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In memory of my father, Raymond Brown Thompson


COSTA RICA 

Home to the Wanted and the Unwanted


CHAPTER ONE

BANG, BANG YOU’RE DEAD

Houston, Texas, 1966

The sun was about to set, casting the darkest of shadows around the four posts of Billie’s bed. The sound of footsteps approaching the bedroom door keyed Billie into making final preparations. He was tired of being slapped around and beaten. Billie held his breathe as the latch clicked and the door to his room opened. Billie was ready this time. Enough was enough. This was the last time. He made the decision to face his fear, fight the monster, kill or be killed. He had what he needed to defend himself, or at the very least, go on the offensive and finish the prick off. Billie was prepared to do whatever it would take.

Jake entered the room with an ugliness in his eyes. He was mad as hell. 

“What did you do with my bottle?”

Billie said nothing. Jake was drunk as usual. Every time he ran out of liquor he blamed Billie. 

“You little ass. I told you never to touch my bottle of Jack.” Of course, Billie never drank any of it. 

“I never touch the stuff,” Billie said. “I don’t want to end up like you.” 

Jake staggered closer. “What did you say, you ungrateful piece of…?” 

Billie ducked a left hook as Jake’s fist hit the headboard, knocking the lamp off the bedside table.

“I am going to kill you this time,” Jake blurted out in his customary slurred speech. 

He lunged at Billie, tackling him on the bed. Jake put his massive hands around Billie’s neck and started to squeeze. Then he grabbed the pillow and covered Billie’s face, smothering him. Thoughts of his mother raced through Billie’s head. Who was she? Where was she? Why had she forsaken him? Billie felt his life slipping away, so it was time to make his move. Billie was bound and determined to end this living nightmare, right here, right now. He mustered all the strength he had to push Jake off. They rolled over on to the floor. The two struggled fiercely trying to get the upper hand. 

Billie knew this was his last stand. With unwavering determination Billie’s fury rose to full strength, instantly shedding his boyhood and taking on the confidence of a man. The two men stood up and faced each other. Father against son. Man against man, evil versus innocence. 

Billie lamented, “You are not my father. You are the devil.”

Swinging his left arm around in a hook, Billie caught Jake squarely on the jaw, knocking him back, making him dizzy. Billie had the advantage now. He reached between the mattress and box spring for the fully loaded, semi-automatic Glock he had stolen from Jake’s bedroom a week earlier. 

He raised the Glock, pulled the slide back to engage a bullet into the chamber, and pointed it at this so-called father of his. Jake looked at Billie in shock and disbelief. 

He held out an open palm. “Give me my gun, Billie, or I’ll pistol whip you, boy. How in the hell did you get your filthy, thieving hands on that anyway?”  

Billie realized Jake was in no position to make demands, but the situation chilled the air in the room. Jake noticed Billie’s pistol hand had started to shake. 

“I dare you. You’re a chicken. Give me the gun now,” Jake insisted as he took a step advancing forward. “Give it to me, or else.” 

Billie was about to lose control. The revolver almost slipped from his grip, so he cradled both hands on the butt of the gun to hold it steady. In the corner of the dimly lit room he saw an image of his mother. Billie squinted. She was tall with long blond hair and ocean blue eyes. 

She spoke to him. “Run Billie. Run to me.” She was crying then the vision disappeared. 

“Or else what, Jake, you’ll beat me? I am not your whipping boy anymore.”

Jake lunged for the Glock. 

“Give me strength mother.” 

Firmly and without reservation, Billie pulled the trigger twice, each shot penetrating Jake’s forehead just above the eye sockets.

In that one surreal, lonely blink of time, the only thing Billie remembered from that fateful day, were two loud bangs.

Bang…bang…your ‘re dead. Bang, bang. The simple but hideous nursery type rhyme kept repeating itself over and over in his head.

The monster’s dead. The monster’s dead. Yeah, yeah, the monster’s dead, sweet music to his ears. 
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Killing his stepfather at age fourteen, Billie was tried as a child in a Texas court. He was sentenced to seven years at The Youth Village: a maximum security, juvenile detention mental health facility near Waco, Texas. He would be released on his twenty-first birthday as long as he behaved properly and wasn’t considered a threat to himself or others. Soon after Billie was incarcerated, he was assigned a therapist, Doctor Jean Scott. The doctor spent most of her time working with Billie on his deep seeded anger issues. They talked, they shared emotions, they slowly connected and became friends. Billie told her everything, including the reoccurring nightmare of the day he killed Jake. He told her many times he wanted to die, how he wanted to kill himself. Doctor Scott knew exactly what he was feeling. She had experienced those same blameful thoughts when she was a young girl. She had grown up with an abusive father too. Doctor Scott was proud that Billie had the courage to stand up to his father, to face the monster and kill it, though she would never tell him that. She never could do it to her old man, even though she thought about it every day. 

