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The most dangerous international crime family on the
planet is not the fading Mafia but the Camorra, a ruthless crime
organization based in Naples with tentacles of worldwide
proportions. The Camorra maintains its presence in every city in
the world and has made an enormous fortune in drug trafficking,
robbery, blackmail, kidnapping, political corruption,
counterfeiting and murder. According to FBI estimates, 200
Camorristi operate in the United States, making them a
powerful and dangerous criminal enterprise.

This is the story of one family’s attempt at stopping this global
Goliath, this billion-dollar crime empire.

 



Chapter One

Behind a bank of
ominous winter clouds, the late afternoon sun barely illuminated
the gray hospital building, rendering it into a pale, lifeless
structure. The winds picked up, and a distant thunder signaled an
approaching storm.

The slight shadow cast on the wall of the
maternity ward reflected a pained, determined Lena Ricci struggling
to give birth.

A flash of lighting and the frightening roar
of thunder seemed to shake the hospital’s foundation. The winds
intensified, tossing leaves and broken branches high into the cold
air with a force that uprooted the tall Cypress tree near Lena's
window.

Inside, sweat beaded on Lena’s forehead as
she strained with pain, trying to focus on a spot on the bright
yellow ceiling. The slim, raven-haired Italian beauty closed her
eyes, her face in anguish.

She groaned and cried for relief. Dom, her
husband, a strong-jawed towering figure, squeezed her hand. He
fixed his eyes on the busy doctor.

“Push, Lena, push!” shouted the nurse at her
bedside.

Doctor Cotta, from his position at the end of
the bed, encouraged Lena as the infant moved down the path to a
welcoming life.

“One more hard push, Lena.”

Lena's loud scream echoed down the hospital
halls. “Oh, God!” She opened her eyes and saw the doctor extending
his arms over his head with a baby in his hands.

“Congratulations. It's a boy,” said the
exhausted doctor as he smiled.

The black haired infant wiggled in the
doctor’s hands.

“He is going to be a tough guy!”

Dom reached down and kissed Lena.

“What a feeling,” he said, his voice full of
emotion, “and what a Christmas gift from the Lord.”

The nurse cleaned the bloody baby, cut the
cord and let Lena hold her baby son, now screaming with renewed
energy.

Dom, almost in tears, passed his hand gently
over the delicate baby’s head.

“Welcome home, tough guy.”

Lena held the baby close and didn't want to
let go.

“You will have plenty of time with this tough
guy,” smiled the nurse as she picked up the infant and placed him
in the warm incubator.

The joyful gift of a son Alberto Ricci came
to Dom and Lena on a blustery Christmas in 1902. Little Al would be
taken home to a small cottage in the ancient city of Modena on the
south side of the Po Valley in Northern Italy.

Modena’s history is like a timeless clock —
the worn cobblestone streets bore marks of Hannibal’s invasion, its
history went back to the Roman Conquests and Mark Antony.

Out of the conflicts surfaced the Ducal
Palace of Modena, a gigantic and magical piece of real estate that
housed the University of Modena and the prestigious Modena military
academy. Captain Dom Ricci proudly attended this elite school since
childhood and graduated as an Army officer in his twenties.

Captain Ricci's son Alberto would follow in
his father’s footsteps and grow to become a great military leader —
it would be a dream come true for his father.

Little Al flourished under the loving care of
Lena. He received her full attention. Like a shepherdess watching
over her flock, she never let him out of her sight. The devoted
parents gave him a religious education and infused his young mind,
injecting strength and confidence in him as he grew out of diapers
and into short pants. His first happy celebration came when he was
five years old.

* * * * *

Little Al’s first communion celebration,
conducted in the blessed Cathedral of Modena while the organ music
echoed through the halls, was fit for a king. This magnificent
church, holy ground with its Biblical figures and saints dating
back to the third century, motivated the First Crusade. It was a
fitting venue for such an occasion. What a great honor and blessing
to have one’s first communion in this scared sanctuary. God would
watch Alberto grow into a faithful servant for his country.

With her husband fighting the deadly Camorra
in Naples, Lena guided their only child, teaching him Latin and
Greek.

The word Camorra sent a chilling fear through
her body. She bit her tongue in worry over this bunch of thugs
operating in corrupt, lawless Campania west of Naples. The oldest
criminal group in Italy, it was almost impossible to control.
Bribery, murder and kidnapping were the group’s trademark.
Murdering soldiers was commonplace.

