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	A past to forget
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	The last Mission


	Becoming the mafia's target!
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	There is a moment in life when a decision has to be made. A final one!


	Are the people you love more important... or the restlessness that drives you to always look for new challenges? (Mario M)


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 




	Saturday, May 9, 2015


	 


	 


	 


	«Hi Pierpo, how nice hearing from you.»


	«Mario? I haven't seen you in a while... or heard from you in this case.»


	«I wish I could hug you.»


	«Too bad it's still not possible by phone.»


	«So pull over then!»


	I looked in the rear view mirror and saw his car behind me.


	Yet another nice surprise from them. The last time they came back to say hello and spend some time with their family was… yes, at Easter last year. I miss them since they decided to move to America.


	Terribly. I just can't tell them openly, it would embarrass them. And they have to live their lives without being influenced by me!


	I found them tired, faces drawn, a few more wrinkles, and even if they were smiling and sincerely happy to be able to hug me again, something must have happened.


	My hunch proved correct.


	«Pierpo, if you knew what we've been through in the last few months...»


	«Something serious by looking at your drawn faces, nothing irreparable. I hope.»


	«True, as always your intuition is never wrong. It all started at Christmas.»


	«At Christmas? But we spoke on the phone, on New Year's Eve we even saw each other with the webcam.»


	«Yes, but we couldn't nor wanted to worry you.»


	«I'm worried now. What happened?»


	 


	 




 


	 


	 


	 


	In the last two years, after all the ups and downs of the past, with the family having found a new balance and each of its members following their own path, we felt like two retired people who didn't know how to spend their days. Actually, I finally realized that I was the one who needed a constant  adrenaline rush for fear of ending up like my father.


	Nobody seemed to need us anymore. The girls, now married and with children – Elisa two and Chiara one -; Junior, Nick and Guido in Switzerland, and Pam, who by now lived with Giorgio, was a full-time grandmother, I convinced Roby to travel.


	First stop at the end of 2012, Africa! After the first week in the typical touristic sites, we realized that that wasn't why we went there.


	Thanks to the help of people we met there, we were able to visit the real Africa, the one that is rarely recommended by tour operators.


	Three months in which we experienced indescribable emotions, dictated by the beauty of those places and experiencing firsthand what it means to have nothing, to live in total simplicity, without the comforts we were used to, such as drinking water, electricity, and even decent clothes. Where people had nothing but were happy anyway, where everyone helped each other and where there was no envy.


	And where you knew you couldn't do anything to help them, not to alter the balance that had been created and that made those places so magical.


	A touching and shocking experience, especially for Roberto. For him, used to having everything, the first few days were really terrible. I saw him cry because he couldn't eat what they offered us, or for not being able to take a shower. For me, having experienced a similar situation with the shipwreck, having already gone through it, I had no setbacks, on the contrary, it felt like going back in time.


	Back in Italy for the birth of Elisa's second child, we went back to our normal routine for a few months. In October we decided to leave again, this time to discover Australia. Another incredible place from a landscape point of view, which we visited starting from the northern territories, so Darwin, crossing the deserts of the central part up to Perth, and going along the south coast, Adelaide, Melbourne and Sydney, where we decided to spend Christmas and New Year's Eve, gathering the whole family there.


	We rested for a few weeks and, in the second half of 2014, I convinced Roby to go to the States.


	That was my home, my childhood dream, turned into reality for a while.


	I dragged Roby into a full immersion of the real America, yes visiting the big cities, but offering him what I considered the true essence of that country, the American towns!


	Outside the box... in an extreme on the road. A coast to coast, from west to east, on two Harleys.


	We retraced part of the journey I had undertaken years before, backwards. I have always been in love with the atmosphere that reigns in that fantastic country, Roby soon got caught in it too.


	We had agreed to spend no more than two days for each stop we decided to make, with some exceptions.


	We started the trip from San Francisco and then reached Los Angeles, I wanted to see Jasmine again but she wasn't in town. After three +days we reached Las Vegas, where we stayed long enough to see The Strip.


	 


	We went through the Rocky Mountains, all the way to Texas. What memories in Houston and Dallas. We stopped for ten days to visit them properly, and we were lucky that my motorcycle had a serious problem, my back was killing me! So we decided to change vehicles and, once we returned the motorcycles, we opted for a Hummer.


	From Dallas we went up to Oklahoma, Kansas, Missouri, then Illinois to Chicago. We stopped for a couple of days and we turned south again through Indiana, obligatory stops Indianapolis and Cincinnati. We stayed a week in Nashville, Tennessee. Nashville, the capital of country music. Roberto couldn't understand how it was possible that all those places frequented by musicians and singers looking for their opportunity - strictly performing live - were always full, at any time of day.


