
​

South Texas 

Border River 

Law



    
        
          South Texas Border River Law

        

        
        
          Robert Riojas G

        

        
          Published by Robert Riojas G, 2020.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      SOUTH TEXAS BORDER RIVER LAW

    

    
      First edition. October 20, 2020.

      Copyright © 2020 Robert Riojas G.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1393804925

    

    
    
      Written by Robert Riojas G.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Title Page

Copyright Page

Robert Riojas G | to | Tia Francis

The Armed Robbery at the   Hwy 83 | Rest  Stop

The outset of the crime

Drugs or money

Laredo Officers Brooks and Felix

The swimmers

Angelica tries to recover the truck

The quarter moon map

The robbery/fishing plan

The feds

Surveillance

The thousand-dollar grab

Checking out the rest area

It’s a big mistake

At the fishing camp &

The hold-up

Reporting the robbery to the cartel

The cash in the bag

The Matamoros, México Connection

Olivio's plan

Your bag share

The young burglars

Hiding the bag

Who is paying for the damage?

The teens enjoy the bucks

The storage complex investigation

Murder in San Ygnacio

Uvalde

Officer Antonio’s Probe

The tragic loss at the fishing village

Juvencio’s funeral service

The cartel wants their money

Another kid finds the money

The Break-in Probe continues

The boys are missing

Returning the money to Mexico

Felix's interview

The boy’s interrogation

The Skylark by the riverbanks

The last mile for Olivio

Bond set at 2.5 million on the boys

The Brooks interview

At the DA's office

Officer Antonio’s family history

The arrest

The families get the sad news

Theft and extortion

Feds raid the defendants’ homes

Oh, dad... not again

The plea and sentence

The prison release

The Deadly Drive Home

The guys’ weekend party

The other party

He’s gone

Rams’ truck

Familia y Amistad

After the tragic weekend

The ranch

After the homicidal driver

Esteban at the boy’s funeral

Laredo’s Homicide Traffic  Investigators, Ortiz and Jamez

A significant dent

The missing witness

Can’t locate Flaco

Eating took care of the buzz!

Take responsibility

Rams’ friend’s strong doubt

The primary suspect

The Stand-off

Sheriff vs Jamez

The plea to surrender

A guilty plea

Assault on an International Bridge

Cash load seized

The folks expecting the money

The idea of an armed assault

Recruiting the “Death Squad”

Bolitas' murder

Riojas’ intimidation

Don Arturo

The Betrayal

Out of bucks... sell baggies

Recruiting Bebe

Riojas’ retaliation begins

The burial

Riojas’ death

The reason for the deadly conflict

Grandma’s death

The American warrior

Tracking Riojas

Robles and friends

El cateó militar (military raid)

Going after Rudy

Carelessness gets you killed

The Igloo Soldier

The Piñata humiliation

The revenge

Fue rapido! Muy rapido!

Bebe's recruitment

La Cabaña de la Lechuza

Bebe keeps searching

El Neira

The ranch takeover

The arroyo surveillance

Zooki’s close call

The Libramiento deadly assault

Doña Jesusa

‘This little f...ker again’

Epilog

About the Publisher

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Robert Riojas G


to


Tia Francis
[image: ]















SOUTH TEXAS BORDER River Law


Year Published eBook format 2021 

Released on Hardcopy format 2025  

Published by Robert Garcia

Printed by Draft2Digital

Cover Art  Laredo, Texas







These stories are a work of fiction; names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual events, persons, living, or dead, is purely coincidental.






Copyright June 2024

Contact:

writproducitonslaredo@yahoo.com











“South Texas Border River Law” is dedicated to the men and women in Law Enforcement in Webb County, Texas. 

––––––––
[image: ]


ROBERT RIOJAS G.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Armed Robbery at the   Hwy 83 

Rest  Stop







[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The outset of the crime 
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THERE ARE DOZENS OF trajectories used for illegal smuggling of drugs, money, and people in Webb County. The dirt roads and pathways start and end at the edge of the Rio Grande.

The carriages remain hidden, embedded within high Carrizo, Indian-Mallow, and Cat Tail... impenetrable green barriers.

The secluded roads and narrow paths are major arteries for drug runners moving bundles of marijuana, cocaine, and human cargo from Mexico and South America.

Smugglers use the same means to transport money and weapons into Mexico. They also transport cash through U.S. international bridges.

### 
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LAREDO POLICE SERGEANT Rogelio Santana sits in his police patrol unit at the intersection of Meadow Road and San Fernando Avenue; it is a sultry night in August in the late 1970s. His vehicle is a block from a dirt road that leads into Arroyo Chacon.

###
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THE ARROYO CROSSES Laredo’s northwest side and empties into the Rio Grande. The rivulet is dry most of the year, except after a downpour in the northern section of the city.

It’s midnight, and it’s still 90 degrees. The car seat is hot and petite; Santana can’t stretch his legs. He gets out and walks around to break the boredom and get his circulation moving. Santana recognizes the fatigue and wonders how his son Gabriel will enjoy his police career. The sergeant has three grown boys, but only Gabriel is interested in law enforcement. Rolando and Timo went to college and now teach at local schools. Santana knows how he and his wife will spend the coming years. They will be worried every minute about Gabriel’s safety.