Doctor Scott had a special place in her heart for Billie, full well knowing the demons he was confronting and would continue to face the rest of his life.

Billie made progress, taking a step forward one day while regressing the next. He was making inroads, climbing out from his hell hole, slowly but steadily. She thought he was starting to accept his circumstance and move on in a positive way, but could he keep his emotions in check? Hope and reality are often not the same.


CHAPTER TWO

IN A PLACE FAR AWAY

Alta Vista, Costa Rica, 1953

The brilliant, early morning sun broke out over the looming mountainous horizon, casting early dawn light on the dark valley below. Streaks of clouds that eclipsed the tree canopy dispersed, chasing away the remaining gray shadows. The increasing humming sound of propellers swirling nearby filled the canyon with a tremendous roar as a helicopter began its descent into the tiny village of Alta Vista.

The Sisters of Mercy missionary helicopter was fast approaching, swirling and kicking up dust on its descent.

“It’s here. It’s here. The helicopter and Doctor Oliver are here. I can’t wait to see her,” Ewan told his father as he pointed toward the eastern horizon. His excitement was contagious.

“I saw it, Ewan, coming up over the mountain top,” Negos said.

“Doctor Oliver is here!” Ewan exclaimed.

Ewan, Negos, several elder villagers, and other children ran over to the landing spot to greet their bi-weekly visitor and receive their eagerly awaited medicines and treats.

As the chopper landed, Doctor Anale Oliver removed her earmuffs and released her safety harness. She opened the door and waved her hand out to the excited villagers. The pilot turned off the engine to quiet the blades and shut down the instrument panel. He would rest for a few hours and have some food before continuing his deliveries to other remote villages that pocketed the area. The chopper pilot would rendezvous back to pick up the doctor in four days. That was the schedule. As the whirling blades were coming to a stop, Doctor Oliver climbed down the two steps onto the exit platform and into the swirling dust-swept landing spot below her.

“Hello, my friends. It’s good to see all of you again. I am happy to be back. I have brought more medicine, food, gifts, and the items you requested from the States.”

“Muchas gracias, doctor!” Ewan yelped as he ran up and gave the doctor a big hug around her waist. Then he took the bag of goodies she had for him off her hands.

The Boruca Indians living in Alta Vista were a happy people. They embraced a simple existence. They called it pura vida, the good life, a pure life. They spent their days hunting, gathering, fishing, and farming. The afternoon was for relaxing, taking a break from the heat, visiting, playing, and socializing. The men would go out each morning to hunt or fish or tend to the crops. The women cared for the young and the elderly; cleaned, washed, and stitched hides; gathered fruits and vegetable and most importantly, kept the firewood stocked and dry. All was done for the common good of the village. The men cleaned their daily catch or the game they killed, then roasted it over an open fire pit, shared by all who cared to join in. The evenings were full of festive music and dancing: a simple peaceful way that made Dr. Oliver feel at peace.

The small village of Alta Vista sat in a valley that cradled an expansive plateau along a vast mountain range in Costa Rica. So remote and secluded it took four days to hike in or out. It could take more time if carrying a heavy weight or if inclement weather set in, making it more treacherous. There were only three ways in, by foot, on horseback, or by helicopter, which was often the case during rainy season. Many of the people were born, raised, schooled, married, died, and buried in Alta Vista without ever wanting, desiring, or needing to venture outside of the village territory. This was the life of most but not for all.

“Con mucho gusto,” Doctor Oliver replied with a big smile, reaching out to hold Ewan’s hand as they started walking toward the village center. Doctor Oliver always brought Ewan a six-pack of Coca Cola, which he was inclined to keep for himself.

Many of the other villagers were gathering around them. They were wondering what supplies or other goodies the good doctor brought with her from America.

Doctor Oliver gave Negos an affectionate glance as he strolled beside them, carrying her bags. The three of them continued their walk to the village hospital while the others followed behind in lockstep.

The hospital was a simple four-walled structure with a dirt floor and a gabled palm-frond roof. It was open aired to keep it cool during the humid days. Inside, three beds were lined up against one wall for patients to rest. During her visits, Doctor Oliver would tend to the village people by providing basic medical care and routine checkups, including vaccinations for polio, tuberculosis, typhoid fever, or malaria. She performed minor surgery, set broken bones, stitched up wounds, presided over midwife deliveries, and dispensed pharmaceuticals to rid infection as needed or for pain relief. She even taught them preventive health measures.

