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Introduction  

El Capo de Capos is my first book. Although written by myself, the story is written as an autobiography of the lead character Miguel Sanchez. Throughout the book some full descriptions of characters have been omitted, as some of them flesh themselves out during the book. I am hoping through writing the book this way with “Miguel” explaining his story by himself, that you are able to delve deep into the mind of this character and see what makes him tick. I hope you enjoy reading this story as I enjoyed writing it. It is a story that has to be told.

Imtiaz Latif
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Chapter One


Assassination Attempt


[image: image]


––––––––
[image: image]


Cheap Shot

April 25th 1998

It was seven months into my reign, I had been working out at the Strength Fitness Centre which was now co-owned by myself for the cartel with my co-partner Daniel Porfirio, where I had my own private suite. I had my own gym at my house, but today I decided to visit to discuss business. I worked out four days a week making sure that every session resulted in gains; I never wasted time in the gym. This particular day I was working my chest and arms, as my legs had gone through a thorough workout the day before. I had made momentous gains in the past eight months and after I finished, I went to my private changing room to take a shower which would be followed up by a dose of steroids. Today I was taking extra strong dosages of Anadrol and Dianabol which I would supplement my exercise regime with twice during my steroid cycle. I took out the needles and the bottles from my bag, filled each one after the other and injected myself. I had become used to strong doses once in a while. I felt psyched up as the drugs hit my system and I always looked forward to my extra dosages. Afterwards I made my way back to my Chevrolet Camaro. It was a cold autumn afternoon. The pelting rain hit the ground creating puddles and the blustery wind hit my face as I walked down the street. 

I looked over my shoulder and as I neared the road to cross over, I noticed a black Peugeot 405 with three hombres (men) inside wearing ski-masks. As soon as they saw me, they revved up the car and drove towards me. Sweat poured down my forehead as the drugs took full effect. I knew what was going to happen right there and then, I knew my time had come. The car screeched to a halt as it braked in front of me, the window rolled down and I stood to be facing a hombre (man) in a brown jacket holding a USAS-12 semi-automatic shotgun. My heart beat faster. I froze on the spot and looked in horror as the gunman aimed to take his shot. I was a dead hombre. The killer blasted one shot of the powerful twelve gauge shotgun into my stomach, sending me crashing to the ground. I held my stomach in agony whilst blood poured out from my insides. I was helpless. I looked up waiting for the final blast. The gunman aimed the gun at my head ready to take the final shot, then out of nowhere, Daniel Porfirio, having seen the events through his office window, burst through the side door blasting his Browning BDM pistol at the car, followed by another five of my hombres who came round from the front. The gunman ducked as shots hit the car back injuring the gunman in the arm. The driver hit the gas and accelerated, while my hombres continued the shooting and got into their cars to give chase. The killers had not thought out their plan and had not brought enough hombres with them; they were amateurs. The driver eventually lost control after being hit and crashed into a lamppost. The three hombres were pulled out of the car, severely beaten, tortured and set on fire by my hombres whilst alive. I was rushed to hospital and treated for severe gunshot wounds and loss of blood.

I lost nearly three pints with injuries to my internal organs.

I woke up three days later in Chihuahua State Hospital. I was dizzy and could hear voices. I opened my eyes to see doctors and nurses around me. I panicked and tried to get out of my bed, but doctors held me down whilst the nurse injected me with a sedative. I came round another two hours later. Teniente Donaldo (Lieutenant) was bedside and immediately called for the doctors.  The realisation of what happened slowly hit me as I became familiar with my surroundings. I was lucky to be alive. Over the next week I struggled to get back on my feet and try and regain some sort of composure for my hombres. There had been chaos after my shooting and no-one knew what was going to happen next. I was only able to give orders from my bedside where I would occasionally meet with my tenientes. 

Teniente Donaldo and Ejecutor Principal (Chief Enforcer) Nestor Graciano were frequent visitors.

“Is there any word as to who the gunmen were?” I asked the teniente.

“We are already on it Capo (Boss) Miguel, all the hombres were killed when they tried to escape after the shooting.” 

“Killed? I needed answers from those bastardos. Do you know who they were?”