	Reluctantly we continued the journey to reach Atlanta… another City full of memories for me.


	Having reached the Mid-Atlantic Coast, going up through South and North Carolina, Virginia, Delaware, New Jersey... we finally reached Philadelphia, an essential stop for me. I couldn't go to America and not stop by to see Patty and her two daughters. I had to go and pray on his grave, after all Brandon had been like a father to me, he had taught me a lot, and thanks to him I hadn't ended things with Roby permanently. Leaving Philly was tough, but we were close to our goal: the Big Apple!


	After those fantastic weeks we had reached the end of our journey. Driving on those unnerving sequences of curves that climbed up the Rocky Mountains or the endless expanses of plains with endless highways, caused adrenaline rushes that rushed through your body and amplified the regret of not being able to stay there forever.


	Finally in New York.


	Fantastic city, a lifetime would not be enough to discover all that it has to offer. It was love at first sight for Roby. It was one of his wishes, and its charm bewitched him to the point of suggesting that we settle there for a few months before returning to Italy. We looked for an accommodation.


	We spent the first two weeks in a loft in Soho, in the building opposite the one where I had lived with Jasmine. Roby understood after two days that that place reopened old wounds that had never fully healed, even if it represented one of the few good memories of that part of my life, which ended with my escape... My American adventure as a special-agent of the most powerful US government agency.


	I didn't think that that neighborhood, living right in front of what had been my home, even if for a short time, and where I had spent the last few days with my parents, still caused me sadness. I told Roby about Jasmine, how good we were together, of all her fears, uncertainties and the reason why I had  let her go. Of the last Christmas spent with my parents, of the regrets that period caused.


	He realized we couldn't stay there. A few days later we moved about fifteen miles north of New York to a small but very characteristic town. We had passed by there by chance, taking the wrong road, and we liked it so much we had no doubts.


	And since it was well connected to New York, we hardly used the car anymore.


	We began to discover the city, searching for its most characteristic places.


	One of the first places I took him was Staten Island, to visit Harby's former home. Where I had chosen to take refuge in an attempt to forget him when, convinced he had fallen in love with that woman, I decided to go back to my old life.


	We found it abandoned and cordoned off awaiting demolition. That was perhaps the last link with the past and with Harby.


	As we were leaving, I shivered when I heard someone calling me by the last name I used as a cover: «Sean… Sean Miller? But that's not possible!»


	I turned to see Eva, my old neighbor, on the porch waving at me. Soon after Matthew came out with his granddaughter in his arms.


	We hugged each other touched. They invited us to have lunch with them. Even though it hadn't actually been that many years ago, I was thrilled to see that I had left a good memory of me.


	When we entered the house and I smelled the unmistakable aroma of Eva's blueberry pie, I relived the scene when, as soon as I settled into Harby's house, they came to bring me one as a welcome. I was thrilled when Matthew showed us Jayden's old room and I saw that he still had the tennis racket I gave him. Roberto, when I told him why I had given it to him, became sad, repeating that what happened to me in that period was all his fault.


	The next day it was time to visit Queens and Harlem… other unforgettable memories for me. I explained how much Jasmine feared them but at the same time wanted to visit them. And the happiness that could be seen in her eyes as we walked hand in hand through those streets, so much that people mistook us for newlyweds. He was moved when I told him that I had done it to make her overcome her fears, to make her strong and prepare her for our goodbye.


	We spent hours in Central Park, walking or riding a  bike. We saw so many shows on Broadway, and so many Off-Broadway, not to mention the concerts he “forced” me to go to. He was so enchanted by street artists that every time we met one he was able to stay and watch him for hours. Not to mention the food trucks… a struggle to drag him away when we found one.


	I only realized, once we walked in, that I took him to the mall where mom got so scared that I was afraid I'd have to take her to the hospital.


	And I couldn't help but retrace the steps I took with my father, getting emotional, when they came to see me for that last Christmas we spent together.


	We went around the city by helicopter at least four times and saw many other things that we gradually discovered the city offered, so much that, after the first few days, I didn't think about my previous life anymore.


	And so, once again, I forgot about one of Brandon's main lessons:


	Never let your guard down, never take anything for granted!


	Two months later...


	 




Friday, November 21


	 


	 


	 


	Junior called from Switzerland to announce his imminent arrival. We thought he wanted to spend a few days with us, but he was transferring for a whole semester. His university had arranged an agreement with some American universities, a sort of Erasmus, and he had obtained one of the twenty scholarships.


	I knew he had applied the year before as well, but he didn't meet the requirements. As soon as the announcement came out, pushed by his tutor, he had resubmitted the application. To be close to us, he had chosen Columbia University in New York.