Santana’s wife, Alicia, stays busy with their five grandkids, taking them to school, after-school activities, and weekend parties. Her involvement with the kids gives their two daughters-in-law time to help with their husbands’ school activities. So, after dozens of years in the force, the old sergeant ponders whether there will be room for him in his family’s busy lives. And now Gabriel and his girlfriend are planning a summer wedding next year... soon, more kids for the grandparents.

As Santana stands behind his car, a flash of vehicle headlights surprises him. The beams bounced off the trees behind his car. A 1968 Ford F-150 pickup speeds out of Chacon Creek and onto Meadow Road. The truck turns right and heads south toward Highway 83.

Santana jumps in his unit, hits the siren and flashing lights, and gives chase, calling the radio room and screaming that he is pursuing a suspicious truck.

It’s the early seventies. Laredo police seldom detained undocumented individuals who swam or walked across the river when the water level was low. Santana is more concerned with illegal drugs or tainted money.

The sergeant yells into the radio, “Following a brown colored Ford F-150 with license plate KRK-33445, it’s a Michigan tag, 1961, two men, traveling south on... just turn off on One-Mile Road and heading into the tree line at the river’s edge!”

The truck stops near the river embankment; the two occupants jump out and dive into the water, its F-150’s motor still running.

Santana does a screeching halt, tearing into the dirt, draws his weapon, and approaches the truck. He can hear the men struggling in the water as they swim toward the Mexican side. A police patrol car and two U.S. Border Patrol units arrive.

Standing by the water, he holsters his revolver and waves off the arriving officers, signaling that everything is “clear... of any danger.”

He tells the two federal officers, “I didn’t see anybody else.”

“They pulled out of Chacon Creek! We monitored the area for about two hours, and didn’t see such a truck there,” says Border Patrol Agent Jose J. Garcia.

Santana explains he was nearby, watching for speeders coming off the Meadow Road hill, and did not go into the Chacon Creek area.

As Santana and Jimenez exchange information, two Laredo police officers comb the truck left against a tall cattail and underneath a Cubierviento (Spanish moss) tree. An officer turns off the truck’s engine while inspecting the vehicle.

Laredo Police Officer Cody Jarocho, a six-month newcomer, along with Laredo Police Investigator Rob Brooks, do the inspection, and they both agree the vehicle is clean.

“So why did the guys run? They aren’t carrying anything in the truck, right, guys?” questions Santana.

“Sir, we checked the vehicle and found nothing, a couple of empty beer cans, four other cans still sealed, and bags of chips. That’s all,” says Jarocho.

“We have a couple of units at the park; we are going over there to see if they found something,” says Jimenez.

“Okay, thanks for the backup, partner. We’ll run a check on the truck to see if it’s stolen and take care of the impoundment. The wrecker guys will move it to the yard to see if anybody claims it,” says Santana.

The Border Patrol units drive away.

“Man, not tonight. I’m ready to get off in an hour. Now I have to write up the paperwork and process the truck. It’ll take me three or four hours,” complains Santana.

“Listen, we’ll take over the paperwork, Sergeant. We just began our tour, so it’ll be okay,” suggests Brooks.

“Hey, that would work for the best, or at least for me; thanks, partner,” says a jubilant Santana.

At age 64 and days from retirement, bestowing paperwork to someone else is a delight.

The sergeant drives off as lightning dims the area.

“How do we do this? We have little light. Let’s call the wrecker and have it hauled over to the inspection area. We can go over it there before we release it to the vehicle yard,” suggests Jarocho.

“Yeah, but let’s make sure it’s clean. We did a once-over, but are we sure the vehicle is clean? Grab the large flashlight... while I check the vehicle. Keep an eye out, this is a drug drop-off site, and I don’t want to be surprised,” says Brooks.

The truck ended up on the banks of the Rio Grande; about two miles east of Laredo’s International Bridge.

“I’m calling in the plate number to see if it’s stolen. Should we call for a couple of units?” Jarocho questions as he hands Brooks the flashlight.

“Well, it’ll take time for them to get here. Most of tonight’s shift is working that vehicle rollover at San Bernardo. I heard they got a fatality, so they are going to be there for a while; call in the plates, see what turns up,” answers Brooks.

“We’ll be fine; it shouldn’t take more than 30 minutes. The wrecker will be here by then,” adds Brooks as he opens the 150’s passenger door, pointing the flashlight into the truck’s cabin.

Jarocho walks toward the river’s edge. Feeling the warm breeze on his face, Jarocho can’t see much on the water. On the Mexican side, he can see home lights flickering in the darkness. Laredo’s business sector is miles away, fully illuminated.

He wonders if the suspects are eyeing them on the opposite side of the river. His nastiest thought was, “What if they fire on us?”
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Drugs or money 
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AFTER 20 YEARS IN THE force, Laredo Investigator Robert Brooks knew every trick the smugglers used to hide narcotics in vehicles. He is confident that the suspects were not carrying drugs; they could have been smuggling drug money.

He opened the glove compartment. “Hum, too easy... no, these guys were waiting for help, that means they had to be carrying one or two bags of cash, but where is the load?”

Brooks pulls back the seat to check the rear section. He notices a lump in the middle rear area of the floor. “That is not correct.”

