
Excerpt 

The blindfold was removed roughly and even though the light was minimal, Former United States President 
Trenton Weston’s eyes winked shut. He had been handled roughly but was uninjured except for the scrapes 
and bruises from the train attack. He tried to turn his head toward the presence he felt behind him, but a hand 
forcefully spun it back around. 

First a crease of light, then a fully opened door appeared before him. The opening revealed the silhouette 
of a man, small in stature, but stocky, legs spread slightly, hands folded behind his back. 

The figure strode toward him at a firm, even gait. The olive drab of his camouflaged military-style garb was 
interrupted by patches of dirt and stains. Rips in the fabric of his jacket exposed a dingy undershirt. 

“I am Subcomandante Morales,” he said in Spanish. “I know you understand me, so do not pretend that you 
do not. I wished you to see the man who has conquered you.” 

“You have kidnapped me. You have not conquered me,” the former leader of the free world returned in 
perfect Spanish. 

The left side of Morales’ moustache rose significantly as he circled his captive, hands still behind his back, 
black eyes remaining fixed on the American. 

“We will see who has been defeated.” 
“Where am I?” 
“You are on the brink of your judgement. You are going to face the verdict for your country’s evils against 

the world.” 
“I wasn’t aware we had committed any ‘evils’ against the Mexican people – or any part of the world.” 
Morales halted his pacing directly in front of the former American President. He placed his hands on the 

knees of the seated hostage and moved his face to within inches of Weston’s. In spite of the other demands 
the circumstances placed on his senses the sixty-six-year-old Weston still recoiled slightly at the mixture of 
tequila, tobacco, and dental neglect that assaulted him. 

“Your government has helped the Mexican officials in their cruelty to the indigenous people of my country. 
You gringos have assisted them in stealing from us. Your trade treaties let them rob us of our resources and 
justify it to the world.” 

Morales stood and lifted his head as he snapped around and marched away from his hostage. “You 
Americans are rich enough, but you want to take from us.” 

“So why have you taken me?” 
“You are a prisoner of war. You are a war criminal,” shouted the self-proclaimed Subcommander. 