“Yes,” replied my ejecutor principal, “you are not going to like this...” 

It turned out that the gunmen were known suppliers our distributers sold drugs to. They had done business with us many times and were deemed to be associates. To me, this pointed to an inside job, associates who were probably hired by cartel hombres to take me out. They knew where I would be and at what time. But who could have given them the information? Who wanted me dead?” There were not too many of my cartel who knew that I would be at the fitness centre that day as I had my own gym. Ever since I took over I had openly strutted around my territory and reduced the number of my bodyguards. I should have taken better care. I had made a lot of enemies in Mexico. “Get rid of these fucks,” I ordered Teniente Donaldo, pointing to the cartel hombres that were guarding outside my room and the hospital. “I don’t want anyone here who I don’t trust. I want your hombres.” “As you wish Capo Miguel.” Teniente Donaldo made the call and all guards were replaced. I spent nearly six weeks in the hospital and was forced to give orders from a hospital bed. I felt like an invalid and humiliated at what had happened. How could I let myself get into this position? How could I be so stupid? During that time I pondered further as to who might be behind the attempted assassination. I had Tenientes Donaldo and Joshua keep their ears to the ground and their hombres on full alert should they hear anything that might lead them to those behind the attack, but they were known to be loyal and would be lucky if anyone told them anything. 

Whilst in the hospital I started to think again about what I had done to take the position as capo of the cartel; these thoughts continually haunted me as the boredom of hospital life started to take its toll. It was not long before I had my hombres bring me in some of the finest cocaine and whiskey to keep my thoughts under control, but still I could not forget. I became paranoid, keeping my Smith & Wesson Model 30 pistol close under my pillow and even having a food taster check the food coming in, I was taking no chances. I had come close to death and it did not feel good. Not many people visited me in the hospital. I suppose I did not have any real friends. Some members of the Mexican military, including General Armando, checked-in once in a while, probably to make sure that their cash machine was intact and our agreements still in place. Cousin Andres came to see me a couple of times. I appreciated the effort that he made and it was good to see a friendly face, although Brother Manuel was nowhere to be seen, not even a card; that family tie had been long severed. 

Friendly Strangers

Two weeks after I was released from the hospital, I was in my house recovering, trying to take things easy. One of my hombres came into the front room to see me. “This was hand delivered by a young chico (boy),” he said, handing me a sealed envelope, “he said it’s for the eyes of el capo only." “Strange,” I thought looking at the envelope and proceeding to open it. Inside was a letter listing nearly a dozen places owned by cartel tenientes that were used for meeting their hombres, where bugs had been placed inside the public phones. “Get them checked out and see for yourself” the letter read. It then specified that I meet with the writer at a certain time and place. “Come alone,” it continued, “I have something that will interest you.” “Who could have sent it and what could they have that would interest me?” Later on that day I had my tenientes hire engineers to check all the public phones in the places that were listed in the letter and sure enough, bugs were found on every single one of them. I had phones checked in several other places where cartel tenientes and their hombres met, as well as my personal phone. I also ordered that all tenientes and ejecutor principales (chief enforcers) have their personal phones checked; I was not taking any chances. All phones were found to be clean, apart from those on the list. “The fuckers are spying on us, we need to be careful.” Two days later, I went to meet the mystery person who sent the letter, bringing with me twelve cartel hombres in separate cars. I told them to wait for me one mile from the meeting place and if I was not back in thirty minutes, to come looking for me. But I did not think there would be any trouble, this chico (guy) had already given me information on Federale phone taps, so I thought him to be trustworthy. The meeting place was out in the Chihuahua desert ten miles east outside the city; nice, quiet and open so no-one could take a sniper shot from any hills. I drove by myself to the specified place, leaving my hombres behind me as planned. A car was already parked there waiting for me. As I brought my Chevrolet to a halt to the side of the road the hombre got out. He seemed to be alone.

The hombre looked about ten years younger than me, small in stature, smartly dressed in a suit and wearing sunglasses.

“Glad you could make it Capo Miguel Sanchez.” 

I frisked him, making sure he had no weapons.

“There is really no need for that Mr Sanchez. I’m clean.” 