He climbs in to get a closer look at the rear section. As he searches the seats, he lifts his head to see where Jarocho is standing. Feeling secure that the rookie can’t see what he is doing, he continues, looking at the floor, “No, nothing, it’s just the bolster.”

His flashlight loses brightness as the battery power starts weakening.

Brooks shines the light on the truck’s ceiling, but everything is in place. None of the dashboard screws has been tampered with; grim clusters are on the screws’ edges, and they are intact.

As he makes his way out of the truck, his flash illuminates the border edge of the rear right window. “Something is out of place. I need more time...”

Brooks gets off the truck and walks over to Jarocho. He is on one knee near the river’s edge.

“You are close to the water’s edge! Listen, I don’t know, I couldn’t find a thing. I got strong suspicions about this vehicle. We need to go underneath,” says Brooks.

“Well, the wrecker will be here soon; we can call the narc squad to take over and see if they find something. I’ll call the dispatcher right now,” says Jarocho.

“No, I don’t want to lose the collar, but I’m willing to share it with my compadre, Felix.”

“Oh, this truck was being held in Pleasanton. The sheriff’s office released it today after some guys had the right documentation. You didn’t find any paperwork in the truck?” asks Jarocho.

“No, nothing,” says Brooks.
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Laredo Officers Brooks and Felix 

[image: ]


“WHO ARE YOU GOING TO call, who, Felix? Hey, isn’t that the narcotics officer, Fernando Felix, the one under investigation, accused of fouling up a case? There was a lot of missing money,” says Jarocho.

“All bull, the guy is clean, but the other two officers got suspended for wrongfully charging that Felix had taken $5,000 from a load of $200,000. Those guys got a 30-day suspension. I will call Felix and give him a heads-up on this case. Meanwhile, you drive to the highway and flash down the wrecker.”

Bothered by Brooks’ suggestion, Jarocho drives off to the highway.

###
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A YEAR BEFORE, FELIX was fortunate because he had put the five thousand back in the evidence room. When the Internal Investigative Unit recounted the confiscated cash, they ruled that the two other officers had misspoken and suspended them. Felix was in the clear but missing the five thousand dollars.

###
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AFTER THE WRECKER HAULS off the Ford-150, Brooks drives to the Rendon’s Meat Market. He calls his friend using a pay telephone. Brooks tells Jarocho to complete the truck seizure report. The new officer is in the patrol car, working on the report.

Brooks listens to three rings before someone answers the telephone at Felix’s house.

“Listen, I need to speak with Felix or Officer Felix. Is he there?”

He hears the telephone hit a solid surface. It makes a cracking sound, then someone picks it up.

“This is Lt. Fernando Felix. Who’s this?”

“Hola, puto, it’s me, Brooks. Can’t get it up, huh?”

“Fuck you! What do you want, man? It’s like... what three!”

“Well, more like four, hey, got a hot one, F-150 Ford, they are dragging it to the yard; I think it’s hot. No one knows. I have a ‘fish’ with me, so follow the procedure; I’ll call the compound and have them tape it off. You check it out tomorrow; I’ll come over around eleven,” says Brooks.

“Are you sure it’s carrying... remember last month you said the Escort was hot and nothing. I struggled to explain to Captain Davalos why I worked extra time on that car when I didn’t even make the first stop. The department had to pay the guy to upholster the seats, which cost 1200 dollars! That raised the heat at HQ, but I’ll do it. Just remember... I want you there at my trial. Is it stolen?”

“No, it’s registered to a Jeffry Sepass with a Detroit, Michigan address. Another thing... Pleasanton police officers released the vehicle earlier this morning to two guys, probably the ones who swam to Mexico, so you see something is in that vehicle,” says Brooks.

“And Pleasanton didn’t find a thing,” questions Felix.

###
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EARLY THE FOLLOWING day, Felix arrives at the impound lot. He reaches the main chain-link gate, getting a loud bark greeting from four Dobermans. The snarling brings out an older man, the caretaker. Ramón waves at Felix, signaling him to hold on until he opens the gate.

The caretaker disappears behind the damaged trucks. Felix looks around and sees the twisted green van, half of its front gone. He remembers the Farm Road 218 accident. The driver of the van dozed off and struck a school bus. Three kids and the bus driver died.

Ramón comes out and walks toward the gate, screaming at the dogs to get back.

The animals, for a strange reason, obey.

“Wow, you are early today. Which wreck do you want to see, the San Bernardo accident vehicle or the Lincoln car? The Lincoln driver ran into that taco stand. Where are the traffic-investigation guys?”

“No, it’s only me. I want to go over the Ford F-150 they brought last night,” answered Felix.

“Oh, they just pulled that in over an hour ago. It’s in the back; I still have to find a permanent place for it. Think they’ll pick it up soon; that

way, I’ll keep it where it is, easy to drive out,” says Ramón.

“I don’t think so, so leave it where it is unless it blocks a rear gate.”

The caretaker says the vehicle is not blocking anything and will not move it.

Felix walks about half a block through hundreds of smashed-up vehicles, all practically skeletonized for parts; everything from motors to side-rear mirrors gone.

The Ford truck sits against the compound’s rear cinderblock and an eight-foot-high wall, hidden from everyone.

He stares at the vehicle, wondering where to begin. Brooks mentioned the rear section of the truck and the glove compartment.