	Nick also wanted to follow him, but his insufficient credit did not allow him to.


	We picked him up the following week at JFK and, after getting him settled on campus, we took him around the Apple.


	Classes began on December 1.


	At the beginning everything went well, Junior got along with his new fellow students thanks to his excellent fluency in the language and his friendliness; we went to see him every day, he introduced us to the boys he shared a room with and those with whom he had bonded the most.


	 




December 19


	 


	 


	 


	Last day of class before the holidays. He asked us to go pick him up, he would spend Christmas with us.


	We were in the car and we were waiting for him, when a motorcycle with two people on it pulled up. After shattering the glass they threw an envelope into the cockpit, starting off again at full speed. Taken aback, it took us a few seconds to realize what had happened. After the fright, cleaning myself from the glass, I noticed the envelope.


	I opened it.


	Inside, besides various photos that captured us on campus or at a restaurant, while we were in front of the house or while walking in Central Park, there was Junior's cell phone wrapped in a note:


	“It's time to collect your old debts! Look in the cell phone and don't call the police or your son dies.”


	I turned on the smartphone, there was only one icon on the home screen. By clicking on it, a video was played in which Junior was seen in the center of a large empty room, tied to a chair and gagged, and immediately afterwards a piece of paper was shown that said:


	“Always keep it turned on, we'll send you more instructions.”


	I started shaking so much that I dropped the phone. What the hell was going on?


	Still in shock, we were approached by an officer, probably some passerby who had witnessed the scene had told him. I was unable to speak, Roberto took care of describing the facts:


	«Officer, we were waiting for his son, when two people on motorcycles approached us shattering the glass. It is retaliation for sure. A few minutes earlier, at a traffic light, we almost ran them over when they ran a red light. Instead of apologizing they sent us to hell. We kept going without worrying about them.»


	After listening to the brief description of the two, they invited us to go to the station to file a report. Roby saw me as he had never seen before, I couldn't function, I didn't have the faintest idea of what was happening. All I could think about was my boy tied up on that chair, terrified for sure.


	We hadn't had any problems with anyone since we arrived, Junior himself had only been in NY for a few days. Roby managed to shake me.


	«Mario, do you want to continue to feel sorry for yourself or do we want to understand what happened? Haven't you always bragged about being the best secret agent this country has ever had? Grow some balls and prove it.»


	Those words hit the mark, and once we found                    a workshop to repair the car, we went to talk to the Campus' director. Who, once we explained the situation, proved to be very helpful.


	He sent for Junior's roommates – each room had four students – but they weren't the same ones the boy had introduced us to a few weeks back. There were two of them; the third, with whom Junior had become close, wasn't on campus and wasn't answering his cell phone. The last time they saw Junior they were together, and this made us fear that they were as well at the time of the abduction.


	I had a long chat with the boys trying to figure out if anything strange had happened in the previous days. Apparently nothing. But as they were leaving, one of the two remembered something that had happened two nights ago in a wine bar, but regarding Tony. They were already past the allowed time and, after looking for him in vain in the bar, they had decided to head back. While leaving, they saw him arguing in the alley next to the bar with two shady looking guys.


	They suggested that the target of the kidnapping was not Junior but Tony, and that my boy got involved despite himself.


	I thought so too for a moment, thinking that Tony was the son of a rich person, but they wouldn't have written that note and shot that video. Even the director ruled it out. He got in touch with the mother, who confirmed that the boy was at home sick, when we asked to speak to him she refused.


	I'm suspicious by nature, and my involvement was personal, but I didn't like that refusal at all. In the end, all I could do was file a report.


	We decided to get a room in a hotel downtown. I still didn't understand, I tried to think of who I could turn to. In the end I found the solution: Henry Barnes! I frantically searched for his number, hoping for his help, and when I finally managed to talk to him, he invited us over to his house.


	Now retired, he wasn't in politics anymore.


	«Mario, naughty boy. How are you?»


	«If it weren't for a serious problem I have, not bad.»


	«I can tell you are worried. Tell me everything.»


	«My son was kidnapped!»


	Not having seen each other for years, I had to explain to him that I had discovered I had a son, keeping it short given the situation.


	«Will you look at that. And how can I help you?»


	«Henry, I lost all of my contacts, I don't know what to do.»


	«First, we'll call Bill. Even if he is very busy he will be able to help you out.»


	As soon as his secretary told him my name, he left the meeting he was in and came to the phone.


	«Let's not talk about it on the phone. Come to Washington DC and I'll put the entire organization at your disposal.»