“Ok, who are you and what is so important that I had to come and meet you out here in the desert?”

“You really don’t recognise me do you, Mr Sanchez?” said the hombre smiling, taking of his sunglasses. “I will tell you exactly who I am, but first I would like to tell you a little story and I ask you listen to it carefully, and let me finish before you speak”. 

“Your tip about the phone wire taps was correct, it has saved my organization a lot of potential trouble and for that, gracias (thank you). I will give you some of my time.” 

The stranger went on to tell me a story about a chico seventeen years of age who was having a quiet drink and meal by himself in a bar. Then in staggered, a couple of hombres who were known members of a gang called Los Maniacos (The Maniacs), drunk with their women, demanding service. The young chico could not help but notice the beauty of one of the senoras as they took their seats at a table, long black hair with a fabulous figure and eyes that could melt any de los hombre’s (man’s) heart. She spotted him looking at her several times and looked back smiling. He smiled back. However the gang member who the woman was with also saw him looking, several times and eventually he got out of his chair. 

“What the fuck are you staring at?” You giving my woman funny looks?” 

“N-no sir, off course not.” 

“You think I am blind? I saw the way you looked at her.”

“I’m sorry, I could not help but notice.”

“Well she is not yours, is she?” 

“No sir, I’m sorry sir.”

The hombre looked the chico up and down for a few seconds.

“Get up you little bastardo.”

The young chico did as he was told and got up from his seat. The hombre slapped him across his face and the chico fell to the floor in agony holding his cheek. “Get up you little shit, I’ll teach you not to look at other hombres’ women.” The chico got back up onto his feet. The hombre then slapped him to the ground again, harder than before and started to kick and punch him, as the chico lay on the floor with his hands over his head trying to protect himself. The other gang member and the women tried to calm the hombre down, but were repeatedly pushed away and then threatened also. The bartender was too scared to do anything. The hombre took a knife from his back pocket, “I’m going to teach you a lesson you will never forget.” Then a stranger who had witnessed the whole event got out of his seat and approached the hombre, striking him over the head with his pistol. The hombre fell to the ground and the others with him panicked, recognising the stranger. 

“Any problema you got with the chico, you got with me, you fucking bastardos.” The hombre cowered as his friend helped him off the floor. “Get up you hijo de puta (motherfucker).” The chico got on his feet, and then was promptly slapped back onto the ground. 

“You like that eh? You give it, but can you take it?” 

“I-I’m sorry, please.” 

“You think you are a big hombre slapping the little chico about? Hey chico (kid), come over here a minute.” The chico went over next to the stranger. “Kick this hijo de puta in the bolas (balls).” 

“But sir...”

“You like being kicked about?”

“Off course not but...”

“But what? Do it, you’re with me now. They won’t say nothing, will you?”

“No...no,” replied the hombres friends.

And with that the young chico kicked the hombre in the bolas just as the stranger had instructed him to do so. 

“Good kick,” the hombre laughed. He then pointed his gun, “If I see any of you around here again you will regret it, I promise you. Now get the fuck out of here.” The two hombres and their woman ran out as fast as they could. “Get the chico a drink bartender, anything he wants,” he ordered, giving the bartender a fist full of Pesos. “Also give him something to eat. Are you ok?”

“Yes, thank you Mr....,”

“Don’t worry about it, take care chico, and stay out of trouble.” I joined La Policia (The Police) force the following year, and having been very successful at my job, I was promoted to the Federale Special Branch. "You saved my life that day, Mr Sanchez,” continued the hombre, "and for that I am grateful. And as much as I do not like compromising my morals, I owe you big time. I said I had something that may interest you and here it is.” He handed me a sealed brown envelope before adding, “My debt to you now is repaid Mr Sanchez, take care of yourself.” He then got into his car and drove away. I was astounded. I vaguely remembered the incident since it happened such a long time ago and I never thought about it afterwards. “Was that really him?
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Chapter Two


The Early Days
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In the Beginning

April 7th 1954

Chihuahua State Hospital: A woman screams out in pain, whilst in labour lying on her hospital bed with doctors and nurses all around her.

“Keep pushing Mrs Sanchez, keep pushing.” 

