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Dedication
She runs with the wind,
She sings with the sea.
When she touches me I believe.
She sustains me and fills me
With all my needs!
I have been touched by a power
I cannot believe.
I have been touched by She and I believe.
Please love me and need me till I can be sure
That I have been and will always be touched by She!
Love,
DeLair
8-21-98
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Man That Smell !
neeling on my left knee outside of the huts, only doordeep in the jungle, I looked over at Manono. I know we
both were thinking the same thing; there was a smell of
blood coming from the hut. Bullshit to anyone who says blood
has no smell.
Since I took the AK-47 round above my right eye, I always
took the left side going in the door, high or low. It was the
standard Central American hut in all the mountains of Central
America. One room with a dirt floor was a home. It was built
of all local materials from the jungle, including soil for the
walls. Some lucky villagers had tin roofs. Manono gave me the
hand signal. I was going in first, being first in always made me
happy. This place had twisted my skull, giving me a feeling of
invincibility.
Looking at the dead dog, shot in the head, lying about ten
feet from the door with the full moon shinning on it, I thought
I knew what we were going to see when we went inside – the
same old horrendous shit, dead bodies with bullet holes in them,
or ones with heads and other parts cut off. All I knew was that it
was not going to be pretty.
How human beings can adapt to seeing this, doing this, or
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both, and keep going always amazed me. The silence inside
the hut was deafening. There was no sound, and we knew how
many people were supposed to be in this family. We should hear
something.
“What I didn’t know before entering was what awaited us. I
was fighting, killing, and going crazy to save America from the
communist horde that was now coming the short distance from
Central America to try to take over our country,” Give Me said.
I moved the wooden slide to open the door. It didn’t make
a sound. In a second, I was in the single room. Manono was
breathing down my back and had my ass covered as usual.
The light of the fireplace and the candles cast a shadow on the
tabletop that was like looking through a dirty window.
What I saw here, after all I had seen in my young life while
conducting operations in these mountain jungles huts and city
barrios, turned my stomach and sucked the air out of me. My
Thompson M1A1 submachine gun just hung loose at my right
side. This was one of the most macabre scenes imaginable.
Sitting at the table was a family of five, a father, mother, baby,
and two daughters under the age of ten. Their heads had been
severed and placed on the table facing the upright bodies to
which they belonged. Their hands had been nailed palms-down
at the connection between the wrist and hand to one of the solid
hardwood tabletop boards to keep their bodies upright. Each
body slumped slightly to the left or right, but still sat upright.
The nails were the size of railroad spikes with sharpened points.
The heads of the spikes were the diameter of a fifty-cent coin so
they could hold the arms securely. Thank God, the floor was dirt
and soaked up the blood, otherwise we would have been sliding
across the room on it. The ceiling had been dripping with blood.
Unique patterns of spatter covered the walls because gravity had
pulled the blood down the adobe surface. The amount of blood
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that had sprayed and flowed in this little hut was beyond belief.
What ripped my guts out the most was the baby, it couldn’t
have been more than a year old. They had placed the decapitated
baby in the arms of the mother. The mother’s nailed wrists
supported the weight of the baby’s headless corpse. The baby’s
head was sitting to the left of the mother’s on the table. The
eeriest part was that all of the heads had their eyes open. Judging
by the blood pools and the amount of rigidity in the bodies, we
were about two hours late getting this family out of here to a safe
house. What also ripped my ass was that I knew that they started
with the father first. He would have been the one most likely to
put up maximum resistance. The mother was next. The order
of genocide would be reversed if this were in the Pit below the
police interrogation offices downtown. Information would have
been extracted while the shocked parents were forced to watch
the rape and murder of their children, a long, agonizing suffering
into death.
The appearance of the hut showed there had been no resistance.
Unquestionably, detailed planning went into delivering this
message. The volume of the pools of blood under the table told
me they were alive when their hands had been hammered to the
table. This was a piece of work, so disturbing it could never be
imagined, nor would you want to. The scene in that hut haunts
me to this day. I feel blessed, indeed lucky, as I have had many
days and years since this slowly fading memory.