Felix then searches the rear section of the truck. Nothing is in plain sight. He pulls away an old, dirty floor mat on the right side. Felix sees a couple of coins, a shopping receipt from a Mexican food store, Soriana, and more dirt, but no sign of a hidden compartment.

“I hate to crawl underneath, but let’s see what else I find.”

Felix pulls the mat on the opposite side and finds the same thing: more dirt and grime.

As he is about to replace the mat, he sees a paper edge underneath the folding backrest. He tries to pull out the set of documents wedged in the seat. Felix climbs into the truck’s rear section and pushes the backrest forward. The papers are actually inside the seat’s transparent plastic covering.

“Well, they have got to be important. Why would anyone go through all the trouble of putting them there?” he thinks.

After a minute of tearing the seat cover, he pulls out several documents, four pages. They have hand-drawn figures scribbled with a pencil, arrows pointing in the directions to Laredo and Zapata.

Felix couldn’t understand the markings on the pages. But after a while, he believes the drawings mark the area around the Highway 83 Rest Area ten miles south of Laredo.

Suddenly, a car that stops next to the truck startles him.

It’s Brooks.

Felix gets off the 150 with four sheets in hand.

“Well, are we rich?” asks Brooks.

“Hardly the truck is clean, of course, I haven’t finished, but I don’t think there is anything other than these papers I found in the seat underneath its plastic cover, kind of hidden, I don’t know,” says Felix, handing the set of papers to Brooks.

Brooks studies the drawings for a minute.

“We want money, drug money, dollars the narco sons-of-bitches can’t report stolen. Hundred pounds of pot? Fuck no! I’m releasing the truck,” says Brooks angrily.

“One very peculiar thing is that this truck was in Mexico. I gather that from the Mexican coins and Soriana receipts I found underneath the floor mats. So why was it coming from the north, and the two guys swam back?” Felix questions.

Both men stand behind the truck’s passenger side, ensuring Ramon or anyone else can’t see them.

“Yes, that could be, but remember, the truck got detained on the American side. Pleasanton officers did not find the drawings; if they did, they didn’t understand that this could be a smuggling plan,” replies Brooks, pointing to the drawing.

“Starting with the truck, it’s a smuggling plan tracking from north to south, and that, my ugly friend, is most likely a load of dollars,” continues Brooks.

Felix takes a second look at the documentation.

“This marks the rest area on Highway 83 and the river,” explains Brooks, “That is the only thing I understand of the drawings.”

Felix studies the “Map” and believes it’s a cash smuggling plan.

He adds that the two pencil-drawn lines in the center of the page could represent the river.

“There is also a small, curved line on the upper left side of the river drawing. What does it mean?” he questions.

“It’s not near the river drawing,” says Brooks.

“I can’t explain that!” answers Felix.

He looks over the drawing; he focuses on the curved line. Then he has an explanation.

“It’s the moon... a quarter-moon. They will cross the stuff near the rest area when we have a quarter-moon,” suggests Felix.

“Okay, that should be easy. When will we see quarter-moons during the rest of the year? Oh, let’s make it easier still... in the next four months! Hell, I don’t even know what a quarter or dime moon is! This is weird; let’s forget this bullshit and the truck, this entire mess!” says Brooks as he walks away.

“Let me work on it some more. I’m keeping the truck in storage. Let’s see who comes and claims it, or tries to recover it,” says Felix.

Brooks drives off, giving Felix the okay sign. Felix calls Ramón, saying he needs to call him and no one else if somebody tries to claim or ask about the truck.
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The swimmers  
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HUGO AND EDGAR SHAKE off the water from their clothing.

“Let’s go to my house and change clothes, and you can borrow a pair of pants and a shirt... your shoes will dry off. We need to tell the man and explain how we lost the truck,” says Hugo.

At Hugo’s house, the guys are still wondering how they got lost and ended up abandoning the vehicle.

“All we had to do was cross the truck and bring it to these people, but we couldn’t find the bridge. That guy told us it was only a few blocks down; now what?” replies Edgar.

“It doesn’t matter; we did our best. We were lucky to get the truck back and drive it down almost two hundred miles,” answers Hugo, as he dresses.

Hugo’s wife comes in with a pot of coffee, but Edgar is too worried to drink.

###
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THEY REACH THE THREE-story mansion-style house in the eastern section of Villa San Reyna in a few minutes.

Both are nervous and scared. They pull off pieces of green and brown slime from their shoes, and even after washing their clothes, the river water smell is still there. The swim across the Rio Grande was hard. And to make matters worse, they had abandoned the F-150 pickup near the river. Their boss will not be happy.

Edgar knocks on the wooden street door; within seconds, an armed guard opens it and allows them in. Two addtional-armed men sit in the living room, and another person comes running down the stairway and signals Hugo and Edgar to follow him.

All three walk upstairs and into an office. They stand in front of a wall-side mirror. Suddenly, they hear a loud voice emanating from within the mirror.

“So what happened? Where is the fucking truck?” cries out a man’s voice in an abrasive tone.

“We had to make a run for it. We got to the river and swam to the Mexican side. The Americans have the truck, sir,” answers Hugo.