“The pain, it hurts so much.” 

“You can do this, I can see the head and the baby is coming. Keep going.”

“I can’t, I...”

“One more push Mrs Sanchez.”

“Arrrrgh, arrrghhhhh!!”

The nurse looks over towards the woman with a smile on her face.

“You did it Mrs Sanchez, congratulations, it’s a chico. He looks very healthy.”

The woman took the baby from the nurse and cradled it in her arms looking upon it with loving eyes with tears streaming down her face. “I will name him Miguel,” she said, wiping the blood from the baby’s forehead – “who is like God.”

The nurse smiled, “That is a worthy name, Mrs Sanchez,” she said before calling in the family. Only the son Manuel had showed up at the birth, with the father nowhere to be seen. 

“You have a baby brother, Manuel. He is called Miguel.”

Manuel took baby Miguel and kissed him on the cheek, slowly rocking him in his arms and smiling at his mother, “I have a brother.”

I grew up in San Mesa, a southern suburb of Chihuahua. An area considered to be close to a slum which housed unemployed and low income working class families, consisting of three and four story apartments with boarded up windows, overgrown communal gardens and litter strewn around the streets. The economic depression of the 1950’s and 60’s in Mexico had hit the city hard; people struggled just to get by and crime was on the increase. Several gangs had started operating in and around the suburb and surrounding areas carrying out robberies and dealing in drugs. La Policia was scarcely to be seen and the area had turned into a cesspit. For some people a life of crime was a means to an end since there was no work and money was scarce. 

My childhood was rough, worse than the other chicos who I grew up with and that was saying something. Even though people were poor, a lot of children seemed happier than me with their family lives. Some younger parents who were also gang members strived hard to give their chicos what they wanted, even if it meant breaking the law and making sure they brought them up well, eventually love replaced the Pesos. However, the hombre Javier whom I grew up to know as my father was nothing but a violent, drunken, woman beating bastardo. A big brute of a hombre, intimidating to look at with thick hairy arms and long greasy black hair whose breath constantly stank of alcohol. Javier worked, but all his money went towards alcohol and the whores he regularly slept with, contributing very little to the family and our home in terms of food, clothes and furniture. At times my mother Anitra would be forced to ask the neighbours for food and drink if Javier had given her no money. It was humiliating for her but she always did right by her children to make sure we never went hungry. Javier would never bring any home himself, seeing that as the job of the woman to do the shopping.

My mother in contrast was a caring, loving woman who put her family ahead of herself. A hard working, God fearing woman with a sense of integrity and strong Catholic beliefs, small in stature but with a big heart. However Javier did not see it that way. He only saw her as someone who was weak and could be easily abused. He belittled her efforts and beat her on a regular basis, slapping her across the face, kicking her in the ribs and throwing her across the living room floor more often than not when he came home drunk. I found it hard to understand how she could put up with it, this was a very confusing time for me and I found it difficult to comprehend the behaviour of my father. Regardless of the home situation my mother, Brother Manuel and I were close, and this would also fuel jealousy within Javier who at times would also turn on me, abusing me physically and verbally. Manuel would shield my mother and I from Javier whenever he could, but at times he would be simply thrown aside by the bigger and stronger aggressor. 

But he never laid a hand on my brother and I soon found out why. 

My mother was too scared to call La Policia, afraid of what he might do next. She had been to the hospital many times over the years and lived in constant fear. My grandparents on her side of the family had passed away long ago. She had one sister who lived in Morelia in the south of the country, but she had died some years ago also and there was no-one she could turn to for help. Javier would mock my mother calling her all sorts of names, ‘whore’, ‘bitch’, ‘slut’, and just by looking at her I could tell that they hurt her deeply, Sometimes I would hear her crying alone in the bedroom and I felt helpless. Javier would tell me that, “He was not my real father,” and that I had “better watch myself if I wanted to stay alive.” My heart would start beating faster and I took his threats seriously, trying to stay out of his way whenever I could. I often looked at the other chicos in the neighbourhood wanting to be like them. Sometimes I would see families on outings with their children laughing and smiling, having an ice-cream or playing in the nearby park. They seemed to be so much happier.

