
Off Guard Epilogue 

Finished Office Building, Mexico City, Mexico 

May 16, the following year, 10 a.m. Local Time 

 

 Senator Javier Montez Morello stood at the podium and waited for the applause to die 

down. The crowd was exuberant. After the plot to overthrow the Mexican government and 

assassinate the President was exposed, along with the tragedy that played out in this very 

building, it was now time to dedicate the structure and open it up for business. Of course, being 

Mexico, that meant a formal ceremony followed by a fiesta and music and dancing.  

 Collin stood between Lukas and Rob in the middle row, far left, surrounded by investors, 

business leaders, politicians, community activists, and clergy members. They were never named 

and their role in the dedication of the building was never publicized, but they were honored, 

nonetheless, to be invited to participate in the ceremony. Collin had spotted Butch and a few of 

the Mexican soldiers from that night nearly a year prior in the crowd, cheering and clapping.  

 When it ended, Senator Morello sought them out and shook their hands. “If you had not 

done what you did, none of this would be happening,” he said sincerely, inclining his head at the 

crowd and the building in general. “You saved more than a building project. You saved lives, 

and a country, and a way of life enjoyed by millions of free people. May God bless you all.” 

The three friends enjoyed the fiesta, talked to Butch and the other team members there, 

then ducked out early. They had a flight to catch.  

 



* * * * 

 

George Town Harbor, George Town, Cayman Islands 

May 17, 1:00 p.m. Local Time 

 

Rob stood next to Collin and Lukas stood next to Rob. Nervous energy flowed through 

the three of them like electricity. Lukas elbowed Rob and whispered something in his ear. Rob 

giggled and elbowed him back. Collin twisted his head and shot them both a dark look. They 

held back their giggles, but couldn’t hide their smiles.  

Henry appeared, sixty feet down the gangway, looking stately and tall and dignified. His 

back was straight, his head held high, his white hair gelled into place against the gentle ocean 

breezes. He waited, motionless. When the music started he pulled his right arm up, bent it at the 

elbow with his hand across his midsection. 

Emily appeared from the small building to his left, walking gracefully to the rhythm of 

the wedding march until she came around the other side of Henry Cook and laced her arm 

through his, unable to control a coy smile. Her eyes sparkled, as did the sea around them. The 

two walked in lock-step down the gangway while the music played and the crowd gained their 

feet. The “crowd” was a group of about twenty people that consisted of Collin’s family, a few of 

Emily’s closest friends, the crew of the Admiral Risty, Special Agent Reggie Crabtree and his 

wife, Special Agent Spinner McCoy and his girlfriend, and Detective Nic Lancaster and a very 

pretty lady he introduced as his fiancée. The cute little girl with the blond curls spreading the 



yellow rose pedals along the way was Collin’s niece, Richard’s daughter. She was five years old. 

The little boy following along behind, wearing a life preserver buckled over his little white 

tuxedo and carrying a small pillow with a ring sitting on top, was Collin’s three-year-old 

nephew.  

Henry took Emily’s hand and passed it to Collin, then retreated into the crowd to stand 

next to his wife, Sarah, who dabbed her eyes with a tissue.  

Collin kissed Emily’s hand and stared into her steel blue eyes and mouthed the words, “I 

love you.” Emily smiled shyly and mouthed the same words back. They turned in unison to face 

a beaming Captain Sewell, who stood on the bow of the Ristier Admiral dressed in his finest 

Island shirt and white trousers. The only pair of long pants he had ever owned as an adult. They 

were stiff and showed the lines where they had been folded and stacked on a sales shelf earlier 

that morning. A new pair of leather sandals adorned his otherwise bare feet as well.  

The Captain’s bright white teeth practically glowed against his dark black skin. His eyes 

danced, then misted, then danced again as he looked from the flower girl’s face to Collin’s, then 

Emily’s, then to the crowd.  

After the Captain pronounced them man and wife, Collin dipped Emily and they kissed a 

long time. Then Collin smashed a bottle of champagne across the prow and pronounced the 

Ristier Admiral ready to take to the seas.  

The champagne flowed and the food was consumed. The music played and guests danced 

and laughed and made merry. As the sun started to bend toward the western horizon, the Ristier 

Admiral set sail while the Captain and crew and the other guests waved good-bye. Collin stood at 

the helm, smiling and waving from behind the large wheel, blowing kisses to his mom and niece 



and sister and giving Captain Sewell a big, grateful salute as he backed away. He bought the 

boat, so what could the Captain say when he asked to borrow it for a week-long honeymoon?  

 

* * * * 

 

La Jolla, California 

The Happily Ever After part 

 

Collin had successfully held on to the $30 Million settlement money that Penh’s 

legitimate business paid out against a legitimate claim in a legitimate out-of-court settlement. 

With that money, he and Emily traveled the world, finding areas off the beaten path where there 

were plenty of people with plenty of needs.  

Collin’s favorite thing to do was to attend church in those communities and see how the 

people lived and worshipped. He loved the fact that more often than not, the poorest people were 

the happiest. Of course, they had suffering and difficulties, too. But they seemed very well 

adapted to the rigors and stresses of life. That’s why he enjoyed making anonymous donations to 

the pastors or ministers or relief agencies in those areas to provide both short-term and long-term 

solutions for those in the greatest need. Towns he and Emily visited were soon blessed with 

medicines, water purification technology, new school buildings, and/or agricultural implements. 

If there was a piece of equipment that would help provide long-term solutions to the lack of food 



and water, those towns and villages would receive it and the necessary training shortly after the 

Cook’s visit. 

With cell phones and email, it was easy to follow up.  

Emily continued to excel in her work with enzyme therapies targeted at specific cancer 

cell types. Awards and accolades and promotions followed, but she remained grounded and 

family-oriented, while also riveted to the cause of curing the dreaded disease.  

She also became a mother to two beautiful children, one with steel-blue eyes like her 

mother, the other with a mop of dusty hair like his father. Collin’s days were consumed by his 

favorite pastimes: being a dad, surfing nearly every morning, and the occasional strategy session 

with Rob.  

By following Rob Howell’s financial guidance and sage investment strategies, Collin’s 

money grew as fast as he could give it away. It didn’t solve all the problems, but as they worked 

together, Rob, Collin, and Emily felt they were making a positive contribution toward bettering 

the lives of those less fortunate. Focusing on the needs of others and working hard to lift as many 

people as they could from poverty’s clutches, at home and abroad, brought joy.  