The clash of capo (boss) and Morra (an
outlawed hand game) was a daily occurrence, as gangs provided
protection while people played the game.

Camorra reigned through brute force; a leader
of the poor, downtrodden and the weak, while at the same time
milking them dry. Camorra became powerbrokers whose rule lasted for
centuries. The fragmented group was hard to destroy. As with the
mythological Hydra, authorities would cut one head off and two
Camorra heads would grow in its place. The group’s tentacles spread
deep into southern Italy.

The Sicilian mafia controlled trade coming
and out of the country, but Camorra ruled everything. They killed
each other; they killed anyone, creating a frightening world. They
became a menace to Europe and threatened America as Camorrists
immigrated across the ocean.

Italy needed its army to maintain law and
order. Captain Ricci and the Naples police attempted to hold down
the rubbery killers, sometimes engaging in street-to-street
battles. The poor and the helpless were drawn to the criminal
world, seeking protection from their sins.

Ricci’s army had to combat this powerful
force in southern Italy. His father, Major General Ricci, fought
the Camorra for 30 years only to meet his fate a month before his
retirement when a terrorist tossed a grenade into his unit while
they patrolled the hills. His mother Anna died a year later. Most
said it was from a broken heart and a lifetime of worry. The money
they saved went to Dom’s expensive military education.

Dom lived the military life since the age of
five when his extended family placed him in military school where
he wore a dark gray and white uniform. He admired his father’s way
of life, a soldier fighting for the country and the people’s
rights. Dom vowed to carry on and follow his father’s wishes.

The handsome Captain Ricci would meet his
beautiful wife Lena in a library where she worked as a clerk.
Tragedy struck Lena when she was ten when her mother and father
both were killed in a ravaging flood. She and her sister were
separated. Both went to an orphanage. From the orphanage, Lena was
sent to a Catholic school and the nuns persuaded her to enter the
convent. Her sister was adopted by a family who emigrated to
America.

The life of a nun was no easy road and Lena
had trouble adjusting. She believed that she could help the needy
more by working on the outside, rather than by fasting, solemnly
praying every morning and mopping the floors. Ten days before she
would receive the wedding ring to be forever married to Jesus, she
approached the Mother Superior and told her about her reluctance to
go forward in the order.

“Lena, God has called you to help build his
kingdom and you are refusing,” Mother Augustine sternly said to a
trembling Lena.

“I cannot tell you why, but I cannot go on
and become a nun,” she responded. “It is not a life for me. I will
find another way to work for God.”

“Will you?” Mother Augustine questioned. “Or
will you become an orphan in God's world, wandering, searching for
peace?”

Mother Augustine stood up and walked toward
the window. Watching the rain hit against the glass, she turned and
gave Lena the freedom she wanted.

“Goodbye, my dear child. Keep the Lord in
your heart.”

Lena quietly sighed. She hugged Mother
Augustine and hurried out the door to her room, packed and walked
out of the convent, never looking back.

The price Lena paid for leaving the duties of
nun's work would be heavy — living in a small apartment, wearing
cast-off clothing, begging for food; an outcast of the church. She
was scorned by the local villagers; she’d spend hours in the
library, reading books while she kept warm and dozing off until
closing.

The librarian Carmela felt pity on Lena and
would take her home and feed the unfortunate 16-year-old girl. Out
of love for Lena, she gave her a place to stay and a job; what a
stroke of luck, Lena thought. To find a bed to sleep in and a table
to eat from was all Lena could hope for. The outcast had paid her
dues, and now she must work to support her young life.

A library job paid a meager salary but it was
enough to sustain her modest lifestyle. She was happy to work with
her friend Anna. She loved her workplace, a sanctuary for the
silent. She read books and the latest journals; she kept abreast of
world developments. She taught herself English. The library’s
patrons were interesting to her. The military academy was a few
miles away and the cadets would always be in the library, searching
for information on history and often asking for her to help.

One hot summer morning, she looked up from
her files and her eyes caught the eyes of the tall, handsome blond
cadet. She hurried back to her desk.

“Can I help you?”