I yearned for a life like that. 

The only home life I knew was full of violence and living in constant fear, wondering when the next time Javier would come home drunk. As I grew older, Brother Manuel became a bit of a name in San Mesa after shaving his head and joining the Skinheads Calle 10a (10th Street Skinheads) gang and people started to look up to him with respect. Brother Manuel was the intelligent one of the family; tall, thin, with fair hair and boyish looks. He saw joining the gang as a way to bring income into the home and put food on the table. After all who else was going to do it? Skinheads Calle 10a operated in the nearby suburbs and were known primarily for supplying drugs to dealers and carrying out small time robberies. After a while even the violence in the home calmed down as my brother grew older, bolder and more able to protect my mother and I. But one day it all came to a head, the last couple of months had been quiet. Whenever Javier had come home drunk he would go to his room to sleep it off. My mother and I were in the front room playing on the settee. I had not seen her this happy in a long time and it was as if she was finally starting to get her confidence back. Suddenly we heard a loud scowl outside the front door and a struggle to put the key into the lock. We sat in silence as we heard the key turn and the door slam shut. Javier staggered into the front room swigging on a bottle of whiskey and started demanding his dinner. When my mother got up from the settee to try and calm him down and explain that she had still to put it on, he went loco (crazy) throwing the near empty bottle of whiskey against the wall smashing it to pieces narrowly missing her face. He then slapped her twice and threw her to the ground. My mother cowered as she put her hands over her head to protect herself from the coming onslaught. Turning to look for his stick, he saw me on the settee looking up at him and his face turned red. “You little cabron (fucker),” he shouted, looking at me like he wanted to snap every bone in my body. “I warned you to keep out of my way.” I was only nine years old. He grabbed me by my hair, slapped me hard across the face and threw me from the settee. I fell to the floor, reduced to a bundle of tears and crawled next to my mother. “You little bastardo, why should I feed and clothe a child that is not even mine?” he screamed at my mother. 

Brother Manuel having heard the screaming burst through the front door carrying a Remington 870 12 guage pump-action shotgun. 

“You hijo de puta, this is the last time you lay hands on my family, get the fuck out of here you bastardo before I do something I will regret,” he shouted, pointing the gun in Javier’s direction. 

Javier turned to look at him with a slight mocking grin, “You don’t have the bolas to pull the trigger Manuel. You think you’re a big hombre now working with that La Calle (10th Street) scum?” 

Manuel however was unshaken by Javier’s aggressive tone of voice, cocked the gun back and aimed it close to his face. 

“I’m more a hombre than you will ever be, you woman beating drunken piece of shit. I’m warning you now for the last time, get the fuck out of here and never come back or I swear I will pull the trigger and blow your fucking head off.” 

My father stared at Manuel, he had never heard him speak like that to him. His grin was replaced by a nervous twitch and his face looked sombre as the realisation hit him of what his eldest son was willing to do. He backed down and packed his belongings. “You can look after yourself you bitch,” he scowled, walking out of the door and that was the last time any of us ever saw him. “It’s ok mother,” said Brother Manuel, “he won’t be coming back.” Tears streamed down the faces of my mother and I as Manuel opened his arms and put them around us both.

Deadly Vow

That night in our bedroom my brother told me something that would change my life forever. 

“He was not your real father Miguel,” he told me, “mother had an affair years ago with some chico when she and Javier were going through a tough time. They stayed married and still lived together as he wanted to try and work through their problemas. Mother had other ideas though and eventually fell pregnant. When Javier found about it he wanted the baby aborted. Mother refused so he started to go out and get drunk to vent his anger and that’s when the beatings started. He was livid at the thought of his wife being pregnant by another hombre. I can understand his anger Miguel, but he should have divorced mother as it would have been the right thing to do, not carry on as he did.”

The revelation hit me like a train, “How do you know this?” I asked, with tears swelling up. 

“She told me some years ago and asked me not to tell you. I’m sorry Miguel, it breaks my heart to tell you this but you and I, we will always be brothers.” 

“Who is my real father then?” 

“I don’t know, he moved to a different part of the city when Javier found out about the affair, leaving mother pregnant.” 

