learned how to walk, he learned
    how to swindle and smuggle.



    His mother Hemilda at one time—as all mothers invariably do—had high hopes
    for her son and had encouraged him to do well in his studies so that he
    could one day go to college. But by the time Escobar was in his teenage
    years he had already been kicked out of school and was running the streets
    full time. As a teenager he became a regular on the party scene and became
    notorious for the brawls he would get into with other young men. Most of
    these fights were over girls that Escobar was either involved with or
    interested in. In one instance he bit off more than he could chew when he
    got into a fight with a local hood named Jorge Tulio Garcés. Tulio always
    showed up impeccably dressed driving expensive cars, and on one night in
    particular when he was cruising the party circuit in his convertible,
    Escobar’s rage boiled over. He screamed at Tulio in contempt, “You rich
    little son of a b----! You think because you have a car you can pick up all
    the mamacitas in the neighborhood?!”



    Tulio proved too much for young Escobar to handle, and one blow to the nose
    was enough to knock him out cold. Escobar wasn’t deterred, however, and
    instead of backing down only ramped up his aggression further. His next
    altercation was with a man named Julio Gaviria. Escobar was observing as he
    made a ruckus over a girl that declined his advances. Proving chivalry
    wasn’t dead, Escobar pulled out a gun and shot the agitator in the foot.



    The injured Gaviria fled the scene and contacted the police. Escobar was
    then picked up, arrested, and served a brief stint in jail. This bit of
    adolescent angst served to mark the very beginning of Pablo Escobar’s
    lifelong brushes with the law. At first, he was mostly involved in petty
    crime and robbery. Some of the crimes were so petty in fact that Escobar
    would most likely have laughed when telling the tale. In one instance he
    even robbed a truck delivering bar soap just to sell it on the street for a
    discounted price.



    As a young hoodlum such actions were just a means to get some pocket cash
    for weekend parties. He was still just a petty crook, but his reputation in
    the neighborhood already preceded him; so much so that when he first met
    the love of his life, a local girl named Maria Victoria Henao, her parents
    were immediately repulsed by him. Pablo was 24 years old at the time and
    Maria only 13. Beyond the obvious age difference, the Henao family, which
    was fairly well-to-do, were reluctant to let their daughter see a man of
    such questionable background.



    Later on, when Maria openly professed her love for Pablo, her mother
    bluntly asked her daughter, “Sweetheart are you ready to spend your life
    taking meals to Pablo in prison?” Maria was already steadfast in her
    loyalty to Pablo telling her in the affirmative, “Yes mother, I am.” Pablo
    and Maria would get married two years later when Pablo was 26 and Maria
    only 15 years old.



    Soon after their marriage Escobar began to embark upon a full-time career
    as a drug runner. His first gig in the world of narcotics came when one of
    his criminal associates recruited him to deliver coca paste to local
    processing facilities in and around the city of Medellín. Shortly into his
    new vocation he was apprehended by the police, but under the circumstances
    the charges weren’t able to stick and were ultimately dropped. Rather than
    deter him, this slap on the wrist was enough to encourage Escobar to stay
    on the same track.



    Escobar very quickly rose up the ranks from errand boy to a full-fledged
    illegal drugs entrepreneur. And in just a few years his drug ring had grown
    so large that he even acquired a couple of planes to carry massive payloads
    of product. With these he was regularly flying shipments out to places in
    Columbia, Panama, and even the United States. The deliveries themselves
    were often a simple matter of dropping big barrels loaded with cocaine down
    into bodies of water where specially outfitted boats could easily pick them
    up.



    By the late 1970s, Escobar was certainly flying high, but it would all come
    crashing down in May of 1976 when Escobar and his associates were
    apprehended by police with over 39 pounds of white paste on their person.



Chapter Two



    Pablo’s Political Career



    “I have always considered myself a happy man. I’ve always been happy, I’ve
    always been optimistic, I’ve always had faith in life because I think the
    most difficult times always bring something. It brings experience, and it’s
    the greatest thing to have in life.”



    —Pablo Escobar



    After his arrest, Escobar’s first instinct was to bribe the authorities
    into securing his release from prison. When his overtures were rejected,
    however, he called for the very officers that had arrested him to be
    assassinated. But such measures didn’t need to be taken, because Escobar
    lucked out yet again, had his charges dropped, and was released. He then
    hit the streets with a vengeance.