“You had no drugs, weapons, or Pollos (smuggled people). Why did you take off and drive away from the officers? All you had to do was make an excuse for being near the river. You were told to pick up the truck in that town and drive it back here, that’s all! Now you fucked it up!” yells the stranger.

Edgar tries to explain that they got lost in Laredo and drove east.

“We stopped a guy and asked him, ‘Where is the river?’ He said to drive down Meadow Avenue, and we would come right to it. We did that, but we couldn’t find the bridge, just trees. It was dark. We took a turn and ended up in a park. That’s when Hugo saw a police patrol unit, and we panicked and took off. We found the river and swam across,” he explains.

“Pendejos, you couldn’t find the bridge... That’s because you were about four miles away. You fucked it up! The truck had nothing, no drugs, nothing. But it’s important for us to have it here,” screams the stranger. He knocks on the mirror. It’s a signal.

The guards led Hugo and Edgar out of the office.

After they leave, a tall, slender, bald man walks out from behind the mirror. His name is Betancourt, a high-ranking lieutenant of a South American drug ring.

He orders Hugo and Edgar to go to a back room of the house, where three guards kill them.

Betancourt thinks for a minute, then walks to a front window and looks at the traffic below.

“Sir, what should we do now?” asks Sergio, a 27-year-old sicario.

“We need to recover that truck. Have someone report it stolen here in Villa San Reyna. Then have... no, get a woman. Have her call Laredo police and see if she can recover the ‘so-called stolen truck.’ That information is crucial. If we are not ready to receive the December shipment, it will hurt financially. They intend to ship thousands, so get moving,” says Betancourt.
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Angelica tries to recover the truck
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RAMÓN AND A YARDMAN are loading auto parts through an open rear door of an 18-wheeler shipment to Louisiana.

Angelica Gutieritos, a slim young lady in her early twenties, climbs out of a Chevy Malibu driven by Sergio. She walks to the compound’s gate and waves at the yard workers.

Soon Ramón is at the gate. “Yes, lady, can I help you?” he yells as the guard dogs continue barking. 

“My father’s truck got stolen in Villa San Reyna; a 1968 Ford F-150, light brown. Did the police bring in such a truck? It’s my father’s, and you know how he feels after we lost it.”

“We have a vehicle that fits that description, but you must speak with the Laredo Police Vehicle Recovery Department. They’ll give you a vehicle-release form, and then you can take the truck. Okay, go to the police,” says Ramón.

Ramón knows the woman could not recover the truck. He needed to call Felix.

###
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HOWEVER, INVESTIGATOR Felix misses Ramón’s telephone call.

The detective was busy processing information on the seizure of drugs at two different south-side stash houses. They were at 134341 Chacon. Police arrested four suspects and seized 280 pounds of marijuana. The narcotics unit officers had not finished the paperwork when they got the second call at 378789 Noria.

Officers located another 600 pounds of marijuana; however, no suspects were arrested. Both homes are blocks from the river dividing Mexico and the U.S.

After five hours, the investigator finishes the paperwork on the two cases.

Before leaving the station at night, Felix picks up Ramón’s message at the front desk.

He learns that the 150 pickup is still at the compound. 

“A woman came by and claimed the truck belongs to her father, but did not return with a release form.” 

Felix again wonders if Brooks’ entire money-in-the-truck scheme is leading to nothing.
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The quarter moon map 
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FELIX IS AT THE DINNER table reading the newspaper. His 14-year-old son, Evers, comes over and sits by him.

The drawing recovered from the Ford 150 is on the table.

“What’s this, Dad? It looks like a map. Are you working on a big case?”

“Yeah, it’s work from another day at the office. Haven’t you got schoolwork or something?”

“No, I already finished it. What is this drawing?”

“Remember the rest area where we stopped on our way to Falcon Lake? The boat trailer tire blew, so we repaired it. Remember the river below. The drawing represents the river,” explains Felix, reluctant to say anything else.

“What does this stand for -swimming on the river’s surface? Why did you draw that twelve?”

“I don’t know,” answers Felix, flipping a newspaper page. Then he stops as Evers is walking away.

“Hey, wait, come back. What number 12 are you seeing?”

“This small number here,” says the boy, pointing to the tiny number “12” on the map.

Felix looks and can’t believe it. He and Brooks had missed the small number!

“Man, you have good eyes, boy! Come here,” says Felix as he hugs the boy, “Thank you! Do you see anything else?”

“No, sir, just that ‘twelve,’ but what does it mean?”

“Well, nothing right now,” says Felix, picking up the telephone and calling Brooks.

He answers.

“Brooks... look closer. There is the number ‘12’ on your drawing!” yells Felix on the telephone.

“Who is this? Oh, what... look where?”

“Go to the drawings. Look closer. The number ‘twelve’ and another ‘twelve’ were written at the river’s edge on the Mexican side. It’s tiny, but Evers spotted it!”

Brooks pulls the drawing from his desk.

“Hey, you are right. What the hell does that mean?”

“I don’t know, and we’ve got to figure out what it represents. By the way, Ramón left a message that a female asked about the F-150. According to the woman, it’s her father’s and it was stolen, so why not go to the police station? We are onto something. Let’s keep working,” urges Felix.

“Okay, but we need to track down that woman,” says Brooks as he hangs up.

Felix continues studying the drawing of the sheets. They found a “12.”

