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​Disclaimer
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This book tells the story of power — how it is gained, how it is held, and how it can ultimately collapse. It follows real people, real events, and a real nation as Venezuela moved through years of political crisis, institutional decay, and international confrontation, culminating in an unprecedented moment on the world stage.

The book is written to inform, to provide context, and to help make sense of a complex and often overwhelming history. It uses a narrative approach to keep the story clear and readable, and at times to keep you turning the pages. However, this is not a legal document, a court filing, or an official government record.

I have made every effort to remain faithful to publicly available reporting, court documents, official statements, and credible investigative journalism. Still, some scenes are reconstructed, and certain moments are presented in narrative form to help explain complicated events. Any such dramatization is intended to illuminate, not to distort.

This book should not be used as a substitute for indictments, trial transcripts, judicial opinions, or formal historical records. Readers seeking precise legal language, definitive timelines, or official findings are encouraged to consult original court filings and primary reporting sources, which provide the most exact account.

While the tone of this book may at times feel conversational, the subject matter is not. The actions described here had real consequences. The suffering was real. The losses — economic, political, and human — were real. Nothing in these pages is meant to excuse criminal behavior, minimize wrongdoing, or trivialize the harm experienced by individuals, families, or communities.

This story is told to shed light, not to glorify. To help us understand how systems fail, how power hardens, and how the consequences of leadership decisions ripple outward long after the headlines fade.
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The Arrest that Shook the World
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History rarely announces itself.

It doesn’t knock. It doesn’t ask permission. It just happens — usually when no one is ready.

For years, Nicolás Maduro existed in a strange political limbo. Too powerful to remove. Too isolated to ignore. A man accused of running a country into the ground, yet somehow still standing at the center of it. Sanctioned. Indicted. Mocked. Feared. Untouchable.

Until, suddenly, he wasn’t.

On January 3, 2026, in a stunning turn of events that defied decades of international norms, Nicolás Maduro Moros — once the undisputed president of Venezuela — was captured by United States forces in Caracas and taken into custody in New York to face federal charges. 

The reports came in unevenly at first — conflicting statements, half-confirmations, denials that arrived too quickly to feel sincere. A private aircraft. A sealed indictment. U.S. agents. A courtroom far from Caracas. Depending on who you listened to, it was either the overdue collapse of a criminal regime or a dangerous overreach that shattered international norms.

But those debates missed the point.

Because the arrest — real or impending, symbolic or literal — was never the beginning of this story. It was the end of a very long road that started decades earlier, on the streets of Caracas, with a bus driver who believed history owed him something.

This book is about how that happened.
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Part I: From Bus Driver to Revolutionary
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Caracas Beginnings
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If you and I were sitting down over coffee, and you asked, “Scott, what’s the real beginning of Nicolás Maduro’s story?” 

I’d tell you this: It didn’t start in a palace, or a courtroom, or even a campaign tent. It started on the streets of Caracas, with a young son of a union leader who had very ordinary dreams and far from ordinary frustrations.

Nicolás Maduro Moros was born on November 23, 1962, in a neighborhood called El Valle — a working-class part of the Venezuelan capital where the days were long, the pay was modest, and politics was something people talked about while they queued for bus tickets or bread. Maduro’s father was already immersed in the world of labor advocacy, and that gave young Nicolás his first real look at what it meant to speak up for people who felt invisible.

School wasn’t his thing. He attended the local high school, but he did not plunge into university degrees or elite institutions. In fact, while he attended the Liceo José Ávalos high school, he did not graduate —a detail that surprises many, given where he eventually ended up...

Instead, he found himself drawn to organized labor — a world full of noise, negotiation, and worn-in shoes. 

In the mid-1980s — in 1986, at the age of 24 to be precise — after a brief political training in Cuba with the Socialist League at Communist Party school, he went to work driving buses for the Caracas Metrobus system, the network that kept the city moving.

This wasn’t a glamour job. 

It was long hours, tight schedules, and the constant pressure of ensuring people made it home at night. But for Maduro, it was also a front-row seat to the everyday struggles of working people — the kind of people whose hopes and worries don’t make headlines but whose voices matter in shaping a nation.

And there, amid the hum of diesel engines and city chatter, he started paying attention — not just to the mechanics of driving, but to the mechanics of organizing.
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Learning the Rules of the Game
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Being a union organizer in Venezuela in the 1980s wasn’t a hobby. It was dangerous, ambitious, and often thankless.

Maduro didn’t walk into leadership thinking it would be easy. He had to earn respect, to argue, to cajole, to stand up against management that didn’t want formal union structures inside the Metrobus system. Some say he was an unofficial leader at first — organizing meetings in back rooms, rallying drivers to air grievances, pushing for recognition. Others paint him as a strategist who learned quickly how to make people listen.

