
        Jason Darden 

        641 South Lakeside Drive  

        Raleigh, NC 27606 

 

 

To Whom It May Concern: 

 

 

I finally met Caitlin Trahan, face to face, in a public mineral bath in Wiesbaden 

Germany. She was leading a tour group of Turkish mercenaries and eager to introduce 

them to some of the elite international athletes that trained in the region. I was riding for 

the Atlantis Hotel cycling team at the time and used the mineral baths and spas for 

recovery.  

 

Caitlin assumed that I was German, and while I spoke fluent Deutsch, I was no more than 

a country boy from Fayetteville, North Carolina. 

 

 I knew of her exploits though. 

 

Yes, I’d heard the stories of her work in the field.  

The scars across the bridge of her nose retold the now distant tales of her loyalty to the 

highest bidder. She fought for more than the ideology of her employers though. She 

fought for the sisterhood of a group in the throes of combat.  The most legendary tale of 

her devotion to her comrades in arms was spoken only in whispers, and told only in the 

shadows of the most rarely frequented drinking establishments.  

 

Caitlin was hired to lead a group of Belgian paratroopers (who had run rough shod over 

most of Rhodesia in the late seventies) to wrap up some loose ends with some individuals 

who were slow to dispense of their taste for genocide.  Fast forward to a sewage drain on 

the outskirts of the uncharted Rwandan village of Umtompo….Caitlin was the only 

escapee of the group of eleven. She avoided capture by concealing herself in a vat of 

human waste, her only breaths drawn through a weathered McDonald’s straw. After 

fashioning a Silverback Mountain Gorilla’s jaw into a sickle, Caitlin returned to the dusty 

auto repair shop and single handedly freed her charges. The only identifiable remains was 

a large tea cozy Caitlin knitted using her enemies’ hair. 

 

Caitlin shared this story with me by the hot waters of that bath in Wiesbaden, but the 

story did not conclude it its traditional manner. She continued on, chronicling a horror so 

terrible that my legs weaken and my back numbs as I type this.  

 

I promise this. Allow Caitlin to escort you into the unknown and you will have her pledge 

of one and only one thing: loyalty. 

 

 

Sincerely, 

Jason Darden 