Negos was a burly, stout indigenous Indian. He was taller than average with a stocky build and a square chin. His black hair and brown eyes were more dominant than most of his peers. Negos was, as the locals would say: guapo (handsome) and fuerte (strong), which in his culture would entice women to him in flocks, much like a male frigatebird does while flaunting its red cackle to attract female frigates. As for his physical magnetism, Negos’ moral compass was tested on a regular basis; he could have just about any of the women of the village. More importantly, he was a hunter, a provider, and a protector. These were the most valued traits to a woman when selecting a mate when living in the rain forest, in a place as remote as Alta Vista, where natural disasters and lurking dangers were part of daily life.

Negos took Marial as his wife when he was fifteen years old. She was the most beautiful girl in the village with her angelic face, long flowing black hair, dark eyes, and perfectly toned and curved body. Marial was also fifteen at the time. Ewan was born a year later.

The people of Alta Vista wanted to make Doctor Oliver feel comfortable, as if the village were her home. She had done so much for them. They catered to her needs and wants as best they could.

After a long day of attending to several patients with cuts and bruises, headaches, and small abrasions, Chief Yanto invited Doctor Oliver to join him, his pregnant wife Sierra, and the elders of the village for dinner. They feasted on a typical Boruca meal of casado with rice, gallo beans, black beans, vegetables, and fresh fish. Negos had shot the wild hog with a bow earlier that day. Now it was dressed out in a fancy display. For dessert there was a selection of fresh banana, papaya, and pineapple. The homemade sangria was plentiful for all. The villagers entertained Doctor Oliver with aboriginal dancing and music until late into the evening with spiritual chanting for fire, water, children, and mother earth. The full moon cast a bluish hue of light around them that filled the night with a magical air.

As the night moved along and the campfire slowly burned down, a slight chill emerged. The villagers wrapped themselves with furs as they huddled around the dimming light of the open fire pit.

Suddenly out of the peaceful calm, Sierra cried out in pain.

“Doctor Oliver, it’s time. I am going to have my baby.” The contraction she felt caused her to roll on her side, holding her belly to her knees. Doctor Oliver came to her aide as did Chief Yanto, Ewan, and his girlfriend, Jemma. Negos, Marial, and the rest of the village elders stood back, looking on.

Doctor Oliver felt Sierra’s belly. “Yes, you are, Sierra. Let’s get you to your hut.”

“Chief Yanto, Negos, help me get Sierra up on her feet. Marial, run ahead to their hut and boil some water,” Doctor Scott instructed.

With Negos’ help, Chief Yanto raised Sierra up under her arms, cradling her as she hurriedly walked to their hut. Ewan and Doctor Oliver were one step ahead. As they reached the hut, Doctor Oliver pushed open the door.

“Lay her on her side on the bed. Make her comfortable. I need to get some clean sheets. Marial, bring me the hot water.”

Chief Yanto placed his wife on the bed, tenderly holding her hand but with the tightest of grips.

“I am here for you, my wife. Soon you will have our baby,” Chief Yanto proclaimed not wanting to let go.

“Now the three of you leave us be. I will take it from here,” Doctor Oliver instructed as she brought over a bucket of water and some towels to Sierra’s bedside.

Chief Yanto released his hand slowly as Sierra gave him a tender squeeze with hers as if to tell him everything would be fine.

Once Doctor Oliver and Sierra were alone, she examined Sierra. “You are dilated to eight centimeters already. I can see the head. When you feel the urge to push, take deep breaths and push hard.”

Not a minute later, Sierra began to push. “Take a deep breath and push again, like this,” Doctor Oliver said as she mimicked the breathing technique.

Sierra did as she was told. She pushed and took a deep breath as instructed. The pain was agonizing. Sierra clenched her teeth, squeezing her fists hard to suppress the pain.

With Doctor Oliver’s encouragement, now determined more than ever to end this, Sierra pushed harder. The baby’s head was fully exposed when Doctor Oliver reached in tenderly around the baby’s neck and shoulders, pulling the baby girl out slowly and gently. When the baby did not cry, Doctor Oliver spanked the baby to get her to start breathing on her own. The baby started wailing loudly. Sierra relaxed with a big sigh. She had just given birth to their little princess. Doctor Oliver cut the umbilical cord, cleaned the sticky white vernix off the baby girl, and wrapped her in a woolen blanket. She then happily handed over the bundle of joy to Sierra.