“What is the marking on the upper left side? Hey... Any smuggling operation takes place at night... This is... a quarter-moon. They are going to smuggle the load at this point. Evers, where are you? Come here, please?”

“Yeah, Dad, what’s up?”

“Didn’t your friend, huh... Mundo, bring a book with moon schedules and settings like the full, quarter, or half-moons. You know, the time we were going to see that eclipse.”

“It’s in my room. He left it here. Wanna see it?”

“I think this half-curve line on the upper section of the page could represent a quarter-moon. That book could help. Bring it, come on, man, it’s great if you help me break a case, right? Go up and get it!” yells an enthusiastic Felix.

“Of course,” says Evers as he runs upstairs and brings his friend’s book. He rushes down and hands it over to his father.

“Here... can I help you with anything else, officer? Maybe you want me to look at a set of fingerprints to identify a suspect?”

“Shut up, smart-ass, and get to bed! But look, you’ve to promise to say nothing about this. It’s police work, but I thank you for your help, understand.”

“I do, Dad, good night.”

Felix continues looking over the charts of the moon settings for December 1970.

“In just three months, we’ll see the last quarter moon. They are starting on a Wednesday and ending on Friday, the tenth. Of all three nights, Friday night will have a visibility of 43 percent,” ponders Felix.

“That’s the night of the transfer, Friday night at midnight.”
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The robbery/fishing plan
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BROOKS AND FELIX MEET at a small bar called the Oasis on San Bernardo Street the next day. It is not the best location; at least one murder happened outside the establishment. That is why it’s still open. However, it’s perfect for the officers since the owner lends them a back room away from the open bar and dance floor.

After ordering two beers, both men sit at a corner table. A wall separates them from the three patrons seated at a table near the entrance.

“It’s a huge guess, but you’ve got to admit all the figures on the map point to that setting, Friday midnight on Dec. 9. That’s four months away. But why not sooner?” asks Felix.

“Hell, we don’t know; maybe the street drug vendors will do a major Christmas rush for the cartel bosses. You know, a Christmas White Sale, two for one! Fuck, I don’t know. But then again, since they lost the truck, they could blow off the smuggling job,” says Brooks.

“So, let’s give them the truck back. These guys are under pressure. If the northern U.S. cartel bosses find out the Laredo police have the truck, the Villa San Reyna men are now scared shitless. So, getting the truck back is important,” says Felix.

“Four months till December gives us time to plan our takedown. I mean, before the moneybags get to the river,” says Brooks.

“I agree, boss.”

The drop zone at the highway rest area provides a secure hiding place with large trees and heavy bushes. The officers continue talking at work and at home. As a cover-up, they  plan a four-day fishing trip to San Ygnacio.

###
[image: ]


THE SMALL COMMUNITY of San Ygnacio is near the rest area. The soon-to-be felons’ fishing conversation at the police station lunchroom is so convincing that a sergeant overhears it. He offers to lend them a cabin in San Ygnacio that belongs to his wife’s family and is near the river and boat ramp.

The officers are concerned that the sergeant knows they are planning a so-called fishing trip. Brooks and Felix looked at each other angrily. They got carried away and careless in their planning.

They accept the cabin offer and consider it a place to re-pack the money bags instead of a camper truck they plan on renting. They walk out of the police station cafeteria.

Brooks strikes Felix on the shoulder. “Pendejo, you always yell. Can’t you have a quiet conversation? You fucked up back there.”

“I know, I know, but this is very exciting,” answers Felix with a smile.
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The feds
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THE FOLLOWING WEEK, Felix and Brooks report to the chief’s office. When they arrive, Police Chief Julio Ranmas is talking to Drug Enforcement Administration agents.

President Richard Nixon established the federal agency. The DEA-Laredo office recently worked with two or three local police officers. They assisted the drug task force with investigations; however, Felix and Brooks are not on the federal drug task force.

“Felix, Brooks... the DEA is working on a case of money being smuggled into Villa San Reyna,” explains Ranmas. 

“You have the best connections in Mexico. We are counting on that to help with the investigation. These are Agents Arturo Ramirez and Fred Sooner.”

One of the federal agents details the money transfer.

“Our Detroit confidential informer said the load is ready for shipment to Villa San Reyna. Now that the CI is certain, the move will be in December because of the heavy holiday traffic. State police officers everywhere are busy with accidents and such. The money river-crossing must be near Laredo, but we don’t know exactly where they will jump with the money into Mexico. If we seal the river, they will pull back and stash the load, making it impossible for us to make arrests. We’ll have to shut down the operation,” explains DEA agent Ramirez.

“Why don’t you arrest the drug organization in Detroit? You have all the info,” says Brooks.

“The CIs have done a decent job, but the Detroit people need time to move them to a safe environment, and by that, I mean the city. If we strike now, the confidential informant’s families will be in danger, and relatives are involved,” answers Sooner.

Ramirez continues explaining that they have limited route information. “But this area, as we know, is a significant border smuggling city.”

“One of the Detroit CI claims it’s six to seven million. We can’t take down the Detroit organization because we are also trying to break down the entire network and its base in South America,” adds Ramirez.

Chief Ranmas orders Felix and Brooks to help the DEA with any street information they gather on the money smuggling scheme.