    Not wanting to take any more chances he began to kill anyone and everyone
    who stood in his way. At this point—the late 1970s—the demand for cocaine
    began to shoot through the roof. It was the disco era after all, and there
    was plenty of money to be made off of this recreational drug of choice. As
    long as the disco ball at Studio 54 was spinning, there was a long list of
    clients willing to shell out a ton of money for high-end cocaine.



    Just as Pablo was finding his niche in the drug world, his wife Maria gave
    birth to their son, Juan, on February 24, 1977. His young mother was really
    still a child herself, but she was overjoyed with her precocious new baby
    and looked hopefully toward the future. The new father meanwhile, wishing
    only the finest things in life for his growing family, began to throw his
    lot in with the drug cartel even more.



    It was around this time that Escobar created a new lucrative drug route
    originating from the Bahamas. And from 1978 to 1982, he would make a
    fortune running drugs through this new, highly profitable smuggling route.
    With the money he amassed, he bought up about 7.7 square miles in Columbia
    and built himself a mansion in the traditional hacienda style. The castle
    that Escobar constructed came replete with a sculpture garden, a lake, and
    even a zoo. The zoo animals were actually collected by Escobar during a
    family trip to the United States in 1981, in which he had one of his
    henchmen acquire wild animals from various zoos and animal reserves in all
    over the United States.



    It is quite shocking that a drug dealer could have such an outrageously
    lavish lifestyle, but this was Escobar’s strange reality. His growing drug
    ring became known as the Medellín Cartel, and approximately 80 tons of
    cocaine is estimated to have changed hands between Escobar’s cartel and the
    United States every few weeks. These shipments were sent out by both plane
    and boat; the boat shipments were sometimes covered with packages of fish
    paste for concealment.



    As Escobar’s infamy grew, he developed a carefully crafted cult following.
    At the time, most Columbians—including the authorities—were not too
    concerned with Escobar’s activities because in their eyes he was only
    enriching himself from American drug users. The popular sentiment of that
    day and age felt that as long as the drug cartels weren’t hurting
    Columbians, there shouldn’t be any problem with their activities.



    Also aiding in Escobar’s popularity were efforts he made early on to be
    seen as a kind of South American Robin Hood, giving generous gifts to the
    poor. Among other things, he used his great accumulated wealth to engage in
    massive building projects for the public, such as the construction of
    soccer stadiums and parks. He even eventually opened up his private zoo to
    the public, allowing grand tours of all of his exhibits.



    As Escobar’s son Juan would later recall, his father once told him, “Son,
    this zoo belongs to the people. As long as I’m alive, I’ll never charge an
    entrance fee. I like that poor people can come see this marvel of nature.”
    After it became a regular tourist attraction, he named the zoo Napoles and
    had thousands of visitors every day. He later had to reach into his own
    pocket to help the city expand the roads; the traffic jams had gotten so
    bad from eager visitors that new lanes had to be built. But this was
    nothing for Pablo Escobar—if he thought it would help his image with the
    public, he would spare a little wealth to do it. This attitude was
    especially evident around the Christmas season, a time in which Escobar
    would turn himself into Santa Claus and hand out high-end gifts to peasant
    children of local villages from the back of a pickup truck. Many have
    cynically noted with disgust that even as Escobar was providing Colombian
    kids with toys, he was ruining many American families with his shipments of
    illicit drugs.



    At any rate, it was due to these many perceived good works that Escobar
    built up tremendous goodwill for himself among the Colombian people. He was
    even accepted as a candidate in Columbia’s 1982 election during the Liberal
    Renewal Movement as a member of the Columbian Liberal Party, or as it was
    known in Columbia, the MRL.



    One of the first major talking points of Escobar’s campaigns was over the
    extradition treaty that Columbian President Julio César Turbay had signed
    with the United States. Escobar strongly argued that it should be
    considered the height of arrogance for another country’s sovereignty to be
    so willfully infringed as to allow the removal of its citizens on demand
    from a foreign power. And while he did not go out to specifically mention
    it, extradition was the number one fear of many a drug dealer as well.



    Escobar’s campaign kicked off with widespread support, but he still had his
    detractors, and some were willing to make their displeasure fully known. As
    was the case when a man in the audience during one of his speeches began to
    denounce Escobar in public, saying that he was a liar and would not keep
    his promises. Unfortunately for this vocal soul, shortly after the outburst
    he was detained by the Colombian police who then dropped him off into the
    custody of Escobar’s henchmen who made short work of the critic. His body
    was later found riddled with bullets. Such