“Yes,” he smiled. “I am looking for a book
Rough Riders about Teddy Roosevelt’s exploits and his
strategy on winning wars. And the Red Badge of Courage by
Stephen Crane.”

“Yes, we do have both, but you can take them
out for one week only,” Lena said with a faint smile.

The cadet was taken back at such a short loan
period. He moved closer. “One week? It takes me one week just to
read the first chapter. I am a Cadet at Modena Academy and I’m
loaded down with work. Can’t I have them longer?”

Lena started to shake her head no.

“I just want to read a story about a man in
battle and how he overcame the fear of battle and retained his
courage,” the cadet said.

Lena's large black eyes fixed on this bold,
tanned cadet, her heart racing. She surrendered to his request.

“We have a strict policy and to violate it
could cost me a job that I desperately need, but I will give you
two extra weeks. I’ll put the books in my name for the additional
time,” she said. “Fair enough?”

“Very fair,” he said, “But I must return the
favor.”

Somehow she felt destiny has brought the
soldier to her as the warmth of awakening passion ran through her
slender body. Lena the dreamer. She always believed the stars
guided her to give Dom the additional two weeks on the book loan,
which would mean giving him her heart.

“I would like to take you to dinner at the
Modena Gardens. I would be delighted to pick you up from your
home.”

Lena’s instincts were right; it was, indeed,
the start of a romantic journey.

A week later, another dinner followed and not
long after they were lovers. They enjoyed long walks along the
Museum Place; the gazed at Modena’s ancient buildings. They
explored the synagogue and admired the churches erected in the 17th
century.

For Lena, it felt like walking on clouds. She
also delighted in the rich and diversified cuisine her cadet
provided for them which included meats, hams and salamis. They
would dine on “zampone,” the Medina specialty. Life could not be
better.

Cadet Dom toured the Military University in
the Palazzo Ducale. Together they watched the young cadets and the
Carabineer city police officers go through rigid training. Hearing
the sounds of gunfire on the target range sent fear through Lena’s
body. The sounds paralyzed her. She learned that Dom’s father was
murdered by the Camorra, and now Dom must take over for him.

One evening they sat at an outdoor café. The
light summer breeze blew Lena’s long dark hair. She felt a chill
come over her.

Dom, sipping his coffee, looked at her.
Something was wrong.

“Sweetheart, you look so pale. Are you
chilly? What's wrong?”

Lena stroked his face, kissed him on the
cheek and answered in a soft voice.

“The thought of you becoming a soldier and
being sent to Naples to bring law and order to that hell leaves me
numb -- terrified. I know it’s your lifelong dream. In few months,
you will graduate and I can't shake this fear I have. It haunts me.
I know I should be thinking of our wedding in two weeks but I have
been consumed by worry. Your duty as a soldier will take you away.”
Tears started rolling down her cheek.

Dom’s stern look made her worry even
more.

“My family has a military history going back
100 years. We love our country and our duty is to serve. I can’t
worry about dying. Please, love, understand that I will be careful.
Nothing is going to happen to me. The odds of what happening to my
father happening to me are so slim. That was a different world. It
would never happen again. Please be happy for me. You know how much
my graduation and my military career mean to me.”

Lena wiped the tears away and kissed his
cheek.

“I am sorry. I am sure nothing will happen.
I’ll pray every night. It's just me. Forgive me. I love you so much
and I would not let anything I say or do get in the way of your
happiness. Let’s talk about our wedding instead. What an honor it
is to be married in the Modena Cathedral among the saints of
Centaury.”

Dom looked at his pocket watch, jumped up and
said, “We have an appointment with Father Cornelius in half an
hour. Let’s get going.”

Holding hands, the couple ran down the street
to the Cathedral’s side door and entered a dark hall leading to
Father Cornelius’ chamber.

Father Cornelius, a stern Franciscan, was a
towering figure at the church for many years. He had a habit of
stroking his white beard as he carried on a conversation.

“Marriage is a lifetime commitment and
children should come from the marriage, as many as God will
provide.”

He looked at Dom and his uniform.

“You will have a burden to carry, my son.
Protect the country and your family. Never stay away too long from
your family.”

He then turned to Lena.

“Lena, my dear child, you were called to
convent as a child and have rejected it. I am sad for that. You
could have served the Lord. The mystic calls don’t happen to
everyone. I am puzzled, but I must live with it.
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