I cried floods of tears for hours under my duvet that night. The hombre I believed to be my father for the past nine years was not who he was. I did not even know who my real father was. I was confused and distraught. That night I made a vow to myself, I was never going to let any cabron mess with me ever again. If they crossed me they would not know what hit them. Unlike Javier I was going to be somebody in this life, no-one would ever mess with Miguel Sanchez. 

In the years to come I was involved in many fights, some I won and others I did not. I started a lot of them myself. Other fights were just chicos looking for a bit of trouble themselves and I would be happy to oblige. At times my mother would have to come to the school to speak to the headmaster about my behaviour. Eventually she explained the situation at home with the school and what had happened with Javier. After this the school eased up on me but I did not stop getting in all sorts of trouble in and out of school, including with La Policia. After I was caught stealing some candy from a shop, they took me home and my mother had to apologise. She gave me a good talking to, warning me of the consequences of my actions, telling me that “Crime does not pay,” and that “There are no shortcuts in life. You have to work hard if you want to succeed.” But it did not matter how she talked to me, whether it was scolding me or trying to get through to my emotions by staying calm and educating me. I would never listen to her, although she would never scold me physically. 

Even though what she said did not hit home with me initially, and her advice was continually ignored, it was always on the back of my mind. One day when I was thirteen years old an older chico two years above me in school started to give me trouble and calling me names. At first I was prepared to let it go, but he tried to challenge me to a fight, pushing and shoving me, knowing full well that he would be able to beat me up if I retaliated, making me look stupid in front of the other chicos. I remembered my vow and realised that this hijo de puta had to pay. After school, I followed the cabron and found out where he lived. That night I set my clock for two o’clock, I woke up half asleep with the alarm bell ringing in my ears, and I struggled out of bed remembering why I had set my alarm in the first place. “What is going on Miguel?” asked Manuel, waking up also. “I set the alarm for a wrong time, go back to sleep.” I waited until my brother was sound asleep and sneaked out of the house and went to where the chico lived. Upon entering the garden I picked up a large stone and threw it into the front window of the house. The stone smashed through the glass, the upstairs lights went on and I ran away home as fast as I could confident that no-one had seen me. I saw the bully next day at school and approached him, “It won’t just be a brick the next time amigo,” I said, lighting a match and throwing it at him. His jaw dropped and he looked dumbstruck. He knew what I meant, and I never got anymore trouble from him ever again. 

Making of a Thug

When I was fourteen, Brother Manuel was sent to Sonora Federal Prison for four years. He and other members of the Skinheads Calle 10a had been supplying cocaine from one of the members’ house, which was a known local drug den. Unfortunately for them, word had spread to other gangs about what was going on at the house and one quiet Saturday afternoon after a supply of drugs had been delivered from the distributor, a rival gang burst in through the front door with machetes and knives to steal the supply. The house was situated in an area considered a stronghold for La Calle. This was completely unexpected. When Manuel heard the door getting kicked in, he grabbed a bagful of the drugs and ran for the back door while the rival gang broke in, battling it out in the front room, slashing and killing three of the Skinheads Calle 10a. One of the rival gang member made his way through to the kitchen whilst the others checked upstairs to see if there was anyone else. Brother Manuel was caught in the act trying to escape. As soon as the rival gang member spotted him, he attacked with a machete cutting a slice into his arm. Manuel fell back on the kitchen sink holding his arm in pain. Adrenaline rushed through his body and his heart beat faster as he realised that he was going to have to fight for his life. His attacker swung back his weapon to go for the kill. Brother Manuel looked round and saw a knife lying next to the sink. He quickly grabbed it and plunged it deep into the leg of his attacker. The rival gang member let out a loud scream as the rest rushed downstairs. Manuel found the key to the back door, jumped over the back fence and fled from the scene crossing the busy main road and almost getting run over a policia car. He was arrested covered in blood, visibly shaken by what had just happened and was charged with possession of drugs. But he was no snitch, he knew to keep his mouth shut.