“You have a baby girl, Chief Yanto,” Doctor Oliver called out to him through the door. Ewan heard her from outside the dirt walls, as well as did several other villagers who arrived to witness the birth.

“It’s a baby girl,” Ewan yelled out in his excitement.

The baby weighted seven pounds, five ounces. She was nineteen inches long with thick, curly, jet black hair. And she had the lungs of an opera singer.

“I will name her Suneda, a name as beautiful as this sunrise will be today,” Chief Yanto proclaimed proudly as he walked out to where the excited villagers were gathered, cradling his daughter. Holding her small body cupped in his hands, he raised her up to the sky.

“This is Princess Suneda,” Chief Yanto said as he raised baby Suneda high above his head.

The villagers started singing and clapping their hands together, praying and chanting to Sibo. Suneda was the first girl born in the village in several years.

“Princess Suneda, Princess Suneda, may Sibo bless our Princess Suneda and bring us all good fortune,” Chief Yanto prayed.

Chief Yanto brought the baby back inside and laid her on her mother’s lap. He hugged his wife and thanked her for their beautiful child. He was so happy. Yanto was a proud chief and father of a princess.

Doctor Oliver was exhausted from the long night. She examined Sierra one last time before heading back to her own hut as the early dawn light was beginning to creep up over the horizon.

Negos was inside waiting for her. Two years earlier, in a moment of weakness, Negos began a love affair with Doctor Oliver. He was curious about her. He loved the way she cared for the villagers. He loved her smile. Her laughter and humor were contagious. Doctor Oliver was an average looking woman, but every time they embraced, the blueness in her eyes drew him in. Maybe it was because she was different than the women in his village. He had heard many stories about these beautiful white women while growing up. Negos looked forward to her visits each and every month. He longed for her touch, the sweet smell of her skin that engulfed his senses and teased his raw animalist instinct, taking control of his thinking. Once this took over, he could not shake her scent. He didn’t want to. He thought about her all the time, wanting to be with her always. They made love every chance they could. He believed she loved him too.

Doctor Oliver was curious about Negos too. He was attractive, smart, and strong. He had an air of confidence about him that she never felt with any other man. It was not arrogance; rather, he was a man’s man, a simple jungle man who was completely comfortable with who he was. These qualities were pleasing to her.

Doctor Oliver could not get enough of his love, yearning for his tenderness when they were apart. Negos was the man she had always dreamed of, and thoughts of him consumed her heart. She looked forward to her trips back to Alta Vista so she could be held in his big, strong arms again.

They loved each other, even knowing what they were doing was wrong. A path destined for self-destruction. Over time, Doctor Oliver’s guilty conscious was consuming her moral compass. She felt it had to stop. It was only a matter of time.

Doctor Oliver motioned Negos to come sit down next to her on the bed.

“My sweet Anale, I have missed you so,” Negos said as he sat down and placed his arm around her.

“And I have missed you, my dear Negos,” Doctor Oliver replied with sadness in her voice.

She turned toward him and firmly wrapped her arms around him. Holding back tears, she squeezed him tenderly. Negos held her closely with his strong arms. He kissed her passionately on her soft, welcoming lips, then worked his way along the side of her neck. The floral aroma of her skin captivated his senses. She was right there and he was ready for her. Anale cupped the back of Negos head with her hands as he began unbuttoning and slipping off her dress. The garment fell down to her hips. Negos pulled her to standing and the dress fell around her feet. He gently picked her up and lowered her to the bed. He slid off her panties, then took off his pants and underwear. He lay down beside her. Anale turned over to look into his loving, dark brown eyes and then kissed his hairy chest. She rubbed her breasts on his. Her touch was beyond his control now. It was time to feel all of her, for her to feel all of him inside of her. He rolled her over and moved on top of her. She was ready for him.

“Slowly, Negos, let’s take it slow this time,” Anale whispered in his ear. She closed her eyes, the thought of their pleasure was more than she could bear. She knew in her heart this would be the last time. It had to be.

“I love you, Anale,” Negos told her as he positioned himself over her.

“I know you do, my sweet man, as you know I love you.” He could feel her warm and moist as he entered deep inside her, slowly at first as she had commanded and then at a more fast, rhythmic pace. The sounds of her subtle moaning made him large and thick. They embraced each other as though they were one, moving together, feeling each other, knowing each other. Her smooth and ample breasts pressed against him and he could no longer hold back his desire as he readied to release himself inside her.

She could feel him, truly feel him; her jungle man stiffening and swelling, filling her up to the point of release. Wildly unabated, their orgasmic pleasure was more intense than ever before. Their two hearts beat frantically, pumped joyfully, as they separated from one another. Their breathing was heavy as they tried to catch their breath. Lying flat on their backs looking up to the heavens, they searched for a future where none existed.