As I looked into the eyes of Manono, I saw a hate I had never
seen in this man’s eyes, and he lived on hate. Manono had kept
me alive long enough to understand the instinct of survival in
this killing field that all but a select few in America knew of.
A second Vietnam was so remarkably close to home, but most
Americans didn’t find this out until much later.
The media was not reporting much of what was going on.
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Reports came into the news outlets but they were never fully
investigated. Visibility started occurring after the sniper murder
of one Archbishop behind his pulpit. The National Guard rape
and murder of three American nuns and a laywoman. The
execution of six Jesuit priests and their housekeepers, a mother
and daughter. These without doubt were the last actions, in this
transformation of ideologies and the attention of the distracted
and apathetic American people.
Other incidences in 1980’s caused Americans start to wake up. It
took death squads, School of the Americas’, cocaine, Hanger 4 and
5 at the airport in San Salvador, the war in Nicaragua, Iran Contra
Affair, Colonel Oliver North, Afghanistan, Bin Laden, Panama
and President Noriega to show some small knowledge that we had
violent actions going on just below the southern border.
I exited the room, squatted, and leaned against the hut looking
out into the jungle while Manono remained inside to remove
any documentation. This was standard operating procedure. No
matter what, look for documents.
I was still sucking oxygen, trying to get my shit back together,
when I happened to look down to the ground. From what I could
make out by the light of the moon, just two feet in front of me
was a set of footprints. These were not the usual Goodyear-tire
sandal footprints of the locals. It appeared to be made from a US
military jungle combat boot.
I leaned forward, took a hard look at the boot print, and gently
ran my fingers across it. Yes, it was definitely a US jungle combat
boot. What is this doing here? Was this one of our people? Could
it be CPLF? Could it be one of theirs? Intel had it that a US Special
Forces soldier was taken out in a firefight, stripped, and C-4’d.
This could be one of his killers wearing his boots.
I leaned back against the wall watching the jungle again and
thought, How did I get here, and how much longer do I get to be
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the best of the best in this insane world? The same people that
kept me out of Vietnam placed me in the same insanity, killing,
and torture, only hours by plane from Los Angeles, USA.
Manono finally stepped out of the door. I waved him over
to look at the boot print. He kneeled down and looked closely,
looked at me and said, “Let’s go. The point is yours.” I stood up,
took point, and we headed out and up the trail. Not a word was
spoken between us during the six-hour hump off the mountain
and down to our secure casa.
On the way down the mountain, I started doing a little stinking
thinking, something you should not do in the jungle, especially
on point traversing through the killing and dying regions where
you need all of your attention on the task at hand. However, it’s
when walking in the dark green beauty of the jungle at night
that the smells, sounds, and the blessing of the truth all come
together. It makes a person’s mind drift. Stinking thinking starts
with, what the hell is happening, and why am I here in this
country doing what I am doing?
Then the answer is something like, It’s for freedom against
Communism and a threat to the US from Central America. It’s
for the security to capitalism and maintaining a budget that keeps
payrolls rolling for individuals and actions that 99.99 percent of
Americans have no knowledge of and never will! They would
eventually learn much later when Hollywood made a film about
this deadly circus, named ‘Salvador’.
Not fast enough. Finally the smart part of my brain took
over. Pull your head out of your ass fast, staying alive means
paying attention. Look, listen, and smell. We are still in Indian
Territory, as Manono calls it, and we have some miles to travel
to get the hell out of here.
If killing someone, anyone, lets me live for another moment,
then I have a chance to live a long life. If necessary, I will kill
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‘em all so I can die much later, not now, today, or tomorrow. All
I know is that I am too young to be taken down by this shit!
We are not in a place that would welcome us with open arms
and a cold cerveza. So keep moving and stay focused!
Buy the B&N e-Pub version at:http://www.barnesandnoble.com/w/when-the-huts-fall-silent-de
lair-m-laduke/1118082360
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