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AUTHOR’S NOTE



This text was born from the need to tell something I have carried inside me for more than forty years. On July 25, 1981, the DC-3 aircraft bearing registration HK-772 crashed in the Colombian jungle, near Carurú, in the department of Vaupés. I was on board. I was just over twenty years old.

Of the nine people on board, five of us survived. Four never came back. Among them was the captain who commanded that flight, whose father, years earlier, had ditched that same airplane in that same territory.

What follows is not a novel. It is not fiction. It is what I remember, what I lived through, and what others who were there later helped me remember. I have respected the facts as I know them. Wherever my memory or my documents contain gaps or contradictions, I have pointed them out honestly.

This book is dedicated to those who never returned from that flight, to those who came back with wounds that never fully healed, and to that Colombian aviation system which, for all its imperfections, kept connected a country the state had forgotten.



Luis Enrique Ospina Caicedo

Villavicencio, Colombia

2026
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Chapter 1

The Airplane Already Marked

There are machines that refuse to die. Machines that gather scars the way men gather memories, and go on working not because they are fit to do so, but because something—the stubbornness of their owners, the need of a forgotten country, or perhaps some will of their own that no one knows how to explain—keeps them in the air one more day, one more flight, one more wager against gravity.

HK-772 was one of those machines.

Before that flight split my life in two, the airplane already carried its own story. A story that, had anyone read it for what it was—a succession of warnings, each more urgent than the last—would have been enough for any sensible person to refuse to set foot in its cabin. But I did not read it. No one read it. Or perhaps everyone read it and decided that necessity weighed more than the omen.

In those years, in the late seventies and early eighties, a DC-3 was not simply an old airplane. For vast regions of Colombia, it was the only rope tying them to the rest of the country. In the jungle and on the plains, where roads came apart with the first serious rain, where the river ruled more than any authority, and where the abandonment by the State was not a rhetorical complaint but a reality you could feel in every roofless school, every health post without a doctor, every town without electricity after six in the evening, those airplanes were as basic a necessity as water. Sadder still, forty years later, little has changed; they continue to cross those skies.

The airstrips might be grass, hard-packed earth, or, in some hamlets, the main street itself, cleared in a rush when the drone of approaching engines was heard. Even so, the DC-3s landed and took off as if that precarious world had been designed to the exact measure of their wide wheels and sturdy wings.

Those aircraft came from another, larger story: the Second World War. They had been built to serve in times of combat, to move troops across continents, goods between bases, and even to tow gliders over enemy territory. After the war, when the world began counting its dead and dividing up its surplus, some of those machines ended up in Colombia. Here they found a second life, less glorious in the history books, but decisive for the regions that depended on them as on oxygen. Many years later they were still operating over the same rudimentary strips, with almost no radio aids, guided more by the pilot’s experience—his eye, his memory of the terrain, his ability to read the sky as one reads a familiar letter—than by the support of any serious aviation infrastructure.

One of those airplanes was HK-772.

And that airplane played a decisive role in my life.

Long before I climbed into its cabin on what would become its last flight, HK-772 had already known accident



















cover.jpeg
LAST FLIGHE

'o-,

The machine that ran out of luck

D Co o ELREGE R

| \ =

s B
3 Memory of a ﬂzght that never ended. }},@.t
Chromcle of those who did come back.” .,

<_.g.._

Luis Enr1que Ospina Caicedo

A true story of aviation, jungle, and survival