“Negos, you know I love you with all my heart and soul but this has to stop. This is not right. You are a married man. You have a wife, a child to care for, a son to follow you.”

“We can make it work, Anale. I will leave with you. We can start a new beginning in America,” Negos pleaded.

“I will not let you destroy your family, your way of life over me. I could not. We could not live with the guilt and hurt. It will not work. It simply won’t work,” Anale said firmly.

Deep in his being Negos knew she was right. He realized this moment would come someday but hoping it would not be this soon. It was getting light outside. It was time for Negos to leave. Doctor Oliver turned away as Negos got up and walked toward the door.

Marial rolled over in bed, reaching out for Negos. Adjusting her eyes in the dark to see as her hand reached a space that was empty and cold. Searching through the sheets, denying that once again Negos was not there as he had not been many nights before when Doctor Oliver visited. Angry and hurt, Marial got up from bed and got dressed, this time determined to confront the truth. She stomped heavy-footed over to Doctor Oliver’s hut to prove her instinct was correct. As she approached Doctor Oliver’s, Negos was just leaving. He looked up and saw Marial coming.

“Negos, how could you do this to us, with Doctor Oliver? You are my husband, my man. We have a child. You have destroyed our family,” Marial cried out, running up to Negos. He turned and started to walk away, head down, looking at the ground. Marial jumped on Negos back. She scratched and clawed at the back of his neck, hissing and screaming. Negos pushed her off and turned around. Marial slapped him as hard as she could and then dropped to her knees crying.

“Why did you do this, Negos, why?”

Negos had nothing to say. He was lost in thought, searching for an answer.

"Why did you do this, Anale, why?"

Doctor Oliver listened from inside her hut, feeling ashamed. Most of the village heard the commotion too. They knew what had been going on.

“Our poor, sweet Marial, how could Negos and Doctor Oliver do this to her?” The hush of the gossiping villagers was as loud as ever.


CHAPTER THREE

STICKS AND STONES

The Youth Village Detention Center, Huntsville, Texas, 1972

“You can have this hothead case, doctor, we are done with the troublemaker for now,” the taller of the two guards told Dr. Scott as he pushed Billie down to sit in the chair across from her.

“Thank you, Officer Potts,” Doctor Scott replied.

“We’ll be right outside the door if you need us,” Officer Potts said. The two men exited the room and closed the door behind them.

Billie had just turned twenty years old, and he was facing another five years confinement, this time at the Huntsville State Prison, for busting the nose of a fellow inmate by the name of Bobby Ward. Billie had grown to be a strikingly handsome young man with baby blue eyes as mesmerizing as a New Mexico sky. Billie was a head turner, standing over six feet two inches tall. His body was muscular, bouncing-quarter hard from working out daily in his cell. The V-shaped build he crafted came out of his aggressions. He was physically strong, mentally tough, and ready to defend himself anywhere and at any time.

Billie was shackled at the ankles with handcuffs around his wrists, wearing an orange jump suit as he sat, eyes down, across from the doctor.

“Billie, tell me about this Bobby Ward. What happened today? I can’t help you get out of here if these outbursts of anger and assault continue,” Doctor Scott pleaded with him.

“You really want to know? You want to know how it went down,” Billie questioned in a huff.

“Yes, tell me everything. What happened?”

“Okay doc. We were just playing a friendly game of pool and he said, ‘Billie boy, are you going to take the shot or just play with yourself and that little stick of yours?’ ” Billie told her in his best Bobby Ward imitation.

“Go ahead, Billie, I am listening.”

“That piece of shit Ward was teasing me, trying to rush me and distract me from the winning shot.”

“I see, so what happened next?”

“I stood up to walk around to the other side of the table, sizing up my shot for the win.…” Billie hesitated. “I can’t stand that fucker,” he said excitedly.

“Was that it? That’s all he said? You beat him up for that? These anger fits and bursts have got to stop,” Doctor Scott implored.

“No, that’s not what set me off. It’s too late anyway. What difference does it make?”

“So what was it? What triggered the outburst, Billie?” Doctor Scott probed, trying to get to the bottom of his anger pit once and for all. Billie hesitated for a moment before speaking, his head down, focusing on the terrazzo flooring.

“Then he said, ‘Hey there, lover boy, have you been on all fours lately? I heard your papa made you oink like a little pig,’ that’s what the porker said.”

“What did you say to him when he questioned your manhood like that?”

“ ‘What did you say, asshole?’ is what
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