“The smuggling is to take place either in November or December,” Ramirez explains. “We are putting our efforts on the Thanksgiving weekend as the target date.”

Felix and Brooks agree to withhold information on smuggling jobs and report only to the feds.

“Well, good luck. If you grab the smuggled money, it means a lot of new equipment for the department,” says Sooner as they leave the chief’s office.




###
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WITHIN AN HOUR, FELIX and Brooks are at Daniel’s Tacos-on-the-Go restaurant. The couple seldom paid for their meals at the location after helping the restaurant’s owner with a DWI charge.

Brooks talked to a justice of the peace to lower the DWI charge to public intoxication. The restaurant owner didn’t pay the fine. It’s taken care of by the boys.

Sitting in a booth and speaking softly, Felix tells his partner he believes the drug money is coming, and their robbery plan is on. But there is an extra risk.

“So, we are not the only ones who know that money is coming. The feds are on the case, and it could get very sticky,” says Felix.

“What are you talking about? We are already up to our necks in this case. Returning the truck to that woman is a great idea, but now Officer Anaqua in the Vehicle Seizure Department is asking questions. He called me, asking why you had finished the seizure report and released the truck without his approval. The truck is in Mexico, but we have the map,” says a concerned Brooks. “By the way, did you make any deals at the DEA meeting?”

“Of course not. This could be our enormous fortune. And I know about Anaqua. He called me after he spoke with you, but I told him I signed the Seizure-and-Release form and returned the truck to its rightful owner in Villa San Reyna. I signed the paperwork because the owner cannot come into the U.S. Anaqua bought it,” explains Felix.

“Still, we need to make sure we stop leaving paper trails. Now that the feds are investigating this, it could be beneficial to us. It gives us a chance to be one step ahead of the feds,” says Felix.
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Surveillance 
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THERE ARE NO RECENT developments in the “River Drug Loot.” 

That’s what the police chief labeled the investigation.

At the DEA-Laredo Office, Ramirez, Sooner, and Agent-in-Charge Rick Fishery are reviewing the investigation of the case.

“Where are we on the Brooks, Felix, surveillance?” asks Fishery.

“They have been good boys, nothing serious, but dirty. We interviewed the fast-food restaurant owner. He told us what Brooks and Felix did with his DWI case,” says Sooner.

“We should arrest them now. The truck’s release is enough to charge them with conspiracy or obstruction. We’ve had enough,” says Fishery.

“Nah, these guys are going for drug money. Be supportive. We’ll get them on serious charges, not only on the release of that truck, which was convincing evidence,” says Ramirez.

“Yeah, the truck... the CI reported that the written plans to move the money were in the vehicle. Brooks has the plans; he and Felix are after the currency. They have not filed a report about what Felix recovered from the truck. Brooks didn’t even call in the license plate number that night; a rookie officer did. They found out later that the truck was in Pleasanton, impounded, and released. The Pleasanton sheriff department should have flagged it,” adds Fishery.

The sheriff stated the two men had the proper documentation to release the truck, since the vehicle had no connection to any other violation. The truck’s whereabouts finally surfaced following Anaqua’s report to the Laredo police chief, reads Fishery.

“What if Brooks or Felix looks into the missing Detroit CI? They’ll know we are leading them on and are under investigation,” argues Ramirez.

“The agency is covering us in Detroit; they wouldn’t find out. The central office in D.C. confirmed that,” explains Fishery.

Federal prosecutors believe Brooks will turn on Felix and will testify against him. The info Washington has on Felix is bad. That’s all I know,” he adds.
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A WEEK LATER, RAMIREZ and his wife dine at an eatery near Daniel’s taco restaurant. After a steak dinner, the couple shares time talking about their kids. Ramirez spots Felix and Brooks getting out of a car. It’s not an official city vehicle. Ramirez finds it challenging to understand how these two police officers work so closely, almost every hour.
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THE NEXT DAY AT THE office, Ramirez calls Felix, “Just letting you know we don’t have any added information. Have you produced anything lately, any leads?”

“Not much. I have been tracking down two defendants from El Cenizo. They failed to appear in court; we believe they fled to Mexico.”

“What about Brooks?”

“I haven’t heard from him, so I guess nothing has developed. He would have called me,” answers Felix.

“Okay, listen, let’s get together next week. How about Wednesday here at the office around six? What do you think?”

“Let me track down Brooks, but I’m sure he’ll be okay with it,” answers Felix.

Ramirez puts down the phone and looks at Fishery, who has been listening to the conversation.

“Yeah, something is not right,” says Fishery 

softly
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The thousand-dollar grab
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TWO U.S. BORDER PATROL agents are on surveillance, parked at the intersection of Cotulla’s State Highway 97 and Farm-to-Market Road 469. 

It’s a warm October evening. The agents spot a blue Jeep Liberty traveling west toward Interstate 35. The vehicle is zigzagging, and so the agents quickly switch on their emergency lights and chase the jeep, stopping a mile away.

The agent gets off the patrol unit; the other calls their radio central station and the Cotulla Sheriff’s office.

“Are you okay? You are having a problem keeping your jeep on the road,” suggests Agent J. J. Garcia.

The intoxicated driver is tongue-tied. His fear takes over, and he becomes nervous and unsure of himself.

“Okay, sir, please turn off your engine and step out of the vehicle,” orders Garcia.