Either way, he got noticed.

But those early days on the union front lines didn’t just teach him about strategy. They taught him something more personal: power is not given — it’s claimed. And that lesson would shape every step he took afterward.

I’ve talked to plenty of people who’ve been in union halls and labor demonstrations — some in the United States, some in Latin America — and they’ll tell you this: union politics is where ordinary people first smell the scent of real change. And for Maduro, that scent was intoxicating.
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Into the Bolivarian Orbit
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By the early 1990s, Venezuela was simmering. The old bipartisan political order — known as Puntofijismo — was under strain. Inflation was biting, public services were strained, and many Venezuelans felt left out of the promise of prosperity that the oil boom had once promised.

Then came Hugo Chávez.

Chávez was a charismatic military officer who tried to overthrow the government in a failed coup attempt in 1992. He went to prison. Many people called him a radical at the time. But others saw in him a voice of discontent — someone who was daring to speak for people who felt squeezed out of a fair deal.

When Chávez was jailed, Maduro didn’t stand on the sidelines.

He campaigned for Chávez’s release, lent his voice to rallies, and aligned himself with this emerging movement that promised a Bolivarian renewal of Venezuelan politics. That wasn’t a safe choice — it was a courageous one, especially in a country where political winds could turn sharply — but it was consistent with what Maduro had learned as a union organizer: if you want real change, you have to step forward.

It wasn’t long before his activism intersected with personal fate: he met Cilia Flores, a talented lawyer who would later become his wife and an important political operator in her own right. Flores was leading legal efforts on behalf of Chávez’s defense team — a task that drew Maduro further into the heart of the movement. And, she was successful in defending Chávez as she helped secure his pardon in 1994, which is exactly how Maduro and Flores became close.

This was the 1990s, a time when Venezuelans were hungry for new leadership, new hope, and a new direction.

Chávez captured that hunger. 

Maduro wanted in.
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From Organizer to Lawmaker
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When Chávez won the presidency in 1998, it was a turning point for Venezuelan politics. And for Nicolás Maduro, it was a turning point of a different kind: it was a chance to take his struggle to the national stage.

Maduro was elected to the National Assembly in 2000 — a leap from bus driver and union organizer to national lawmaker.

Now think about that for a moment.

Not many people in history have made such a leap. Not from the backrooms of union halls and transit garages to the drafting of national legislation. Yet there he was — representing the Capital District in Venezuela’s legislature, standing at a podium, debating laws that affected millions.

Within a few years, he had built enough respect among his peers to be elected President of the National Assembly in 2005 — a prestigious role that made him one of the most visible faces of Chávez’s political project.

That kind of rise doesn’t happen by accident.

It happens by diligence and by being in the right place at the right time. It happens when you have a mentor with immense national stature — and Chávez was exactly that.
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Diplomacy and the Global Stage
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By 2006, Maduro’s path shifted again. Chávez tapped him to serve as Minister of Foreign Affairs, a role that took him beyond Venezuelan union halls and into the halls of global diplomacy.

Suddenly, the man who once drove buses in Caracas was traveling the world — talking to presidents and prime ministers, negotiating oil deals, and representing Venezuela in regional alliances. He became a familiar figure in forums like the Bolivarian Alliance for the Peoples of Our America (ALBA) and other efforts to build unity among left-leaning governments in the region.

To his friends and allies, this was proof that humble beginnings were no barrier to global influence. To his critics, it was an early sign of ambition that had outgrown its roots.

Which was it?

Honestly, it was probably a bit of both.
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The Making of a Successor
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As the 2010s dawned, Chávez’s health declined. Cancer treatments took him in and out of hospitals, and the question of succession became unavoidable. Chávez could see the writing on the wall—and he made it clear he had a successor in mind.

That successor was Nicolás Maduro.

From bus driver to union leader, from lawmaker to foreign minister — Maduro had walked every rung of his country’s political ladder. He had shown loyalty, reliability, and a willingness to carry forward the Bolivarian project.

When Chávez named Maduro as his vice-president in 2012 — and later, in private conversations with allies, indicated he wanted Maduro to take his place if he could not return —it was the culmination of decades of incremental rise and strategic positioning.

Some people called it destiny.

Others called it political engineering.

But if you asked Maduro, I imagine he’d tell you something simpler: he was ready when the moment came.

And in 2013, when Chávez died and Maduro stepped into the presidency, it was the beginning of the next chapter — a chapter that would be marked not just by political continuity, but by controversy, crisis, and eventually, dramatic downfall.

But that’s a story for Part II...
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