My mother and I visited Brother Manuel every month in prison; he was bitterly regretful about his actions and the fact he had got involved with the Skinheads. “Stay out of trouble, Miguel,” he would warn me. “You don’t want to end up in here like me.” I understood where he was coming from but I was young and impressionable. Stern words from my brother were not going to stop me doing what I wanted. My mother had to work two jobs to keep a roof over our heads. In the past it was my brother who had been bringing in the money, but now things were tough. Occasionally I would be told to stay with my neighbours after school since my mother would be at work, but instead I partnered up with another local chico, Daniel Pepe, and we would go out and steal from local shops. By the time I was fifteen we were stealing cars and robbing houses of people in nearby suburbs at night. We never did it in our own area in fear of getting recognised. For me it was a means to an end as the family income had been severely cut. I used the money to buy expensive shoes and clothes, hiding them under my bed and behind the wardrobe. However our robberies did not always go as planned. When we broke into a house of a family we thought was away on holiday, everything was going well and we were in the process of searching through the living room drawers for cash and jewellery, when we heard a noise from upstairs. I switched the light off as we heard footsteps coming down the stairs. “You said they were on holiday you idiota,” I whispered, hiding behind the door waiting for the owner to come in. As soon as he entered I hit him over the head with a table lamp knocking him to the floor semi-conscious. We both ran out of the front door laughing and made our escape.

After that we decided to stick to stealing cars and later expanded to other vehicles; it was much less risky and Daniel’s uncle was a mechanic, so he taught us how to hot-wire. We stole all sorts of vehicles; vans, cars, bikes, Renault R4’s, Volkswagen Sedan’s, Chevrolet Suburban’s, you name it we stole it. We sold the vehicles to various gangs, some who my brother knew and had worked with in the past. Brother Manuel’s reputation helped greatly. The vehicles would be stripped down, repainted and sold onto contacts further south of the country. Other times they would be used in jobs by the gangs themselves and left burnt out. We did not care what they did with them as long as we got our money. By this time I was with my first girlfriend, Cecilia Yedid whom I had met at school, the first of many short term relationships, as the women I went with did not want to get deeply involved with a law breaking thug. This particular relationship lasted just over four months. Daniel also had a girlfriend, and we would go for a drive in the middle of the night and park at the hills overlooking the city. It was peaceful with no policia or any other cars or people about, we would sometimes have a smoke and a drink, they were good times. As time went by my reputation in the neighbourhood as a bit of a tough chico grew in it’s own right as rumours spread about the jobs I had done. I’m sure that people knew which houses I had robbed but did not want to report me to La Policia because of my brother having been a member of the Skinheads Calle 10a.  

My mother suspected what I was doing, especially when she caught me wearing a pair of new shoes. I vehemently denied that they were mine and that a friend had ‘lent’ me them for the day, but she knew it was rubbish. At first she would beg me to stop, saying that I would “End up in prison like your brother, and I don't want that to happen.” I knew what she was saying made sense, and coupled with warnings from my brother I became more careful in how I carried out future jobs, planning them out properly beforehand. The money, however was a big lure for me. I enjoyed what I was earning and had some money saved up that I hid in my room under the wardrobe in a locked box. I was in the process of counting my ill-gotten gains when I heard the front door open. It was my mother. She was supposed to be away shopping but came home earlier than expected. Startled, I quickly tried to put the money back in the box and dropped it on the floor as I heard her coming through to my room. “I knew it,” she said, as she walked in; I was caught in the act. She grabbed the money from my hand and looked visibly shocked counting the pile of Pesos. She paused, gave me another look and separated some of the money for herself. “This will help cover the rent as we are a little short this month, put the rest back in the box and find a good place to hide it.” I was surprised; at the very least I thought I would have all the money taken from me, but she knew she could not stop me from doing what I was doing, no matter how hard she talked to me, and we were struggling to pay the bills. “You be careful Miguel,” she warned me, and after that, once in a while she would ask me for money to cover the rent and other bills if she did not have enough. I like to think that it took the pressure of her a bit. There were times that the fridge would be bare and we would not have much to eat however, now we would have a decent amount of food in the fridge; fruit, meat, milk and not go hungry anymore. Times were rough.

After a couple of years of working together, my partner eventually expanded into selling drugs on the street using his own money to buy a supply of cocaine. I was invited into this venture
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