The driver unbuckles his seat belt and gets out of the car.

“We need your driver’s license, auto insurance, and proof of citizenship. Are you an American citizen? Also, do you mind if we search your vehicle?” continues the agent.

The driver lowers his head and refuses to speak. The second agent takes the man’s silence as consent to search the vehicle.

He pulls open the rear gate. He discovers a brown business briefcase about five inches thick underneath several blankets. Still, the

agent must ensure the suspect agrees to the search and asks the driver once again.

“Sir... may I have your permission to search your vehicle?”

The suspect shakes his head, giving the go-ahead signal.

“Please answer verbally, yes, or no?”

The driver says, “Yes, go ahead. It’ll be okay.”

Garcia opens the briefcase and discovers packs of American bills wrapped in black and gray tape. The sixteen packages have glued pieces of paper with numbers between 2,000 and 5,000. 

Agent Garcia confirms the briefcase contains thousands of dollars. Unable to show information or bank records on the money, the agents arrest the driver.
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WORD OF THE CASH SEIZURE reaches the police station and the DEA’s office.

Everyone involved in the River Loot smuggling operation meets at the federal building downtown.

“The total amount that the guy had is fifty-four thousand dollars coming out of Black Creek, Wisconsin. It was never millions, just fifty thou,” says Fishery.

“We are calling off River Loot. We’re done, folks,” adds Ramirez.

“Are you sure? What if you are wrong?” asks Felix.

“Yeah, it could be a bait load. Are they sacrificing fifty thousand dollars to make us think that is the amount they wanted to move into Mexico? Man, the major load is on its way to the Mexican border right now,” adds Brooks.

“The central office is pulling us out of Laredo. We are going to Phoenix. So, officers... Thanks for your help, and see you soon. The agency will send your boss a letter of appreciation for your help in the investigation, okay?” says Fishery, extending his right hand to thank Felix.

“So, is that it? Is the investigation closed?” asks Felix.

“No... by all means no, it’s your baby now. You continue working and see what you find. If you develop something solid, you call us,” says Fishery.

Ramirez and Brooks also exchange appreciation. The two Laredo police officers walk out of the DEA office.
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IN THEIR CAR, BROOKS has questions: “What do you think... is that 50 thousand bucks what the drawing is all about?”

“No, we are still looking at December. In a week, we’ll take a fishing trip, look at the area, and prepare for that smuggling job. I’m sure it’s going to come down. And if nothing happens, let’s hope we catch two or three fish,” says Felix.

“Catch fish? I don’t even own a fishing stick or whatever you call it,” yells Brooks.

“You don’t, a white boy like you never took his son fishing, wow! That’s hard to believe.”

“Yeah, we tried it once, but it’s boring. But I’ll be ready... three days by the river. This should be interesting,” says Brooks, getting out of the car.
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Checking out the rest area 
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ON NOVEMBER 17TH, A month before the robbery, Felix and Brooks drive seventeen miles to check the Highway 83 Zapata Rest Area. They arrive at eleven in the morning, and the place is empty.

The rest area features two picnic tables with protective roofs, allowing travelers to

take a break and enjoy a quick snack.

“It looks like the State of Texas has not spared a dime on the place for years,” remarks Brooks.

The area overlooking the Rio Grande has a broken-down fence. It’s there to keep visitors from falling over the cliff. Sections of the wire fence are completely gone, and trash is everywhere.

“Looks like visitors wouldn’t be a problem,” adds Felix.

“One thing that hasn’t changed is the view. Look! It’s the scenic and pictorial aspect of the mighty Rio Grande, which flows east from Laredo to the Rio Grande Valley. To the south, there is no clear view of San Ygnacio, seven to nine miles away. The place includes a 20-foot overhang drop to the river’s edge,” explains Brooks. 

The two officers look across into Mexico, a vast area with heavy growth and miles of riverbank.

“Dozens of people could hide among those tall weeds. Even now, they could be watching us,” adds Brooks.

“We underestimated the distance between this place and Lencho’s cabin. His place is far. So, how are we going to set up surveillance? Everything is out in the open,” wonders Felix aloud.

“Well, this job will be done at night. If I take cover just below the rest area, I can see any vehicle headed toward the river on the Mexican side. And you hide in that shaggy scrub area on the north side. You can see traffic moving from Laredo. The suspects will give a turn signal when arriving at the rest area. If this is the crossing point, they need people, vehicles, night cover, plus some river craft,” explains Felix.
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A FAMILY IN A STATION wagon drives up the driveway to the picnic area. As soon as the vehicle comes to a stop, two kids jump out with an older woman screaming, “Wait. Don’t go near the edge!”

Soon, everyone is out of the vehicle, including a man carrying a bag and a couple of family-sized soft drinks. He puts the load down on the table and waves at the officers. They are standing at a reasonable distance away. Since Brooks and Felix are in civilian clothing, the stranger doesn’t know they are Laredo police officers.

Felix and Brooks watch the family set up food plates while the kids run around, thrilled as they look down at the river. After a few minutes, Brooks and Felix get back into their car.
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FELIX SAYS, “SEE, THAT’S why I think these guys have been here. They know that during the day, traffic moves in and out. But at night, few camp here. It’s too dark and isolated. We might get a couple
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