
Chapter 2 

 

Robles, Colombia. South of Cali. 

 

Thomas Olsen stared at the magnificence of the South American jungle as he knelt on the 

banks of the Río Cauca near Robles, Colombia.  Río Cauca is the source of water for hundreds 

of small agricultural and cattle farms south of Santiago de Cali. The small river flows slowly 

through the farmlands and meanders into the rainforest in lazy ‘S’ shapes, constantly changing as 

it takes the path of least resistance. 

Exotic birds could be seen, but not heard, as they looked down upon Thomas with the 

same curiosity with which he regarded them. The jungle, even this close to civilization, was thick 

and humid. Sweat flowed from every pour in Thomas’s body, far more than climate alone could 

command of him. 

Olsen was an accountant in San Diego for Drew Barnes, the Chief Executive Officer of 

American Pacific Oil. Olsen had been paid an extraordinary amount of cash to misappropriate 

funds for Barnes. Enough cash, in fact, to set him and his family up for life. He moved into a 

nicer community, sent his children to nicer schools, and allowed his wife to quit her job and 

spend her time decorating her new home and upgrading her wardrobe. This transition did not 

escape the eyes of the Internal Revenue Service, however, and even with Olsen’s accounting 

skills, he was unable to conceal all of his newly acquired funds and elevated standard of living. 

The IRS turned him over to the Federal Bureau of Investigation, who offered him a deal. 

Olsen would have to testify in court against the CEO, Drew Barnes; adding insult to injury, he 

would lose every penny he had. In return, Olsen would receive no prison sentence and would be 

able to remain with his family. Olsen didn’t hesitate on the decision. Unfortunately, he as well as 

the FBI, underestimated Barnes and the power of the American dollar. Barnes and his associates 

had informers in several Government Agencies, and it took little time for the information about 

the “snitch” to reach him. 

Olsen was promptly scheduled for a “business” trip to New York City. After a convenient 

mix-up at the airport in San Diego, Thomas Olsen found himself between two muscular Latin 

American men on a private jet heading toward Colombia. Olsen was intimately familiar with the 

jet—it belonged to Drew Barnes. His shoulders sagged; he accepted his fate without question.  

Now Olsen was kneeling on the banks of a river in the most beautiful country he had ever 

seen. It should have been a vacation setting, but he knew without a doubt that the jungle would 

be the last sight he would ever see. There was abundant life everywhere he looked. However, he 

could not appreciate the pulsating, sustaining river, the deep hues and shades of green in the 

foliage, or the colorful birds that were ignorant of his destiny, yet watched in curiosity at the 

performance that was unfolding beneath the safety of their lush roosts.  

Thomas Olsen’s view was obstructed as a shadow crossed over him and a familiar face 

entered his sight. He knew three other men were behind him. Two were the men who flew down 

to Colombia on the jet, escorted him from a private landing strip to his current location, forced 



him to his knees, and tied his arms and neck to a bamboo pole near the river. A third was a 

sinister-looking Colombian man with bad skin and discolored teeth. He had accompanied Barnes 

to the river bank. 

The Colombian was the one Olsen feared most. He’d never been in the company of such 

a menacing, ominous man. Although he couldn’t speak a word of Spanish, Olsen could tell the 

Colombian’s intentions by the steely cruel look in his eyes. The yellow-toothed grimace made it 

clear the man was going to enjoy his mission.  

The Colombian had a bucket full of bloody animal guts and body parts. He occasionally 

tossed a few chunks into the river. Before long, a frenzy of activity broke the surface as a myriad 

of river predators appeared. It was the beginning of the dry season and the carnivores were eager 

for an easy meal. 

Olsen was positioned to witness them all. Giant snapping turtles, small crocodiles and 

piranhas created turmoil as they fought for the flesh being tossed to them—as well as the flesh of 

those wounded in the frenzy. Thomas Olsen could not hold back tears as he thought about his 

family; he prayed this was only an attempt to scare him. He would gladly agree not to testify. He 

would agree to anything at this point. Surely Barnes was reasonable enough… 

“Mr. Olsen, my trusted accountant,” Barnes said with a hardened grin. 

Olsen heard an audible scoff behind him, from the crazy Colombian, no doubt. He could 

hear the sound of a knife being sharpened on a whetstone. The Colombian had a variety of tools 

at his disposal, among them a sawed-off shotgun and a chainsaw. Olsen was forced to the ground 

and bound at the wrists and ankles, then yanked to his feet. More offal was thrown into the river. 

“You got sloppy, that was your first mistake,” Barnes continued. “You’re an accountant, 

for Christ’s sake! Did you really think you were being discrete?” Barnes shook his head at Olsen 

and continued, “No matter. Water under the bridge. I can forgive that. After all, we all like nice 

things, don’t we?” Barnes gave a slight nod to the Colombian, who pitched a few more scraps 

into the tumultuous water and set his sharpening stone down. He walked lazily in front of Olsen 

and purposely rotated his blade so that the sun reflected into the prisoner’s face. Olsen squinted 

and trembled, which seemed to please both Barnes and the Colombian. 

“What I can’t forgive is your deal with the Feds.” Barnes didn’t have to nod this time. 

The Colombian’s knife sliced through the belt and waistband of Olsen’s $400 pants and they 

dropped effortlessly to the ground. 

“No…” was all Thomas could say before the Colombian sliced off his penis and testicles. 

The Colombian held them close to Thomas’ face before pitching them into the swirling river. 

Thomas paled, vomited, and passed out; hunching forward on the bamboo pole. 

When he awoke, searing pain and the Colombian were the only things existing in his new 

and agonized world. He could imagine death merely as a release; no longer as a thing to fear. 

The man with the maniacal grin was squatting in front of Olsen, his threats paling in comparison 

to the anguish that had become Olsen’s reality. 

“You and me now, amigo,” the Columbian said quietly. His accent was thick. Olsen said 

nothing. “Your jefe is no pleased with you, amigo, no pleased at all. In fact, he gave you to me. I 



am Archangel de Jesus Henao-Montoya, and you belong to me now!” Montoya got up and 

walked around behind Olsen. A moment later Thomas Olsen heard the chainsaw roar to life. The 

birds in the nearby trees scattered in a cacophony of screeches. “Now, amigo, the red waters are 

waiting…” 

 