	 




December 20


	 


	 


	 


	On our way to the airport, a message arrived on Junior's cell phone: “Be at this address in half an hour, alone...”


	At that point I could no longer go. I asked Roby and Henry to go, and to explain the situation to Bill.


	Roby didn't want to leave me alone, he got  convinced once he read the SMS. Besides, he was the only one who could explain to Bill what had happened.


	After accompanying them to JFK, before going to the meeting, I stopped for a few minutes.


	I had to reset. I couldn't think about the emotional involvement and I had to get back into the role that I had rejected and that I had not had for years. When I felt ready, I set off again.


	Looking for a parking space, I passed a nondescript electronics store. Once I left the car I went inside. As expected, the owner also sold prohibited equipment under the counter. I bought a handful of Kunai knives, three bugs with their receiver and a pair of glasses with a micro-camera-recorder inside.


	Ready for anything, I went to the meeting.


	In the trash next to the entrance, as they had said, I found an envelope containing more photos of the boy and yet another note full of threats.


	Notwithstanding the fact that I didn't understand what they could ever want from me, the intent was clear, they were having fun playing cat and mouse. It was clear they were trying to scare me, and that was just the beginning. Once they got tired of these games, they would move on to something else.


	One of the photos, in which they had Junior hanging over a roof as if they were going to push him down, pissed me off like crazy, but I didn't bat an eye, or made even a small grimace, they were definitely watching me. While I was looking at the photos, I was walking along the alleys and filming the faces of everyone I passed. As I made my way to the exit, I noticed that the hot dog vendor continued to look at me, even as he served the customers. He was one of them!


	I went closer. When we were face to face he stopped breathing and changed his expression completely, as if he expected to be attacked at any moment. I exchanged a few words with him in order to plant a bug on the stand, and taking a bite of the hot dog I left. I threw the hot dog away as soon as I turned the corner, my stomach was in such turmoil that that single bite was already making me want to vomit.


	At eleven o'clock I reached JFK and took the first flight to D.C. Once I landed, Campbell took care of making me skip the line.


	When I saw him again I was moved again. The last time we met was when he came to Italy to ask me to organize a meeting with the ministers.


	Almost fifteen years ago, he was still looking good.


	We hugged warmly and remembered the old days. He explained to me the new organization that the agency had and after lunch he took me to headquarters. They had moved into an eight-story building in a super protected suburban area. We went up to his office where, in addition to Henry and Roby, I found four specialized technicians from the agency there to take stock of the situation. They wanted a photo of Junior so they could put it into the central database and try to reconstruct Junior's last movements and, with a bit of luck, find out what had happened.


	In recent years they had developed a software with which they could interface with all the CCTV cameras in the country.


	They also wanted the photographs that the kidnappers had sent me, maybe a detail could help us.


	In fact, in the photo where they kept Junior hanging from the roof, one of Bill's men noticed a detail. Even if in the shot, taken from above, only the boy could be seen... in one of the windows of the opposite building you could see the reflection of a skyscraper.


	If they could bring the image into focus, we could narrow down the area where they were holding Junior!


	When I gave them the card where I had memorized the faces of the people in the park, one of the four men immediately went to extrapolate the frames regarding the men I had recorded to insert them into the computer. There was no need for the hot dog man, he was a multiple offender who had just been released from prison.


	«Fuck Mario, always a step ahead. Always the best. Look at what you came up with in a situation like this! Alright, enough with the compliments, otherwise they'll go to your head. After analyzing the situation it is clear that you have been recognized. And it's definitely revenge from someone you had arrested when you were with us. If Harby wasn't dead he would be the main suspect, so we have to review all the cases you've handled.»


	«Do you think that's a simple task? I've already thought about it and I can think of a few of them who might want revenge: Clayton Burne… Albert Sullivan, Mister X, Congressman Caine's ex-wife, even Senator Monroe if you like. In addition to these who have the means, there would be just as many with a valid motive.»


	«However, we will carefully look into all the missions you have participated in, especially in New York. Now go home, by tomorrow morning I'll send my best team to the department in charge.»


	«Director, can I take care of our friend?» Campbell asked.


	«It was implied. Unfortunately I can't go, do a good job and keep me constantly updated.»


	Once we got back to New York, Henry invited us to his house for dinner. The son, informed by his father, ran towards me and embraced me when he saw me.


	He was a man now, he had a stable relationship and an executive position in a large company. I was proud of him and couldn't help but hope that one day my Junior would become like him. My boy.


	I wished we could have met again under different circumstances, I got sad realizing that I was not good company.


	Finally, when we said goodbye, his words gave me a great boost: «If you put half of the effort you put into helping us you will be able to find him again, I'm sure of it.»
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